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TEIE LThIOCSJ.NE turned into the drive\vay. Joanne Ellis Jooked 
straight ahead at the house in the distance, hall hidden belo\v a rise 
in the grounds. Another tum and the Hudson appeared, gleaming, 
and then disappeared again. Joanne leaned fonvard and felt 
Arthur' band on her arm. 

"You're home,· he said. His hand tightened around her. 
he nodded. She couJd feel him \Vatching her silently. The 

grounds were ast and manicured and Joanne tried to distract her­
seli \vith them, and \Vith te\vart, the gardener, \vbo " 'as ' orking 
in the rose garden, deaf to the passing car. But he \Vas being 
watched by the chauffeur, too, in the rearvie\v mirror. It wasn't her 
imagination> either, because he met bis yes and he looked away 
imm diate1y. If he turned suddenly to Arthur she'd catch him as 
well; find the same look-furtive and un asy, a urveillance really. 
But rthur \Vas more practiced \vith her than \Vas Paul the 
chauffeur. He \Vould so1ile to cover, bis band \vould tighten on her 
again, and his face \vould melt \vi th compassion. Anything to put 
her off. 

Th y didn't trust her-Arthur anyway; Paul hardly mattered­
dichi't at all believe that the past eight months ·away• could have 
changed anything. They \vould deny it, of cour e, but that's what 
the looks were telling her, and not ju t DO\V but all morning, all the 

way from Pinehurst Her release, they \ ere saying, \Vas premature; 
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she would ba,·e to crack again, it \vas inevitable given what she had 
gone through; and they \Vere \vatching for it already, all of them, 
all et for it. 

She turned suddenly to face Arthur. He had been \\~atching her 
just a second before, but be \Vas looking a\vay now at the house 
directly in front of them. The limousine came to a stop, and the 
smell of W cs was O\'en\ helming when Paul opened the door for 
them. 

Jhey're still blooming .. Arthur said, and then his voice deep­
ened : !bat '''a an order ... 

He lau bed, too heartily. and ~fadge, the housekeeper, \vbo \Vas 

coming down the &ont tep \vith an uncertain expression, bright­
ened \\'hen he heard it and laughed herseU to ea e her nerves. She 
stopped at the edge of the gravel drive and \vaited for Joanne to 
take Arthur's hand and step out of the car. To ~fadge she looked as 
elegant as ever. \\'earing the tan silk suit and gold je\velry, lots of it 
Her hair v:as a deeper gray no\v and cut a bit differently, and she 
might have been \vearing more makeup than usual, but otherwise 
~I rs. Ellis looked just fine to her; not at all \vhat ~ladge had been 
dreading. 

Joanne took a deep breath and looked up, at the mass of the 
house ( her house, finally() and the big shade trees. She closed her 
eyes for a long private moment, aod \ hen she opened them again 
she heard ~fadge's voice aying, .. ,\ elcome borne, ~f rs. Ellisr· 

Joanne tu.med to her and said .. Afadoe• so ,varmJy that ~iadge 
had to top and reach into the pocket of her \vhite uniform for a tis­
sue. Joanne ~ alked up to her instead, opened her arms, and em­
braced her. 

Arthur had taken hvo mall leather cases from Paul ·she looks 
wonderful, doesn't she, ~fadge?" he aid . 

.. be c rtainly do s." 
\\by not?" Joanne !aid ·1 f J '"onderful." She tried to move 

a\\~ay but ~fadge k pt one arm around her \\'aist and \valked with 
b r to th step . Arthur ' as on her other side no\v, shifting the 
cas , to free one band for her. Jo nne climbed a step and halted. 
\\ n t ar )'OU doin . you hvo I'm not an invalid." She glowered 
at th m and they mil d and rel a ed her. 

"'Th bo 5 i back, ~tad e, .. Arthur aid. "On your toes.· 
The hous , a nin teeoth-century tone bowplace, was large and 
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formal The windo, s \\•ere oversized and were fitted, several of 
them, with wrought-iron balcorues. There \Va.5 a stunning view of 
the Hudson and the Ca kills one which had been featured in sev­
eral magazine articles a bout the ho we. 

Joanne looked at everything hungrily, with Arthur and ~ladge 
keeping a step belO\\' her. She mo\ ed lowly, without any further 
assistance. At the door she stopped for another lin rering \iew of 
the la\vn and the arden . From ome\\ here on the ri er ide of the 
how e th re \\·as the sound of a power mO\\•er. he listened to it 
travel down the lope. to" ·ard the edge of the " ·oods. It faded to a 
hum, dist.ant and relaxing-hypnotic almost, \\'ith the sun on her 
and the heavy mell of the lilacs. 

Arthur called her name h\1ce before he heard him. She saw him 
waiting ,,; th ~1adge who e uniform had suddenly become too 
white for Joanne's ere . She SQ\\' Paul too shifting under the 
weight of her luggage. For just a moment he ,,.as disoriente~ felt 
as though she '''ere back at Pinehurst; and then she \\~as embar­
rassed to have been carried a"·ay so easily, so obviouslr. They had 
seen her distractio~ signals had probably been passed that she had 
missed She started to apologize. 

·For what?" Arthur said. Joanne shrugged and gave a weak 
smile. Arthur moved in front of her. He pu bed open the front 
door, then bowed slightly and said, .. ~trs. Ellisr' in a gallant and 
formal voice. 

Joanne went into the house. There were fresh Bowers on the hall 
table, a huge \\'elcomina bouquet. . .\rt.bur \\·aited in the open door­
way and held the others ou ide. '''atching Joanne ,,.a.Ik aero s the 
hall and ease her elf back into the house. She looked up the wide, 
curved stairca e. and then mo,·ed more confidently into the living 
room. Arthur foHowcd her, and " ·hen she turned and their eyes 
met, he thought he a~v it finally- a mile, and an hon t one this 
time. 

\l ell, how does it feel?" 
Like f ve never been awayt• 
!hat's my Jo talking• 
He moved tO\\'ard her but she had turned a\\~ay and W&U croui.ng 

the living room. The room was airy and bright; spotless, too. There 
were French doors at the far en~ ope~ and on the terrace facing 
the river were large stone urns filled with young geraniums. She 



4 

went to the balustrade and Arthur's voice, sending Paul upstairs 
with her luggage, faded behind her. A young man she wdn•t recog­
nize \VU riding the mo,ver in a neat pattern belo'v the terrace. She 
looked beyond him at the view. It was a scene she had kept with 
her in her room at Pinehurst all those months- thi view, trus angle. 
Only this wasn't a photograph, this \vas real; she was on her ter­
race, home, and everything around her was familiar. And real. 

When he went back into the house, Arthur and ~f aclge were in 
the hall, and talking too quietly, it seemed to her. They stopped 
abruptly when they aw her ... Secrets?" be called out. 

'VVhat secretsr Arthur \Vas coming toward her, smiling, hUJ arms 
spread wide. '" l o secrets here. 0 

!bey \vhispered all the time at Pinehurst,ro Joanne said, and 
then made a sibilant sound to parody it. "It makes me very 
nervous." 
~iadge was telling me about some calls that came ~ • Arthur 

said. ·All the usual crises.a He looked at ladge, \vho reminded 
him that ~Ir. Mitchell's \Vas oery urgent. "See \Vhat I meanr he 
said to Joanne. "Get used to it all again.n 

vVith pleasure," Joanne said. ?\fadge \Vas coming tO\Vard her as 
\vell now, at the same pace as Arthur; one on either side of her. It 
wouldn't surprise her if ~ladge had something like a hypodermic 
needle hidden behind her back. She had that sort of look. Would 
they be amused if she said it, or alarmed? She was silenl 

They had been talking about her, of course-that was obvious 
enough. Arthur ' "as probably giving Madge her assignment; telling 
her what to \Vatch for, what ort of behavior should concern her 
enough to make her call him immediately, no matter where he hap­
pened to be. 

She let them come just so close, then held out her hands. "Stop 
hovering, both of you,0 she said, and it came out sounding playful 
enough . .. fadge, 'vhat I'd love is some tea. And you"-she jabbed 
Arthur in th che t lightly- 0 make your calls." 

!be calls can wai~" Arthur said . .,Let's get )' OU settled.· 
· 1 am ettled. I'm home: 
She pointed him in the direction of his study and gave a slight 

pu h, and he lov d it, aluting her and s f.J ying '"On the double!" 
She waved ~fadge away as well and sa\v her scurry off as Arthur 
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had done. But then Joanne called out to her· fadge came back into 

the hall. lrs. Ellis seemed to be inspecting her silently. 
"Ma'am?" she aid. 
Joanne looked up at her face. ·For a \vhile at least, ~ladge: she 

said, and then he itated, "-v ould ou not 'vear that?" 
1'1adge looked puzzled. he touched her uniform. 1his( 
"\ bite," Joanne said, very di tinctly. "'Thank you.,. he turned 

and started up the st irs. 

1adge " 'am't que tioning !rs. Ell is's authori ty or judgment, but 
she felt she bould check first ' vith Ir. Ellis. he had, after all, 
been \vearin a \vbitc uniform during \vorking hours for twelve 
years. fr. Ellis thou t it ' as a fine idea that be wear something 
less "institutiona~ n as he put it. ~ 1adge nodded; no further explana­
tion \vas need d. be would, he assured her, be compensated for 

any damage to her O\VD clothe . as well as for all cleaning bills. 
She went to her room and selected something reasonably cheer­

ful, \vith hoes to match. an afterthought she pinned a small 
piece of jewelry to her dress, an enameled Bo,ver. tr. Ellis was on 
the phone,. hen she carried the silver tea service past his study, but 
be smiled at her de pite the heated conversation he was having, 
and gave her a thumbs-up sign of approval 

J oanne·s bedroom door was open. ~ladge knocked and, when 
there \vas no reply entered. There \Vere more fresh flowers in the 
room ( ~fr. Ellis had ordered th m ), and yello\.v flo,vered drapes on 
the windo\vs through \\•hich the un \.\'as beginning to pour in. 
~1adge set the tray do'vn on a table in the 'vindo,ved alcove. She 
looked to~ ard the bathroom. It '-\'ru empty, the door half open, the 
light on. On the edge of the sink ' as a small bottle of pills un­
capped. The labe~ printed in blue letters, read The Pinehurst 
Foundation. 

Madge called, • frs. Ellisr just to be sure, then switched off the 
light and pulled the bathroom door clo ed. A small overnight case 
was open on a chair and a larger suitcase on the bed. There were 
more Pinehurst Foundation bottles in the case. On top of the neatly 
packed clothes on the bed \\'as a framed photograph of a young 
woman, very pretty with dark blonde hair and brown eyes. It was 
Susan Ellis-the last picture taken of ber. 

There were other pictures of usan in the room: one, it seemed, 
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for each of her hventy-six year . There \Vas a painting as weU of 
Su an as a child. Another portrait of Su an, at eighteen, hung in her 
old room-\ here ~frs . Ellis \vouJd b now, ~1adge was sure. She 
tried to think of a '"ay to avoid searching her out there, but there 
were no repJie \vben he called. be \vent out into the corridor, 
slo,vill as he pas d ~fr. Elli , smaller bedroom. Just before be 
reached u an· door he . topp d and cleared her throat but that 
didn't bring any r ponse, either; there \Vas no sound at all from the 
room. 

She took anoth r step and Joanne Ellis \Vas suddenly there, in the 
room. he \Va tanding o dose to the open doorway and so life. 
le ly still that ladge had to catch her breath. he tried to cover 
the sound \vitb her band, but Joanne hadn't beard and wasn't mov­
ing, not even lightly. he \vas staring her eye moist, at the bed, at 
a delicate ornamental dolJ 'vith a Jong pale-yello\v dress and a 
hairline crack in the face, propped again t the pillo,vs. Susan, stun­
nin in the portrait, \Vas at her mother's back, looking down, 
directly at her. 

ladge \vaited 'vithout entering the room. 1rs. Ellis was still 
completely unaware of her. 

It had been this \Vay before. 1 adge bad seen it more than a few 
times in the past-that same a,vful look in the eyes, and the sense, 
an aura almost, of omethin~ terrible about to happen, despite the 
ilence and the stillnes . Like a izure. And usually it did happen. 

There would be a cry upstair or omething breaking violently, and 
then shout and more crie 1 and the ne t day the drive to the doc­
tor if he hadn't alr ady been called to the hou e. And explanations, 
lam one ahvays~ \! hen 1adge \! as asked to clear the broken glass 
or the pore lain th t bad b n shatt red against the \ValL of rn. 
Elli ' "bad ni ht" or ·bad drearns.0 They were breakdowns, 

f adg kn w that en if she couldn't put it into t chnical terms; 
m 11 on , mo t of th m, but th n that terrible one when even the 

Joe I polic had had to b brou ht in. 
In the long ii n ~ladg ' mind \ Va \vorki.ng to alarm her and 

mak h r v n t n er. But it \ V n·t the ame nO\V with 1rs. Ellis as 
it had b n l t prin~. It couJdn't b , not after the months of treat­
m nt at Pin hur and all tho doctor \vho judgment was cer­
tainly ound r th n iad · . Th y h d rele ed fir . Ellis, after all, 
prooouoc d h r cured. It \Vas ridiculous for ~1adge to be keeping 
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this protective distance behveen them now-as though Mrs. Ellis 
were some kind of threat to her. 

Madge entered the room, and it was like coming into a mauso­
leum; it ahvays was. It must have been her movement that Snally 
broke Joanne's stare. he looked from .f adge to the ceiling with an 
expression of great distaste. ibere·s no air at all in this room,· she 
said. "Open the windo\vs.· 

Usually the window were opened briefly once a week; or once 
every other \\1eek \vhile Joanne was away. Madge would give the 
room a quick dusting. ·o one else entered it with any regularity. 

ot Arthur Ellis, "vho seldom walked farther do\vn the corridor 
than his own room. I t \vas too painful for him, even the few times 
he'd managed to anesthetize bimseU with a stiff after-dinner 
brandy. It \Vas especially painful for him then in fact-alone and 
stumbling his way through a house that was too empty; and then 
turning on the light and seeing Susan's portrait, which over­
whelmed the room; hearing her voice even. 

It was Joanne who kept the room alive, who \vould open closets 
and bureau drawers, and order curtains and linens changed. There 
were even times-just before Pinehurst-when she would spend 
hours in the room, waiting for Susan, or watching in the dark while 
she imagined her sleeping. Talking to her, to Susan. 

Motes of dust whirled in the sun as Madge moved the curtains. 
She opened the window wide. .. All of them," J oanoe insisted. 
When she had finished she heard Arthur Eilis's voice sayinS> 
!hank you, ~f adge.· 

He was standing next to his wife, which was a relief to fadge, 
since it meant she wouldn't have the respon ibility, like some spy or 
keeper, of summoning him up to the room. She hl.rned to leave but 
he stopped her and made a Battering comment about her change of 
clothes, never once taking his eyes off his wife. And Mrs. Ellis, look­
ing and sounding perfectly normal, agreed; told her how much 
younger she lookedl how downright summery, and then laughed 
and embraced Madge gratefully, as she had done outside. Madge 
looked hard at Joanne Ellils face, trying to find a hint of what had 
chilled her not more than two minutes ago. It couldn't possibly 
have been her imagination. 

They were silent after Madge left the room, and then Joanne 
moved away &om Arthur, Jetting her hand nail over the surface of 
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a bureau and the small \Vhite rocking chair. The curtainl Boated on 
the steady breeze blo,ving in from the river. She held them open 
and looked do\\!D ileotly until Arthur was beside her again. He 
said, .. Joanne ... (' and bis tone promised something that would 
be hard but hone t and en ible . 

.. I kno\Y, Arthur,· she aid, and then he looked at him a long 
time 'vithout speaking. Ile aw her take a deep breath and close 
her eye . '"Su an i dead." It \vas the first time he had ever heard 
her ay it "l can . ay it a~ calmly as that," she went on dully. uSo 
all those months-a\! ay, a \ve ay, accompli bed somethin~ I sup-
pose. » 

Arthur dre'v her closer very gently and waited to feel her arm 
tighten around him, too. It didn't; there \Vas no expression of 
\varmth at all But that \vas all right. Her acceptance of the truth, 
finally, \vas reassurance enough for him. It \vas as though a spell 
had been broken. "Come on, Jo ,, he a.id. She let him lead her a 
few steps across the room before he stopped and pulled away &om 
him. He \vaited. and '"hen he a keel, "\ Vhat's wrong jor she was 
listening not to him but to another voice some,vhere in the room. 

It took her a long \vhile to let it out-reluctantly and painfully: 
·He·s still free, isn't be?" 

She could feel his body ti.ff en at the question. He \Vas silent She 
repeated the \vords, stating them as fact this time. "He's still free: 

'"Joanne" Arthur said, and more than anything there was disap­
pointment in his voice. 

i'ou can tell me, Arthur" she said. "I'm quite up to it now. The 
man is still free., 

he \vas speaking calmly and evenly no\v, and it \ YQS the sudden 
control that made it all seem unnatural and threatening to Arthur. 
.. far as I kno' ,"' he aid, just gra ely enough. 

The uddenne s of h r cry startled him. "\.Vhyr She brought her 
face closer to bis and cried out again, making it an accusatio~ 
"'\Vby is be freer' Arthur grabbed hold of her. &.Why isn't be 
dead?" 

'"Joannet• be y lied. haki.ag h r . 
Her e}'e \vere clo ed ti ht as if \Yaiting for a sudden wave of 

pain to pa . The look, '''hen be op ned them again, was com­
plet ly diHer nt-di tant and very tired. 

.. rm orry," she aid. Her voice caught. She waited for the 
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tightness in her throat to disappear. ! don't usually lose control 
like that. Dr. Knoedler will tell you.• 

Arthur shook his head. "I doo>t need Dr. Knoedler to tell me any­
thing. You're telling me." He looked directly at her as he said it, 
gently and with conviction. He couldn't tell \Vhether she believed 
him, whether she,d even beard him. The room was too distracting, 
bringing the terrible p t back o vividly and wiping out all the 
healing time in benveen. "Look, 0 be said, "this isn't doing either of 
us any good." He stepped behveeo Joanne and the portrait of 
Su an. 

!his is Susan's room," be reminded him defensively. 
"You know ·,vhat I mean, Jo." 
Joanne looked up at Susan's beautiful face . .,He killed her,· she 

said. "We both know tba~ Arthur. \Ve've ahvays known it." 
.. o, Joanne." Ile made her face him and held her that way. aAc-

cept it, 'vill your 
"Accept whatr 
'"Susan . . . " He stopped, trying to find the " 'ords. 
Joanne said it for him: 'look her O\VO life( He made a helpless 

gesture that said nothing. She would have bated him if he had been 
able to say it- Susan's own father; if he hadn' t had the decency to 
stop himself when he realized bow absurd and monstrous the idea 
'vas. Joanne made the comforting gesture now, it was her voice that 
softened. "I wouldn•t be sane if I accepted that, Arthur. rd belong 
back at Pinehurst.» 

Her visits to Susan·s room continued, regularly. But there were 
no more confrontation after that first one. Arthur made a point of 
not interfering-not going near the room, not entering it, even when 
Joanne started closing the door after her. The visits and the meticu­
lous preservation of the room were bad ideas, as far as he \Vas con­
cerned. lorbid even. He was being honest and intelligent about it, 
he felt, and in no way unfaithful to Susan·s memory. Unfortunately 
it would be a long time before he could be that honest and intelli­
gent with Joanne. 

But after a few days he began to flnd the visits less disturbing. 
There \Vas something therapeutic for Joanne in that room. It 
seemed to be absorbing her grief. She was still a mother mourning 
an only child,s death, but the emotion she carried out of the room 
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was a sorrow that was less obsessive, less the driving force of her 
life. They might never-neither Arthur nor Joanne-come to terms 
with Susan·s death, but there \vas Susan's life as welL and with it a 
flood of good memories that they \Vere no\v helping each other to 
find. 

Maybe it \va being home again; or time or Arthur or Pinehurst-
something ' as \vorking. usan's death, the ghost of it, \vas becom­
ing a melancholy pre encc Joanne might ]earn to live with, was no 
longer \vbat it had been for o long-a force that had come close to 
de troying her. 

She started to take long \Valks reacquainting herself with the 
grounds. The \vcather \Vas so perfect, the activity outside so invit­
ing, that he started \vork:ing in the garden again with Stewart, and 
taking over the hou e, giving ~iadge orders, sometimes just to bear 
herself gi e orders. 

Midway through the \veck Arthur held a meeting with the law­
yers of the Ellis Corporation, \vhich was a big and still growing 
electronics company specializing in small computer systems. Since 
he till wouldn•t leave the house the meeting was held in his study, 
and it was a\vk~ard and frustrating, \vith too many lawyers and 
papers, and too few personnel a ailable from the company. 
Joanne·s patience gave \vay-eitber life got bacJc to normal or she 
went back to Pinehurst, she told him, only half joking. She man­
aged to dislodge him, and next day Arthur spent the morning at the 
office, which \ Vas ju t outside of Poughkeepsie. Every hour he 
called the house. One of the calls Joanne her elf answered, breath­
lessly. 'Tm chasing ~f adge 'vith a meat axe,,, she told him. ·can I 
get back to you laterr 

He left her alone longer the next day, and toward the end of the 
week trusted her for a full day. 

"Do you believe it no"vr she said to him Friday evening. J. can 
actually make it through a day " 'ithout you.· 

1 never doubted it.• Arthur said. He did though, still. The mem­
ory of those weeks ju t before Pinehurst hadn•t faded yet Probably 
they never would. 

She made him call Dr. Knoedler at Pinehur t for her, to see if the 
medication could be eliminated, or at least reduced-the midday 
Elavil mainly, and the tranquilizers, " 'hicb be \vould prefer to take 
.. as needed ... She stayed in the study with him while he made the 
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call He reached for her hand and told Knoedler that the trans­
formation wa really e.rtraordina.ry, be tter than anyone had ex­
pected. H e listened then, and Joanne tried to hear as well, but 
Arthur released her band and moved a\vay from her. His silences 
\ver long r his replies monosylJabic. 

He \ Vas uspiciously quiet after be hung up. "All right,• Joanne 
said imp· tiently, .. ,vhat av.ful thing did b tell your 

Arthur r ach cl for her hand again. '"Ho\v really encouraged he 
• D 
IS. 

"Arthur," he \vamed him. 
"Rcally:'.t H v h r th ncouraging mile. '"He'd like you to 

stay on the medicatiou, though." 
M\Vby?" 
"Just a precaution. L fs not mov too fa t, he a s.· 
She gave him a parti ularl}' b llig r nt look and told Arthur it 

\vasn •t for him, not at all , it '"as for Kno <ller. 
D e pite th doctor· advice be kipp d the bedtime EJaviJ and a 

fe,v days later the midday do a e, and fel t just fine. Better, as a 
matter of fact. Obviou ly she kne'v h r O\.\riI ment I state at least as 
well as Dr. Kno dler. \ ithout the Elavil he didn't feel the need 
for the afternoon nap he ahvays found debilitating. She worked in 
the rose garden instead , \vhich \vas a lot healthier and a lot less de­
pressing. For the first time she \ Vas feeling really placid, in control 
of her O\vn mind. 

In the past Joanne had aJ,vays prcferr d driving herself, using 
her O\vn B~1\ . The limousine ' as re erved for lon·ger trips, usually 
to e\v York City or several-stop shopping etc cursion . Since the 
expan ion of the Ellis Corporation, Arthur had been in the habit of 
using it on If onday and Thur days on his traveling days; but with 
Joanne's return he began u ing the B I \V exclu i ely and leaving 
her the limousine. As a convenience to her, he aid; what he meant, 
Joanne knew, \V8S that be didn't trust her to drive herself. 

Monday morning Paul \Vas \vaxi.og the limousine in front of the 
garage when be saw Joanne reflected in the polished surface. He 
continued working, h is open sportshirt hanging out over water­
stained khaki trousers. She said WGood morning, Paul.· 

He turned half,va y and said "'Good morning ~1 rs. Ellis.• 
·\vill you be finished by eleven? I want to go into Rhinebeck.• 



~es, ma'am . ., He paused to rub his arm across his forehead. 
Joanne \valked idJy to the other side of the car, watching her dis. 

tarted reflection. Paul rubbed more wax into the hood. 
!ell me, Paul. ' sh aid casually \ ithout looking in his direc­

tion, c.your detectiv friend, ~1r.-r 
There \Vas a slight break in his even back-and-forth motion. 

"Trevino," he aid, adding, .. an acquaintance, _ lrs. Ellis ... 
""¥es, of course. He \vas ery useful to me at one time, as I 

rememb r. I \VOnder- is he still available?" 
Paul \va repolishing the same ar ,,a. "I don•t know. \\le've been 

out of touch.· 
.. I see. \Vould it be very hard to aet back in touchr 
He hesitate<L theo earchcd the ground around tho car for a 

clean ' ax cloth. "It mi ht be,, he aid, " ery bard." 
"But you could try/' he suggc tcd. She \Vas moving hack to his 

side of the car. 
"I don't kno''' about that.• 
.. Sme you couJd, Paul.., 
He hook his head uncertainly. i don't think I want to get in­

volved this time ~1rs. Ellis.· 
·involved? I don't kno\v \vbat that means. I'm talking about a 

simple business propo ition." he \Vas closer to him. Her voice \Vas 
quiet, seductive. '°I'd really appreciate it, Paul-very much: She 
had something in her hand. he reached out and touched him, slip­
ping it into the pocket of his ~hirt. Her touch tartled him. "For the 
phone call ," he said milin in appreciation. 

\' n en she left h pu lied t\vo hundred-dollar bill , Iolded very 
tightly, out of his shirt pocket. 

Her bed hadn't been lept in, not for several afternoons DO\v, but 
Mrs. Ellis hadn't chang d bcr instructions, o .. t adge continued to 
turn do\vn the covers every day at three and to darken the room as 
well ; and th n at Sve to make up the bed again. During those two 
hours ~ladge rarel}' sa\v Jrs. Ellis anywh re in the house. She as­
sumed she was in her b droon1, doing something if not napping; or 
she was in usan· room \\'here th door was usually kept shut now 
and where Mrs. Ellis her elf had taken over the cleaning. ?vladge 
knew that for a fact, be had seen her airing the room, dusting it It 
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was more than strange or improper to ~ladge; it \Vas pathetic, and 
-what was frightening-it \Vas familiar. 

There \Vere other reminders, too, of the day before Mrs. Ellis 
had gone B\vay to the hospital in Connecticut ~1oods rather thao 
actual incidents, and uddcn changes in the moods. There was a 
tension in the house that \Vas becoming infectious. At first Madge 
didn't understand the feeling or the cause of it And then she did. 
She had darkened the room and \va laying ~Jr . Ellis' 5 nightgown 
across the bed ' hen it struck her that lrs. Elli hadn't been cured 
at all. be wa tilJ a patient. The ho pital itself had merely been 
mo ed to th house and they \Vere all, e\'eryone up to ~Ir. Ellis, at­
tendants. he, ladge, ' as an attendant aod the white she had 
been forbidden to \\'Car ~ ould ha e been completely appropriate. 

Madge \vas sure she ' as right \ hen the mind went, after all, 
'vhen the cause of the sickne s still remained and \VRS as close as 
the room next door. . . . 

The ringing of the phone on the de k tartled her, thankfully 
driving the morbid thoughts out of her bead. It \Vas too much for 
her, that kind of thinking, and it kept coming back to her too often 
now. She lifted the receiver and heard an unfamiliar voice ask for 
Joanne Ellis. ~1adge requested bis name; the caller preferred not to 
give it, assuring her that his call ' as expected. Before ~fadge could 
tell him !rs. Ell.is \vasn't available, Joanne \Vas in the open door­
way coming &om the direction of Susan' room . 

.. A gentleman • ~1adge said. ""He refuses to give his name.• 
Joanne took the phone and covered the mouthpiece. It's all 

right• She nodded in the diiection of the door. ·c10 e the door on 
your way out, will you?" 

Joanne \vatched her until she dicL the receiver pressed to her 
chest. ladge tood outside the door for a few moments, but heard 
nothing from the bedroom. 

Later Joanne pushed open the S\vinging door to the kitchen and 
signaled ?\1adge to \\ritch off the electric mixer . .. About that call, 
~ladge,· she said quietly. !'d rather 1r. Ellis didn,t know any­
thing.• ~1adge looked puzzled. wyou do keep him posted, don't 
your 

She looked indignant no\v her face ruddy, and said, o, Mrs. 
Ellis, I don't." Mrs. Ellis was smiling at her-a disbelieving smile 
that was mocking as well. 



,t's aJI in my mind then," she said, still smiling. i'ou11 have to 

be a little more patient \vith me all of you." She gave a helpless 
shrug and left the room, letting the door S'-ving shut after her. 

Madge glared at the door until it stopped swinging. She was ceT­
tainly ensitive to ~1rs. Eilis's condition, but sympathy went just so 
far, she felt, in the face of an accusation like that \Vas she some 
kind of paid informer in frs . Eilis's opinion? She shoved a few 
bowls around. It \vas the medication probably-all those drugs in 
her room. f rs. Elli ·s e} es had looked glazed and she had slurred 
her words very noticeably. \Vhatc er the reason, the suggestion was 
insulting. 

She brooded until ·h e realized that the timing of the batter she'd 
been \YOrking on ' "as all 0H-n1incd probably. She turned on the 
mixer again. If it \vas ruined let fr. Ellis ask her \vhy. She'd tell 
him, all right; tell f rs. Ellis too, crazy or not 
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HtS .\ '\fE \vas Peter Drexler. He "a~ thirt '-five and the prc~id nt 
of a large toy-manufacturing company called Playcraft that had 
been founded by hh great-grandfather. T\\'O incidents had oc­
curred receut1y \Vhicb \vere either puzzling or upsetting, depending 
on ho,v much be thought about them. 

The first of the incidents occurred at the Playcraft factory in 

Long Island City. Pam, a ne'" receptionist, had pas,ed a man 
through to Ron Biddle's office \Vithout \vaitin~ for Ron or his secre­
tary to come out to the reception area first. ecurity \\'as usually 
t ight in the executive \Vin because the toy-design section \\'as lo­

cated there as \vell. Th re \V •re red-lettered 'vamings, e"eral large 
safes, and even official code \\ ords \vbich \vcre much more forbid­
ding than the "'Big Birds" and .. \Voody \ obblies'° they repre­

sented. The man in que tion, a Pittsburgh department-store buyer, 

bad seemed credible nouub to Pa.m-a1niabJe, \\ith illort hair, con­

servati e clothes, an attache case. H o,vever, he hadn't gone to Ron 

Biddle' or anybody ehe' office. 'or \Va he een again, not in th~ 

sbo\vrOoms, the \varebouse, or any of the huge assembly rooms. 
There \ as an intramural investigation. a small one, but nothing 

at all \Vas found missing or out of place. Only the Pittsburgh buyer. 

Eventually the report reached Peter Drexler, along 'vitb Bid­

dle's suggestion that the bin of dolls' eyes be sifted carefully, and 

the mounds of torsos and dismembered limbs scrutinized. 



That ame \veek there \vas the ccond incident, this one at Peter's 
apartment on Ea t Fif tr-fourth Street. 

Jackie his maid, had carried some tra h to the incinerator chute 
at the end of the hall. Less than hivo minutes later she was startled 
to find a man ( hort hair and coo ervati e clothe ) tanding in the 
middle of the livincr room. he cried out and fumbled 'vith the 
door, \vhicb she had loc1'ed automatically but the man looked just 
as frightened; very confused and then extremely apologetic. 
Damned if he '''asn't in the \Vrong apartment-10B instead of i2B. 

It \Vas one h ilarious coincidence, he aid. 
Peter didn 't find it so hila riou · ' hen Jackie told him about it a 

fe\v da later. The \\·hole inci<l~nt " 'a suspect even though, like 
the Playcraf t epi ode, nothing \vas missing or out of place. He 
would have contacted the people in 12B, but Jackie on further 
que tioning could be sure only of ccthe nvelve part . ., Besides, the 
man's explanation \vas too lame to pUisue. \Vhat made more sense 
to Peter \va the idea that J aclde had surprised a fast and-lucky 
J ackie-arnjablc thief. 

\ ho bad short hair and 'vas conservatively dressed. 
Peter \vaitcd for another incident minor or other\vise. Nothing 

happened and \\ithin a fe,v day h e bad stopped puzzling over it 
Occasionally, though, somethin~ \vould happen to remind him. 
i ow, for example-outside hi building's garage as he waited for 
the momin rr traffic to mO\'e on Fifty-fourth. 

Hi Volvo wa half on the side,valk, forcing pedestrians around 
it. A few tim he shrugged and smil d apologies. The entrance to 
his building was \vith in vi \V and h e could see the doorman out in 
the street. \\'aving a t a di ·tant cab. P t r counted two, three people 
entering the building while the door \Vas unattended . Tenant.s, no 
doubt but a tran 1er might ha e n1ade it in unchallenged as well. 
As a matter of fact the garage door behind him \Vas open, the ramp 
ace ssible lo anyone. In id , the t I door at the far end of the ga­
rage, ' bich led to the building's el vators, \vas always locked. Un­
les you happened to walk closely b bind a tenant with a key. Peter 
had done it him elf, as well as held the door open for a total 
stran~er. 

The building, in other \Vord~ \vas more vulnerable than he liked 
to think. o was Pl ycraft, for that matter. Fortunately he didn't 
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think about things like that, or as he reminded himself-not any­
more. The fortress mentality was a thing of his past 

Ahead of him traffic was beginning to move on Fifty-fourth. He 
inched the car forward and waved thank! at a sour-faced driver 
who was motioning him out into the stre t, grudgingly. 

The Playcraft building \Vas one of several factories bordering the 
vast railroad yards in Long I land City. It was mailer than a­
tional Ca ket, its neighbor, and Ideal Toy, its massive competition 
some di tance \vay, but it \,Vas still a large building covering almost 
a city bJock, five o ersized stories high. More than three hundred 
people \VOrked inside. Outside \vas a habby industrial neigh­
borhood and the Queensboro Bridge. vi ible from the fifth Boor ex­
ecutive offic s. There \Vas another Playcraft building- a small ware­
house near Hunts Point in the Broru:-and a showroom on Fifth 
Avenue in the T\venties. 

The drive from Peter's garage to bis office was a short one, 
agairut the main Bo\v of traffic in both directions. Usually he ar­
rived at eight~ this morning he had stopped at the lanhattan 
showroom brieBy, so he pulled into his parking ~ace after nine. He 
waved at Lenny, the outside security guard, and went up in the ele­
vator with a delivery boy and Joe Frazetta's secretary, who was late 
and morti£ed. 

The reception area was big and bright. Playcraft toys filled the 
shelves. In front of the logo on the \Vall was a large red desk, al­
most a toy itself. Pam was on duty--0r more accwately on guard, 
with the vaguely belligerent look she bad been affecting ever since 
the episode of the Pittsburgh buyer. Peter stopped abruptly, mid­
way between the elevator and her desk, lifted his arms to submit to 
a search, and breathed hard, shifting his eyes wildly. Pam said, 
~ery funny,"' in a very bored way, and pressed the buzzer con­
cealed in her desk. Peter passed through into the corridor. 

He stepped inside one of the offices and called, '13illr A young 
man behind the cluttered desk looked up and started to rise. Peter 
was carrying a shoebox-shaped package. "Here,• he said, 0e the 
first kid on your block."' He tossed the paclcage gently. 

\.Voody \Vobblyr the young man asked, excited. 
~ith all the kinks out.• Peter crossed his fingers and held his 
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hand up as he walked out of the office. "Let's get the little mother 
in the works, chop-chop.,, 

Marie, his overweight secretary, slammed a dxawer shut as he 

came into her office. She \vheeled around and poured him a mug of 
coffee. He tossed the manila envelope he \Vas carrying into the IN 
basket and B.ipped through ome of the mail on her desk. "I haven't 

sorted that yet," he called over her shoulder. It was the same teas­
ingly hostile tone Pam bad u ed 'vith him. 

larie pushed herself to\vard him. The bulge around her \vaist 
billowed, stretching her blouse. P ter took the coffee without 
thanking her and stopped at the door to his office. ,.Bring me the 

cheese Danish , ou just stashed in that drawer," he said, "and Ron 
Biddle. In roughly that order.· 

She made a face and called back "It happens to be prune."' 
She could bear h im repeat the word hilariously as he closed the 

door behind him: ·Pruner 

When ~1aP'gie ev.rman came into Peters office later that morn­
ing she found him on his knees his face almost touching the carpet. 

His jacket and shoes were off, his tie pulled loose. Covering a good 

part of the room '.<vas an elaborate nehvork of looping tracks. Peter 
was checking the angle of a dip, \videoing a curve that had seemed 
too sharp. He worked the plastic track and beard the door close 
quietly behind him. laggie watched him, holding a black leather 

portfolio in front of her \ivitb both hands. be cleared her throat. He 

was too absorbed to turn and \\'aved a quick hello at her instead. 
"\ hat kind of work is that for a gro\vn man r she said finally. 
Peter moved on all fours for another view of the track. "Who 

Says rm a gtO\Vll man(J 
"Just an expression: She leaned the portfolio, whi h was large 

and heavy, against the couch and stepped carefully over the tracks 
to reach him. 
i' ou're early; he said. 
"'And you're impressed.• 
He smiled. H er voice alone could do it to him. It had a unique 

husky quality, a hoarseness almost, as though she had been talking 
too much or, given the look of amusement Peter always seemed to 

find on her face, laughing too much. ~laggie was tweoty-seve~ 
scrubbed looking and rosy, with beautiful eyes, brown, and very 
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straight and long black hair. She and Peter had known each other 
three 'veeks professionally and one socially. 

She knelt beside him. He looked up from the track and kissed her 
UghtJy on the tip of her no e . 

... Red or bluer be a.id, and held up t\ o small cars for her to see. 
-Pick on .• 

be cho b1u and a k d . .. \\11 t are we doin r 
H aim d her at the b ginnin of th track and cra,vled behind 

her ... , orkin , b lie e it or not.'' H ho,ved b r ho' to ' ind the 
surpri ing)y beav ' littl car, and then rnad h r po ition it beside 
bis ... ~I , idea, doubling the track, .. be aid. lhrilJs and competi­
tion. Clever?" 

"A\v ome.· 
He :qll in cl th motor to her- a tiny, very po,,·erfu) coiled 

sprin -and then aid, .. Readr?" he nodded and b made the 
sound of a gun hot. They rele ed the car , " ·hich buzz d ("How 
do you like that on-of- -bitch oundr') over ad around the track, 
holdin to it remarkably , ... ell. Blue \von, just barely, and ~1aggie 
said, "Tough: 

They ran it again, everal time , \vith longer track and \\rider 
loops. Peter made con tant mental note . His excit ment grew and, 
with it, ~I aggi 's. \\1hether it \Vas play or work, it was intense and 
absorbing and obviously fun for him. 

A-RCX>~f I \YQS the name of the game, be told her in a voice 
that \Va uddenly 1nacl~schnell-executi e. lie \vanted pictures and 
graphics just as vivid, a package that really roared. When could he 
expect her sketches? 

He challenged faggie to one last \vinner-take-all race. His car, 
which be wound extra tight, barely held the track \vhile he shouted 
encouragement; but held it, triumphantly. ~Iaggie smiled nobly, 
hoping he saw what a graceful loser was all about. 

\.Vby, wasn't I gracefulr he a ked . 
.. 'o. You're a lousy loser.· She tried to rise from her knees but he 

was holding onto her. 
*We're not finished yet; be said. His voice and the touch that 

went with it were suddenly very soft. He maneuvered himself into 
position beside her. "\Vinner take all, remember?" 

She widened her eyes into a particularly ingenuous expression 



and sai~ \Vhat' s the all r She let him pull her back down, liking 
the feel and the clo eness of him, excited by it. 

He moved the tracks aside without taking his eyes off her and 
cushioned her head on his arm. She could feel his breath on her 
face and his body pressing against her. Concentrating on Peter 
should have been easy for her, eff ortlcss, but there were distrac­
tions in the network of tracks around them and all the stuHed ani­
mals on display in the office, staring do\vn \vide eyed. Peter's face 
moved closer, bloci'ing the mo t goofily distracting of the animals, a 
rabbit ~f aggie found irresistible. 

~Lo ·ers pay penalties,n Peter '.Vas saying quietly. ifs the Ameri-
can way. 

., 

She was afraid to peak. It woul<l come out in her voice if she did 
- the laugh she could feel building. \Vorse than a laugh-a giggle. 
She looked at his face, trying as hard a she could not to think of 
the rabbit \vhose name-it came to her unbidden-was Dumb 
Bunny. 

!his is the part for big boys and girls,· Peter whispered into her 
ear, and it was incredibly sexy to ~1aggie, everything about him 
was. But as he moved closer to kiss her the rabbit reappeared 
behind him, and the laugh she was trying to contain burst out of 
her-into his face, literally. She rolled a\vay, onto her side, and 
when she tried to apologize and saw Peters stunned expression she 
laughed even harder. She pointed in the rabbit's direction and said 
accusingly, !hat ridiculous rabbit.» 

Peter glared, took a piece of track, aod threw it, toppling the rab­
bit. He waited for Maggie's St to pass, trying not to snlile himself. 
It passed quickly, and he lay in his arms without speaking, strok­
ing his hand. 

"I couldn,t help it, n he aid weakly. She heard Peter make a 
vaguely irascible sound. be \vouldn•t, she fervently hoped-and 
told him o-see an imaginary rabbit whenever Peter became ro­
mantic-if he ever did again. 

She remembered her abbreviated romance with Elliot Thorne, 
'vho was an editor at lacmi1Jan \Vhen she'd \vorked in the art d~ 
partment there three years ago. They were in his apartment one 
night, making love for the first time. There was soft music on the 
radio in the bedroom until, at the worst possible moment, the sta-
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tion signed off with the "Star Spangled Banner: It killed the mo­
ment, the evening, and ultimately the relationship. 

She wondered if Peter's sense of humor could take that anecdote 
right now. She turned to him and his eqlression was thoughtful and 
distant, bis male pride obviously wounded. She passed up the anec­
dote and asked, cautiou ly, VVbat are you thinking aboutr 

lhe on of Dumb Bunny; be aid, till working it out in his 
bead. Theo he announced : "'Vidiculow \Vabbitl• He tried it out 
several tim and finally the name clicked for him and it was all 
settled-a ne\v Playcraft character had been born. He let out a 
moderate hoot and \vrapped himself around ~faggie, queezing 
ha.rd and telling her, \Vbat terrific teamwork.· 

At eleven they \vent into the conference room together. ~laggie 
\vould have pref erred separate entranc to confound Frank Pow­
ell, the copywriter on the account, \vbo already suspected some­
thing de eloping bet\veen her and Peter Drexler. ot that Frank's 
suspicions mattered. But ure enough, be rai ed his eyebrows when 
he saw them and, after Peter had gone to the head of the big con­
ference table, aid to 1aggie, \ 11, \veil, ' ell· She smiled too 
sweetly and unzipped her portfolio. Fran.le raised his hand to his 
mouth. 

.. A little overtime?" He parodied a leer ( Frank never did any­
thing totally straight) and waited for ~laggie's reaction. 

"Ha,• be replied mirth]e ly. She carried her drawings to the 
easel that Luke, the account executive, had set up at the end of the 
room. 

It was June and they \Vere laying out the Christmas ad campaign. 
Maggie doodled during Luke .. s detailed pre entation, and listened 
to Peter's challenges, all of \vhich sounded brilliant to her. He was 

an extraordinary man, really. She italicized the thought with a pen­
cil stroke on the pad. He wu intelligent, absolutely on top of every­
thing; bis instincts were invariably right. It was a litany she was re­
citing to herself the pencil lines getting bolder and more rapid. She 
let in some of the sounds from the conference room- Luke's at the 
moment, and boring. The more she thought about Peter Drexler, 
the more she had to question her objectivity, vlhicb was something 
she had always trwted in herself. On re8ection she still trusted it: 
Objectively Peter w<U extraordinary. 



A figure was taking shape on the paper, an astronaut from one of 
the Playcraft pace lines. The face emerging ho,vever \Vas not the 
original model's, it 'vas Peter's. ~Iaggie had never drawn him be­
fore. She raised her eyes and found be was looking directly at her 
as he listened \vith obvious impatience to the rambling Luke. Prob­
ably he \vasn' t even eeing her; she just happened to be the object 
in his line of vision. She copied the hape of his brow, his hairline, 
rubbed in the hair, and then looked up again. This tin1e he \vasn)t 
looking through her. He c en manag d a ~light smile \vhich Frank 
caught, of course, along \vith her reaction to it. I-le started to scrib­
ble something on bi pad- for her no doubt, and sarca tic. Before 
he could pass it Peter startled them all into attention by groaning 
painfully. ~faggie sensed she had missed some pie stupidity from 
Luke. 

acome on, you guys," Peter \Vas p leading, "'that doesn't make 
any sense, no sense at all." 

\Vhat she \Vas doing so obse ively on the paper, iaggie real­
ized, didn't make much en e eith r . he turned the paper o er and 
started drawing Dumb Bunny, \vith Frank's face. 

Peter ended the meeting promptly at hvelve-thirty. ~1arie came 
into the conference room \vith hvo harried-looking men, one of 
them holding a ragged blueprint. Peter raised him elf above them 
and mouthed the \Vord "eight" at faggie, indicating, she assumed, 
tonight, her apartment. She nodded as he left the room, and gath­
ered her dra'vings, most of \vhich Peter had approved and genu­
inely liked. 

Frank Po,vell b ad come to her sid of the table. •Are you coming 
back to lanhattan, or \vhat?" he asked, nodding, on the •\ hat, n in 
Peter's direction. 

MComing back," laggie said. •stop looking so surpri ed .· 
He gave her hi truce smile and laughed out loud \vhen she 

showed him the Dumb Bunny dra,ving. o.you can clra\v," he said. 
!bank God you1ve got something going for you.· 

She took the dra "ving b ck before Frank could ee the picture of 
Peter Drexler. \ hen he offered to buy her lunch she said, '"Fine.• 

L.et me pu h my luck,., he continued. "How about dinner, toor­
They \Vere out in the corridor, heading slo,vly for the elevator 
while Luke and his assistant gathered papers. 



Maggie shook her head. "Can't tonight.• 
.. l o? Well, you're in luck. r e got tomorrO\V open, too.· 
"I don't.,. At least she hoped she didn•t. 
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!he Drexler account again?" ~la gie didn't ans\ver. \Vhat do 

you see in a guy lik that anY'vay? Brains, talent, looks? All that 
superficial crap?" 

uFor op ners, an vay: 
.. Forget I asked,., Frank aid. He held the door to the reception 

area for he r, and he touched his arm lightly and gave him an 

amus d and aH ction t look. \\.bile th y \Vere ' aiting for Luke, 
~faggie aid, .. Do ou still \Vant to bu , me lunchr 

.. \\"by not?,, Frank shrugged . 0 H LI , rm a great port." 

P t r had to cl.riv to the Bro~'t \varebou e that afternoon, unex­

pectedly, and it \V alino t eight '"hen he reached his apartment. 
\ hile unlocking the door, he could hear the phone inside giving a 
fe\v final ring . H e poured him elf a hort vodka and started pulling 

off clothes on his ' ay to the bedroom, ' here he dialed ~iaggie's 

number. He got her ju t a he \Vas tepping out of the shower. 
"I wouldn't ha e b en r ady an}"vay," she said. "Blame it on this 

toy crzar rm working for ... 
She \vould meet him at an Italian re taurant he knew in the Fif­

tie , rather than at her apartment on \Ve t Tenth Street. 
He hav d, telling him ·elf in the mirror that iaggie would come 

back with him after dinn r and pend the night for the first time. 
They both \vanted it, no qu tion at all . Just the idea of it excited 
Peter. He t pped into th bo,ver and turned on the \vater. At the 
same tim he thought be beard the sound of a door closing in the 

apartment. He turned off the \\'ater and listened. Someone was 
\\'alking slo\vly through the apartment- he could hear a floorboard 
creak. 

He thought of his sister, " ·ho bad a key to the apartment, and 
called, "Gailr' There \Vas silence and after a moment the sound 
once again of a door being closed quietly. He pulled open the 
shower curtain and grabbed a to,vel to wipe his eyes. 

o one \Vas in the li ing room or anywhere else in the apart­
ment; not in the tenth-Boor corridor, either, when he peered out 
There was no sign of entry, nothing out of place; just his own wet 

footprints darkening the beige rug in the living room. He stood lis-
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tening to the silence, loo ening the to,vel from around his middle. 
It couldn't have been his imagination-not the Pittsburgh buyer 

working on him again, or Jackie's man-in-the-living-room. Someone 
had jwt been in his apartment. 

He went slo,vly back into the bathroom and let cold \vater pour 
over him in the sbo,ver. Could it ha e been a sound from upstairs, 
from the street? A door slamming in the hall? All right, could it 
have b en bis imagination? 

He rues ed and gathered up the clothes he had left lying around 
the apartment. H e clo e<l dra,vers, smoothed the bedspread, and 
turned on soft lights in the Ii ing room and bedroom. At eight 
thirty be double-locked the door to his apartment. As he waited for 
the elevator he could bear his phone ringing again. Could that have 
anything to do with it-the movement he had heard? The move. 
ment he was almost sure be had beard? 

The elevator arrived. The phone \Vas still ringing as be stepped 
into the car and pres ed the "lobby0 button. 

The restaurant \vas small and not uncomfortably formal. In the 
rear \Vas a glassed-in garden room. Peter \vas greeted warmly and 
so \vas ~f aggie ' hen she arrived a fe\v minutes later and Peter in­
troduced her to the owner. The greeting had been very much the 
same at the French restaurant three nights ago and the restaurants 
where they had had one business and one nonbusiness lunch. Mag­
gie heard a '"Signora McCabe" mentioned by Tito as he led them to 
their table in the garden room. and Peter replying, ·Fine ... 

Over drinks they talked a little about the ad n1eeting and Peter•s 
labor problems in the outh Bronx, until he called a halt. He didn't 
want to talk about Playcraft, didn't \Vant to be reminded of their 
prof es iooal relationship, not tonight and not in th.is setting. He did 
tell her about the incident in his apartment. ~1aggie shuddered and 
said, ·creepy.· She told him about the hvo times her current apart­
ment bad been burglarized, about her mugging incident and her 
several close calls-all of it recounted \Vith excitement and unfailing 
good humor. Peter hook ru bead and said, ·Jesus: 

one of i~ he assured him, had changed her feeling for the city. 
She had come to ew York s v n years ago to attend Parsoru and 
bad never I ft. h lov d the city, \Vasn' t at all afraid, and woutdn•t 
think of living ao}"vhere else. '"What you see here is a Pennsylvania 
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tran plant that's realJy taken," she said. •A survivor. Is that boast­
ing?• 

"Boa t, • Peter said, lifting his glas to touch he~. !o us survi­
vors ... They drank and Peter reach d aero the table for her hand. 

With the clasp she \Vas remind d of another horror tory-a.n at­
tempted rape- her - in the halhvay of her previow building. Peter 
dropped her hand and called, ... top, halt!'' 

Did he think she ' ·as making it up? he \Va n' t. If it hadn't been 

for some quick th in ldn on her part-a harp knee to the alleged 
perpetrator's groin and a fast sprint d o,vn the hall .... '"I leave 

the rest to your imagination.· H er '" York accent '"' Ba\: le s 
and when Peter started to laugh ~be said, looking very amused ber­
seU, "Don't laugh! It \Vas a\\•ful." 

They ordered mor drink , ~iaggie S\vitching to vermouth, and 
something so1id to ab orb the martini \.vhich \Vas already \vorking 

on her. She leaned acros the table and ' hispered, "Don't worry, I 
don't get ro,vdy. Just limp.· 

Peter could feel the knot inside himself Joo ening, and it \vasn,t 
the alcohol doing it, it was ~1aggie. He told her so, looking at her 

with such \varmth that be couldn't bring her elf to say anything 
ught or elf-deprecating. "I like being with you,"' he said. She could 

feel herself reacting to the words, fee l the color coming into her 

face-unnoticed, hopefull y, in the can<ll light. She tried to re­

member the last time she had had such a choolgirl reaction to any­
body. The martini, obviously. . . . 

The \vaiter came back and laggie ' "a grateful for the inter­
ruption. She reached for a slice of bread and butter d it. It 'vas a 

long time since Peter bad ccn a \YOman dig in with such abandon 
and \vithout any si n of guilt He cou Jdn•t r ist telling her that­

with admiration of cow e-and Iaggi r peated, dryly and 'vith 
undiminished app tite, "Of cour e.• At least she had managed to 

find her voice again with the change of mood. 
He knew that she had never been marri d and she learned that 

he had-once, briefly, b tween college (Columbia ) and NYU Law 
School. He extended his hand and said, MHere, touch a real native.• 

H e hadn't even come close to marrying again. '" 'o time and no in­

clination. o likely prospects, either.· either W8..5 involved even 
slightly with anyone at present and neither could remember who 
had managed to bring the subject up in the first place. 



They ate pasta and veal and Peter's appetite turned out to be at 
least a healthy as hers. (&I'll cook for you sometime/' laggie said. 
'"I'm terrilic.n 

He had start d out at Playcraft in the legal department, repre­
enting his moth r's interests in the company, 'vhich were large. 

Hi parents \Vere d ad, he told b r-bis mother for six year5, his fa­
tber for more than 6Jteeo. Ile bad an older sister, Gail. So had 

faggie, and a young r brother. Both her parent ,.., re living. She 
adored her fan1ily and still mis ed eing them regularly. 

p until that evening they bad discus ed very little personal 
backgroWld, concentrating instead on Playcraft and Berman and 

fain, ?\laggie' agency. ow everything cemed to be personal, 
and f aggie' ey despite Peter' \vaming, didn't glaze over. She 
heard about ocle Paul \\·ho \Vas retired and UncJe lartin \vho 
\vas dead~ and Peter's rapid ris to the top. ~ laybe you·ve gath­
ered,0 he aid, "I come from a long line of little old toymakers. 
El e , actually. All Dr xlers are elve , you know." 

Sbe didn't. He made her put down the s-mal l pac;try she was eat­
ing and reached for her hands. "Here, feel" He brought them to 
his ears. "Elf ars, see·" 

'"~f y God," laggie aid, "you're right I" 
They had everal cups of espresso laced with anisette. A little 

after midnight Peter said, '1 ought to think about getting you 
home.· \Vhen the cab stopped in front of his apartment on Fifty­
fourtb treet he grinn d and \vatcbed for her reaction. .. otice I 
didn't ay \vho e home."' 

'" 'otice I didn't a. k.· he stepped out of the cab. 
In the apartm nt P ter turned on the tereo and poured brandy 

for them while I ggie tuclied a p inting in the hall that \vas stark 
and huge, filling the \vall. In th living room she B\Y a Iarin wa­
tercolor and a Rau chenberg sh didn't like, and a striking portrait 
of P ter done by an artist named Joyce Froelich, whom ~laggie 
didu't knO\V. 

""You've got on1e terrific pi tur ," he caJled out to him. He 
brought h r th brandy and plac d her band around the snifter 
\vhil he tudied th picture , totally ab orb d. he mo ed away 
from him, ~ tin~ a n \V picture \vith a mall i h of pleasure. At 
th end of ou • ' 11 ~he looked at him and said, '"\Vhy didn't you 
tell a1e about this?" 
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-You mean you would have fallen for a line like thatr He gave 

her an incredulous look and then raised his glass in the direction of 
the rear hall lhere're some dirty Picasso dra\vings through there. 
A nice Erni, too, and a Chagall in the b droom. The Chagall's a 
watercolor: 

She started into the hall, stopped herself, and said, seriously, 
-You don't mind, do you?" 

i'our going into my bedroom you mean? rn suffer through it.,, 
He followed her and to prove bow tru tvvorthy he \Vas, be shat­
tered the mood in th bedroom by vitcbing on the overhead light. 
An antique hobb horse caught her eye, and a huge, beautifully 
carved soldier, both of them \vood, their paint faded to pastels. 
~laggie ran her hand over the smooth \vood and look d at the pic­
tures until Peter turned off the light, telling her, "You really look 
lousy in that kind of light.• 

There \\'as a small lamp on be ide the b d and this light be found 
terribly flattering, just right for her. He came toward her. ~laggie 
didn't move, didn t look at all uncomfortable to Peter, despite the 
setting and his obvious intentions. 

He stopped in front of her. She looked beyond him, nodding her 
approval of the room. ·1 like your taste,· she said, and it \Vas her 
voice that gave her away-it was tense and dry. Peter put bis glass 
down and took hers a\vay, too, moving very slowly. He drew her 
closer, swaying to the music in the background. 

'1 like my taste, too," be said. He kissed her lightly. ·Relaxed;>­
~Mmm." It was a half-lie at this point. 

le, too.· 
She touched his face and after a moment he kissed her again. He 

could feel her tiHen and re ist him just briefly, and then let him 
ease her down onto the bed. She called bis name in a small plead­
ing voice and he said, i'ou're going to tay with me, aren't your 
He was making that a plea, too, repeating, •Aren't you?" against 
her mouth and her ear, softer and softer. 

He was stroking her on the outside of her clothes, and after that 
it was awl'"\vard only briefly-pulling each other out of their clothes, 
slipping the cool silk spread from under them. He had turned it 

into a teasing erotic game, and now there was no resistance at all in 
her. She moved hungrily, wrapping herself around him. And this 
time, thankfully, all the bright toy faces in the room we.re hidden in 
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the sbado\vs. Even if they hadn't been she \vouldn't have laughed, 
not the way he \Vas making love to her. ot even if the stereo were 
to burst out \vith the "Star pangled Banner.· 

She mo ed naked through the quiet room and saw photographs 
she hadn't noticed before. Family pictures, from 'vhat she could 
make out in the dim light. There \va a man dre sed in fifties style­
Peter·s father probably, or one of his uncles- handsome, whoever he 
was. And a woman photographed near water, very elegant and at· 
tracti e. There \Vere p ictures of two other °"'Omen, one of whom­
the trikingly good-looking one who eemed famili.a.r, probably be· 
cause she re embled Peter-might have been his older sister, Gail. 
The other \voman, photographed with Peter, was younger; his arm 
\Vas around her \vaist. The picture seemed fairly recent. Maggie 
wanted to lift it closer but she \Vas afraid Peter \vould wake up and 
find her snooping. ot that she \Vas- just idling really, trying to de­
cide Ylbether to stay the night or leave. It shouldn•t have been a 
problem, but it \vas. 

The major part of the problem \Vas asleep on his stomach, facing 
away from her; uncovered and breathing very evenly. She stared at 
his body, wanting to touch him, wanting him to make love to her 
all over again. 

She Jocked a\vay from him- pulled herself away-back to the pic­
ture. Depressingly, it was still there, \vith Peter's arm still around 
the girl's ' ai t They looked comfortable \vith each other, happy­
but who didn't in a photo? Who was the girl? More importantly, 
was be till in hi Jife? 

She \Vas jealous, unrea onably jealous. And if she could feel this 
way o early in o relationship, then maybe it made sense to gather 
up her clothe and leave. Before she found herself even more in· 

olvcd in a situation that \vas everal years ahead of schedule. 
Her clothes w re p iled on the Boor and so \Vere bis, some of them 

hangin off chairs \.vber they had landed. The memory of that 
alone wa clan erou and persua i ve. She started picking hers out, 
and something m tallic, a belt buckle, hit against a chair and made 
a mall sound. P t r tirrcd in th b d . He turned and moved closer 
to \.vbere ~1aggi had been lyin , reaching out an arm and a leg. 

fa gie wait d, ho I din her br ath, and \vhen he didn't open his 
eyes she continued quietly to\vard the bathroom with her clothes. 
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She \Vas feeling for the light \vhen she heard sudden, quick move­
ment behind her and Peter·s voice calling sleepily, ' hafre you 
doiogr 

She looked back at him and held up a handful of clothes. · Pick-
ing up the pieces." She found the light. 

Peter propped him elf up. '*\ hat for? \Vbere·re you going~ 
iiome I think. I t's late."' 
*Homer' 
She nodded as though it \vere a perfectly reasonable decision. 

Peter jumped out of bed before she could close the bathroom door. 
"Hey, \vhat did I do \VTOng?"' he aid. 

" othing,., ~1aggie said. "Believe me not a thing.· 
·so . . . ?" He moved into the opening which be was trying to 

narro,v, and his voice became soft and seductive. '"Come back to 
bed, then." He rubbed her shoulder then moved his fingers very 
delicately to her breast. It ,..,as a struggle for ~1aggie to get the 
\vords out evenly. ·u I let myself ... I could get a,vfully involved. 
A,vfully fast.• 

He kept touching her, watching her. -Would that be so badr 
-Yes. "o. I don't know. Does that make sense to anybodyr 
He thought a moment "Let me sleep on it. Let's both sleep on 

it."' lie put his hand around her \vrist and started to tug at her 
\vhen the phone rang, startling both of them. Peter looked in the di­
rection of the ound. It was 3 :10. He let it ring a few more times. 

The girl in the picture, ~f aggie thought right a\vay. \Vbo else 
would call at that time? ~~1aybe you'd better get it,• she said. 

Peter said, "Wrong number.· 
"Find out• 
The ringing continued, distracting Peter, making him angry now. 

He released her band and moved back far enough for her to ease 
the bathroom door shut after he blew h1m a kiss. She heard him 
call out to her, "You're not getting a\vay so easy. Jesus!· 

Peter grabbed at the phone and said, i' eahr It was a few sec­
onds before a \VOman's voice said, -Peter Drexler?" The voice, 
shaky and whispering came at him like a blow. He closed his eyes. 
The voice moved closer to the mouthpiece. lhis is Joanne Ellis. 
You remember me, don't your 

He started to pace in a small circle. -Yes,• he said, •of course I 
do.· 
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-Yes. How are you, Mrs. Ellisr He was speaking calmly-too 

calmJ y. She had to realize he \Vas struggling. 
There was a pause and then the whispering again, shalcier, her 

voice catching: .. rve tried you, several times now. You're a very 
bard man to get.• And that time he heard it-the same tone, the 
same intense, threatening sound he had never managed to forget. 
Suddenly he was a'vare of being naked, of feeling vulnerable and ri­
diculous. He sat down on the edge of the bed. "How did you get 
this numberr, he a ked her. 

"A friend," she said . ..,Who tells me you've moved as \Veil. I have 
your new address. Even the apartment number."' 

He let it all pas . He shouldn't have mentioned the phone num­
ber at all-nothing to let her th.ink he was intimidated. "What can I 
do for you, ~Irs. Ellisr 

i just wanted to tell you ... 0 He could hear her draw a deep 
breath. • ... fm home. All it took was some time. And rest, lots of 
rest. I'm fine no\v, really. I can get around quite well, anywhere I 
want to go.n 

"rm glad to hear that," Peter sai~ 
8Not to be con.fined anymore ... you don't know how thera­

peutic that is.10 

'1 can understand that," Peter said, trying to let bis voice warm 
just slightly. '1f there's anything I can do, anything at all .... • 

" o. othi.ng." 
-Well, Jet me kno\v if there is, okayr' She was silent, breathing 

harder. t# 1rs. Ellisr 
i 'm still here.· 
.. ]f s late . ., He said it gently. 
"And I \voke you."' 
"That's all right." 
" o it's not, not at all. It's very thoughtless of me. Forgive me, 

plea e.· 
"Doo' t even th ink about it. Just take care of-,. 
She didn't let him finish . ! just wanted you to know," she re­

peated, and then paused: '"I'm home.• 
"That's ood," Peter said quietly. There was silence at the other 

end. "Mrs. Ellis?" 
J:'m still here,· he aid. 



31 

·cood night.• Again there was no reply. He Jo,vered the receiver 
slo\vly, and then list ned once more before hanging up. He heard 
her breathing. H e hung up and stared at the phone until the 
shower was turned off in the bathroom, calling him back. 

He stood up and \vhen ~i agP' ie came out of the bathroom, 
wrapped io a to,vel he had pulJed on a shirt and pants. "Come on>· 
h e said to b r, "I'll drive you home.» 

H e had barely looked a t her. "I can take a cab,0 she said, watch­
ing him move around the room \vith sudden energy. 1-Ie was pick­
ing up the re t of his clothe , which he rolled into a ball and threw 
on a chair. 

"'Like hell you can. I need some , ir an)'\vay.• He \Vas still preoc­
cupied, avoiding her. 

'4\Vho call at thr e- omething in the morning?° she asked him. 
obocly. Busin s: 

And clearly none of hers. She watched him find one shoe and 
then, on his knees, the other. I' ou look a little rattled,., she said 

"\Vho does?" H e got up and forced a smile which seemed to be­
come more genuine as he came closer to her. He rested his arms on 
her shoulders. 

"Put out, th n: fvf aggie said. "'By me. ~1aybe I hould stay after 
all. Ri k the fisheye from the doorman in the morning, the clucking 
of the neigh hors. H o,v·s that for a \vill of iron~ 

She was half serious-ma} be a little more than half, to her own 
surprise. Peter touch d her forehead \! ith his, and either he'd lost in­
terest or th call had really been upsetting enough to cancel her out 
(the romantic entanglement she'd guessed at? the blonde girl in the 
picture?). 

H e said it gently but he did say it: "\Vby don t you get dressedc>­
Which ol ed at leas t part of her problem. 

She dressed in the bathroom, and they almost fought over bis in­
sistence on driving her home to the Village. They rode the elevator 
in silence down to the basement, shadowy and sinister. In the car 
he kis ed her-a little perfunctorily, he thought-and she brooded 
part of the way down Fifth Avenue until be reached for her hand 
and finally looked at her as though he \\fere seeing her again. 

!hat wasn't a business call, .. he said, and it was obviously pain­
ful for him to talk about it. !t 'Nas personal, something unpleasant 
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I thought was all over. It,s on my mind right now. It won't be to­
morro\v, I swear. Christ, I wish you'd stayed.n 

She waited for more details but there weren't any and Maggie 
couldn't bring herself to press. They had reached her brownstone 
between Fifth and Sixth. It was one of Peter's favorite stretches of 

ew York City, too, and he pointed out the small Federal house he 
had come close to buying a few years ago. 

"'How's that for coincidence?,, he said. 
The street \Vas deserted, silent \vith parked cars lining it solidly 

on both ides. He wanted to double-park and walk her all the \vay 
up to her door, but this time she was the insistent one, enunciating 
clearly, "Go home . ., She leaned toward him \vith one band on the 
door handle. Peter kissed her, and if she needed any reassurance it 
was there in the \vay he was holding on to her-tight, almost tight 
enough to hurt. 

A few minutes later he waited for her to unlock her inside door 
and, safely inside, wave him away. He drove back upto\vn and 
parked the Volvo not in his garage but outside, on Fifty-fourth 
Street, near his lobby and too near a hydrant. It had nothing to do 
with the phone call, he told himself, or the ufriendD Joanne Ellis 
had mentioned ( to intimidate him, no doubt-or was the paranoia 
starting already? ) . It certainly bad nothing to do 'vith something as 
childish as a dim basement, however uneasy faggie had been. It 
would save time in the morning, that \Vas all 
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Jo\"' E ELI 1 couldn't Jeep-not before she bad spoken to Drexler 

and not after. But be \VOuldn't be sleeping either nO\\', she '"as 

pretty sure of that. H r call h ad to ha\ e come as a shock to him 
and hO\\'ever much h tned he had.n•t been able to keep that out of 

his voice. Joanne had heard it, distinctly. he knew Drexler after 

all, better than anybody. 
he had macle the call from her bedroom'I quietly, talking in a 

\ hisper, e en though th re \Vas no \vay Arthur could have beard, 

a le p and \vith hvo door clo ed bet\.veen them. He ' ouldn't at all 

ha e approved if he had heard. He might even have &approved 

nough to-,vhat? end her back to Pinehur t? Let Knoedler lock 

her into the main buildin this tilne rather than one of the small 

cotta..,.e~ \vhere h had n ver been a\vare of any limit to her free­

do1n? \Vould rthur even think of putting her a\vay while Drexler 

remained free? 
\Vhy not? H e had accepted it all, hadn't be-all the lies, all the 

slander aga.in~t u~an ag'- in t her elf? H e hadn't een through any 

of it in the pa t and he till didn't. Incredibly. 

The Valium \Vas on Joanne·s desk. he badn t needed it before 

but DO\v he did. It might even make her sleep. be S\vallowed a 

tablet and tried to empty her mind, to let the ilence and the soft 

light in the room \vork on her. 
The book in front of her on tho desk distracted h er. It \Vas a 
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leather-bound diary stuffed \vith papers. She had found it where 
he had left it, lock d in her de k. Spread across the open pages 

\vcre addresses for Peter D rexler-the to,vnbouse duplex at 3 East 
i.'Cty-third Street \\·here he had been living ' hen he killed Susan, 

and his current address " 'hich Tre\ino had passed on to her. The 
phone number be had dialed a short \Vhile ago \ Vas written in 
b lo'v the two pr \'lous numbers he bad had changed. Joanne 
turned the page. There \Vere more listin s-Drexler·s sister, Gail 
~lcCabe, and evera1 friends Trevino had traced him to during the 
suppo ed .. baras ment." 

Sb enter d a nc\v add.re now, an apartment at 40 \\ est Tenth 
Street, 4i\ 1 belon in~ to ~!ar aret e\vman, a commercial artist 
Drexler \\'as seeing. It might or might not mean an)rt:hing, Trevino 
had told her on the phone; be ' a ju t being thorough as ordere~ 

D id fargaret le\'nnan kno'v anything about Susan Ellis, Joanne 
wondered. 

The tranquilizer \vas beginning to \vork on her. She put the pen 
do\vn and leaned back in the chair. thin1dng back to the phone call 
and realizing a11 of a sudden it wasn't enough. There was too much 
of the game in it and sh e wasn't p laying games with Drexler. She 
\vanted to see him, she ' vanted him that close . .. . She reached out 
and held the diary tightly in both hands. When she loosened her 
grip a ne\\' paper clipping slid out. She had saved all the stories 
that had appeared- small paragraphs most of them buried in the 
middle of the ew York tabloids. Curiou ly incomplete stories-to 
her at least-announcing the accidental death or suicide of a young 
\VOman named u an Ellis \vho had fallen from the balcony of her 
hvelfth-Boor apartment. ~o mention of the names Drexler and 
~icCabc, no ref rence to the su picious nature of Susan's death. 

It \Va becau e of the pron1inence of the name involved Arthur 
had \'"{)] ined to her sev ra l time . A though that ju till d it, made 
it ace ptable. \ a h e the only tupid one, the only one of them all­
Arthur included-v ho couldn't make sense out of the "'discreet" 
iJ nc ? 

Th clippinsz \va blurring in front of her, but that didn't matter. 
She djdn't have to read it to live the pain all over again, and the 
ra . Tho e ,.., "r the \vord that can1 to her-pain, rage .... But 
calmly now, with her y clo ing on th m, as though she had lived 
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with them so Jong and so intimately they " 'ere an essential part o1 
her. 

Arthur bad been having his breakfast in the dining room lately, 
and Joanne hers in her bedroom. He \vould knock on her door and, 
if she \Vas awake, visit her briefly before leaving the house at 
eight-thirty. That morning Joanne \Vas dressed and having break­
fast on the t rrace when he came down. She sa\v him before ladge 
could direct him to her, and called, "Out here, darling." 

The air was S\veet and cool, \Vith dew on the planters and the 
surfaces of the garden furniture ~iadge hadn't wiped dry. 

"Well, \veil," Arthur said, ~\vhat's thisr· 
"Surprise.· 
"It's tha~ all right.• 
Before usan's death they wouJd breakfast together on the ter­

race all the time. lioming was their favorite time of day; dusk, too, 
on the terrace, "vatching the sun set behind the Catskills. Arthur 
leaned on the arm of her chair and kissed her. She was dressed for 
something special; made up, too, heavily around the eyes to cover 
the dark circles that had been noticeable lately. He moved back a 
step, looked approving and then suddenly perplexed. 

"I must have my dates mixed up. Your appoinbnent with Dr. 
Knoedler-?'-' 

"Thursday,. Joanne said 
!hat's \Vhat I thought." He made a small gesture, indicating her 

outfit. .. Is that all for mer 
"Partly. I thought rd take a trip into e\v York today.• She made 

it an announcement, sounding excited and adventurous. 
1adge had brought Arthuls hall-grapefruit to the table. Joanne 

waited for them to .finish the standard anno}ring exchange about 
how well Mrs. Ellis was looking today, so much improved from yes­
terday-as though she were an invalid or some infant on display. 
She didn't bother to conceal her boredom, looking in the direction 
of the river until Madge poured another cup of coffee for her and 
left 

a Already~ Arthur said to her. 
Joanne turned back to him from the river. "What do you mean?• 
61lsn1 t it rushing things a little?" 
! don't think so,· she said, sounding too defensive-hostile al-
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most. She sat back in her chair and patted her waist with both 
hands. uAs you mi ht have noticed, nothing fits anymore. fve be­
come too damn sedentary. I don't intend to let go that easily.• 

i'ou've never looked better, Jo.· 
.. So you all keep telling me. I don't believe it• 
'"Ifs the truth."' Jie \ Vas siJeot briefly and looked thoughtful. 

•Fine,· he decided, "an thing you want. Consider it my welcome­
home treat" He spread the napkin on his lap and reached for the 
serrated grapefruit spoon. "Tomorrov1 though," he added. .. All 
nghtr 

!omorro,v?'' 
'"I can't get a~vay today; not for anything, I'm afraid." 
'"Why should }·ou have to get a\vay? I'm the one going.• 
"Alone?" 
'"Of course alone.» 
""Jo, you can't do that." 
"I can't? \ \lhy not?'~ And \vhen he didn't an~ver immediately, sbe 

repeated, \\!by not?" - trongly enough for him to qualify what he 
had said with a sligh~ fumbling laugh. 

H e touched her hand and said, "Come on, Jo, ~rhat fun would it 
be 'vithout me along complaining?'9 

She was looking directly at him. 1 don't need an attendant, 
Arthur.· 

"Of course you don't. That' hardly what I meant." 
it's exactly 'vhat you meant rve been living with restrictions 

too long. I'm free, I don't have to live 'vith them anymore." 
.. o,· he said quietly, "you don't." He \Vas rubbing her hand 

very lightly, thinking. If he of all people gave the impression she 
couldn't be trusted, \vb at kind of setback might that be for her? 
--ru tell Paul to have the car ready," be said. 

i'vc already told him," Joanne saici She smiled a tight smile and 
moved the folded Times clo er to his plate. 8No\Y read your paper." 

He glanced at it briefly without seeing it. He was right, he was 
sure of that-it was too early to let her go off on her own. Not that 
he expected anything to happen· she would hardly have been 
releas d if that were a po ibility. It was just too early for her to be 
exposed to the city, and ome of the memories there. He would 
hav to give Paul very pecilic in tructions. 

'"You won't overdo it, will your he said to Joanne. l>romiBer 
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Her hand moved against his. ·only at Bergdorfs,· she wa 
"That is a promise." 

She badn•t really spoken to Paul ince she bad a ked him to con­
tact Trevino for her. She didn't speak DO\ either, except to say, 
"The city/• '"hen be asked her for a specific de tination; the route 
he took outh \vas immaterial to her. be rode the rest of the way in 
silence, with her head back and eye clo ed 'vhenever Paul caught 
her in the rearvie\v n1irror. They picked up the Deegan Expressway 
and she opened her eye and leaned fon.var<L her fingers drumming 
on the back of hjs seat as they approached lanhatta.n. 

At Eighty-sixth treet and Fifth Avenue she announced they 
\VOuld be maJring a stop soon, and just before Eighty-fourth she 
said, .. A left ahead_" 

It was an area that anyone conn ctcd with the Ellis family knew. 
Susan had lived there, behveen Park and Lexington. Paul could see 
a bit of the 'vrute, balconied building ' "here she had killed herself. 
He watched Joanne behind him, and though it didn•t mean that 
much to him one \vay or another, for her husband's sake at least be 
felt lilce asking her, ., A:te you sure about this, Mrs. Ellisr 

They crossed Park and she made him slo\v and then stop the car. 
A taxi honked and queezed past them on the right Joanne was 
staring up at the building, breathing as though the air in the cat 
was getting thinner. Her hand was clutching the door handle, 
tightly. Paul turned and saw the strain in her pale face, her head 
shaking just perceptibly. Her eyes \Vere fixed on an upper story, not 
seeing Paul, not even ·when he called h\'ice, "Mrs. Ellis?" 

Something inside her had snapped, he thought- that suddenly. 
\Vbat was the look of someone falling apart if not the look on her 
face at that moment? He would have pulled away from the build­
ing but Joanne Ellis had pushed open the door and '"as out of the 
car before he could stop her. A parked car was blocking his own 
door; he pulled up a few feet and got out 

Joanne had gone closer to the building, hitting against a young 
man who said something to her angrily and then stopped to look 
back at her. She \Vas in the middle of the sidewalk, standing abso­
lutely still; looking up at one of the terraces facing west, then let­
ting her eyes drop slo,vly to a second-story setback. Paul had come 
beside her and was calling her name again, firmly this time, until 



38 

she looked slowly away from the building, past the people who had 
stopped to watch her. he seemed stunned, her face bloodless. She 
felt the pressure of Paul's hand on her and let herself be moved a 
few steps toward the car before she &eed herself. 

1 never thought I'd be able to do this,· she said, and she was 
speaking not to Paul, not to anyone; " ... come back to this place. 
Ever.· 

"Let's go to the car, Irs. Ellis,· Paul said. 
She let him guide h er back without any resistance and sat for a 

long time in the rear eat with both hands covering her face. If she 
was crying Paul couldn't hear a sound or see even the slightest 
movement. 

Outside a few people " 'ere still \vatching. The doorman had 
come out of the building and "'as talking to a man in a custodian 's 
UDiform. Both of them looked at the limousine. Paul watched them, 
keeping his eye on the rearvie\v mirror, too. 

Joanne lowered her hands finally. Still she said nothing. 
'1 can't keep the car here, 1rs. Ellis, .. Paul said. 61\iVhat do you 

want me to dor 
H e saw her reach do'vn and open her b ag. She pulled out a piece 

of paper which she touched to his shoulder. Paul looked at it and 
asked, "Long Island City?" H e saw her nod wearily. H e read the 
address again, a numbered street that \vould be easy to find. It 
wasn't Fifth Avenue, though, or any of the shopping areas he had 
discus ed with ~lr. Ellis. Did that, be wondered, put it out of 
bounds? He turned around and sa\v that her eyes were closed 
again, peacefully, as though she \Vere sleeping. 
i'ou mind telling me where we're going?'· Paul asked her softly. 
Joanne's eyes opened wide, and she all but shouted it back at 

him, · 1ust do iti 

The big do1l-assembly line took up most of the second Ooor of the 
Fla ycraft build.in . There 'vere long tables Banking the conveyor 
belts that rolled headless naked forms past seated workers putting 
them together, boxing them, and sending them down to first-Ooor 
shipping. The eye) limb, and hair bins were there, too, all of the 
pieces human enough to be unnerving at first sight. 

Peter was outside the office at one end of the room, listening to 
Jack Weis , the foreman, above the noise of the belts and the large 
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fans blowing over the beads of the workers. There had been a blun­
der in a shipment from the mill in irgi.nia, and it was Peter, char­
acteristically, \vho was trying to calm the explosive Weiss. Almost 
succeeding, too. until a cretary tapped on the \vindow looking out 
on the room. She \Vas holding a phone against her shoulder and 
pointing to Peter. 

He took the call in the foreman' office, \Vhicb was air condi­
tioned and frigid. It \\'as ~1arie, hi ecretary. "I'm out in the recep­
tion area \vith a ~fis. Elli ,-· she told him. She was speaking low, as 
though Joanne Ellis \ Va nearby. Something knotted in ide Peter. '1 
told her you -.. eren't a ailable,.. f arie said, "and so did Pam.· 

"'fm not." 
"She·s insisting othen ise." faric paused, then her voice Jo,vered 

even more. " he's giving both of us a hard time. \ h at do I do, call 
Danny?" 

Peter stared at his reflection, ghostlike in the glass, and the huge, 
busy room beyond. Jack \ eiss \vas sbo\ving a bolt of gingham to 
one of the designers \vho was shaking her bead. 

~Iarie said, "Are you still there?" and Peter turned away from 
the window. "fll be right up,., he said. "'Stick her in the conference 
room." 

He came out of the office, shook his head, and told Jack, •Jesus! 
Another goddamn mes 1° He held up his hands in a time-out ges­
rure and \Yalked to,vard the fire tair . 

The steel door lammed shut behind him. He took the steps 
slo\\rly, looking down at them as be climbed and trying to figure out 
what it \Vas he '''anted. It was ju t curiosity, he told himself, not 
fear (what did he ha e to be afraid of ) ; not even a repeat of the 
slight uneasine he had felt hearing her voice on the phone. He 
had been unprepared for the call and the shock of it had unnerved 
him briefly. But at least it was cushioning her visit now. 

He reached the fifth Boor, 'vinded, and went directly to the con­
ference room, \vaving away Ron Biddle's secretary, who called out 
to him and held up a sheaf of papers. Joanne Ellis stood waiting for 
hini, facing the open door. H e met her look silently for a moment, 
nodded and said, politely, \vith even a hint of concern, ~s. 
Ellis ... • He had thought about leaving the door open-just in 
case-but seeing her obviated the neces ity for the precaution. She 
was frailer than he remembered, more vulnerable. He closed the 
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door. She \Vas still \vatchiog him-scrutinizing him, really-when he 

faced her again . 
.. Once more; sh aid, arm incon eniencing you.· 

H er voice, he could b ar~ '"a tight and carefully controlled; she 
was nervous h r elf . .. Don't \\~orry about it," Peter said. He in­

dicated a seat to her aero from him and started to pull out a chair 

for him elf but he r maincd tanding, deliberately, staring at him 
\vith a sli ht, a~ed mile. p ter tood too, behind the chair. 

J.t's been a Ion tin1e," Joanne aid. 
He nodded and forced him elf to say, "'You're looking good .· It 

was a\vk~vard and it \va a lie, and he \vanted to call it back while 

he ' as a\~in it. . 
Joanne's q>re sioo didn"t soften at nll. ·1 stopp d on the way 

ov r here," h aid Jo, ly. "'Eighty-fourth Street. You remember 
Eighty-fourth Street, don't you?" 

There it \\'as, right at the be inning. He heard it without showing 

any reaction at all. -Ye , " he said, and kept Joo king directly at her. 
""Su an's building.• he \vas giving the \vords time to sink in. 1 

forced myseli to do it.• 
~Is that why you're b re-to talk about Susan?"' 
WWbat else do \ve have in common'.:>" 

othing, I uppo e." He hook hi bead and said quietly, 1 
don't \Vant to talk about her ~1rs. Ellis ... 

'\ by not?" 
MB cause ifs still pretty painful to me-\vhether you believe that 

or not." 
h l t her ye tra 1 ov r him- bead, shoulder , h is hands hold­

ing ooto the back of the ch(; ir-mea uring him it seemed, \veighiog 

\vh t be wa aying. Finally he said, "You've survived it very 
oic ly, I ee." 

"How do you know that?" He mo d a\vay, averting his face, try­
ing to control the m mori s he \Va calling back. It was the emo­

tional thr at he couldn't handle right no\v-sbe hadn't provided him 
with a cushion again t that. · o one had as far as Susan was con­
cern d-not yet. 

.. I've had om inquiri made ince I've been back. The case 
remains lo d . Th r ' b n no n ,.., vid nee-naturally not. No 
reason, according to th polic: , to hange the original verdict. It's 
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official and it's final, and ho\vever it's \vorded it means that Susan 
took her own life . ., 

"' o, you've got it wrong. Susan fell from the balcony. It wu an 
accid nt.• 

Her mile reappeared, slight, contemptuous. '"The truth is it was 
neither.· 

i'ou still believe that,., he said, and it \ Vas something com­
pletely beyond him. 

!bat you k.ilJed her. Oh, I kno\v you did.• 
It \Va o't shock be felt on hearing the words, but impotence. It 

was usele s to argue, to try to talk sense with her-as useless as it 
had been in the past. othing had changed at all. The idea-the in­
sane, tot Uy dispro ed accusation- till ob e ed her. He started to 
say wearily, ~~lrs . Ellis . . :' But she lammed her hand down on 
the table. 

'1 know the medical reportr» 
"Then you know she wasn't respoo iblc.· He lowered his voice, 

speaking firmly and trying to force her to hear him. "'She didn't 
Jcno,v what she \Vas doing.• 

!he report is a lie, every last bit of it! It's a liel" She leaned fOT­
ward on the table, coming closer to him. ~You had a lot of help 
there, we both know that." 

His impulse \Vas to walk out of the room· get Creegan, Whelan, 
the detectives 'vho \Vere familiar \\~th the case. Somebody \vho 
could be more reasonable \vith her and objective. Anybody \Vho 

could ea e her out of this room right no\v and leave some dignity to 
Susan's death. 

"'I loved Susan, .. be said to her. His voice broke. 1 don't o\ve you 
that, but I'm telling you. No\v how do you think I've lived with 
that?" 

'"I don•t know,· Joanne said. 
The.re was no way she would be acce sible to him. Peter went to 

the door and opened it. The secretary across the hall looked away 
guiltily. 'l've got a meeting,· he said to Joanne Ellis. He moved 
away from the door a little to let her out, but she didn't move. 

"You did kill her,• she said, calmer now, almost reasonable. 
-:rhis time 111 manage to prove it.• 

Peter extended bis hand out toward the open door. She started to 
wallc around the table and stopped a few feet away from him, look-
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ing at him siJ ntly ... For both our sakes,· Peter said, "don't put w 
all through it again: 

"Oh, I'll put us through much more this time• she said in that 
same chillingly calm \vay. uyou \Vatch. I'm going to do anything to 
get you, anything at al l. And I 'vill, you kno,v. So help me I wilt.• 
She mo\·ed into the open doorway and gave him one long final look 
before she ajd, almo t as an afterthought, bYou mrudering bas­
tard." 

Peter kept a gun, a .32 automatic, in his office; not in bis desk but 
in the breakfront \\·here he al o kept liquor and ome books and a 
large coll ction of beautifully molded toy soldiers. He couldn't re­
member even looking at the gun since he had put it there several 
months ago. It \ Vas there, though, iI he needed it, unloaded DO\V, a 
full box of ammunition next to it. 

OriginalJy, when bed been living at the duplex on Sixty-third, be 
had kept the gun there, in his apartment. H e had gotten it soon 
after Susan's death in response to a series of phone calls, most of 
them vague1y threatening like the recent one from Joanne Ellis. 
She had made, although he'd denied it indignantly, a lot of the 
earlier calls too. ot all of them· some had been made by a man 
and some had been silent, \vith no more than a voiceless presence 
at the other end of the line. That pr s nc had grown more and 
more intrusive : omeon \Vatching him, ho,ving him, with inci­
dents that ' " re usually minor, ho\V vulnerable he could be. His 
apartment had b n broken into as \vell-at lea t once and possibly 
three tim . othing had been taken and f ru tratingly there was 
nothing that pointed conclusively to Joanne Ellis as faI as the po­
lice \Vere concerned. Peter had never pu bed for an investigation. 
Joanne wa u an's mother after all, ab olutely devastated by her 
death-not th t that bould have mattered, given what he was put­
ting him through, but to Pe ter it d id matter. It was something be 
assumed \vouJd pass, and harmlessly, he could only hope. 

The whole period last d about three months-a harassment 
direct d by a \voman who e mind had clearly snapped, who might 
well be homicidal. Th calJs stopped and the presence ended when 
Joann EJli ' as committ d to a private sanitarium in Connecticut, 
for tr atm nt of a sup po dly minor br ale down. 

Peter had n v r u ed th gun. There \Yere a few times though, to-
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ward the end of the three-month period, \vben he \vas made uneasy 
enough to take it out of the night table and carry it through all the 
rooms of the apartment. Pointle sly, as it turned out each time. He 
didn't expect to use it no,v, either, but he packed it into his attache 
case and took it home ,..,ith him that evening. He put it back into 
the night table (same one, di.Hereot apartment ) and he planned to 
keep it there at least for a \vhile. Pointles ly, in all probability, like 
last time. 

Arthur Ellis hadn't intended to get home so late, but there \Vas 

just no \Vay he could ha e abbreviated the meeting with that army 

of accountants. (Good news it turned out. Joanne 'vould be forgiv­
ing even if be wasn't. ) H e left the B t\V out~id the garage, and 
when he didn't see Paul immediately be \valked up the path to the 
house without looking for him. 

He found Joanne in Susan's room, facing a\vay from the dying 
light outside with her eyes closed and her hands limp on the chair. 
On the table be ide her 'vas a tall gla s on a coa ter. If there was 
liquor in the glass it was probably cotch. \Vhea Joanne did drink, 
that \Vas what she poured. Arthur hesitated in the doonvay. There 
wasn't much sense in commenting again on her presence in Susan's 
room. The drink, though, was something el e. 

Joanne didn't open her eyes until be \Vas directly in front of her; 
and then serenely with no urprise at eeing him. He leaned for­
ward and kissed her. "fm late," he said, "I'm orry. I've got a 
good e.~cuse, though.• 

She closed her eyes again and smiled. Arthlll looked at the glass 
and Joanne saw him and explained, thickly, "It's a very, ery light 
Scotch, just a touch ." She lifted the glass clo er to him and then 
lO\\'ered it without drinking. "\\'hat you're hearing is the Elavil: 

"That sounds like a pretty rotten combination, Jo. \i hat do you 
suppose Knoedler 'vould ayr 

She shru ged and said, "\Vho caresr 
Arthur took the drink out of her hand, sipped it ( it was a light 

one ), and put it down out of reach . Joanne didn•t offer any protest. 
It was hard for him to make out just how far gone she was. It was 
his fault, in any event; be could have slic d an hour off the meeting 
or-something. Guiltily he held her hand ... Was I right?" he asked . 

.. About what?" 



.. Going down to Ne'v York.· 

.. e \v York \\'a fine.• 
·okay, then I \Vas \vrong."' He \vaited and \vhen she seemed about 

to doze again he reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a 
thin blue velvet je\\ elry ca e ... This mi~bt match one of your ... 
simpler selections todar, ., he said, and pressed the case into her 
hand. 

It took her a moment to understand and give a shake of her head. 
1hcre \veren't any." 

.. ·o? \\.by not " 

.. othin I \\•anted. LucJ...-y you.· 
"I'm d i appointed. \\'hL1t did }'OU do all day?" 
"Just \vandered . . . touch d th ings." She ~vas rubbing her 

fin~er.s lightly against the velvet 
"\\'ell, open it aD)"\vay." H e ,,·atchcd her fumble \vith the case, 

then turned the pearl-like clasp to"vard her. He \vould see Paul as 
soon as he could, although he didn't ha e to be told that something 
had happened to set her back-something besides the Scotch and 
the Elavil. And it ' as his fault for having given in to her so 
damned easily. 

Joanne opened the box. Inside '"as a diamond pendant, \vhich 
she looked at ' ith only the slightest interest. Arthur tilted the box 
to le t the stone ca tch light fron1 a better angle. '"I t's lovely, Arthur; 
\va all he could dra\v out of her . 

.. Allo'v me."' H e removed the p endant ,~vith its thin platinum 
chain and fa tened it around her neck. He studied it, raisin ~ her 
chin o that their eres met briefly. '"~o,v, there's one perfect fit," he 
said \vitb no J c; n th u. ia '\m. 

Joanne brought h r hand up to the diamond and le t her 6.ngen 
idly trace it hap . lier e e '"ere duller. 

Arthur held both hand out to her. °Come on, Jo, look at it in the . ,. 
mirror. 

· 1 ,..,iJJ: she said \vearily, "'later.,, 
H e waited for her to ri e from the chair but he \vasn't moving 

at all now. He a ' v her eye clo e and then her hands go limp on 
the chair, just the \Vay he h ad found her. 
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IT HAD been a1mo t a "veek since Peter had heard from his ister, 
Gail, \vhich meant she ' as still in \Vaslun ton-barring an unan­
nounced excursion some\vherc with !ichael. ~11chael was her hus­
band ~fichael !cCabe. year ago he had been reelected~ with a 

\vhopping sixty-eight percent of the vote this time, to his third and 
(they both expected) last term as congre sman from the Eighteenth 

District in Manhattan. The 1cCabes, whose joint ambition was 
DO\V national, divided their time between a rented bou e in George­
town and a t,. " Plaza co-op in ew York. \Vben they were in ew 
York Peter saw Gail regularly and spoke to her every day. 

He had come home, tried to reach Maggie, \vho \\1as somewhere 
between her office and apartment, sho\vered, and felt a strong urge 
to speak to Gail. \Vhat he really wanted to do \Vas jump on the 
shuttle and see her in \\ ashington. The phone call eemed the more 
sensible idea though, given the icCabes· relentless social schedule. 
He dialed and got no anS\\'er; then tried the 1ew York apartment 
on impulse and r ached Louise, the maid, who told him that tv!rs. 

fcCabe was indeed in ew York and \vas expected home just 
about then. fr. fcCab was still in \Va hi.ngtoo. 

1ell her I'm on my \vay," Peter said, Y.rithout asking anything 
about Gail's plans. The idea of seeing Gail, ·en if it \vas on the 
run, elated him and gave him a sense of relief. Hers \ Vas just the 
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voice of reason he needed right now. He dre.ssed, tried again \\--ith­
out success to reach ~la · e .. and left his apartment. 

It wa.s a humid June evening and the street.s were clogged with 
traffic in all directions. Peter decided to "-allc the seven or eight 
blocks. It would be faster and he could use the distraction. Lilce 
Gail and unlike evervboch· else he Jo, ed the cit:v in summer-the . . ~ 

whole bare look of 1l the \\CUlD smelli. He didn't know whether 
~Jaggie felt the same '''ar· she might prefer getting out of tO\\'ll, in 
\'\hich case there was ah ys his hou e in East Hampton. His and 
Gail's. They uJd have to talk about schedules tonight; possibly 
drive out for the first time this \\·eekencl 

He reached the apartment before Gail. Louise let him in and 
complained about the ~e'v Iork '"'eather and the \\.ashington 
weather, \\'"hich was e\ en war: e. ~f rs . ~f cCabe was due out again at 
eight, she told him, and the idea of it seemed to exhaust Louise. It 
""·as a dinner. a benefit She didn't kno'' ' for \\·hat exactly or where, 
but details would be on the desk calendar in the study. Ice "'" 
there a.s well, and the makings of ~lrs. ~fcCabe's martini on the 
cart, if that \\·ould do for hinL 

-rhat11 do ju.rt fine,· he said. 
The stud>· \\"a.S large and bright, v.;th \\'aJnut paneling on three 

s:id~ most of it hidden behind bookcases and photographs. The 
pictu.r " ·ere of ~lichael mostly, or ~lichael and Gail-they made a 
strikin couple-\\ith an occasional photo featuring Gail Invariably 
a familiar face \\-il.S smilin beside the ~lcCabes'-a politician's usu­
ally, Democrat of course. or someone in sho"'' business. All of the 
pictures were " ·armly inscribed. Peter didn't look at any of them. 
He used the Stolichna~ a to mix a knockout martini " •hich he car­
ried to the " 'all of \\'i.ndows overlookin the linited Nations gar­
dens. The gardens " ere a rich green outlined ";th red and yellow 
border plantin~. Traffic mo,·ed silently beside them. To the left 
light glittered on the East Ri\'er. 

It was six-thirty, and just as he remembered to phone ~faggie he 
beard CaiJ'5 voice callin out to Louise, and then shouting with 
delight in the direction of the study, \ hen? WhMer 

in here,· Peter yelled back. 
She rushed into the study, a tall, stri.Jdngly beautiful blonde 

wom~ foUI years older than Peter. be was wearin a bright sillc 
dress, very full and Bowing, her sleeves billowing as she opened her 
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arms wide to embrace him. She made a sound. a long pleasurable 
• f mmmmm"' that she sustained all the "-1l)' across the room. She 
fell into his arms and 5queezed, sayin !elepathy!• 

He rocked her lightly from side to side, holding bu drink stead)', 
then drew &\\~ay and looked d.isappro,ing ... \rhat is this anyway, 
some kind of state ecret:>- Gail looked puzzled. \Vby didn't you 
tell me you '''ere bac~ for Chrissake . .,,. 

1 \\'as about to do just that," Gail aid ... I haven't bad a minute 

since I got in this mornin honest.· he lO\\'ered her face to the 
glass he " 'as boldin breathed in the fragrance~ and sighed. ·order 
me one of tho e, \ \.ill ~ ou I am beat." he kicked off her shoes and 
fell onto the couch. Peter went to the drinks cart and ~ ed her 
ma.rtini a little shorter than his. he \\'as smilina and " ·atching him 
as though ther had been eparated a Iona rune, \\·hich they badn't­
le than h\.'O \Vee · . 

He dropped an oli,·e into her glass and asked, \\.hat've >-ou 
been doing, politicking~ 

The question eemed to enen-ate her. She ~1l\\~ed distorting the 
\vord '"Some: paused to compose herself. and said, ·sorry. Second 
wind's on the '''ay... be shook her head and brightened. -1 had to 
stand in for ~ fichael. • 

\\"by, '''here' he?9 
\\.ashington still. Lots of unfinished business-half of it monkey, 

f m sure. He'll be here tomorrow . .. ~h, vou're an aneel, thank ·ou.· . -
Re handed her the drink and sat be ·de her " -ith his arm on the 
back of the couch. his fingers touchin her boulder. he tapped bis 
glass \\'ith hers took a sip and drew one leg up under her, to face 
him. -A Party lunch that ,,·ent on fore ,·er: she said \vith a shudder. 
!ediow. Except for Stan Sutter. The last of the old-time boss~. 
fm nuts about him. He' got this terriBc idea. \\1lr don't I run for 
~tichael's eat nert year ,,·hiJe he runs for dot-dot-dot. \Ye do it as 
an au pair campaign. ·"- great gimm1c, Stan sars, and \\·ho should 
know betterr 

Peter as laughin . i agree.· 
!hat's three of us at least. Cheap, too, when you think of all 

that doubling up. I'd make a great congre sperson, don't you 
thinkr She tried several thoughtful poses for him. 

-You'd make a great an 1:hing.· 
1 mow, but I \\'&Ot to start modestly. Hell, I know as much as 
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better, too. \Vhich is at least three quarters of it, given the priorities 
of the media.· The last phrase \Vas delivered in her podiwn voice. 

Peter shook bis head and sai~ ._Jesus you're getting cynical• 
l>ractice. For the day when I become elder st.atesperson. The 

next Alice Longworth." She looked sweetly malevolent and reposi­
tioned her elf on the couch, sinking in a little deeper. '"~!mm, rm 
UD\vinding already," she said. Peter held up his drink and rattled it 
at her as a \varning. She took another ip, and pressed her bare foot 
against his thi b nudging him and saying reproachfully, "fve 
mis ed you, terribly:' 

'"rve missed you, too: Peter said. 
*\i ell, ummer's here. Playti1ne. We'll be seeing more of each 

other, \Von't \Ve?'" 
'1 don't kno\v.· 
\ by1s thatr 
*fve got this magic kingdom to run, remember? Especially if 

you're going to need a fat cat of a brother, too.· 
They might have been joking about Gail's poHtical aspiratiom 

(and then again maybe not ), but the major backing for all Mi­
chaers campaigns had indeed come from Peter and Playcraft. The 
Playcraft connection, as a matter of fact, initially soft-pedaled, had 
turned out to be extremely beneficial-as though a vote for ~1ichael 
McCabe was a vote for magic and innocence. Fortunately Michael's 
good looks and unmistakable sexiness kept the image &om moving 
any closer to Peter Pan. It was a perfect union, flesh and fantasy, 
and it had " 'orkcd every time, triumphantly. 

As for Gail and Playcraft, there \\1as very Httle family sentiment 
invol ed in her attitude to\vard the company. Playcraft paid, that 
\vas what it came down to. Playcraft bad ahvays paid, and hand­
somely. Iichael's earnings as a lawyer and congressman certainly 
hadn't. 

Cail was a major tockholder in the company, like Peter and 
three or four other relatives. he \Vas a functioning director of the 
company and her advice, whenever Peter consulted her, was in­
variably ound ( it was Gail \vbo had encouraged Playcraft's unique 
line of teaching-toys for handicapped children). But Playcraft wu 
ultimat ly P ter, not Cail; and if he and Michael were dependent 
on Playcraft they were really dependent on Peter. Which made 
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Gail very comfortable. There \Vas no one she would rather depend 
on than her brother, and the feeling, she kne,v, was muhlal 

A cloclc in the room chimed seven o'clock. Gail waited for the 
sound to stop, and then her face brightened. ·11ey-there's this 
benefit tonight I'd give anything to miss. I mean, I've put in my 
time today. Why don•t I work up a migraine, and just you and I-a 
quiet dinner herer 

Peter looked pained and said, "I can•t.• 
~Vby notr 
"Booked.• 
'1rrevocablyr 
! think so."' H e started to get up. '"Reminds me-rve got to 

make a call.· 
Gail reached out and held on to him. "Pete." She was pouting. 

·see her \vhen rm not free. \i e've got a couple of weeks at least to 
catch up on.· he sa\v something vaguely unpleasant come into bis 
face. He \Vas standing motionless, th.inking. •All right," Gail sai~ 
•you obviously didn't stop by for a quick drink \Vhat's wrongr 

He looked down at her, gave her hand a reassuring squeeze, and 
said, .. othing I can't handle: He moved toward the phone on the 
desk. 

Gail called, -Pete~ She lowered her feet to the Boor and re­
peated, more insistently, "Vhafs wrong? Come on now.· It W&..5 the 
voice of big sister, delivered with mock severity. 

Peter kept his back to her. Ile was facing the window5 and the 
buildings to the south, below the UN slab ... Joanne Ellis came to 
see me today; he said. 

Gail' back stiffened. ·Joanne EUisr She saw Peter nod. "I 
thought she'd been put away: 

-Well, she·s out• 
• Andr Gail aid, tlliturbed 
Peter moved away from the desk, toward the ca.rt "'Nothings 

changed.• 
~hat do you mean? What did she sayr 
lhe same crazy stuff.• 
-rbe same threats, in other words.• 
He was fixing himself another martini. "None of that bothers 

me. • 
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8No? \Velll it bothers me. I must have a better memory than 
you. • 

He started to pace, remembered the drink in his hand, and said, 
·sorry, did you \,Vant one of these?" 

'-I want to know \vhat she said.., 
He bad misjudged Gail; he had thought her reaction would be 

cooler, more rea on d. He hadn't intended to alarm her like this, or 
let her magnify hh O\VD uneasiness-he \,Vasn't SUie which was more 
accurate. 

" he till thinks I did it~" he aid , ounding more concerned for 
Joanne Ellis than for him elf. '-Still thinks you and 1 ike buried the 
case. • 

lhen her release \Vas a little premature,n Cail said angrily. -Uid 
you call the police?' 

"\Vby would I do that?" 
•\Vhy? The woman's certi.Sable, for God's sakel She \Vas that be­

fore they put her away; she still is, obviously." Cail got up from the 
couch and beaded for the phone. v ho knows what someone like 
that's capable of? f m not taking any chances.· 

Peter watched her pick up the receiver. ""What're you doing?" 
.. Calling ~1ichael.· 

"\Vhat the hell for?' he h ad tarted to dial · be brought his band 
do\vn on the cradJe and broke the ca.Il. "Gail, look-I said l can 
handle this.· It \ Vas an order, flrm enou h to make her release the 
receiver and let him hang up. Thea be smiled, apologetically. Gail 
rela.'ted lightly; she shook her bead and made him see ho'v much 
she distrusted his instinct. Peter' hand moved up her arm and 
caressed her shoulder. ~I didn't mean to get you all \Vorked up," he 
said. 

"'\ ell, nice try." She mov d a\vay from him, found her glass, and 
silently carried it to the cart, shooting him a look as she dropped 
ic into her drink. 

It was a look baleful enough to be comic, and Peter seized on itl 
lighting up with sudden inspiration . .. Fat Cat,"' he announced. The 
remark seemed to throw Cail completely ... It just hit me. "vVe do 
this big fat mother of a cat-orange and black stripes, big smile 
with lot! of teeth.· He smiled widely and bent into her line of vi-
ion. " \Ve do him as a bank. Playcraft ha n't done a bank in-hell, 

we've never done a bankl not that I can remember. Anyway, we 
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give him this crazy tail.· H e reached for an imaginary lever and 
pulled it to\vard him, making a ivid rattling sound-effect that be 
repeated until Gail smiled and then finally laughed out loud. It was 
something be could ahvays do-make her laugh . Always. 

The laughter ' as a b rief release for both of them and \vhile it 
didn't remo e the threat of Joanne Ellis. it managed to ease it 
som \vhat. They \vere able to discus it coolly and reasonably, as 
Peter had \Vanted in the 6rsl place. They would notify no one un­
less 1rs. Ellis reappeared- in the Be h, by phone, or through the 
mail ( ther had b en a fe\v letter in the pa t, typed and unsigned, 
cob r nt only in the threats they contained ); or unless someone she 
may have hired appear d ( there had b en that, too, in the past­
the pres ace tha t b d never 1naterialized ). \! bichcver \Vay it hap­
p ened, they \vould immediately call not lichael but Lieutenants 
Creegan and Willets ' ho had been assigned to Susan's case orig­
inally; or Lieutenant \Vhelan, \vho had handled the harassment 
bu ice s when, Gail r minded him, Peter had finally had sense 
enough to bring it to the pouce. She remembered living tluough 
that nightmare too, vividly. 

'"Promi e me; she said. 
"What?"' 
i'ou \von't let it go this time. If anything happens you'll tell me, 

as soon as it happens." 
'"rm telling you no,v, ar n,t I~ 
"I don't ahvays trust you>' C ail said. She \va back on the couch, 

her fe t buried under a cu hion. Peter \Vas in the green leather 
winachair oppo ite her, lookina at the fading light outside. Both of 
them were feeling the martinis 00\11. There \Vas a long, comfortable 
silence, and then Gail said, gently, "You're not doing anything to 
Susan, Pete, or her memory. You're protecting yourself, that's all"' 

He nodded and she could sec him turn in'vard- just briefly, be­
cause Louise app ared in the doorway, and at the same time the 
clock chimed eight. 

"That's exactly what I \Vas going to tell you.· Louise said. 
Gail looked at the clock and exclaimed, "My God, alreadyr 
Peter remembered : laggiel" H e started to rise but Cail waved 

him down again. The decision had been made for both of them, she 
insisted. She would call her commitment, Doris Randall at the Wal­
dorf, and plead some migrainelike excuse, and Peter would do the 
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would do something si,mple but miraculou in the kitchen. Agreed? 
She didn't wait for Peter to ans\ver. She ent Louise out with a de­
cisive nod and follo\.ved her, saying to Peter, ·use Michael's phone. 
I'll make my call from the bedroom." 

· Jesw," Peter called after her. He drained his gla.!s and sat lli­
tening to her oice, barely audible in the bedroom. She had rear­
ranged his evening but be \Vas r ]axed and completely at home~ as 
he ahvay was 'vith Gail \.vhen there \vere just the hvo of them. It 
didn't happen that often and he really didn•t want to break the 
mood, not even for Jaggie. 

He went to the phone and dialed her number feeling the buzz of 
the martinis even more \.Vhcn be stood up. laggic picked up on the 
first ring. "\\ nere are you?" he said> sounding \\rOrried. 

•At my sister's apartment.• There \ VO.S a slight stumble over the 
words. He cleared his throat and stood up straighter. "I tried to get 
you a fe\v times, starting at five." 

1 had some shopping to do. Are you on your wayr 
1 was, about an hour ago:' 
•And \vhat happened?', 
~otbing. Cail and I tarted talking. We're still at it Family 

bwin s.· 
.. Does that mean \ve don't have a date anymore?-" She put quotes 

around the \Vord, date; still, her disappointment came through. 
"Would that mess up your evening?" 
-it'll mess up youxs/1 she said. 
•Agreed.· 
'1 \Vas going to cook for you is what I mean.· He could see the 

look on her face right no\v-toleraot amusement, good-natured and 
unflappable. He thought about pulling himself together and riding 
down to Tenth Street after all but whi p ry movement behind him 
distracted him. Cail bad come back into the room, a blue terrycloth 
robe wrapp d around her. he ' as carrying a bottle of wine and an 
opener, \vhich she placed on the cart, ' vincing at the small sound 
they made. She turned her back to Peter and started to open the 
bottle. 

Pet r Jo,ver d hi voice. "'Any chance of a raincheck on that?" be 
said into the phone. 
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There was a p ause and then ~laggie said brightly, 1 don't mind 
late suppers at all. T n, eleven, it doesn't matter: 

Peter faced the \Vall and the pictures of Michael 'vith the mayor, 
the governor, and with a group of congre men standing behind the 
President. !his \vould probably be even later than that,• he said. 

~I wouldn't mind that, ither." Tber \Va5 an awkward pause and 
then he h ard 1aggie i h. '1 gue it'll ju t have to keep then, an 
that incr dib1e work.• H \va grateful she \vasn't carrying it any 

further. "To be honest-not that I've got to be-I haven't even 
started. It's all last minute, ,,.h~ tever it turns out to be.· 

There \vas a light pop. Peter turned at the sound and saw Gail 
twi ting the cork off the corkscre' , then sniffing it. "Tomorrow 
night?" be said to . 1aggie. 

uyou mean maybe or defulltelyr' 
•Absolutely: 
!omorrow night, then.· he lo"rer d her voice to match his, as 

though someone had come into her room as \vell. "Pete?" She hesi­
tated. '1 was really looking fonvard to tonight. rm jwt realizing 
how much.· 

-Uitto, • Peter said. 
Maggie caught on and said, •it's hard for you to talk. I won't put 

you on the spot.· 
Peter said, "'Good: 
Gail \Vas moving a\vay, to' ard the door. he cau t Peter's eye 

and tugged at her robe, mouthing, '"Change," and holding up five 
fingers. he left the room. 

On the phone ~laggie \vhispered, · 1 mi you, a lot• 
I ' ll make it up to you, okay?" Ile k pt his voice at the same 

q u.iet level. 
There was a Jong seriou si l nee before iaggie said, iry, any­

way: Peter didn't laugh, didn't react at all, so she added, !bat's a 
joke.· 

·rm glad you told me.• 
Again there \Vas a ilence each of them enjoying the pre ence at 

the other end. ! 'll let you get back to Gail,., Maggie said, and be­
fore Peter could protest he heard a quick moist kiss and then a click 
~ she hung up. 

His plaru had changed. That was simple enough. An evening 
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with Gail, his sister ( the italics were 1aggie's ), made perfect sense 
when they hadn't een each other in weeks. ~lore sense than an­
other evening 'vith her, it appeared. 

Strike that last; as soon as it came to her she realized what a 
dumb thought it was, how sell-pitying. In a few minutes, she told 
h~ elf, she ,,,ouJd be a lot more objective about it. Right now she 
wasn't. be was disappointed, she was lonely, and feeling might­
ily rejected; and more than anything she was annoyed that she was 
elaborating that feeling into omething completely unreasonable. 

She could have be n more insist ot, of cour e. Aggressive even. 
And then reall written Peter out of her life. 

She \Vas in the hall, ' h.ich \vas tiny like the rest of her apartment, 
looldng aero s the lhing room to the terrace. She had set the table 
for Peter and herself outside where there \Vere potted geraniums 
and a great vie\v of the Empire tate Building to the north. She 
went into the kitchen, passing a Boor-length pegboard hung with 
pots and implements. On top of the stove was a foil-wrapped pan 
of lasagna like no other he had ever tasted, ready for the oven. A 
salad '"ith the first real tomatoes she bad een in a long time \V~ on 
the kitchen table, along \vith an uncorked bottle of red wine and a 
small loaf of brea~ It would all keep, exc pt for the salad. That 
\Vas obviou ly going to be her dinner for the night 

A shame, though, to \vaste all the preparations for what was to 
ha e been a magic evening. \iVhy not an evening anY'vay, without 
the magic? \Vhich brought Frank Po,vell to mind He would make 
her laugh at least or be \vouJd make her angry enough to yell, and 
he felt like yellin at somebody. Who better than good old, ar­

madillo- kinned Frank? She went to the phone. It was all last­
minute and h \vould tell him he was a name from the bottom of 
the B Ii t, subbing for Peter who-,vhat? Ho'v to explain to Frank 
Pow 11 of alJ p ople that she had been stood up by Peter Drexler 
for his ister? 

H r original thou ht had b en b tter: it would all keep. 
be tum d off the oven, mar baling for herself all the lessons of 

b venin . o much for surprise , to begin 'vith. And for presum­
ing that P ter \vould accommodate any plans she chose to make. So 
much, in otb r , .. ,orcls. for getting too propri tary too fast, against 
h r ori~nal tim -t ted instinct . And for continuing to agonize 
o er om thing o imple, re onable, and unimportant. 
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She turned the stereo on, humming along, maneuvered the lasa­
gna into the refrigerator, and carried her alad out to the table on 
the terrace. Lighted the candle even. The setting was lovely, the 
view, the breeze, the soft sounds coming up from Tenth Street. She 
poured from a jug of cheap red \Vine. Peter \vasn't there-she ca.me 
to terms with that. he \vish d though be had left her \vith some­
thing more romantic than "Ditto" to carry her through the loog 
evening. 

·All clearr' 
It \Vas Gail, her blonde head an}"vay, peering into the study. She 

found Peter on his kn s be ide the coff tabl , spreading on a 
cracker the pate Louise bad brought in. Ile held the cracker out to 
her, then ate it wh o she shook her head and patted her stomach 
with a horrified expression. he moved into the doonvay, posing 
dramatically and turning for him. he had changed from the ter­
rycloth robe into a lounging outfit, a Boor-length, rose-colored 
gown. Peter widened his eyes and said, --o-kayt• 

Gail S\vept past him, holding the go\vo wide and brushing it:s 
feathery material against him. She let herself flutter down to the 
couch. "Steak, salad, and maybe some chocolate Haagen-Dazs­
okay on that, too?,. 

"Better than okay.• He bad switched to \vine; he offered the 
glass to her. Gail hook her head and list ned to the music in the 
background-a melody he recognized, Chopin. he \\'atcbed Peter 
rmtil the melody dissolved. " 1mmm,0 he said, stretching, "bliss.• 

.. What isr 
"This.· She gestured lazily at her body. ·complete collapse.· 
Peter slid back on the Boor until he felt the base of the wingchair 

behind him. He cro sed bis legs. ""Ho,v'd your migraine go overr 
"'There were waves of genuine sympathy. liow about yoursr 
He nodded vaguely and listened to another etude, looking off 

somewhere beyond Gail until she said, " laggie· -she paused at 
the name, trying it silently-Wis she someone I should meetr 
~ou will, I think; eventually.· Gail watched him smile. "She's a 

terrific girl.· 
•Ah, another one of those.· 
·A really terrific girl .. 
-why wait, in that case? rm giving a dinner Tbursday-po5i-
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tively last appearance of the season. You re invited and so's the re­
ally teniBc girl." 

\\7e11 talk about it,• Peter aid . 
., . I ichael \vill b back, there'll be lots of other glamorous types. 

She'll b dazzled . ., 
'1 don't think ~f a gie isn-he stopped himself, rea1izing before he 

said it that the \vord \\'Ould be a trug le-"dazzleable." H e looked 
pl a ed ' vith himself and took another sip of \vine. 

""Give me a chance an}"\vay,'' Gail persisted. '1 assume this isn't 
too erious-not terminal or anything-or rd have heard.111 

·could be ou are bearing." 
"~ then it's erious.', 
~I don't kno\v \vhat it is at this point.• 
gl \Vill, W} Cail assured him. They both smiled and Gail leaned as 

far to\vard him a she could \vitbout rolling off the couch. She 
reached for his hand and queezed it letting her smile grow even 
warmer. urm glad you·re seeing someone ag~ n she said. UReally.· 
For a long time after Su an's death be hadn't, no one at all, and the 
problem, Gail knew (and in pretty intimate detail), had become 
physical as \vell a emotional 

"So am I;' Peter said. "Christ, so am I .• 
She \vanted to carry it further and ask him more about Maggie, 

but the questions, she realized, \vould be all the \vrong ones-the 
only ones in fact that really interested Gail . \ Vas ~'1aggie anything 
like Susan Ellis, for example? AnY'vbere near-and forgive me, dar­
ling please-anywhere near as de tructi e, to him and ultimately to 
herself? They 'veren1

t questions at all, in other words; fears, ad­
monishments, none of 'vbich, she supposed, Peter needed after that 
fir t eA'Perience. Something like Susan had happened only once to 
him, thank God. The intensity of the experience sometimes made 
Cail f org t that. As far as she was concerned, his relationship 'vi th 
Susan bad be o the one really major mistake in her brother's life. 

ot Crace and that dumb marriage of several years ago. That had 
been a minor blund r, a lark, harmless and easily forgotten. But 
Su an bad be n traumatic, som thing dark and awful that he had 
manag d to pull through, with Gail's help-and no, she told herself, 
she wa not being melodramatic or overly protective. Just honest. 
And f ri hteoed to de th of it ev r happening again. 

The memory of it made Gail shudder; and think again of Joanne 



57 

Ellis, whom she had forgotten in the music and the nice haze of the 
martinis. he \Vas back in his life. Correction- back in their life. 
Gail turned on the lamp beside the couch and caught that loolc in 
Peter-nervous, di tracted-that she hadn't seen in a long time. 

"I'll have Louise make up your room, .. she said. The guest room, 
to her, was ahvay Peter's room. 

Peter quinted at the light. "\Vhat forr 
·1 \vant you to spend the night here, that's \Yhat for.• 
"I live ten blocks a\vay, for Chrissake.· 
'1 kno"v \vhere you live, darling.• 
H e played \vitb his glass. is it because of Joanne Ellis?" 
·ifs becau e of me,· she said, and made a face at him. 1 want 

company." 
Peter shook his head. 1 knew it, I shouldn' t have told you any-

thing.· 
,., hyr 

i'ou're panicking.· 
! am not panicking, not at aJJ.• Her eyes widened suddenly and 

she gave him the mo t inane smile she could. "One big blank, seer 
Peter didn't find it funny. Gail let herself down to the floor and 
crept closer to him. "'I just \vant you with me a while,· she ex­
plained patiently. is that such an odd request? A little time with 
my own brotherr 

She \vaited until he had forced a surrendering smile out of him. 
*No," be said. 

"Good.· She moved clo er and eased herself down beside him. 
I'll take a little of that \vine no\v.· 

Later, \vhen Louise came in to announce dinner, she found them 
lying on the floor together. ~lrs. 1cCabe \Vas laughing-giggling 
really, like a small girl. She had that relaxed and happy look she al­
ways seemed to have with ~1r. Drexler. Only \vith Mr. Drexler. Too 
bad the congressman wasn't \vith them right now. He could do 
with a little loosening up himself, in Louise's opinion. 
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Lrrrt:E b fore ci ht the ne. t morning there \Vas a fire at the 
Playcraft factory. It \\'as discovered early enough by one of the cus­
todian to keep it con.Bned to the storeroom out idc the design area, 
\vbcre it had b gun. There 'vere no injuries and a lot less damage 
than there \VOuld have been a fc\\'.' minutes later, considering the 
paints and chemicals in the toreroom. 

The fire was alread y out \vhen Peter arrived at the building just as 
his apartment \Vas being called for the second time by the police. 
He aid '·Goddamni -anary at b1mscU and guilty about the phon 
call he hadn•t been home to aDS\\'Cr, not that it \vould have made n 
difference. H e e. plored the dan1a e \\ritb a fir li utcnant and a po­
liceman; and ag in later '~'1th hvo polic d tectives called in at his 
in i t nc and an insurance invc tigator. \ Vas there even the 

Hght t po ibility of ar on, he ' anted to kno,v, and o urgently 
that lhe d tective a kcd Pe ter th rca on for his con\iction. 

" ot conviction ., Pet r said, ... uspicion. A hunch, that's all ... 

It ounded lame to Peter h im If, nnd u pect as though he \Vere 
holding back orn thing important. He thou rht about coming right 
ou t aud Ih min Joanne Ellis, but he \ ou1dn't, not \ ithout ome 
hard >vidence. In t ad h exp] in cl to th m the laborate security 

of th d ~ ign ar a; ho\v vulner ble mod I and blu prints \Ver , 

ho\v Jarc nous th tov bu iness couJd be. I cl n \\' r lifted all the , 

tirn , proj cts ock d out by the comp titian. 
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• Aie you talking about some kind of sabotager a detective 

asked with an amused expresison. 
Peter said, !t happens all the time.• o, there were no names he 

would give them. "Just look for anything at all suspicious.· 
They did, with Peter joining ~ until \veil into the afternoon. A& 

for incriminating evidence, there was none at that point. Just the 
opposite. orne of the chemicals in the storeroom \vere volatile, 
given the slight t car I sncss-a bottle that might have been left 
unstoppered. for example. o one suspiciou had been seen enter­
ing or leaving the building-not by Lenny the ecurity guard or Pat 
Loughlin, the night ' atchman. The . toreroom, which was always 
locked, ' as till locked \vhen Julio discovered the fire. 

It \vent on like tha t, ' ith the ideoce a ain t arson becoming 
more convincing to the police. And totally unconvincing to Peter. 
Rationally or not, he kn w the fir had been engineered somehow 
by Joanne Ellis. I t \ as too coincidental otherwise. Too much like 
one of her phone calls or that presence Peter was made aware of 
every so often-preliminary chords, all of them, just s:inister and 
threatening enough for the moment 

\Vben the investigators left the building, be went back to Im 
office. The charred smell \Vas all over the place. He closed the door 
and turned the air conditioner higher. His desk \Vas piled \vith 
papers and a bo,;ed prototype of a child·s pull toy, a bright and be­
nevolent caterpillar that managed to make him smile. He sat and 
turned a\vay from it, facing the u ly bulk of Ljbbey Containers 
across the street He rocked in the chair, a ligb~ quick motion, like 
a pul e. 

He \VOuld call Joanne Elli . O\v. 

It was the only sensible thin to do. Confront her immediately 
and this time let threats come from him. She would deny her in­
volvement-he was going to say of course, but he \vasn' t at all sure of 
that. He wouldn•t be surprised in fact to bear her admit to it. The 
whole point of her strategy was the threat, after all ; knowing the 
aomce of the threat, actually seeing it smile at him. There had to be 
enonnow satisfaction for her in that 

He shook the image, the sinister smile, out of his head and turned 
back to his desk. He grabbed one of the papers, the draft of a per­
sonnel memo Cal Hooper had sent in for his approval, read it 
through, and couldn' t remember a word of it 
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\Vhat if the fire actually had been accidental? That seemed to be 
everybody's tentative conclusion. Why couldn't he accept it, even 
as a dim po sibility? Why? Because Joanne Ellis, god damn her, 
bad already affected his mind to the point \Vhere he wu reading 
threat everywber . o, that \Vas an exaggeration. She could affect 
him if he let her, if he didn't get his mind off her and the past and 
back to omething positive. He picked up the memo again and at 
the same time the phone on his desk buzzed. He reached for it and 
beard larie announce, too s've tly, ~iss e\vman oo the line. 

There \Vas relief just in bearing her voice. He told her o and she 
said, "Why didn't }'Ou get back to me, then? I called you a couple 
of times today. Including your apartment.a 

... I \vasn't home." 
•Early this momingr 
"I stayed at my sister's.• 
·oh.· 
He found her phone message on his desk, apologized and told 

her about the .fire. " o real damage. Just something to waste a lot 
of my time.· 

Let me waste a fe,v minutes more; Maggie said. lbe Bowers 
were lovely. Thank you.· He had sent roses to her apartment that 
morning and more ro es to her office. "One \VOuld have said it all. 
What are you trying to do, overwhelm me?" 

•Any way I can.· 
I'm not knocking ro e ., under tand, but f d rather have you. Aie 

you standing me up again tonightr 
.. ot a chance: Peter said~ 

"Do we try for eight againr 

He \vas th ri at eight precisely. bearing a bag of fruit, raspberries 
included, from Balducci's. ~I even found a par~ring space, right out­
side the building, .. be said triumphantly. He follo,ved her the two 
steps into the cluttered kitchen, wh re he adjusted dials and timers 
and picked at the raspberries. \Vben she tried to squeeze past him 
he held her, dr w h r clo er, and kis ed her, with the time ticking 
away b ide them. b pulled a\vay from him, and they were both 
warm and a little 'vinded . 

.. It's the oven,• 1aggie said and fanned her elf \vi th one hand. 

She bad et up on the terrace again and the setting worked beau· 
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tifully and so did the dinner, leftover or nol He mentioned the fire 
at Playcraft just once and then forgot about it Forgot about Joanne 
Ellis too and \vbatever else had been so troubling just a while ago. 
It \Vas a gift ~1aggie had an ability to drive whatever was unpleas­
ant out of his mind, without effort, by the mere force of her per­
sonality. One other per on could do that for him-his sister, Gail. 

For de ert th y bad \vhatever '"as left of the raspberries and 
th n Peter moved to the chaise for coffee. He patted the few 
inches of space b . id him, urging her over. ~f aggie blew out the 

candle and let Peter pull her do\vtl silently. The terrace \Vall rose 
above them~ and above that there \Vas a misty glo\v in the sky from 
the lights of the city. Peter lifted her on top of him and caressed 
her, alJ the more urgently ,,·hen she started to prote t, · Herer 

'"\Vhy not here?" 
v e're ou ide: 
"\Vhat's the dill rencer 
She became sil nt and felt the \varm night air moving like a ca­

ress too, all over her body. They made love · made sounds, too, that 
she became elf-coo cious about \vhen they had finished. 

"The neigh hors heard it all/' she said. 
Peter said, "Lucky neighbors: 
Sh poured brandy for them, crouching a she moved naked 

around the terrac.'e. he queezed in beside him again, her face 
against his che t H e had sol\'ed one problem for her, she told him 
lazily. 

\ hich on is that. 
" ly bedroom. It' tiny. I didn,t l-no\v bo'v '"e'd maneuver ... 
His hand was playing ' "ith her hair. "Gi e me a ' bile and I'll 

show you.· 

Thur day night he open d her door to him, stepped back, and 
did a graceful pirouette. Tbc dre ·s he \ as \vearing was her most 
elegant, a cool-looking jade color, cut low. It flared when she 
turned, 6Jling the small open space in her living room. 

<Iii A knockout,,, Peter said. 
"'What, these old weedsr 
He ref used the drink she offered him and it might have been her 

own nervousness at meeting the McCabes that she was projecting 
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onto Peter, but h e med anxious to her, distracted and subdued, 
aying little in the cab upto\VD. he m ntioned this to him. 

"Bu ine ;' he explain d apologetically. He reached for her hand 
and queezed it. u;\oth ing importan t." 

In the ~lcCabe • building, faggie stopped in front of an elabo­
rately fra med u1irror b yond the elevator to look at herself. She saw 
P t r too and no doubt about it, they made a sma hing couple. It 
\Vas just the boo t her confidence needed. She lingered long enough 
for P ter to take h r bv th ann. 

"Relax "~ill you?" he said to Ler in the mirror, and something 
light and affectionate ' as coming in to his eyes. "They're just folks, 
after all." 

A mai~ Louise. opened the door and ~laggie could see from an 
ntrancc hall the ize of her apartment, th e most recognizable of 

the folks , the mayor, among a small group just inside the living 
room. Peter introduced . laggie , let her hear a minute of p olitical 
banter, and then led her deeper into the room, holding onto her 
protectively. A piano vlas being played lightly in the background. 
There \V re several political and some sho\v-business faces ~1aggie 
recognized~ and mo t of them lit up when they sa'v Peter. One and 
maybe t\vo of the women he introduced her to greeted him with 
something more than \varmth. she thought-particularly a ballet 
dancer \vho c hu band \Vas also in the room, \vith the mayor. 

E en \vith his back to them, he recognized at the far end of the 
room the tall figure of .\tichael IcCabe; and Gail McCabe, who 
had been trying to break a\ ay from a conversation ever since she'd 
e n Peter and ~Jaggie come into the room. She started toward 

th m, lo elier than any of the photos ~I aggie had seen. 
"1 ' "a beginning to ' vorry about you," he said to Peter. She 

kissed him and put h r arm through his, h.trning to include Maggie 
a \vell . "Th n I thought, no, he \vouldn't do that to me." She 
mi l d and her eye moved ov r ~laggie's face, memorizing it. 

Habit, probably; Cail bad married into politics, ~1aggie reminded 
her eU. 

P t r introduc d th m and th look became le s penetrating, was 
oft ned by a smil xtraordinarily like Peter's. "I'm glad to meet 

you Sn lly," , il aid. 
Tb y had di cu~s d h r, In gic kn \V eriously enough for Cail 

to have ngin r d this meeting. She and he r brother were obvi-



ously very clo~e, very dependent on each other's judgment Peter 
stood by silently and listened to the light chatter about himself. He 

put his arms around both of them, connecting them, and smiled en­
couragement 

~faggie seemed completely at ease now. Just as Peter had pre­
dicted to Gail, she was not at all dazzled-not by Gail, the com­

pany, or Michael when he joined them and treated ~iaggie to a full 
measure of the " lcCabe charm"-it \vas Peter who used those 
words, in humorously warning f aggie against him. 

"There is no ~1cCabe charm .. ~iicbael assured her. ·Another 

media catchphrase, that' all it is.• Iiis arm went around Gail. • n-
1 s you're referring to this ~icCabe, the real ote getter.· 

'1 just smile a Jot,• Gail said innocent]y. One hand touched her 
hair. "And make sure my hair doesn't blow in the wind• She 

laughed and passed their drink order on to a maid. 
They were perfectly matched, Gail and 1ichael; to faggie, the 

quintessential ~ianhattan couple. There was taste in evidence, in­

telligence, \vit-and to provide the real magic, a sense of power 
under it all. Gro\ving po,ver, if Michael's career so far was any indi­
cation. Both of them made her feel comfortable, Michael especially. 

He was flattering and attentive, introducing her around the room 
while Cail and her brother disappeared briefly; making her feel 

every bit as important and interesting as the mayor. Peter laughed 
when she told him, and Jaggie, coloring, said, c.Olcay, it sounds 
just a. ingenuous to me.• 

"!es your choice of company; Peter said, pulling her against 
him. He lowered his voice to a whisper. !be mayor·s a clod and a 

hack. Michael's even said it in print They hate each other·s what 
I'm saying." 

She looked past him and sa\v them laughing together beside the 
bar, fichael with his arm around the mayor. 

The table in the large, caod.Jelit dining room was set for sixteen. 
*An intimate gathering,., Peter whispered to Maggie. They were 
seated together, with a network news executive nert to Maggie and 
a Swedish U diplomat and his wife opposite. 

•stockholm's beautiful,• !faggie said, feeling Peter's leg rubbing 
against hers. ~ was there two years ago: She tried to move out of 
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reach and touched th n 'v executive with her knee. He glanced at 
her and he said, .. orry. • 

.. ty plea ure," b aid, letting the look linger. 
faggie Jocked u htly at Pet r, \vbo kept talking to the mayor's 

,vife 'vitbout m~ in a beat. Th diplomat and his " 'ife resumed 
the con r ation, t llin 1arr ·e ho\v much they lov d ew York, 
particuJarl i squalor- at least that's the " ay it came across the 
table to her. The pre ure again t her leg eased as Peter got more 
involved in conver5ation. laggi heard him telling the mayor's 
,vif about a line of to.. for handicapped children, \vhich would go 
into production arly next year. 

The voice to her right di tract d b r. The newsman and a politi­
cian laggie had m t and di liked-he \Vas on the city council­
\vere discussing th 01edia. he heard the politician saying, i'ou 
guy , you·re all nothing but big-game bunters. All out for a few 
pe1 . I'm a pelt, h ' one. he's one . ... • H e \Vas pointing around 
the table, amu ing the dark-haired woman bet\.veen them. Maggie 
folJo,ved his hand and \Vas startled to find her eyes meeting Cail 

icCabe's at the foot of the table. Cail was staring at her-directly, 
nakedly, \vith that ame penetrating look that bad unnerved Mag­
gie before. So intently that it was a f e\v seconds before she wu 
con cious of Ma gie returning the look. Her bead jerked slightly, as 
though he had been snapped out of a trance, and she covered with 
a miJe in ~faggie' dir tion. ~1aggie smiled back uncertainly. Gail 
widened her eye and mimed, "vith a nod and a delicate movement 
of b r hand, '"E rything all right?" ~faggie raised her glass in 
reply and at the ame time felt Peter turning to face her, draping 
his arm over the back of her chair. Jle looked beyond her, at Gail, 
and a k d, .. \Vhafr tho e ignal b h en you two?" 

" private jok ," ~faggic aid. Gail had looked away from them, 
to th entree bein rv d to the \voman on her left . 

.. h ' crazy about you ,'~ Peter confided. His face wa! close to 
her , bi voice soft and intim te. 

.. aiJr Th o w m d to urpri b r. '"How do you know?"' 
.. h told m . o did ~1icha J. If pretty unanimous, I'd say." He 

pla}' d \vith h r band on the tabl until, elf-con cious, she moved 
it to b r I p. Th ntr , a ol in white wine, had reached the city 
councilman, shutting him up brie8y. 
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"It's a little early for anybody to be crazy about me; ~1aggie 

said. 1 haven't even done anything likeable.· 
"You're just not aware of it, it's so natural to you. Besides, you'd 

know it by now if Gail didn't like you.· 
is it important that she should?" ~laggie asked him. She made it 

sound innocent and t asing. 
" 1oderately: he aid. "rve got great respect for Gail's ta!te. 

What's more important is that you met her. lichael, too, of course. 
Painless, \vasn>t it?" 

Maggie \veigh d the question 'vith a small side-to-side tilt of her 
head. "A little intimidating, that's all.· 

~\Vby,s thatr 
She thought a moment, looking in the direction of Michael. 

!here's got to be somebody in the family \\•ho'~ just a little less 
than gorgeous.· 

" ot allowed," Peter said. He found her hand again, squeezed it, 
and brought it up to bis lips, holding it there while he said very 
softly, " f y place or yours later?" 

She felt an excitement, a physical reaction to bis question that 
had to be evident in her face; a response to his closeness and to his 
look and the soWJd that had come into his voice. She would have 
loved it anY"vbere but here where it was making her distinctly un­
comfortable. And the discomfort had nothing to do with Cail ei­
ther, she told herself, or at any rate not Gail exclusively-though 
she was relieved to see her looking away and talking to the stage 
director on her right. 

Maggie slipped her hand out of Peter's again. Let's play it all by 
ear,• she sai~ and waited for the maid to approach her with the 
elaborate silver tray. Another, slower maid was moving down the 
opposite side of the table. 

1 don't roppose you want to commit to a weekend either,., Peter 
said 

"Weekendr>-
·East Hampton. Combination work and play. You can bring 

those sketches out:' The house had been in his family for several 
years, be told her, and it was very special, right on the beach. 

"Just the two of usr she asked. 
-Well, who elser 
1 don't know, you said family.· 
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•Family means Cail and me at this point.• 
·call, then~.. Jaggie ugge ted . 
Peter grinned. " ·ot for what rve got in mind,· he said. 
E en when h \va playing sexy be was sexy. 
A little later, still at the table, it h ppened again-Gail watching 

her fw1:ively, lool..ing away this ti.me with no explanatory smile or 
gesture. be had b n crutinizing her, or maybe it was ~f aggie 
and Peter together he ' as scrutinizing, trying to gauge the rela­
tionship. be \Vant d to mention it to Peter and ask why Gail was 
watcrung her-what was he doing ~vrong? But it macked so much 
of in ecurity and ounded o comically paranoid that she said noth­
ing at all- long enough for Peter to ask, "'Bored?" 

"' ot at all."" 
.. , e can leave anytime ou say.· 
"\\'by? \Vhat can you think of better than thisr She brought a 

finger up to his mouth to quiet him and lowered it \vhen he started 
nibbling. She was honestly enjoying herself, enjoying the atmos­
phere and the company. Her own group of friends was young for 
the most part and .. on the verge.· There were no politiciaru among 
them, no one prominent in the arts, no one as high-po\vered a5 the 
TV executive next to her, or Peter for that matter. Certainly no one 
with the style and the cla s of a Gail McCabe. 

It wa.s a lot more plea ant to think of Gail in those terms. She did 
it almo t grudgingly, though and that was revealing. \ hat she had 
done, even before me ting Gail, was to put herself in competition 
with her. Over Peter. of COfil e. nd the looks from Gail that had 
unnerved her \V re probably nothing more than curiosity interest. 
H er O\vn furtive looks ( now, for in tanc ; she caught herself in the 
act ) might be ju t as unnervin to Gail, and equally misinterpreted. 

A tap on a glas cnJl d her back. ~iichael was rising to speak. He 
alway ro e after coff e, be aid to his gu ts; automatically, a reflex 
action. He went around the table with a eries of one-liners, mainly 
political putdo,vns that \vere spootaneow and usually hilariously 
on targ t. He ended by lifting his glass in a toast to the company, 
and esp ciaJly the ho tess. 

Cail mil d and bo\ved her h ad. 1 th inlc1,. she said, •you all just 
heard the Con r man· kickoff p ch ... 

The oun man \vho bad be n p layin the piano during cocktaili 
materializ d again after cl.inn r and diew a group around him in 



the living room. \Vith the fust note Peter \Vas ready to leave but 
f aggie said, .. \ e can't.• 
"Sure \\'e can.· H e held out his hand to her. 
"Can " ·hat It \Va\ ~1ichael \vho grabbed bold of Peter's hand. 
i'ou wouldn't miss us if \Ye crept off, '"ould you, like?" Peter 

asked. 
~fa gie mi1ed and said, '1 'voo't apolomze. H 's your brother-in­

Ia,v. Sh excused h rself and bad a maid point her to the nearest 
bathroom. 

\\
1hen she came out be almo t collided with .. ina-somebody, the 

dancer who had greeted Peter so ' armly. They miled at each 
other and \ hil letting her pas ~fag ie notic d the pictUJ'es on the 
wall. They were old prints, some of them early nineteenth century, 
of the Hudson \alley, cw York City. There \Vere caricatures too, 
by Nast and Charles farther do\\'11 the hall, Hanking the door to a 
\varmly lit tudy ' hich ~faggie looked into. She heard Michaers 
voice behind her, coming closer . 

., Ah, you found my etchings. I \\'as going to suggest you have a 
look." He \vas carrying hvo liqueur gla ses. He handed one to Mag­
gie, who tried to refuse ... Go on. I managed to involve Peter in the 
sing-along." 

16 

Aie you kidding?" She took the gla s and tried to see beyond 
~tichael, \vbo \vas urging her into the study. 

!Dere's a lot more in there," be aid. 
She ,valked over to a full "vall of photographs and read several of 

the inscriptions while be watched her. "Some of these faces are 
vaguely familiar," she said bending forward. 

lichael shrugged and looked perplexed. 1 don't know any of 
them myself. Ifs all trick photography." He moved closer to her 
and at on the arm of a \vingchair, letting her study the pictures 
quietly. Ile was trying to see her face, intently enough for her to 
notice. The piano in the living room had launched into a medley of 
current show tunes. laggie tried to concentrate on the photos, an 
impressive mix of lichae1 and politicians, local and national, past 
and pr ent She tilted her bead to follow the angle of the inscrip­
tions. Michael remained silent. At one point be saw her draw back 
and say incredulously, "Adolf Hitler with lover It was so sudden 
and convincing that he almost rose to see the photo her body was 
covering. ~f aggie turned to catch his expression, hoping she had 
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put an end to the ilenc and th ague n e of being stalked. 

There " 'a a blank n1oment and then ~1icbael smiled. It was an 
ingratiating miJ , one he had een reproduced dozens of times, 
but ne er \vith such cancllepo\ver. 

"Sorry" he said, out the really incriminating tufFs all some-
where el e." 

loo bad: he moved a fe,v p ace av.1ay from him. 
it' not terribly inacc ible if you're intere t d ,n he added. 
She pr tended h hadn't heard, ab orbing her lf in a Chri tmas 

shot cramm d \vith f i ha el, Peter and everal children holding 
stuH d anim I that look d familiar to 1 aggie. 

"This looks fairl y incriminating," she said. UPlaycraft?" 
\Vbere ls ?" Hi ·mile h d become apolo etic. He came beside 

her and looked at the picture thoughtfully. "Remind me to show 

you my campaign cbe t sometime. If made completely out of 
Tinker Toy .• He \vas blocking her from the rest of the photos and 
weaving just slightly. "I'm not knocking it, understand. Hell, what 
you're looking at is the house that Playcraft built." He made a 
sweeping ge ture that took in all the pictures on the wall. *It 
could've be n \vor e, I suppose. I could have married into United 
Pollutants or Amalgamated · itritc . \ h t ~1ichael McCabe,s got 
instead are all the e fuzzy little animals in the background ... He 

laughed and ' ait d for ~1aggie to react \Vith some kind of signal 
'"Think of me a one of thcm- tltis big ~tuHed teddy bear for little 
girls to bug and cuddle:' Ile op n d his arm to her comically and 
kept them open evera l beat too Jon . 

~1a gie \ ant d to 1 ave, asu lly, \ Hh no on1plications. !bat 
reminds m ," h aid, and look d at the open door, "there's a 

teddy b r I came in ' ith ome\vb ·re." 
Micha I b ld b r by th arm as h moved pa t him. He nodded 

at the glas be bad put on a table. "Aren't you going to finish your 
drinlc?" 

"I don't think o: ~1a aid. '1'v bad it."' She smiled and 
eas d her elf out of his grip. ··Thank for th tour.· 

"Just on more ovemmcnt servic " licba I a.id, "no strings at­
tached." Ji picked up h r untouched drink and tarted to cross the 
room. "I'm \vay b hind in family go ip. How long have you and 
Pete be n tog th r?" 
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•A few \veeks,· laggie said, at the door. To her relief Michael 
wasn't coming any clo er. 

"Serious?" 
"'You mean, like-terminal?" 
He smiled the magic smile and, sure enough, it ' viped away the 

memory of th pass. "D umb question,., he aid. '·H e brought you to 
meet Gail. Of cour e it's eriou ." 

'1 thou ht I \ Ya meeting both of you.· 
.. 1'fe only incidentally." He paused. UGaiJ and her brother are 

very close, you'll find . ., 
.. 1 know.· 
1 ichael·s smile disappeared and his fingers topped lightly 

against the small glass be \\13S holding. ulf you find a little resistance 
there-and you probably ,viJl- take h art. That's only part of the 
family, after all .0 Slo,vly, he raised the glass to laggie and drained 
it, watching her. 

She came back into the living room, feeling self-conscious even 
though no one seemed to notice she had been gone; only Peter, 
\vho moved a'vay from the piano as soon as he sa\v her. • ow?" he 
asked, and ~I aggie agreed, u ow." 

They waved or aid good night to most of the guests, and to 
~lichaeL ' ho had reappeared. He kissed laggie lightly on the 
cheek, sending out no signals at all. Just that smile. 

Gail ' "as in the hall, saying good night to the dancer and her 
doctor husband. Her mouth opened to protest when she saw them. 
"You can't,» be said and grabbed hold of Maggie's hand. "Not 
when we've barely gotten acquainted.• 

Peter said, "You'll be seeing a lot more of her.• 
~laggie smiled and said, "Soon, I hope." She couldn't understand 

at alJ \vby Michael hould have attempted a pa s at her. Cail was 
an e.._rtraordinarily b autiful \voman. It ,. as simplistic thinking prob­
ably, but laggie couldn't imagine herself or any woman she knew 
in competition with Gail. 

Gail walked with them to the elevator, her arms around both. 
711 be eeing a lot more of yau,"' Jie said to Peter. MMichael leaves 
again ~ionday. I need somebody decorative and uncompromising~ 
like a smallish brother. Tuesday and Thur day- benefits: She 
winced at the word and said to ?vlaggie, "He's a,vfully handy that 
way. I hope you can spare him." 
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The sound of the piano was barely audible in the hall. Gail 

kissed them both. he was smiling warmly, as though the sight of 
Peter and ~1aggie clo e together genuinely pleased her. And maybe 
it ' as the smile so much like Peter's or the WU'easonable guilt 
~aggie was feeling about ~Iichael but the distracting looks Gail 

had given her earlier in the evening seemed le s djsturbing in ret­
rospect· e en \\'hen she remembered Michael's comment about 
· resistance.• 

The elevator door clo ed and ·he moved against Peter, behind 
the uniformed operator, and held on tightly. UOkay, how'd I do?" 
She cu hioned herself comfortably. '"Passr 

"A-plu " Peter aid, and k:is.sed her. 
Out.side the building be gave her a choice pointing north and 

then south. She steered him north on First A venue, in the direction 
of bis apartment. .. One nightcap," she warned, "that's all• 

"Hell, that's all ou're getting.· 
They walked leisurely, looking in shop windows and sidewalk 

restaurants glass-enclosed, still crowded at twelve-thirty. It was the 
New York singles scene. ~faggie b ad tried it-"For about a week if 
you bunch all the nights together. Ifs demeaning, I bate it· She was 
aware of being \vatched from inside. 

Peter hated it less-or had he corrected himself. ·Maybe because 
I was one of th dcmeaner .' H e a ked her about the present, about 
Gail and the evening, and ~1aggie \Vas nothing but positive. "And 
~tichael? Has be got him elf a ne\\' supporter?" 

She h sitated briefly . .. He' everything I expected."' 
·And then ome,· Peter added. They had reached Fifty-fourth 

treet and wer V.'alking \ve t. Peter \Vas silent, not diverting his 
eyes from the idewalk ahead even ' vhen be asked, "\Vhat did be 
do, make a pa at your 

The question tartled Ma gie. rlow did you know thatr 
!here have been, lef ay, preced nt ." He looked at her. 1t 

comes with th ir life-styl - I suppose, I don't know. They're away 
from each other a lot, you know.· 

'1 didn't. I thought they were a team. Professionally, too.· 
"Only when they ha e to be.· He didn't volunteer anything fur­

ther and fa ie didn't press. They \Valked a while without speak­
ing. 1 \vish you'd told m \vbat \Vas going on.· 
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VVhy? I managed all right:' 
111 bet you did.n He took her hand again. On Third Avenue 

they waited for a light to change. laggie looked at him. 
"Hey, Peter Pensive . ., He came back to her and smiled. !s this 

going to make for family problems?" she asked him. 
" o new ones,· he said, adding, on the other side of Third, "the 

bastard . ., 
They reached his building and the doonnan was tactless enou gh 

to ackno,vledge "~liss" along \vith Ir. Dre-.:ler; to leer at her in 
fact, she said. She covered the side of her face \Vith one hand and 
stepped quickly into the elevator. "God, my reputation." 

Peter said, "\Vhat reputationr 
He pressed the button for ten and spoke to her softly, commiser­

ating and bringing the words closer to her face. They became just 
sounds then~ quiet and soothing, and then light brush es against her 
lips with his, with the tip of his tongue. His body moved s1o\vly 
against her, pressing her back until she could fee l the cool wall of 
the car behind her. 

The doors opened quietly on the tenth .Boor and were closing 
again before either of them noticed. Peter shoved them open and 
half-carried faggie into the hall. I t \\'as that sudden effo~ he in­
dicated with a gesture, that bad \vinded him so completely. ~1aggie 
\Vas breathing as hard. "11e too,» sh e aid, while Peter felt in his 
pocket for the key and pres ed his other hand against the fron t of 
his trousers-vt1bere it actually hurt, he told her. 

They walked to i oB and Peter put his key in the first of the hvo 
locks. He tried turning it left but it \vouldn't move. He pulled it out 
and \Vas about to try the second key \vben he stopped bimseU and 
stood '"rithout moving, his face a fe"v inches a\vay from the door. 

Maggie saw the change in him right away. "Pete?" she said, and 
when he didn't reply, "\Vbat's \vrongr 

His band went to the doorknob. H e turned it, pu bed, and 
opened the unlocked door just a crack, keeping hi hand tight on 
the knob . 

.. What is itr faggie said. 
Peter shook his bead and opened the door wider. He reached in­

side the dark apartment and his face, \vhich faggie was watching 
anxiously, went white as he turned on the hall light. 
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~fa ie's cry \\'hen be a \v \vbat had happened. 

It had be n tom apart. hatter d , as far in as they could see. The 
"''alls \vere bare, pic:tures ripped off; dra,vers h d been pulled out 
and emptied on the Boor. An open do t, its helf and rack picked 
clean, \Vas piled \vith clothe \vhich pilled out into the ball. 

Peter kept bJk.inrj his b ead . He tarted to move into the apart­
m n~ and I a gie grabbed hold of bis arm, saying "Pete don'ti 
He let her hold him briefly, then freed himself and stepped over 
the clothe and the cattered papers into the living room. Two over­
turned lamps Ji ht d ' vhen he found the \Vall S\Vitch. The room had 
been \\•recked, all of it. frightening1y and so had his bedroom. Par­
ticular) h i bedroom. The bed ' as pulled apart, stripped, and the 
floor v.-as littered \\'ith all the fram d photographs and antique toys, 
many of them brok o. He stood in the middle of the room and 
looked around him helplessly, rooted by the sheer mass of the 
damage. 

~la gie horrifled. moved from the living room into the rear hall 
She called out to him and beard him ay, dully, "Stay out.n She 
didn't; be came into the doonvay and sa ' him standing \vith his 
back to her. he called his nan1e again , and this time he spun around 
and houted at her, .. Godclamnit, I told you to tay outr 

She had never beard him rai e his voice. It hocked her and she 
started to lea e, but then topped her elf aod tared back at him. 

he \vaited b fore he aid \vith deliberate calm, "\Ve've got to call 
the police.n P t r n ddcd lo,vly. H didn't move. "Do you want 
me to do it?" I aq ie ~id . He nodded again and looked at her. 

"I'm sorry I ye ll d Uk that:, h e aid, and look d a\vay again. He 
bent do\vn and put hvo of th photos-on of them of Gail-on top 
of a bur au ... J e u Cbri t. . . .n 

I agl{i looked alJ around the room. The only light \Vas coming in 
from tb bathroom and the ov rh ad fixture in the hall, leaving 
\vid , hado,vy tretch . "Ho\v could anybody do something like 
thi ?" h shudd r d . In the buiJding aero the treet one of the 
f \V remainin ' li~ht \vent out. "I n d a phone,,. he said, sound­
ing exhau t d all of a udden, dra in d . 

"Try tll one in th kitchen n p ter said, piecing together frag­
m nu of th Jar~ \vood n oldi r. The h o oth r phones in the 
apartn1 nt had b n pull d out of the \Valls. When she'd left the 
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room, he called out to her, Nfaggie? Forget it.• He stepped into 
the rear hall. *Let me put you in a cab instead.• 

•A cab? Are you nuts?" 
He shook his head. ! don't want you involved in this.• 
8Nor She turned and scanned the damage all around her. 1'd 

say rm right in the middle of it, wouldn't your 
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HIS ~ "Nas missing; so \vcrc some photos, and the letters and joke 
greeting-cards Susan had sent him. Everything connected \vith 
Susan seemed to be gone. There hadn't been that much to begin 
\vith, and little of it \Vas e~peciall}' personal or compromising or 
anything el e that might make it e\eD vaguely worth stealing. lag­
gie had called the police at t\velve-thirty; it \\las close to t\vo in the 
morning before they arrived-a detective sergeant named Ro\ve and 
a uniformed polic man, both of '"'horn \Vere polite but either tired 
or immediately bored \vith the case. 

ult might help to mention ~1icba 1 IcCabe: J\Iaggi suggested 
to Peter \Vhile the h\O men \Vere in hfa bedroom. "Otherwise it's 
just one more e\v York bre, k-iu.· 

lhaf s 'vhat it is, then," Peter aid, and 1aggie let it drop. 
The detective came back into th living room alone, \vriting in a 

small spiral notebook. Peter answered a f \V questions about the 
evening, \vhich f aggie corroborated, de cribing herself as ·a 
friend, just visiting.· The name icCabe didn't come up . 

.. Any valuables missing?" the detective asked Peter. "Cash, je\v­
elryr 

Ile didn't keep much cash around and he didn•t like je\velry. The 
only valuable piece be O\vn d \Yas the Patek Philippe he \vas wear­
ing ·one of his paintings \Va missing, nor any of the antique toys 
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-though some of them had been damaged. The Betamax was still in 
the apartment, so were the stereo and the color TVs. 

"I had a gun that might be gone.• 
The detective looked up from his notebook. Nfight her' 
1 haven't found it yet.» 
He called out to Costanza, the policeman, to earch for the .32 

automatic Peter described. \\'bat el er he asked,. 
"'Some personal things-photo , a few letters. They're of no 

value to anybody but me.,, 
Rowe was waiting for more but P ter remained silent, listening 

to Costam.a pick through the \vreckage in the bedroom. '6 o aJue, 

did you say?" Ro,ve looked around the room to appraise the dam­
age ... Somebody sure thinks othenvise." 

i'eah," Peter said quietly. iaggie was watching him-sus­
piciously, like the detecti e. Or " 'as that just Peter's nerves 
working on him? He didn't kno\v ho\v far to go \vith them, how 

much of the past to dredge up. It 'vould ha e been a hell of a lot 
easier \vith Lieutenants Creegan or \ helan-someone from the up­
town precinct \ ho was familiar \vith the background of the ca e. 

" 1r. Drexler, what you're saying doesn't make much sense,"' 
Ro,ve said. "You mind telling me what else 'might' be missing?., 

Peter told him \vbere to find the less than one ounce of pot he 
had, and the Benzedrines and Seconals, for which he had prescrip­
tions-if that 'vas Ro,ve's implication. There 'vas no cocaine, he as­
sured him, or anything harder that might provide a motive. 

"Easy,"' Rowe said. "I'm on your side, remember?" 
"I'm trying to.'-' Peter's face was Hushed, bis right hand was mov­

ing nervously again t his side. If there had been a clear enough 
path in the room he \Vould have been pacing. "Look," he said, try­
ing to make it sound sensible and convincing, "all this is by \Vay of 
a threat. It doesn't matter \vbat was taken. Hell, she knows by now 
there's nothing incriminating-" 

"Wait a minute • Rowe cut in ... 'She'?" 
·Joanne Ellis/' Peter aid The mere fact of a name, any name, 

took Maggie by surprise; especially the Uie \Vay he had said it. 
"You know ' ho did thisf>' Rowe aid. 
!hat's what I'm telling you. Anytime she \Vants he can get at 

me-that's what this is all about.• 
Rowe said, ~Give me that name again.• 
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bered; also the name of Arthur Ellis, \\'hose electronics company 
had its headquarters in Poughkeepsie. \\lhile Rowe copied it all 
down Iaggie came beside Peter and took his arm. It was a sweet 
and comforting ge tu.re and it made him feel even guiltier about 
~fag ie. He had brought her into a frightening situation, one that 
could be dangerou to her as \vell as him1 \Vith no warning, no ex­
planation at all. 

H e brought her hand up to his lip . 1 didn,t want you involved,• 
be aid. "\Yhy the hell didn,t }'OU runr 

1 told you-[ ar11 involved. Doe that make sense to your 
Ro\ve checked his \ atcb and flipped to a fre h page in the note­

book \\ri th enough of a snap to attract their attention. "Okay1 i[r. 

Drexler,» he said, "you \Vant to give me something to back up that 
charger 

He \vas giving the details of his involvement with Joanne Ellis 
not only to Ro\ve but to Maggie too, for the first time; and feeling, 
he told her later, pieces of himself Hying in all directions. 

Susan Ellis had jumped or f alien to her death from the balcony 
of her twelfth-floor apartment at eigbt-hventy in the evening on 
Tuesday, July ninth. There had been no sounds in the apartment 
or on the b alcony prior to the fall no cry "vhen she fell. The drug 
screen performed during the autopsy showed a blood level of alco­
hol combined with embutal that \Vas dangerously high, almost 
lethal in itself. 

The investigation ho,ved that Peter had been in her apartment 
up to seven in the evening. They bad argued, a minor skirmish, and 
be had left, though he \vould probably have come back to spend 
the night ( be did usually, or Sman would spend the night at his 
apartment ). 

There was no evidence aD}"vhere of foul play; no motive, either, 
that anyone could discover. But there was evidence to suggest sui­
cide. Twice before Susan had tried to kill herself. In college, before 
she knew P ter Drexler, she had slit her wrists. Once, early in their 
relation hip, he had taken an overdose of phenobarbital. Peter had 
saved her life on that occasion. 

I urder, in any vent, was an unlikely explanation to everyone 
but J oannc Ellis. According to her, jealousy was a motive, Susan's 
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money was a motive, the violent side of Peter that supposedly 
terrified her daughter was a motive. She had a whole catalogue of 
illogical, at ti.mes iD ane motives to explain why Peter had killed 
SusanA But none of them as important as her absolute conviction 
that Susan couldn't have done something like that to herself. 

Susan Wa.! dead and not only had Peter murdered her, but be 
had used the ~1cCabe to cut off any investigation. Joanne Ellis was 
convinced of that, too, and she would prove it So she harassed him, 
she hired "detectives"' to find and at time.! manufacture evidence 
against him. The idea obsessed her. Eventually it had her commit­
ted to a sanitarium. 

It \Vas happening all over again. Only no'v it w1U even more vio­

lent and unreasonable. It '"as homicidal, Peter was sure of it 
The facts, Peter told Ro\ve and Costanza (who hadn't been able 

to find the gun anywhere in the apartment ) \Vere all on file. Cree­
gan and \Vhelan, the original investigating officers, would be able 
to coo firm th em. 

"Okay, you've got it all,• Peter said to ~faggie later. *Hell, any 
sensible lady would run: 

"Why should I runr rf aggie said. 1 live here.· 
At riaggie's suggestion they had taken a cab down to Tenth 

Street for what was left of the night, once the police left his apart­
ment. It was a good idea, Peter admitted; he was less edgy at her 
place, he could think. 

"\Vhen was the last time you saw the sun come up? .. he asked 
her, watching the first gray come into the sky. 

Maggie came in &om the kitchen, carrying two glasses of millc. 
-Probably my high school prom.· 

Peter sprawled on the couch and drew her against him. He 
turned off the lamp. 

-what do we do about sleepr laggie asked. 
Peter moved his hand lightly against her shoulder. i7 ou make an 

attempt.• 
·And your 
·Pass. I'll take something later to keep me going.• 
She took his hand and brought it to her face. For a long time 

they were both silent 
"All," Peter said. 
She did, without any hesitation. ·-Were you in love with herr 
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.. tillr 

h 's dead, he doe n't exist.• 
-You kept her pictures, her letter ." 
.. tot for any r a oa.· 
.. f m prying, I'm orry: 
"' ou're entitled, hri t kno,vs.· 
• .. o, I'm not." h h ld on to him tighter. ·of all the thing I 

could be right DO\v that n1ake sense-like afraid or upset or just 
ex.haustcd-,vhat I' e got to be is jealous. \Vhat does that say about 
my prioritie ?" He nugglcd clo er to her \vithout r plying. Outside, 
a car came do,,rn Tenth fast, rattling a manhole co er. Light \Vas 

beginning to enter the room. '"I'm sorry, Pete, really-about every­
thing that happened. I just \vish-,. 

She topped when she realized he was asleep, and wrapped her 
arms around him protecti ely. 

The following aft moon ~f adge called Arthur Ellis at his office 
and interrupted an important meeting to tell him that t\vo ew 
York City detectives were at the house, que tioning Mrs. Ellis. o, 
she couldn't tell him what it \vas about but ~frs. ElHs seemed genu­
inely upset by the visit. ~1adge was sure Ir. Ellis would want to 
know thal 

The detectiv \vere ergeant Ro,ve and Lieutenant John Cree­
gan, who had been in charge of the investigation of Su an Eilis's 
death. P ter bad pokeo to him at the upto\vn precinct that morn­
ing and told him about the break-in and his conviction that Joanne 
Elli wa som ho\v b hind it. 

i'ou m an it' th same thing all over again," Creegan bad said. 
!hat's the way it looks. Can you helpr· 
•Any \vay I can.· 
If at aJJ po sibl Peter \vanted th call kept pri ate as far as Gail 

and ~f ichael tcCabe \V re coo rned. They didn't know about the 
incid at and he wanted them compl tely uninvolv d this ti.me, es­
pecially if there was the possibility of any press coverage. 

Joanne Ellis had brought Creegan and Rowe out onto the ter­
race. he apologiz d for her app arance ( ·rve been gardening"'), 
off er d th m coff • and laugh d wh n Rowe told her Peter 
Drexler's charge ... Is that his newe t one? Incredible and ridiculous, 
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as always.• She \vas speaking to Rowe, avoiding Creegan except for 
an occasional glance. 1-Ie \Vas making her nervous, listening without 
comment \vhile she answered Rowe's questions. 

It took Arthur Ellis hventy minutes to drive home from the office. 
He hurried out to the terrace, hook hands '\vith Creegan, whom he 
remembered, and nodded at Rowe, \vbo was turning the pages of 
hi notebook. \Vheo he \\'as told that Sergeant Ro\.ve \vas handling 
the case he a.id, ""\Vhat case, " ·baf this all about?"' 

"Susan>s murderer," Joanne said in a shaking voice, *bas brought 
some charges again t me.a 

"Peter Drexler,· Creegan corrected her. 
Ro,ve took it up, reading from his note : "His apartment was 

broken into benveen eight and hvelve last night." 
"Wbaf s that got to do with Irs. Ellis?" Arthur asked angrily. 

"We were together here all nigbl There are witnesses.· 
"'He claims I hired someone to vandalize his apartment,• Joanne 

said and gave the same incredulous laugh. "A gun·s missing, and 
letters-· 

"The charges arc absurd," Arthur said. He had come to his wife's 
side. 

"Of course they axe,• Joanne said, "Who would I hire, for God·s 
saker 
~And very badly timed, Lieutenant,• Arthur added, to Creegan. 

"You know what my \vife's been through." He put his arm around 
her. 

"'Yes, sir, I do; Creegan said, "but the fact is" -be stopped him­
seU and tried to express it as gently as pos ible-"there have been 
some incidents in the past involving your wife and Mr. Drexler.• 

!he past," Arthur said, '\"as a very emotional time for all of us. 
This isn•t the past anymore.· He pressed Joanne's hand. "If there 
are any f annal charges we'd better hear them.· 

!here aren>t,• Rowe said. lb.is is just & preliminary investi­
gation.• 

"What does that mean? More police, more questions?" He shook 
his head ~We've been through enough of that• 

Rowe became silent and deferred to Creegan, who said, !t can 
all end here. Mr. Drexler doesn1 t have to press any charges. All he 
needs is some assurance from you-· 

Arthur interrupted him: "'Assurance of what?" 
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Creegan hesitated. 'Jbat there \von't be any more contact at all 
between frs. Ellis and him. one at all. You'll take full respon­
sibility for that.• 

.. Become my keeper, in other words,· Joanne said. She moved 
away from them and stared at the jagged outline of the Catskills 
across the river. 

u this a deal ou·re proposing, Lieutenant?" Arthur asked. 
• ,1r. Drexler's propo ing il rm ju t passing it along. There's. 

nothing \vrong \vith it either, ~ir. Ellis. I think it's pretty generous.· 
"I don't see any need for a deal, do yo~ Jor 
~Of cour e not,.. he said emphaticaJly. She looked directly at 

Creegan. Mlt's amaring, isn't it-bow easily these inve tigations 
of yours can be terminateci Still their little lackey, aren't you, 
Creegan?., 

Creegan's face turned red. •Look, lrs. Ellis- · he started to say, 
but Joanne kept going, raising her voice above his and Arthur's, 
who was trying to quiet her . 

.. Still protecting him. \ ell, f m sure they've made this trip worth 
your while: 

Arthur said, "Joanner louder. 
1 don't kno\v \vhat that means, ~1rs. Ellis,· Creegan said, still 

red. 
1t means that once a ain you've struck gold, Lieutenant. Con­

gratulations. You've got yourself a nice little annuity with that fam­
ily: She started to move away from them into the house and 
stopped in the open doonvay. " 0 1 Arthur,· she said firmly, 1 
don't see any need for a deal, either.• 

obody called her back or follO\Yed her, and if there was any 
real threat involved in \vhat Creegan was aying she would let him 
take that up with Arthur. he \Vent up tairs to her bedroom and 
looked do'vn at them on th terrac . The words were muted but 
from the \vay Arthur \Vas p aking, calmly, he was pacifying them, 
and they w re ]j tcning, amicably. Creegan's face had lost its in­
criminating Bush. he a\v him nod. Arthur was obviously making 
the deal \vilh them, confessing for her, accepting Drex.ler's gen­
ero ity. 

be hadn't be n takin any tron medication lately, jll!t an occa­
siooaJ tranquilizer. But looking do"rn at them discu sing her so 
damned con piratorially, she o eded omething. The heat too was 
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ing harder for her to breathe. he ' ent into the bathroom and 
gwallowed an Elavil1 then stood \vatching her face in the mirror 
until she felt she bad to lie do\vn. Xot to leep- just to rest her eye.1 
a minute; close them, and block out the ounru, too, on the terrace 
below, the voic that had risen and ' ere still indecipherable but 
somehow threatening, all three of them. 

She was asl ep \vben Arthur cam in to her room later. He called 
her nam h ice and \\'h n c;he didn't an \Ver \Vent to her desk in the 
alcove, half concealed from the bed . There \Vere flowers on it and 
some book and letters in neat pile . 

He looked back at Joann sleeping and noiscles ly slid open a 
dra,ver. Th re \\'a nothing in it but stationery. In a second dra,ver 
he discovered a manila envelope. It might have been nothing, but 
be opened the clasp and tuck his hand in ide. There were papers, 
letters. 1-Ie tilt d the envelope and slid out a photoITT"aph. It was 
Susan-her face appearinu so uddcnly it made his throat tighten. 
He stared do'vn at that face and could almost bear her voice. And 
all the other faces and voice came back to him- Su an through the 
years. If he didn't Jook a\vay or distract himself with something 
else, he'd lose control comp) tely. 

He found another photo, of Susan and Peter Drexler . The surge 
of emotion pas ed. Ile could look at the picture of the hvo of them 
more calmJy and e again \vhat he had forgotten-what a hand­
some couple th y had been, hov1 g nuineJy fond of each other. 
Even Joann had felt that at the time. Before. After, nothing \Vas 

ren1embered happil . 
There " yere Jetter in th envelope too, add.re cl to Drexler in 

that familiar hand,vriting ( bad, childi h. th only graceless thing 
about Susan he could rem mher ), po tmarkcd ew York and Que­
bec and Santa F . Bound \.vith a rubber band \Vere birthday cards, 
anniversary cards, .. Sorry," u 1issing You,· and '4Had Enoughr 
cards. 

Drexler bad saved them; be had thought enough of Susan to 
keep the fragments. Arthur felt a sympathy for Drexler, an affec­
tion, too. He had never really believed \vith Joanne that Drexler 
W&l respon ible for Su an's death. ot \vben he could be objective 
about it Unfortunately to believe in Drexler's innocence wa,., to 
believe in Susan's guilt; to be unfaithful to Joanne. But be had 
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nothing against Drexler, certainly not now. The papers were his 
and Arthur would get them b ck to him. 

He lipped everything into the envelope and looked in the direc­
tion of the bed. Joanne was awake, propped up on one elbow, 
\\fatching him. He laid the envelope on top of the desk. 

"It's true, then " he said to her. 
'"You never doubted it, did you? .. 
MJ ust hoped.R He hrugged. «\ e'll work it out somehow."' 
WI assume you already have." 
He let it pass ... How did you manage itr That .. . detective of 

your r> He kae\V ome ague details about the detective she had 
hired last year. 

"The less you know the easier it'll be for you,· Joanne said. 
Arthur tapped the envelope. I1ou l'"DO\V this is a criminal- " He 

sa\v her close her eyes against the sound of his voice, and stopped 
speaking. 

'lt was too soon for me to come home," Joanne said quietly. Tm 
calling Knoedler tomorro\v to make arrangements to go back. I'll 
call tonight if you \Vant." 

"Go backr Arthur aid incredulously. VVbat do you meanr9 He 
came out of the alcove and moved closer to the bed. 

"Pinehur t. It makes perfect sense.» 
1t doesn't make sense at all. Look, Jo, this is nothing that can't 

be corrected. n 

"On his terms-Drexler's." 
"I don't care \vhose terms.· 
i do.,. She lifted herself to a sitting po ition too fast-a wave of 

dizziness came over her. he pre a back against the headboard 
and closed her eyes. "I'm trying to make things easier for both of 
us. We don•t really trust each other. That's something I don't see 
coming back again ever.• 

"Don't say thatr~ 
... fve already said it:, be reached out for his hand and drew him 

down b id her on the bed. _.Let me go back, Arthur." 
He looked lost to her and so much older than he had ever seen 

him looking; vulnerable, too, and that was an Arthur she couldn't 
recognize. usan's death was catching up with him finally. 

The p inting of usan as a child \Vas on the wall. Arthur saw 
Joanne looking at it. .. I've never come to terms with it," she said to 
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him. ·she's still everywhere. I close my eyes and she's there, too. Es­
pecially there.• he closed her eyes tightly, forcing the tears do'vn 
her face. Arthur felt his own control going, for the first time in front 
of Joanne. "Evel"}"vhere. Always.· 

He lo,vered his fac to hers and kept it there a long time, until he 
felt her breathing calmly and e enly, afely asleep. He pulled him­
self up and bent to kiss h r forehead. 

Joanne heard her door click shut b opened her eyes and saw 
that be was gone. It was an effort to fight the drug and lift herself 
out of bed. She \valked unsteadily to her desk. The manila envelope 
was on top. She left it there and felt for the bottom knob on the 
right, then fumbl d inside the deep drawer. Hidden under a 
leather-boWld diary \Vas a .32 pistol and a box of hells. She carried 
them to a closet and found an old hatbox on a shelf to bury them in 
-someplace Arthur or ~tadge would never think of looking, at least 
not immediately. And a day was all she really needed. 

Her legs were giving way. She era\ led back into b d and let her­
self go limp, offering no resistance at all to the drug DO\V. 

Peter and }.1aggie had planned on driving out to East Hampton 
late Friday night, but the insurance adjuster was due at the apart­
ment between four and .Svc. aturday they \vould want to spend 
getting the place back into shape. ~1aggie v.'ould, anyway; it \Vas a 

job Peter would be just as happy putting off for Jackie and the 
phone company on ~iooday. Iaggie and the voice of reason pre­
vailed. Saturday was ' ork, Friday \Vas play, at ~Iaggie·s apartment 
if Peter didn't mind another night in the cubicle. 

" Hod? What kind of room freak do you take me forr 
He left the office early and reached Fifty-fourth Street with 

about five minutes to spare, not that he expected the adjuster to be 
on time. Several cars double-parked outside the garage made traffic 
narrow to a one-lane crawl, and then the light ahead on Lexington 
turned red. Peter braked and waited not too far from his garage en­
trance. He looked idly at the car to his left, double-parked with its 
motor off. At first he didn't aotice the man behind the wheel, then 
he did. 

He was looking at Peter not just idly but deliberately, at least it 
seemed that way to Peter. The man was middle-aged with short 
hair, dark jacket, and tie- and all Peter could think of, and right 
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away, \Vas Pam's de cription of the mysterious Pittsburgh buyer. 
Crazy, of course. Pct r turned a\vay from him to check the light. 
\Vbeo h looked back the man \vas still staring. It might have been 
th boldne s of the tar that \Vas triggering Peter's imagination, but 
DO\\' that man in that car eemed disturbingly familiar, even for­
gettin the Pitt burgh buyer. He \Vas ure he had s n him in front 
of bis buiklin b fore, and near the Playcraft building in QueenJ. 
It ' as a f ac from the past, or damn clo e to one. 

horn ble\v behind him and Peter pulled forward s]o,vly and 
turn d into his gara e. He left the car for the attendants and in­
stead of \valkiug through the garage, " 'ent up the ramp to the 
trect. The car \Vas till there, the driver looking traigbt ahead, 

until P ter approa hed. Tb man looked and again held the look­
oot as long or boldly as before but Ion enough to study Peter and 
communicate something ho tile, e n thr atening. Peter kept going, 
stopped outside his building entrance, and looked back. He knew, 
be was sure he ' as being \vatched in the rearview mirror. 

He ' ent upstair to his apartmen~ and seeing all the senseless 
damag again only intensi6 d his suspicion of the man in the sedan. 
Ile ,vaJked through to hi bedroom facing Fifty-fourth and looked 
do\vn. The car bad not moved. 

For his O\ VD p ac of mind he bould have spoken to the man. 
There needn't have b en a real confrontation scene though all of 
the op niogs Peter framed for him If \\'ere invariably antagonistic. 
He could call the police instead and have them inve tigate. He 
could al o o on as indecisiv ly for the rest of the night. He forced 
him elf a\vay from the \vindO\.V. \Vhy in hell was be letting Joanne 
Ellis and her \var of nerves or ' hatever it was work on him this 
way? 

For a Jon time be r i ted th impul to go down to the street 
and qu tion the man. II paced, he tar d do\vn again, waiting for 
th car to move, willing it &\ a . Finally, he had to give in. He left 
his apartm nt ~ nd th building and \valk d up to the driver's side 
of the car. '" om thing you \Vant here?'~ he asked the man on the 
other id of the op n ' indo\Y. 

Th man look d tartl d; he pull d a\vay harply and reached for 
a handl in~id th door. 1-Ie mutter d, «\i batr 

P t r I aned do'vn and brou ht bi face level with the driver's . 
.. I said is there om thing you 'vantr 
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! don't kno\v ' hat you're ta.Ilci.ng about,• the man sai~ and 
started to roll up the \vindow. Peter laid one hand on top of the 
glass. 

MYou're some kind of detective, aren•t your 
91 hat? Look, you' e got the \! rong man, buddy.• He rolled the 

window a little higher and Peter pressed down harder . 
.. I don't think I do. \Vho,re you \vorking for-Joanne Ellis?" 
.. \ hat is thi! a joker He looked beyond Peter at the people 

walk.ina pa t them. 
" o, no joke: 
"Get your hand off the windowl 0 

A blue-haired '"oman pulling a shopping cart stopped to watch. 
"You broke into my apartment," Peter said. "You' e been \Vatch-

ing me, rve e n you." 
"You're nut ! Get your hands off the goddamn window I· 
'"I \Vant to talk to you.· 
.. Like hell you dolt> He tried to bring his hand to the door lock 

but Peter had already pulled the door open. It bit the rear of a 
parked car. lore people had stopped to \vatca "You son of a 
bitchl9 the man yelled. 

"Get out of the earl· Peter reached for bis arm, and the man, 
who was heavy and S\veating, jumped out of the car suddenly and 
lunged at Peter, slamming him against the ide of a car. He tried to 
hold him down, shouting to the small crowd that had gathered, 
"Somebody, give me a hand!• There \vas a murmur and then some­
body shouted for a cop as Peter forced him elf up and threw the 
man off balance. A cab braked near them and blew its horn. 

The man '"as staggering backwards toward the curb. Across the 
street a woman suddenly started screaming. 

" icholasl icholasl· 
The man recognized the voice. He raised an arm to push Peter 

away and called out, Klt's all right, ina, it's all right[• 
Peter stopped and turned toward the woman's voice. She had 

come out of a street-level doctor's office in a building across the 
street She and a nurse were supporting a very old woman who 
carried a cane. Peter saw her move away from the old woman and 
start to come toward them, panic on her face. 

The realization that he had attacked a stranger in the street, 
someone completely innocent, shmned him. He looked first at the 
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man \vhose arm was till raised to protect himself, and then at the 
middle-aged ~ oman crossing the street and crying, "What are you 
doing to himr Traffic had stopped, there were horns blowing. 
Peter tried to speak He made a \veak, helpless gesture to the man 
who \vas breathing heavily, his face almost purple 'vith the effort . 
.. rm ... sorry.· He fumbled the words. "'Christ, I doo•t know 'vhat 
happened to me.• 

He reached out to touch the man who pulled back and said in a 
haJting voice, "'You just ... get your ass out of here, buddy ... 

you just drag it out of here OO\v or o help me. . . ."' 
Peter nodded and aid, Lamely, over and o er, "Yeah, yeah: He 

tried to touch the man again and backed away. The \voman \vho 
had called out to icholas was beside him now, ashen. She turned 
to the clusters of peopl \Vatching, and pointed at Peter. 

MHe attacked my brother," he cried, ' bile Peter moved clumsily 
a'vay, keeping to the street. uy ou're all \vitnesses. Stop him I• 

"Let him go, ' ina,· her brother \Vas saying. 
Peter \valked bet\veen cars onto the side,valk. He picked up 

speed, a\ are of everyone outside his building watching him, even 
Stanley the old doonnan. Peter didn1t say anything to him; didn•t 
even look at him as he passed inside. 

In bi apartment he locked the door, poured a long brandy, and 
carried it into the dining room, ' hich bad been relatively uncfu­
turbed. othing like it \vould happen again, be swore it to himself. 
He wouldn't allow rumself to lose control like that He bad pan­
icked, made a goddamn fool of him elf, and for no reason at all. 

Christi He lammed his hand against the table and everything in 
the room rattled. Christi 

Shakily he poured another drink and at staring, waiting for the 
brandy to work. He closed hi eyes, as if that might help it along. 

Just before 6ve the insurance inve tigator appeared. Peter fol­
Jo,ved him through the apartment, saying as little as possible. There 
\Va more litter than damag , though there was damage enough­
lamp , the phones, 001e of the antique toys. Clearly, though, it 
\Va n't robb ry; a far as the investigator could determine, it was 
andawm. To P ter of course, it went beyond that-it was harass­

m nt, intimidation; but he didn't go into that at all with the investi­
gator. 
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The inspection was over in an hour. Peter shaved again and show­

ered, and ' hile he " 'as throwing a few overnight things into a 
leather satchel heard hi front door being unlocked and opened­

the same sounds he h d heard a few days ago, under almost the 

same circumstances. He reached for a towel and wrapped it around 

his middle, u tening and moving quietly into the hall out ide his 

bedroom. H e stopped. There \Vas no sound at all inside the apart­
ment. He waited and remembered in the lingering haze of the 

brandy \Vhat he had been rep ating to himself just a \vhile ago. He 
wasn't panicling. He mov d h o steps out of the hall. 

It \vas Gail and the r lief \vas like a '"a knocking him off his 
feet. he didn't see him; he was turning lo,vJy to inspect the dam­

age in the room. Her body ' as rigid, her face SJ it came around 
horrified. 

"Some fun, bunhr 
Gail cried out and whirled to face the sound. Her hand pressed 

hard against her che t. b could barely get Peter's name out. 
~rm sorry,• he sai<L and if he was smiling it was nerves, not 

amusement. "Are you okayr 
" ever mind me.· She held onto the back of a chair and when 

she \Vas again breathing normally he let her eyes sweep the room. 
\Vhat happen d here? ly Godr 

"Believe it or not it looks \\'Orse than it is.· He pushed against the 

coffee table \vith his bare leg and bent to pick up some odds and 
ends under it. "I got bit .... 

-Whenr 
"'Last night. Just about the tin1e ~ve \Vere having dinner. \Vbat'd 

you do, set me upr He pulled the to\vel tighter around him. Gail 

looked at him closely, his che t, face searching for bruises. 
"You're all right, thoug~ • be raised her hand to his face and 

brush d the damp hair a\ ay from his forehead. 
• o damage," he assured her. H e started back to the bedroom . 

.,I was just getting dressed.• 
Gail peered into the other rooms and exclaimed at the state of 

each of them. Peter had pulled on his shorts when she came to the 

bedroom doorway and demanded angrily, •Why in hell didn't you 
call mer 

-why, what were you going to do?'9 He threw the tO\vel into the 

bathroom, found a pair of dark-brown socks, and sat on the edge of 
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the bed Gail moved into the room, inspecting, pacing where she 
could find space. 

Lucky I came by; he said. 
"\Vby did you?· 
-Passing. What hould I dor 
~othing.· 

-what do you mean, nothing?" 
-:rhe pouce were here ... 
·Andr 
!hey' re working on it.• 
"Working howr 
"Cail . . .• he warned her, and h e caught her elf and mouthed, 

"'Sorry, sorry . ., She \vatchcd him get up and force open a drawer be 
had replaced in the bureau. It \Va stuffed with cardboarded shirts 
thrown in clumsily. He elected a fe,v and tossed them onto the 
bed, then searched through the slacks he had tried to drape neatly 
over a chair. 
~ou told them about Joanne Ellis, of course; Gail said. Peter 

nodded. MThere's no possible doubt, is there?" 
·Not to me there isn't." He put on a pair of tan slacks. -what­

ever I had left of Susan here is gone.· He looked at the top of the 
bureau where the framed photos \Vere lying, Gail's among them. 
" 

1othing else.· He wouldn't tell her about the gun and he hoped 
Creegan, \vhom she was sure to get in touch with, \vouldn't tell her 
either. Nor would he tell her about the episode \vith the stranger 
downstairs. ot now, anyway. 1aybe \vhen everything was back to 
normal and they could both appreciate the absurd black humor of 
il Right now just the thought of it sent a chill through him. 

Gail lifted the dead phone recei er and listened. "The one in the 
kitchen works," Peter aid. She lammed the receiver down. "Damn 
it, Pete, tell me thing I,, 

.. I .. am. 
She fumed. i'ou're not planning on East Hampton, are your' 

o. ot tonight, anyway." He st pped into a pair of loafers. 
i' ou can't ta y here, of cour e. • 
1 \va.m't planning to.· He went into the bathroom to comb his 

hair. 
111 come by with Loui e tomorrow; she called out to him. 

-We'll start to put this back together. God, fm really aick. ... • 
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She was searching through the leather satchel when he came 
back into the bedroom adding clothe and removing ome toilet­
ries. "You don't need these," she said, and handed him the razoI 
and toothbrush. 

He watched her rearranging hi thing and said playfully, •eet 
a' ay from there l" He put the toolhbn1sh and razor back into the 
case. "I'd better give you ~f aggie's number.· 

.. f aggie?" She managed to look surpri. ed. '-\Vhat forr 
"'I'll be staying at her p1ace . ., He 'vrote do\VD the number and ad-

d.re s and ga e them to Cail. he didn't look. 
"Do you think it' a good idea, bringing her into this?" 
~It's her idea." lie zippered the ca e shut. 
i'd really feel a lot more comfortable \vith you closer. At least 

until this thing \vitb Ellis is over." 
•As far as I'm concerned it is over.Je He sa\v her looking at him 

queerly. "Have a littl con1idence in me. \Vill your He threw his 
arms around her. Cail moved closer to him. 

1 do/' she said, "you kno'v I do, all the confidence in the world. 
It's everybody else that \VOrries me.· She could feel him smile 
against her. H is arms tightened around her and she breathed in the 
damp, fresh fragrance on him. He let go and lifted the satchel off 
the bed. 

"'l'll drop you off,"' Peter aid. 
Cail opened her ba and read the lip of paper he bad given her. 

!be illage ., she said \vith a shudder. ''\\'hat is it, a pad?'' She 
snapped the bag !)but. 

Peter said, USnob." 
"Just promise me one thin ~" Cail said at the door. "Don't let it 

tum into one of those open-ended stays, okay? Ho,vever much this 
one pushes.· 
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AT LX in th evening Joanne Elhs \\'as in the bathroom, plashing 
her face and armc; \vith cold ' ater, \\hen her phone rang in the 
bedroom. I t \\'as John Trevino's quiet, e~pression le s oice telling 
her that Peter Drexler's car \vas in the Bre,·oort garage on East 
·inth tr et. Drexler \\'Ould be spending Friday night at least in 

Apartment 4_,.\ at 40 \ est T nth. A bug could be installed there as 
\Veil, if ~fr . Ell is \\!anted-tonight probably since he e~ected 
Drexler and ~!ag ie e\vman \ ould be going out to dinner. It 
\\'Ouldn't b neces ury, Joanne told him- he expected to terminate 
all contact \vith Pet r Drexler that evening. 

h hadn't made the deci ion before she actually spoke it. It \Vas 
in vitab1 , of cours , and 110\v wa as ood as tomorrovJ or the day 
after. Better; anything beyond th imm dint pre nt \Vas b com­
in more and more w1certaiu. B id · , \\'hat other v.•ay at him \Vas 
th T 110\V? 

he ask d Tr vino for a description of the building and a means 
of openin' the lock d inn ·r door do\\'ll t irs. 

"\Vhen?" h a k d her. 
!oni ht:• 
It \\'Ould b op .. n d, h assur cl h r. 

n n\' "lop \Vilh n final c .. sh payment of h\10 thou and dollar 
\\'OulcJ b d liv r cl to him in th n1orning in the u ual \Vay, termi-
n ting th ,. ir association '''ell. 
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The money was in the Boor safe in her closet. She sealed it into 
an envelope, then went back to the closet for the gun hidden in the 
hatbox. She loaded all the chambers, then put the gun and the 
money into her handbag. 

She found Arthur in the study do,vnstairs, with papers in front of 
him on the desk, and a bourbon and soda-a strong one which 
would ha e him groggy and dozing in an hour or so if the pattern 
of the last few day held. She \Va having a light dinner in her 
room, she told him; and then an Elavil, in vie'v of the strain she 
was under and to bed. He started to say something, but there wru1 
nothing she'" s \villing to cope with right now. o apologies or ex­
planations from either of them, not tonight. othing but sleep, 
please. 

"Whatever you \vant1 • he said, and \\1beo be reached out to touch 
her she turned away from him and left the study. 

An hour later she \Vas dressed and passing quickly and unnoticed 
out of the house through the living room. be walked to the ga­
rage and knocked at the door to Paul's small apartment. When he 
opened it she caught a glimpse of a woman in a robe moving 
quietly out of view. 

Joanne handed him the sealed envelope. \Vould you tale care 
of th.is for me Paul? It's due tomorrow morning.• 

Flat against the envelope \Vas a hundred-dollar bill. Joanne held 
onto both until Paul 1ooked up at her face again. She moved closer 
to the door and mouthed the words slo,vly and emphatically: «You 
haven't seen me tortighl • Paul nodded and she let him take the 
money. 

She drove the B~i,V, pulling out of the garage and down the 
drive so quietly that the sound barely reached Paul's apartment, 
much less the main house and Arthur, who had already closed his 
eyes at his desk. 

A3 far as Iaggie was concerned, even if it was j~t a one-night 
stand, Peter,s formal, satchel-in-hand moving-in was a lot different 
from the few hours he had spent in her apartment the previous eve.. 
ning. It was a little more than one friend helping out another, and a 
lot less than an emotional commitment The Meaning of it was 
hovering somewhere in betwee~ an area vast enough to keep her 
puzzled and absorbed most of the day. 



She found herself po ing ridiculous que tions and coming to ab­
surd conclusions. \\'hat if it \vorked? \Vbat if they found themselves 
inordinately compatible over a hvelve-bour period? What was the 
next tep? It had tarted out imple, and the more she dwelled on 
the po ibilities the more epochal and terrifying it became. Was 
Peter It? That \V the que tion in its imple t form by quitting 
time. And \\·a thi bri f and accidental move the irreversible step? 

be came home to her / their apartment, carrying a portfolio bulg­
ing \vith \ -ROO~l l ketch (as Frank Po,vell put it, her life \\ias 
becoming a Peter Drexler festival ), and found Peter-her chief cli­
ent, he bad to remind herself, her boss-waiting. It \Vas an 
B\Vk\J ard ituation, and to la gie the apartment \VBS suddenly 
confining and inad quate not charming. She was bothered and she 
rehear ed something apologetic in the bathroom while Peter 6."<ed 
drinks for them ( "Y~.knO\Y, rm beginning to feel a little old for Vil­
lage charm . . :·). 

A leather case ' itb his toiletries \Vas in the bathroom and some 
of his clothes \vere unpacked in the bedroom. Seeing them, she felt 
a rush that \vas di tinctly erotic, knocking any thought of apology 
out of her mind. The apartment would do very nicely, more nicely 
than it had ever done. 

He was on the terrace, holding out a martini to her in a frosted 
glass. They drank a toast to "\ batever .. : and Peter suggested 
dinner at Hopper' to eel bro.te the same thing. On their way out of 
the building he noticed that the inner door did not click hut after 
them. He tried it. The Jock, ' hich had been working \vben Maggie 
came into the building, \Va broken . 

.. Ob, God," be said, 0 oot again." She watched him twist the 
knob several tim to no avail, and a'v his face cloud over briefly. 
H e turn d B\\'BY from the door and took Maggie, arm . 

.. \Vho' paranoid?" he said, reminding himself of Rowe and Cree­
gan and a situation that was finally under control. He held the 
outer door op n for la gie. 

Hopp r' \Va crowded, with music comin from the cafe. As they 
w re walkin to th ir tabl , a " omnn's voice called out, ..-Peter 
Dre I rf" b ro behind them, a tall and good-looking blonde 
who e f ac b r f oreh ad sp cially, wa turning pink. Peter recog­
nized her immediately, did a double take, and called back, 



93 

"Launer• She held out her hand and pulled him closer. Her face 
pre sed against bis and his color rose to the same deep pink. 

Maggie \Vas introduced and so \vas Laurie's date, whose tanned 
and too chiseled face laggie had seen often in aru. They chatted 
briefly and awkwardly while the maitre d' \Vaited ahead of them. 
Laurie ' as tactile and she spoke in reprimands, all of them deliv­
ered conquettishly. It \ a fairly obvious that he \VOuld have pre­
ferred more time with Peter and fe,ver bystanders. "Call me," Mag­
gie heard her tell him, insistently. l'ou still h ve the number, don't 
you?" She smiled S\veet1 y at ~laggie. 

They at at a table far enough away Peter with his back to 
Laurie. Maggie \Vas encouraged. 
~An old friend,• Peter volunteered \vith a light undercurrent of 

guilt. 
!he best kind,• ~1aggie said. if you want to call her later, the 

pbone·s next to the bed.,, 
He ga e her a belo\v-the-beJt laugh and ordered martinis for 

both of them, despite Maggie·s protest. As warned, her inhibitions 
went with a few sips and she asked, "How many of those are there 
around tO\VD r• 

"How many of whatr 
"Laurie , ,. she said with a nod in her direction. Laurie had been 

stealing looks at them regularly. 
"Don't you have any-old friends aroundr 
" one that I've had to fight oH recently."' 
-You're too busy fighting off the new ones.• He gave her hand a 

haid squeeze on top of the table and touched his forehead to hers. 
Are you looking, Launer she almost said aloud. 

She \vas ne dling Peter but he was genuinely curious as well. 
How many women had there been? There must have been a few 
between the early marriage and now. Susan of cour e, and Laurie­
which had to be the two ends of the spectrum. How many others 
(admittedly none of her business ) and what had all of them done 
wrong (definitely her business )? What might she be doing wrong­
besides prying, martinis or not? Or was she really different? ~ im­
portant to him as be made her feel? 

Laurie left with the chiseled one, stopping at their table to give 
Peter a slip of paper with her number (·rn case you misplace the 
phone book·), and to glare at ~1aggie. He played absently with the 
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paper o er coffee, rolled it into a ball, and eventually left it in the 
ashtray. 

There \Yas a ery fine rain, like a mist, \Yhen they left the restau­
rant and walked dO\\'ll Tenth Street. They passed a woman Maggie 
knew, \\1alking a Corgi. and a middle-ag d man in leather and keys. 
The lock on the inn r door hadn't been repaired in the two hours 
they had been one, and \vhen Peter expre sed honest surprise 
iaggi said, ... Ar you kiddingr They started up the creaking 

stair , laggie leading Peter past the Feiblemans· legendary five 
rooms on the econd Boor and Lois and Joan·s huge four-which 
would have been p rfect right DO\Y-Oo the third floor. 

'* \ ill you cut it out, for Chrissake!" P ter said. "We'll be fine.· 
He grabbed at her and be hit back at him \vhile a dog yapped in 
another of the third-Boor apartments. 

I aggie was the one to stop before the last flight of stairs. 
-Y ou·re out of shape: Peter taunted her, and to prove it he moved 
ahead of her and prepared for a sprint up to the fourth floor. He 
made it to the landing eHortlessl y ( the YAC three times a week, 
he told her ) and grabbed the banister for the final dash. And then 
stopped suddenly, looking up at the fourth Boor. He \Vas absolutely 
still, breathing very hard, and ' hen laggie saw the change she 
panicked. 

"Pet r she called anxiously. She started up the stairs. 
Peter heard her without looking. "' tay there," he called back to 

her. 
'"\ by?" She stopp d and looked up to see a woman moving into 

view, halting at the head of the st ir . The \YOman·s expre sion was 
tense and frightening. he was staring at Peter with a male olence 
that sent a chill through Ma gie. he bad never s en her before, 
but sh knew immediat ly that it was Joanne Ellis tanding above 
them and holding a handbag in front of her too tightly, with both 
hands. 

\-Vhat do you want?• Peter asked quietly. His left hand wu 
whit on the banister. In the silence Maggie climbed another step 
toward him, too softly for Peter to notice. 

!her ' no en e prolonging it,· Joanne Ellis said in a voice that 
was dry and tr mbling. i'ou and I know you killed her. That 
should be enough: he ""as op niog her handbag. 
~Mr . Ellis .. : Peter warned her, ke ping his eyes on the bag. 
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Maggie climbed another step and Peter hit back at the air be· 
tween them1 sboutin "Get-I" breaking off when he saw the gun, 
his gun, in Joanne Ellis' s hand. 

faggie gasped, her hands jerking up to her face and covering 
her mouth. 

'"Think of your elf a a very lucky \Voman," Joanne said to her. 
•Much lucl'ier than my usan.,, he moved closer to the top tep, 
holding the gun ' ith both hands no\v and pointing it at Peter's 
head ... Thank her for this, thank her memory." She drew a deep1 

painful breath. 
C4 frs. Ellis)" Peter shouted. He brought his hands in front of him 

as if to ' ard off the bulle , his ' hole body tight ning. "Don't.» 
The gun \Vas haki.ug in Joanne's hands, her mouth hvisting under 
the strain. H e said it one more time: ''Don' tr and Jaggie cried out 
as the gun bla ted at him-a second and a third time, the bullets 
Hying \vildly as he thre\v him elf gain t the \vall, dropping downl 
and then in a bur t lunging up at b r. 1aggie's eyes \Vere covered. 
She fell to the steps, crying, .. 10, no, God, no.q 

Joanne fired again as Peter's left arm hit out at the gun, and this 
time a bullet struck him in his upper arm, jolting him like an elec­
tric shock. He ye1led and flun g him elf at her and the fifth or sixth 
bullet, he couldn .. t remember \vhicb fired into the \vall before he 
could knock the gun out of her hand. 

It fell be ide f aagie and sh recoiled, as though expecting it to 
detonate when it hit, and then recovered enough to grab it and 
hold on tightly. he looked up the tairs and there was blood on 
Peter's sleeve, a lot of it, and the pain he saw in his face terrified 
her. She started up to,vard him and looked a\\1ay quickly as he 
swung bis right arm at Joanne Ellis and hit her in the stomach, 
throwing her again t the bani ter. And then cou ldn't a oid seeing 
him strike her again, savagely this time-a blow with hi.s fist against 
the side of her face. The force of it pulled her hand Joo e from the 
banister. She p1ung d down the step , cla\ving at the air for some­
thing to break her fall, and then not struggling at a~ coming to a 
rest with a terrible moan at the bottom of the stairs, her body 
sprawled hideou ly. 

And then silence for a long moment. \vith the sounds building 
slowly below them- doors opening and frightened voices near the 
s ta.i.rwell. 
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Petels eyes were clo~ d, hi back pre ing against the blood­
smeared \Vall. He b Id his band over the \\'Ound . 

.. Oh, Cod.· ~ia gie '''a a ing over and over. She looked down 
at Joann Ellis's till body and topped to touch her, to ee whether 
she " 'as still breathing. Th im g \VB vivid in her mind-the sav­
agery of the bJo,v, the ound of it. Joann \vas moaning, n steady, 
barel audible ow1d. ~fa gie mo\'ed pa t her, up the tairs to 
Peter forcing her ell to e the blood coming bet\veen his fingers, 
forcing her elf oot to p'- ni -not again, not nO\v, 

Tb oice beJo,v her \Vere louder, the ounds lo t on her as she 
" 'atched Peter ink lo'''ly to the teps. Finally there \Va omeone­
a man in a red robe ' ho e name he kne\v and couldn't remember 
-someone Snally appearin~, above them on her Boor, moving cau­
tiously and then bra\' ly do\\"D the teps \vben laogie couldn't bold 
it in anymore and cri cl, "C t an ambulance! Please! Oh1 God, 
pleasei 

The ambulance from St. \ incent's Ho pital came finally, and the 
police, and, as Peter and l aggie \Vere leaving the building, a re­
porter and a TV ne,vs cre'v \Vith suddenly blinding lights. Joanne 
Ellis had already be n carried to the ambulance unconscious. 
Peter, " 'al.king unaided, and . laggie \Vere led instead to a patrol 
car for the short ride to t. incent's. Iii ' ound the ambulance at­
tendant had assured them, ] oked and f It '"orse than it r ally \vas 
- an ugly lash mark \vhere the bullet bad grazed his upper arm. 
~I aggie had had to look a' 9}' \\'bile it \! as bein treat d on the 
staircase, concentrating on the policem o questioning her and 
Peter. 

Peter even manag d a \veak smile . .. H r \\'e go again,· he said 
to her, and hi oic ' "a \ V ak, too, and full of pain. In the patrol 
car be was all cone m, for I aggi , not him elf. He h Id her despite 
the pain, trying to comfort h r and a ,in , incomprehensibly as far 
as ~faggie \Yas cone m cl, "Forgive me, will your 

·Forgive your 
He nodded and dr \Y her clo r to h im. 
He wa taken into the mer ency room at St. Vincent's. f aggie, 

still bak n, was k d 01ore qu tion. in a mall bare office, and 
then nt out to th \vaiting room " 'b re a youn cop brought her a 
container of coffee nd sat with b r bri By. either of them spoke. 
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It \vouJd really hit her later, she thought. The numbness would 
go away, and what had happened to them would come back to 
haunt her aw Jee and asleep. \Vhat had happened and what mirac­
ulously hadn't happened. . . . The reaction 'vas already starting, as 
a matter of fact : the container began to shake in her hands and 
coffee was pilling to the floor between her I g!. he lowered it 
carefully onto the stained Formica table beside her. 
"Maggie~ 

Her n me \Vas being called. be looked past the drab and fright­
ened figure in the waiting room to 6nd Gail tcCabe in the door­
way, dazzling in a white gown and looltin incongruously dis­
traught. She \Vas motioning ~Iaggie out of the room. The gesture 
and the \vhiten s of the gO\\~, \vith our es moving behind her, 
would be another image, ~iaggie k'lle\v, that \vould urface sur­
realistically in her nighbna.re . he got up quickly, grateful to have 
Cail or anyone with her no\v. Hou; had he heard? h e 'vas about to 
ask, and then she remembered it \vas she \vbo had given the name 
of the lcCabes to the police. 

Gail put her arms around her and h 1d her for a moment, 'vbis­
pering fervently, !hank Cod he's all right, thank Godr It was a 
voice he couldn't associate 'vith Gail. 

Cail released her and took a deep breath. She scanned 1aggie's 
face \vith concern and let her e es travel as far dovro as her waist. 
e.you're all rigbtfV' laggie nodded and let Gail take her hand and 
lead her away from the ' aiting room. 

There were police and what looked lik a group of reporters near 
the emergency entrance. Cail turned right and brought taggie 
down a quiet corridor, to the office where she had been questioned 
by the police. lichael lcCabe, dre ed formally, was speaking 
into the phone, clearly upset, giving ~1aggie only a quick nod. A 
man introduced by Gail as Lieutenant John Cre gan was in the 
office as well. 

"rm not a king you to kill it,• Michael wa saying, "just play ft 
down. o headline . Hell, you can bury it somewhere." He looked 
at Cail and hook his bead in exasperation. "Look, Putsch and 
DeCicco don't owe me the favors you do and they're going along 
with me.· He listened impatiently, his hand \\'ent over the mouth­
piece and be said, .. Jesu I" to Cail and Creegan; then uncovered it 
to say, · 1 know you will and I appreciate it, Stan, l really do.· 
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He hung up, looked thoughtful and lifted the receiver again, 
calling out, "Ho\v are you ~taggie?" He was dialing a number be­
fore she could reply. 

Gail whispered omething to Lieutenant Creegan. He made a 
note of it. She came to\vard ~Iaggie ju t as ~lichael was saying into 
the phone, WJoyce. \\'ha t time is tny Hight tomorrow?" She put her 
arm around I a~gie and u her d her out of the office. iichae1'5 

oice faded behind them : .. ee \\·ho~ available in the DA's office, 
\vill you? ow.71 

In the corridor Gail said to Jaggie, lbere's no sense in all of us 
\Vaiting around." 

'"I don't mind," raggie replied, and \valked silently beside Gail. 
A stretcher \va being \\rheeled into the emergency room. The 

head of a young wo1nan \Vas visible, thro'vn back, tubes coming out 
of her nose. laggie and Gail stopped abruptly and turned their 
backs to the \voman1 [a gie first, c losing her eyes. They moved at 
the same, \vaiting p ace in the direction of the office. 

"Of course, n Cail said, '6111 be taking Peter home with me to­
night.• 

She wa.ite~ \vatcbing laggie \.vho said, "'Of course ... ~laggie bad 
the feeling Gail expected some prote t from her. She had none: 
Gail's idea made p erfect ense. 

UWby don,t you go home and get some sleep?" 
"I'm not tired," ~laggie said. he was though-exhausted. \iVbere 

she \YOuld sleep tonight \vas a problem. Iler apartment? \ alk up 
those stairs again and ee the bloodstains, the bullet holes in the 
wall? And then ' hat-lock the door on them and sleep peacefully? 
Right OO\v he didn't kno'v bo'v she could live in that building 
again~ 'vith those p ople. 

lbis could go on a lot long r • Cail said with a vague gesture. 
1hafs all right. rn wa it.u he smiled and hoped it came out 

more appr ciative than defiant. 
"'I'd think you'd have had it by DO\v: She sounded exhausted 

her elf. he didn't look it at all. 
.. ot yet,• ~1aggi said. 
They bad reach ed the small office. f ichael w35 still on the 

phone, sounding alm r now, I antagonistic. ~iaggie stayed in 
the ball and heard him ay, ., he's been in a mental institution. I 
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don't know if \Ye should be thinking of any criminal prosecu-
...: . 
uOD • ••• 

She walked away from the sound and \\rent back to the waiting 
room alone. There were some ne\v arrivals. A heavy black woman 
\vitb a S\vollen face \vas sitting in h r chair. She found another seat 
next to the soda m chine and ro e e ery fe\v minutes to check the 
activity out in the corridor. The third ti.me he peered out she 
found herself looking into ~f icliael' calm and inexbau tibly glamor­
ous face. She heard the name lcCClbe 'vhispered behind her hvo 

or three times. lichacl turned his face a'vay \vitbout ackno\vl­
edging anyone. He put his arm around Iaggie· v.-rust and moved 
her in the direction of the exit. 

"If you don't know 'vhat's good for rou,"' be said with mock se­
verity 1 kno\v \vhat's good for you." 

"\ hat are you doing?'-' She quickened her pace to keep up with 
him. 

"Taking you home.· 
-Y don't want to go home.· 
1 know you don't. That's \vby rve been called in." They turned 

into the quiet corridor, avoiding the clutter of empty stretchers and 
wheelchairs, and stopped. "Look, laggie; he said, "there's noth­
ing to do here. H e'll be 6.oe and everything will be taken care of. 
Help us along, hunh?" 

Stay out of the way, in other \vords : he heard it clearly. They 
were right, both of them-she \vas an unnecessary complication at 
this point. ~ichael was 'vaiti.ng for her to agr e, trying not to bow 
his impatience or hi di comfort in the corridor· stark light. 

[aggie noticed Gail looking out at them from the office. She 
nodded reluctantly at licbael and tarted to move a\vay, telling 
him, i can get home all right.,. 

"'Like bell you can," lichacl aid b side her. He turned her 
around and led her to\vard another, quieter e-Ot. She heard Gail's 
voice behind them, calling out, vVe11 be talking to you soon.· 

The corridor \Vas empty when she looked back. "It' just a few 
blocks,., she said to lichael. i'ou really don•t have to-• 

Michael cut her off ... Ifs on my \vay: 
There was no one to recognize him in the corridor. On Green­

wich Avenue he hailed a cab, \\'hich laggie insist d was ridicu­
lous. He ordered her inside in that same commanding tone. Four 
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blocks later, in front of her building no'v eerily deserted, be fol­
]o,ved her out and paid the abdriver. he had been too nervous 
and di.~tract d by the building to notice that the cab \Vas pulling 
&\vay. H is hand on her arm as they \valked to the entrance called 
her back suddenly. 

MYou let the cab go.· she id, pointing at the yello'v light mov­
infr to' ard Fifth Av nue. 

~iicbael hrug ed it off. "Friday night there'll be plenty of 
cabs: H held th outside door open for her and she entered the 
\'estibuJe ' "'- riJy, as though ~ome terrible remndllt of the evening 
\Vere lying in " 'ait. 

At the inner door, its Jock ti11 broken, she turned to 1'1ichael and 
held out her hand. '1 can make it up tairs alone. Thanks: 

~lichael shook hi head and made an about-face gesture with his 
righ t hand. ·~tarch," he ordered her. ' I intend to tell Pete I saw 
you to and through the door." 

1'1a gie made a mall exa~perated sound. i7ou're really-· 
"Politicking, that's all." I-le smiled, parodying his posteI image. 

uHell, you're a vote, aren't >fou?" 
She gave in with a much good humor as be could muster and 

pu hed open the inner door. he pau ed briefly bcf ore crossing the 
threshold and covered her anxiety by saying lightly, !his can•t be 
h elping your image." 

~Scre\v m image,,. ~1ichacl aid. But he \Vas on guard screening 
the immediate ar a as carefully and ubtly a he had done at the 
ho pital. lichacl , . ry cJdom found him elf in any compromising 
po ition ; hi handling of the situation, \\'h n he did, \Vas a marvel 
of charm and cunning. 

~faggie l d the \Vay up the ta ir . Sh \\7a , to be honest \vith her­
s lf, grateful for 1 i hael. · O\v that be was in the building, she 
couldn't imagin b rself makin it up tho e tairs alone, or, worse, 
f acin an yon alone. The a\vk\ ard scene in ~lichnel's study inevi­
tably cam to mind and h ' vou ld have pref rred someone else 
pro iding the e urity ri 1bt nO\v· but that was hardly a major con-
id ration aft r , .. h t he had b n throu h that evening-what they 

bad b en throu h to eth r, h and P ter. 
It ' as P l r h mi, d , Peter he \Vant d with her. She re­

mind d h r Lf h w r a onabJe it \Ya that they be in separate 
places ( Gair~ idea of cour , all Gail' ) , but that didn't make the 
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separation any easier. Her nerves were too raw for logic, everything 
still too much heightened. If only her feelings would translate 
themsel es into something physical-the bur t of tears finally, the 
scream she till felt building. 

On the third Boor Michael stopped behind her, held onto the 
banister, and panted to amuse her. She barely miled. i think I 
\Varned you, ' she said, and pulled herself up the last flight \vith her 
eyes fixed straight ahead. It \vas important that she look at the wall 
and the tep , and ~be \vould-tomorrow, definitely. But not DO\V. 

She \vas rattled and there \vas no \vay to conceal it. he searched 
through her bag for her keys too long, and \vhen he found them it 
was easier for f ichael to unlock the door. She tarted to thank him 
but he raised his hand to quiet her and then \vent into the apart­
ment ahead of her. be a"v overhead lights being turned on and off 
a be searched through the room . \\hen he reappeared she was in 
the small ve tibule with the door still open behind her. 

M All clear,.. he announced &om the living room. She nodded 
gratefully and \vaited for him to come to\vard her and leave. He 
wasn't moving, though. i'ou've been through it all and fm the 
fellO\V that needs the d.rinX. n H e indicated the small collection of 
liquor bottle on the table and asked, meekly for him, "One to send 
me on my wayr 

Maggie made a \vearied sound and let her chin fall to her chest. 
~am about to drop,· she said to ease him out of the apartment 

!bat's what \ve've been tellin you." He smiled charmingly, lih­
ing the bottle of Scotch, and found glas es in the etagere. "Here, 
this ought to do the job.· 

"' fichael." She aid it as though just pronouncing the name ex­
hausted her. 

He forced the glass into her band anyway and touched it with his 
O\vn. .. eat," be said, like my grandma taught me.,, She watched 
him drain it and waited for him to put do'vn the glass so that she 
could do the same and finally show him to the door. He was attrac­
tive and thoughtful, and if he were to make another pass she could 
handle it easily; she \vanted him out, though, as she would have 
wanted anybody else but Peter out. 

He held onto the glBls, carrying it around the room with him. 
Blue light colored the top of the Empire State Building, visible 
through the glass door of the terrace. Michael looked at it a few 
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seconds befoie asking ~f aggie, quietly, -:Does tonight change any­
thing between you and Pete?• 

"'\Vhy should itr she asked defensively. ~1ichael turned to see 
her face and then moved thoughtfully back to the Scotch bottle, as 
if weighing an answer to a very difficult que tion. 1'1aggie was an­
ticipating him, she \Vas sure, by adding, "I knew all about Susan 
Ellli.· 

Michael was reaching for the bottle. -rhat she killed herselfr 
i'es. Peter told me." 
·Ah," Michael said absently, and poured himself a stronger 

clrinlc. 
it's over now, isn't it? rle's not in any dangerr 
"Peter r H e shook his head. "Ko danger.8 
"And ~frs . Ellis?" 
*\ ill be put away for a long time probably.• He said it quickly, 

the subject apparently being distasteful to him. He held out his 
glass to her. ..ry OU don't mind, do your 

a-Didn't I hear you say 'one'?" She forced herself to smile. 
! don't remember. You shouldn't believe a common politician 

anyway.· 
.. Since \vb en ~ f ichael McCabe a common politician?• 
"Since-· He made a show of checking his watch. '-Do you need 

exact dates?" He lowered his arm and paced a bit, &\vay from her. 
He wa~ taller than Peter, six hvo at least, and the apartment 
seemed even more cramped with him moving through it, bis shoul­
ders bent f onvard lightly. H e pulled his tie loo e and Maggie 
thought, Oh, God1 be1s settling in. he couldn't face even the 
thought of a scene. 

"Okay, Congressman,· she was about to ay, along with some­
thing witty but firm to terminate the evening. But MichaeL stand­
ing between the bedroom and bathroom, spoke first: "I noticed be­
fore . . . you·re all set up for nvo here.· 

It was said casually-a simple ob ervation with no malice in the 
tone and nothing suggesting a leer; but still, ~Iaggie felt her face 
getting warm. "Just something we improvised,., she said, and imme­
diately regretted allS\vering him, even testily. 

-You and Peter.· This time she remained silent. -Well, Peter's a 
good-looking man. Very attractive to women: He paused to make 
aure she was listening. "He's gone through a lot of them.• 
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It was a stupid and insensitive remark and since !ichael was 
neither stupid nor insensitive she \vaited for something like a 
punchline. There was none; be \Vas looking away from her pen­
sively. 

"Is there something you're trying to tell me, Michael:>- It was an 
effort for her to keep it light at this point. 

"I suppose o,,. he aid, and made her \vait again. "'You're smart 
enough to know it ' ouldn't work out."' 

"I don't think I'm all that smart" she said, not wanting to bear 
more or to cut him off, either. ~You ound like you're doing me a 
favor." 

"Trying to; a big one. I've b n in the family a \Vhile, after all."' 
"It doesn' t seem to have hurt you,, she said. Did that ven thing 

up between them? His face told her p lainly enough. · sorry," she 
said quietly. "You managed to anta onize me.· 

"Why be sorry? Ifs the truth." He star d do\vn at the empty 
glass in his hand. '1t' also the reason why, deep do\vn, I don't like 
them that much, either of them. One of the rea ons, an}"vay:" He 
lowered bis voice to a ' hisper. "That's by way of a secret .. . &om 
one sour son-of-a-bitch, hunhP-

'1 get the feeling you've got a lot of them-secrets.• 
\.Vbat do I know about secrets? fm in politi~." He \Vas carrying 

his glass back for a refill. \ arning, by the \Vay-let me help myself 
to another one of these and it counts as an invitation." He stopped 
close to her and his voice sobered and softened. 'lo spend the 
night is what I'm getting at• 

H e held bimsell behind an imaginary line and gave 1aggie time 
to lift the Scotch bottle delicately and hold it behind her back, as if 
&he were a magician pulling off a disappearing trick. 

"Poof, .. she said, gently, and Jichael yielded, setting the glass 
down. 

100 bad-or just as welL *' he aid with a shrug. "'I'm not sure 
which:' He smiled to sho\v her there were no hard f elings; he 
\vould withdraw peacefully. He looked at his watch. .. lind if I 
make a phone call?" 

lhrougb there," she said, and let out a quiet sigh of relief when 
he had gone into the bedroom. Her feelings toward Michael \Vere 
distinctly ambiguous at the moment. The pass, as unconscionable as 
it was, hadn•t really offended her; she didn't dislike him. She didn•t 
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trust him, either, seein that she and his ,vi.fe \vere for him so obvi­

ously int rchangeable-hvice now. \Vhat she did trust were her 
O\vn instincts about Peter and her relationship with him-a lot more 
than 1'1ichaers vague admonitions, whatever the motive behind 

them may ha e b n. If it ' as the past he was boozily warning 
la gie about, surely he had seen the worst of it tonight 

Hchael's quiet oice from the bedroom cut into her thoughts. 
~f ggi beard him a)1, "Julie .. . : Hi flight \Vas at ten in the 

morning and he '"as free until then, laggie gathered from the 
fragm nts of conver ation. She moved farther a\vay from the bed­
room and noisily rcplac d the cotch bottle on the table . 

.. Ten minutes: he heard him ay, and then "So am I.. He hung 

up and ~Jaggie shifted some papers on her dra,vi.ng board until he 
came back into the room. •Anything you need before I go?" he 
asked her. 

1aggie shook her head and said, lhanks.• 
1ichael took a card from his wallet, wrote on it quickly, and left 

it on a table. "~iy numbers, all of them, if ever you do.· He gave 

her a long, unsmiling look, ' ith something like a warning in it, 

unspoken, then left the apartment. f aggie bolted the door behind 
him and listened to his ound fade down the stairs she would have 
to face again in the morning. 

Peter came out of the emerg ncy room finally, with his left arm 
tap d and in a ling. Hi shirt \vas op o and draped over the one 

should r. Cail ' vru \vaiting in the corridor \vitb Lieutenant Cree­
gan. who 'vas off duty, and C or e tahl a Drexler family lawyer 

' ho ' a familiar \vith everything cone ming the Ellises. She 
stopp d him in mid- ent nee a oon as he sa\v Pet r and rushed 
away from them. P ter· face bright ned and he held out his unin­

jur d arm to h r. h looked at it anxiou ly. 
"rm okay,· he assur d her, raising th arm as far &\vay &om his 

body a the slin \vould allow. "'A little numb, that's all.· 
~ou·re lying. It look terrible: 
·1f that make you any happier: he said, and drew her closer. 

She r ~t d her h ad a ain t him and b gan to weep quietly. Peter 
troked h r hair and aicL .. Hey, come on.· 
i ' ill,. she nodded, •tn a minute.· She mifBed. -U you think 
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this lw been rough on you. . . . • She pressed closer and could feel 
him turning to look in several directions. 

"Where's ~iaggie~ he asked her. 
·collapsed. I sent her home.• 
'i7 ou sent her back there? Alon er 
--With ~1ichaeL. 
He looked angry. \Veil, that makes me feel a hell of a lot 

better I" 
"Stop being silly,· she sai<L then took his hand. ·come on, Cree­

gan's here to drive us home.· 
Peter held back. "Home where? fm staying at Maggie's place.• 
4(Not tonight you're not. Don't you think the girl's been through 

enough for now?" 
lliat•s what rm afraid of.• He thought a moment. "Where's 

there a phone here?"' 
"Pete, look, you'll call her tomorrow.· 
He was moving past her in the direction of the waiting room 

when something in the main entrance caught his eye. A policeman 
was holding the door open for a man in his early sixties wearing ex­
pensive sports clothes. The man, tall \vith a still-handsome face, fol­
lowed the policeman uncertainly. It \Vas Arthur Ellis and it was al­
most a year since Peter had seen him-a year that had aged him 
greatly. Gail recognized him too and her impulse was to look away 
and have Peter do the same. But Peter didn't-he walked to,vard 
Arthur Ellis, who halted abruptly \vhen he sa\V him approaching. 
~r. Ellis,., Peter said, and there \Vas pain in his voice and re­

gret He waited for ArthUI to make the next move-away from 
Peter \vithout any response, if that was what he wanted. But Arthur 
didn,t move. He stood near Peter with an expression that wasn't 
hard or angry; that was~ if anything, sympathetic. 

At no point in the past had Arthw Ellis held him responsible for 
Susan's death. He bad accepted the official verdict of accidental 
death \vithout question \Vhen questioning it would have been un­
rea5onable and contrary to all the available evidence. He had even 
once warned Peter about his wife's instability, about the threat she 
could become. 

He seemed haken now, drained. 
·rm sorry,· Peter said, "honestly rm sorry.· Arthur nodded, just 

barely> and Peter could see what effort it was talciog for him to hold 
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the emotion in. '1 'vish there was something else I could've done, 
but. .. 4• He shook his head helplessly and reached out to touch. 
Arthur. 

Arthur looked at his hand. ·1 kllow,"' he said, and to Peter the 
\vords \vere an ab olutioo. They \vere both silent, looking directly 
at each other, until Arthur signaled the policeman to lead him 
away. Peter watched them go into the admis ions office. A detective 
joined them and then a doctor, and all of them moved deeper into 
the office, out of vie\v. 

Gail had con1e up beside Peter. ·Let's go home"' she said. 
He had been given a painkiller which seemed to go directly to 

his head in the confined space of the car. He listened groggily to 
Creegan's summary of the police facts and to Stahrs legal advice. 
Gail was sitting beside him in the rear seat of the unmarked police 
car. Creegan \vas driving. '1 don' t think 've're hearing anything at 
this point,• she said to them in a whisper. 

Peter was Jeeping. He awoke when they reached UN Plaza and 
in the elevator told Gail that he had to call 1vlaggie . 

.. In the morning,· Gail said. She and Stahl were flanking Peter. 
• O\v,,. Peter insisted. 
He fell asleep again_, without making the call, as soon as they got 

him into the bedroom that was always kept ready for him. 
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I. .. GGTE RAD set her alarm for eight the folJo,vin morning, not that 
she had expected to Je p at all. be did sleep bovJ ver, soundly, 

\Vaking h}' her elf a little befor eight. he dressed in jeans and a 
striped jersey top, her standard aturday housecleaning outfit, 8.lld 
paused \vi th her hand on the doorknob before forcing her ell out of 
the apartment. he \Vent do,vn the tair fast \Vatching her feet, 
convincin her ell that it \\·as a normal Satmday and she \vould 
buy the Times and the etvs a ual, and a Darusb at Greenberg's. 
Th sequence, repeated to her elf ever, l times, filled her bead all 
the \Vay do,vn to the uround floor. \\hen she rec. ched the still­

unrepaired inner door, she heard, som '''here abo' e her, another 
d oor closing and quickened her pac out of the building-happily 
\ ithout meeting anyone. There \Vere a f \V pcde trians on Tenth 

treet, but only the janitor at Thirty-three, absorbed in hosing 

do,vn the side\valk, might have recogniz d her. 
he headed for the ne,vsdealer on Eiuhth treet, the rotten one 

she ne er used , rather than Red's, her friend on ixth venue. H er 

name. she bad convinc d herself, \vould be in headlines and her 

face taring out at her from the front page of the Dailu 'ews. 
he was \vrong at least as far as thi dition \Vas concerned. She 

pulled the paper open on her 'vay back to her apartment. By page 
t\vclve she'd found nothing. She turn d to the centerfold and then 

to the back page. othing at all a..ucl nothing, as expected, in the 
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Tlmu news summary. She folded both papers under her arm. 
Ahead of her on Tenth ' hich \vas bright with sunlight, someone 
wa_, Jesving her building-a man she didn't kno\v, wearing the 
clothe! be bad probably been \veariog Jes rumpled, the previous 
evening. he sa'v no one else on tbe way upstairs. 

She 'vondered ho\v long he \vould feel compelled to creep in 
and out of her O\vn building how long the feelings of guilt and no­
toriety \vould remain this strong. Had her lease been automatically 
voided and \vould someone be knocking on her door eventually to 
tell her as much? 

In the apartment she \Vent through the ame pages again, less 
frantically, and found nothing until the small headline on page 
twenty-t\vo jolted her: 

YaLAGE SHOOTING 
Peter Drexler, 35, of lanhattan, \vas shot and 

wounded last night in a bro,vnstone at 40 West Tenth 
Street. Charged \vith the attack is Joanne Ellis, 58, of 
Rhinebeck, e\v York. 

Drexler \vas treated for a minor gunshot wound at St. 
Vincent's H ospital and released. His assailant who, po­
lice say, is a r ecently discharged mental patient, remains 
in custody. 

She read it everal tim s, and while it d idn't seem inaccurate to 
her, clearly there had been more at some point and Michael's 
phone calls had carried some \Veigbt after all. There was nothing at 
all in the Time!, not even a brief m ntion in the police blotter. 

She boiled ' ater for a cup of in tant coff e and searched through 
her ragged add.re s book for the \fcCabe ' phone number. She 
thought she had entered it there, but apparently hadn't In the 
phone book the only Ii ting for lichael 1cCabe \ Vas bis Lexington 
Avenue offic . The ~1cCabc ' home number at U T Plaza, the infor­
mation operator con.firmed to laggie, \Vas unlisted, so there was 
nothing to do but wait for P t r' call . Of course he would call-he 
might even have call d air ady, ' bile be was out. 

She carried the phone into the living room and went out onto the 
terrace \vith b r coffe . It wa :35· By nin Peter still hadn't 
Called, \Vhich Jaggie couldn't at all under tand; he had to know 
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bow worried she wa5. She thought for the nth time of ~iichaef s 
remarks the night befor , this time \vitb a sinking feeling. Was 
Peter in the process of "going through" her the way he had gone 
through the horde of others lich" 1 had told her about? ~laybe 
she shouldn t have dismissed lili \varnings so easily last night-or 
was she going in the oppo ite direction OO\V and taking them much 
too seriously 

It was early and it 'vas aturday, h reminded herself. Peter 
hadn't called but neither had anyone !lbe kn \V ~vho might have 

seen the piece in the etv . Frank Po,vell, if anybody, would catch 

it and be in touch imn1ecliate) . o '''ould Bergen lanagement and 
a fe,v anonymously irate neighbors the ones the bullets had whis­
tled past. 

She walked to the ed ue of the terrace and pulled off a faded ge­
ranium. At nine-filteen she call d t. Vincent's. o patient named 

Peter Drexler 'vas currently listed there. Iaggie hung up, gave the 
phone a fe,v minutes more to ring. and then dialed Frank Po,vell's 

number. He ans'vered brightly, right away, and laggie said, ·1 ob­
viously didn't \vake you.· 

•Are you kidding-an old farmboy like me? Ho\v,d you know I 
was just thinking about ou too?" 

"I did.n t Listen-did you happen to read the Daily News this 
morningr 
~eah. Ditto the Times. \\!hat do you \Vant to knowr 
.. All of the 1 ews?"' 

"Anything fit to print, '"hyr~ 
"Check page hven ty-hvo.,, 

Frank put the phon down. f aggi could bear classical music in 

the background and then the sound of pages being turned. 
!wenty-two,· Frank said distantly, and after a brief pause Maggie 
beard, • ~l y Godr He \Vas back on the phone. ., Vhat the hell "hap­
pened? 
~ou just read all about it,· Maggie said. 
·christ-are you okay?" 
·rm fine. I \vas jwt curious if you'd seen it.• 
·Must've gone right by it.• 
~lost people '''ould do the same, she hoped. lha.nks. That's all I 

wanted to know.· 
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"\ ait a minute"' Frank yelled into the phone. i'ou're not going 
to lea e me with that, are your 

lhaf all there i .• 
"°Bull hit. There's got to be more. Sit tight, fm on my way 

dO\\'Il."' 

"Frank?" She caught him just before he hung up. 1 won't be 
here.· 

\\ bere \.vill you be? ru meet you.· 
\\ ith Peter.· 
There \\'as ilencc. uYou \Vant my reaction to that?" 

Ja gie could see him fuming at the other end. His concern was 
touching and reassuring; if she hadn't expect d to hear from Peter 
at an moment, he \vouJd have felt Yery comfortable \vith Frank 
Po,vell clo e by, ery secure. "I'll call you later,, all right?"' she said . 

.. Promise?" 
~omise.• 

'1'11 be here"' Frank aid. 
She had gone into the kitchen for a econd cup of coffee when 

the phone rang at la t. f aggie almo t leaped at it. It was Peter, bis 
voice not fully a\vake yet. 'lal'Arin/~ he explained. "It knocked the 
hell out of me.D 

·How are you?" they asked each other at the same time. 
Pet r aidl "Rotten, lousy." 
~faggie felt her stomach sink "\Vhat do you mean, what hap­

pened?" 
uLast night/' he aid, sounding miserable. "Cutting out on you 

like that. Jesus . ., 
.. Oh, for God' ake,· iaggie said. · How were you supposed to 

help thatr 
.. I could've been more on top of things. I really chewed Gail 

out." 
.. Becau e of mer he beard a disgruntled sound from him. 91 

got ham fine.· 
\ ith ~f ichael. Smart.• 
She heard th unask d question and said, othing happened• 
i'ou're ur about thatr 
\! ouJd I H ?" 
~ ell, something happened somewhere. He came home to 
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change and pick up his Juggage.· He had lowered his voice. !hat 
jacka.ss is really going to do it one of these days.· 

He had to admit, though, that ~Iichael was handling everything 
pretty well, including the press. Had laggie seen the ews article? 
No headlines, nothing but the barest facts, particularly the ·re­
cently discharged mental patient" reference, which seemed to say it 
all. It was as much as Peter had any right to expect, he supposed, 
short of a piece that didn't have his name in it at all. Fortunately it 
'vas Saturday and \-vho read aturday papers an}"vay? He was 
sounding more awake already; energetic and po itive, too. 1aggie 
said so. 

\.Vby shouldn,t I her Peter said. ·it's over. Just a question of 
picking up the pieces now. You, y'know- you're my one real 
problem.· 

·Mer 
'1iell~ yes. How do I begin to make all of this up to your 
.. Oh, come on,• ~laggie said. 
-what's your day like an}"vay?" 

At eleven 1aggie met him at the garage entrance to his building, 
supposedly to start putting his apartment together again. She was 
protective and solicitous, and took o£fen e ~ hen he laughed at her. 
He let her support him on the walk do\vn the ramp and through 
the cavernous garage which was no less creepy for the bright and 
cloud.less sky outside. At his car, the gray olvo. he stopped her. 

"Ever get the feeling youl'd like to chuck it all? Just get in a car 
and gor 

... Frequently.· 
His keys appeared; he held them up like a bell and shook them. 

*H ' h • ere s OUI c ance. 
"What do you mean?"' 
-Oo you driver 
•sure I drive.· 
He threw her the keys. Let's go.· 
She followed his instructions, driving ( terrified by the Saturday 

midtown traffic) to the Queensboro Bridge. 
-what about your apartment:>- she asked him. 
·cail and Louise are taking care of it. Tbey can go crazy without 

UI. -
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What about Gail, ~,f aggie \vanted to ask him-had she given him 
an official release? But they had started onto the bridge and she 
concentrated instead on the bridge traffic. The lanes were too nar­
row for comfort and the grooves in the road\vay grabbed at the 
\vheels treacherously. She squeezed the steering \vhe.el with both 
hands, not talking and not letting him talk either. Occasionally she 
\YOuld mutter "Bastard" or "Son of a bitch,, as someone drove past 
her. At the first traffic light in Queens she let her head roll fonvard 
and her shoulders collapse. \Vhew!" she said. 

Peter reached over and squeezed her leg with his right hand. 
"You \vere terrific/J he said, and directed her the rest of the 
way to Playcraft. "I \vant to take some work out with us,7' he ex­
plained. 

"Take out \vhere?" ~laggie asked. 
"'\Vhere else on a day like this? East Hampton." 
"Are you crazy?" 
"Could be." He pointed ahead. "A right at the comer." 
"You're serious.,, 
"Of course I'm serious."' 
"Look at mef" she cried in \vhat Peter assumed \vas mock hyste­

ria. She touched the old shirt she \vas \vearing and looked do\vn at 
her jeans, appalled. "I \Vas planning to shove furniture around, I've 
got nothing to wear, for God's sake." 

"I'm not dumb after all,'' Peter said. He listened to her fulmina­
tions as they passed through the gate and into the parking lot. 

Calmer, she \vent \Vith him into the building, through the single 
unlocked door. They stopped at the lobby desk \vhere Lenny, the 
\veekend guard, sat reading page four (Maggie noticed right away) 
of the News. Peter signed in for them and ref erred Lenny to page 
twenty-two to explain his injured arm. Lenny was still looking for 
the piece vlhen the elevator door closed. 

The fifth floor \Vas quiet but not deserted. Peter stopped at one of 
the design cubicles where a man behind a George Gillan nameplate 
\vas studying blueprints. He \Vas thin, \vith a mustache that re­
minded her of Frank Powell's-who, she remembered, was waiting 
for a phone call from her. She looked for an available phone, leav­
ing Peter and Gillan bent over the blueprints. 

Frank picked up on the first ring. \Vhen ~faggie told him Peter's 



113 

plans, he asked in a disapproving tone, lhe day, the weekend­
whatr 

J don't know, rm f ust the chauffeUI; Maggie told him. 
"What kind of shape are you in to driver 
!'m in fine shape. What do you think happened, anyway?­
i' ou got shot at, dummo-in case you forgot.• 
•A good reason to get out of to\vn," Maggie said. 
There \va more disapproval in his silence. "'Call me when you 

get back, okay?" he said. 
~iaggie found Peter in his office trying to stuff papers into a 

manila envelope. "I need you," be called out to her helplessly. She 
filled the envelope and rolled up the blueprints for what seemed to 
be a Saturn-like planet. "Ifs a space station; Peter said. "Works 
like a gyroscope.· The project was top secret and he described it to 
her \vith appropriately guarded excitement~ all the way down to the 
lobby. At first she thought he was putting her on. He wasn't; the 
project thrilled him. 

"' O\V I know \vhat to get you for your birthday,• she said. 
-When is it/>'7 

Nlay fourteenth.· 
Hers was soon, August third. either knew whether that should 

make them compatible or not 
They came out of the elevator and Lenny rose to attention and 

held up the ne,vspaper. !his is really something,• he said to Peter, 
full of admiration. 

Peter navigated them to the expressway and then leaned back in 
his seat, letting the \va.rm air wash over him. ry ou're not really 
upset about this, are your be asked Maggie. 

"Of course not.• 
He touched bis left arm lightly. it's amazing, you know? I can 

feel it healing already.• He brought his hand up to her face. "How 
about your 

~faggie nodded. Getting away from the city, even on a crazy im­
pulse, was turning out to be exactly what she needed. Having no 
clothe! till disturbed her and so did her uncertainty about Gail-a 
feeling that wouldn' t go away, however much at ease she felt with 
Peter. Would Cail be joining them at some point? Did she know it 
was Maggie who was driving Peter to East Hampton? She had to 
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ask him the first question at least, with \vhat ~he tried to malce him 
believe \Vas mere curio ity. 

11

Gail?" Peter said, as though the question made no sense to him. 
·she might want to get away her elf,· laggie said. It seemed to 

her a reasonable observation. 
~ he

1s 'vorking on my apartmen~ didn't I tell your 
Moh, right, 0 

~f aggie aid. The questions, she decided, would stop 
there. Something inevitably came into her voice whenever she 
talked about Gail. 

The howe sleek red,vood and glass ''rith hvo large stone chim­
neys, '''as set \Vay back from the road, directly on the ocean. A 
stone wall ran the \\.1idth of the four-acre property, along the road; 
the original wall that had survived, Peter told ~aggie, the huge 
white \vreck of a house he and Cail had had leveled after their 
mother's death ix years ago. The oe\v house belonged to Gail and 
him jointly. They used it all year round sometimes together, some­
times eparately-Gail as often as Peter, despite the time she spent 
in Washington. 

The planting , full and beautifully tended, hid the howe &om 
the road and from the neighboring house~, \vhich were a good dis­
tance away. Even the ocean side \Vas private-or private enough, 
the deck with its potted pine clearly visible only at certain angles. 

Peter had led laggie through the house onto the rear deck. She 
\valked its length, taking deep breaths of the sea air . 

.,Didn't I tell you?" Peter said, enjoying the look of pleasure on 
her face. WPrivate, \vhich means dress optional. Any kind of dress.· 
He removed his hi.rt by lo,vering his left shoulder and slipping his 
right arm out of hi sleeve. He thre\v the shirt onto a deck chair and 
beard ~1aggie saying, "Gorgeous, spectacular,» to the ocean view. 

H e kicked off his hoe . "Come on down to the beach: 
There was a flight of sturdy \Yoodeo steps from the deck to the 

sand. Peter waited \vhile ~f aggie took off her hoes and rolled up 
her jeans. She said, "If they take credit cards around here, I'll in­
ve t in a wi.m uit n Bent over, she looked up at him. "And don't 
tell me we swim raw: 

.. Of cour e we nvim raw,· Peter said. He undid hU pants and 
lid them down \vith one band. i'our turn." He waited. ~1aggie 

walked past him with a barely tolerant look. -You need a little 
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more encouragement? Okay, you got it.• He pulled off his shorts 
too and kicked them o er her head to the sand. 

Maggie looked up at him arcastically . .. Oh, for God's sake-• she 
began, but the ringing of the phone in the house cut her off. 

"Just when things 'vere \varming up,· Peter remark_ed. He lis­
tened to the ringing and hesitated. 

"fll go wet my feet, . I ag!::,rie aid. She was halhva y down the 
steps, the ,,,ood mooth and bot under her feet. 

"I'll be out in a minute.n He '"ent into the house and slid the 
doors shut behind him. 

Maggie continued do"~ and tooped to pick up Peter's shorts, 
which she tossed up onto the deck. The ringing stopped. She lis­
tened briefly for Peter's oice from the house and heard only the 
surf behind her. 

"Gail,., she said to herself. 

*Ifs worse than thougbtle . I've been going crazy beret• 
It \va.s, as Peter had k:no\VD on the first ring, Gail. She was play­

ing big sister again, and frantic big sister at that-which was all 
right in view of " ·hat he had been putting her through lately. She 
needed the release and Peter listened, Jetting his silences describe 
the guilt Gail couldn't see in his face. 

Why had he left her apartment without waking her; why had be 
Jeh at all? She'd one to bis aparbncnt with Loui e, and hadn't 
found him there either; nor had she found his car ' hen she went to 
look for it in the garage. 

"I panicked all over a gain.,. 
I 'm sorry; Peter repeated. 
She had called the direct line to his office and gotten nothing. 

What was she supposed to think after everything that had hap­
pened? Peter remained silent. 

-You can't drive. Ho\v did you get out there, anywayr>-
, can drive; he sai~ and realized he was stalling, avoiding 

Maggie's name . 
.. Of ' • course you can t. 
1 didn't, though-which is not the same thing. ~.faggie drove.• 
There was the pause he expected before Gail said, in the hurt 

tone he had also e.q>ected, '1 see. And she's with you nowr 
i' es, just got here.· 
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-ilow long are you staying?" 
!ill tomorro\v or ~f on day morning, I don1t know yet.• 
·But she'll stay \vi th you. rm asking out of concern,,, she added 

quickly. -You need someone v.rith you.· 
.. Maggie·u stay. top \VOrrying. I'll call you 'vheo we get back to 

tO\VD.• 

.. Before if you need anything.• 
\Ve \von•t, .. be said firmly ... You're not still mad, are you~ 
"Furious, ° Cail said. 
Peter ' eot into his room and tri d to get into a bathing suit Still 

half out of it he lid open the gla s door facing the ocean and 
called to laggie, who was knee deep in the surf. She couldn' t hear, 
not until he came down to the beach and topped at the edge of the 
foaming \Yater. He called her name and he turned, laughing, wet 
up to her waist, and saw the suit he had managed to pull all the 
way up, a bit un enly. 

"I figured you were putting me on,• he said . 
.. About whatr 
Maggie nodded at h i suit and at the distant figures on the beach 

in both directions. !here are people." She raised a hand to shield 
her eyes. rncluding children.1111 

fl ot here there aren't ., He was \Valking into the surf toward her. 
He held bis left arm, taped from 'vri t to boulder, stifBy against 
him. The thin ling ran diagonally across his chest "Jesus, this is 
coldl,, he said, moving lowly. 

\Vho called( ~1aggie a)ked. 
Peter raised hims U higher as a small \l ave rolled in, and made a 

chilly ound. ..Gail, .. he aru\vered matter-of-£ actly. ..Checking in. 
She sends her be t. • 

"'Thanks. \ ill we b eeing h r after all?• 
P ter book his bead ... Just you and me, I'm afraid.• He wa close 

nougb to touch her ... I ne d d some help in th re '# he said, tossing 
his bead in the dir ction of the house behind them. 

"\Vh t kind of h Ip?" 
H look d do\vn at hi crotch and pull d at the elastic uncom­

fortably. ·oae hand wasn't nough. I still n ed some help, in case 
you haven't notic d.· 
~\1lat you r ally n d i a cold how r,· ~if a gie said, moving 

quickly out of r ach. he cooped a handful of water at him, aim-
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ing below his \Yaist. Pet r pulled his stomach in and bunched his 
shoulders as the cold \vater hit. He grimaced in pain and grabbed 
bold of his tap d arm. ~Iaggie cried out, pulled her elf the few 
steps to,vard him and framed his arm with her hands, not daring to 
touch him. 

"I'm orry,· she almo t \vept. "Ho\v tupid., ho\v goddamned 
dumb of me-· 

Peter held hi ri ' tt band up. palm to,vard her in a peace gesture. 
He smiled broadly. ··All better. Honest." 

:\laggie felt \vater and and rushing a\vay from her and her heels 
inking slightly. ''Are rou ure? God. I could kick myself." 

Peter kept h\'O finger pointing tifily at the sky in a scout's oath 
and \Vaited for the tearing en atioo in his upper arm to fade. It 
did rapidly, and he held out hi hand to lead ~1aggie back to the 
house, saying, "Come on, prude let' go dig up a suit for you.· 

On their fir t arrival they bad passed through the house too 
quickly for ~Iaggie to notice much more than the space and the 
light and the e imprc sed her again \ hen they came back inside. 
i'ou~re spoiling me/' she aid. 1cnth Street's become cla~ 
tropbobic at this point.• 

"Among other things: Peter added guiltily, and Maggie said, 
-Will you stop \vorrying about that-once and for allr 

She moved throu h the house more lei urely DO\\', enjoying the 
luxury of turning \\'itb both arms spread out if she wanted. 

"You mean that's all it takes to make you happyr Peter said. ~A 
few spins arOUJld a room ( 

He \vent into another part of the house and I aggie stopped in 
front of a portrait of Gai) that immediately became the focal point 
of the room for her. · ot that it \Vas prominently hung or a particu­
larly striking portrait; it \Vas simply a good likeness of Gail, which 
was enough to ubordinate anythin el e in view. 

Near the painting \Vas a corridor leading to the bedrooms­
Peter·s and the 1cCabes' facing the ocean, \vitb a guest bedroom 
and study opposite. ~laggie heard Peter announce, "Found one!" 
and sa\v him coming into the corridor, holding up two pieces of red 
cloth which turned out to be a bikini. "Found some other goodi~ 
for you, too. Come on and look.· 

He had placed a selection of \YOmen·s clothes on the big bed in 
his room. There were slacks, a S\veater, a size-ten dress which 
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would or hould fit ~fa ·e perfectly> and silk jersey lounging paja­
mas that made her ay, "Mmmrnl., 

.. Didn't I tell you the Lord would provider Peter said, holding 
onto the red bikini. . laggi carried the peach·colored pajamas to 
the full-length mirror on the clo et door. She looked at herseH 
appro,ingly. "'Gail ' ?~ she asked, adclre sing Peter in the mirror. 

UNo," be said. ~laggie became silent and e. amined herself from 
another angle. Peter aid it for h r : ~ u an's.n There was nothing at 
alJ mournful in his tone. "You don't mind, do your 

'" "ot at all ," ~faggie aid \vithout meeting his eyes in the mirror. 
.. he had t te." 

-Yeah." ~faggie h ard it this time, the note of adnes , and saw 
it, too, in the \\'ay be \Ya taring at the clothes oo the bed. f aggie 
laid the pajamas d0\\'11 carefully, breaking Peter's stare. "She had a 
hell of a lot going for b r ... Su an .... " He shrugged helplessly, 
then smiled an apology and aid, brightening, i'ou're not going to 
ne d any of them of course. Guarantee you'll be living in this little 
number.» He handed her the bikini ... Put it on.• 

"'Right DO\Yr 

·sure.· He took a fe\Y step back and leaned against a bureau, 
facing her \vhiJ he examined the bikini- usan 's- tretching it, her 
hands through the openings. An image of Susan kept coming back 
to her, the only one he had, rem cm be red from the dim light of 
Peter' apartment bedroom-the pretty blonde girl photographed 
\vith Peter, th ir arms around each other. ( \Vere there pictures of 
b r b re, too lovingly pre erved, lik h r clothes?) 

Sh placed the uit on the bed and tried to lo e the distracting 
ima e by undre in'!, pulJin the striped jersey top up over her 
b d. Peter a be id her ' hen he surfaced. He said, "Let me 
help.· 

.. H ]p \Vith \vbat?"' 
H r pJi d by puttin hi hand on h r back. "I think I can man­

ag , ,. h aid. he r ached back to undo her bra and Peter lapped 
b r hl nds O\vay Hght1y . 

.. I lik h J pin .'' 
I a gi J t h r h nd fall to her ·id s and saidl ·1r I didn't know 

you \V r inc pacitat d J'd su~ ct your motive along about no"v.• 
Th ima of u n a b d bri By into her mind a ain, and then 

P t ·r h d l er bra wifa t ncd and \Y r moving it lowly. He bent 



119 

his head and kissed first one breast and then the other. ~Iaggie 
closed her eyes and drew in her breath sharply. There was no 
image now no disturbing thought of Susan or sense of her pres­
ence; nothing but the sensation of Peter's lips moving slowly over 
her skin. Her legs moved back against the mattress; Peter was try­
ing to force her do,vn. She re isted, pushing back against him to 
keep her elf upright, remonstrating. 

"'Pete . . . ,. 
It \\' BS an automatic reaction on her part that meant nothing at 

all. She wanted him as badly as he did her-and she wanted him ex­
clusively, with no references to Susan Ellis, to her \vit, her beauty, 
the way she \vore her clothe , or anything else she might have had 
going for her. lle pushed harder and although Maggie kept saying, 
"We can't . . : she \Vas caressing .Peter all the while, helping him 
to undress her. 

"\Vb.at do you mean, we can•tr He forced her down onto the 
bed. 

"Your arm,· she said to remind him. 
•My armr He lay beside her on his back, pulling her over hmL 

"What the hell has that got to do 'vith itr 
They made love, intensely, using the iittle imagination· Peter 

suggested to compensate for his trussed arm. Afterwards they 
sunned on the deck and in the sand and Maggie took a quick and 
shivering plunge into the ocean. They \vent into to\vn for lobsters 
and ate them greedily on the candlelit deck after watching the sun 
go do,vn. 

"A good idea after allr Peter asked her, raising his '\vine glass to 
the dark ocean. 

"A passable one,., Maggie said. She looked blissful. 
·stick around, then. There might be a few more.· 
They made love again inside, in front of a fire Maggie had 

helped Peter to build. And that might have been what finally did it 
for Maggie-exorcised the past from the evening, exorcised Gail 
and Joanne and Susan Ellis. 

At two in the morning they picked themselves up and went to 
bed in Peter's room. He looked at Maggie before turning oH the 
lamp and saw that her eyes were closing. 

"Okay?'7 he asked her. 
·okay,· Maggie said. She snuggled against him. 
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She had fallen a le p to the rocking sound of the surf. ow she 
awoke to another ound- movement some' here in the house. For 
ju t a moment after openin her eyes she was disoriented, until she 
became a\vaie of the urf gain gentler than it had been the night 
before, and b ard th cries of gulls. Peter \Vas leeping pressed 
a ainst her b, ck, bis breath \\·arming her neck. Maggie lis tened for 
the dim ound in the hou e that bad a' alcened her. It had stopped 
abruptly. h '''as f cing the \viodo,v)e '"all of the room, white 
and bright \vith reB cted light. Her \Vatch on the night table read 
9 :40. It \ as unday, he rememb red. 

Sh lay motion] , llitening and feeling Peter's deep breathing, 
and then sh slid &\vay from him to the ed e of the bed. She 
pushed a ide the he t and sat up Jov1l , lo\vering her feet to the 
Boor. A ' hit terrycloth robe, like her own, lay on a chair draped 
'vith the el ction of usan' cloth that exc pt for the bildni, she 
had mana ed not to \Vear. he \vould \Vear her ovro clothes now, 
too, or b wouJd \Vear nothing, at lea t in the house. She started to 
rise and topp d her elf uddenly, a'vare not of a ound now but of 
a presence close by. he tu.med itting stifBy on the edge of the 
bed, and there \ as Gail "''atching her from the open doorway. The 
shock of it almo t mad 1aggi cry out. Her hands jerked up to her 
face and then grabb d at the beet to cover her nakedness. The 
movement brought a mall moan from P ter. He turned llls face 
away from I a ie and buried him U deeper into the pillow while 
she tried to pull the beet up over him. 

Gail's hard, trancelik tare broke. he looked a~vay from the bed 
-at the Boor, at omethin farther do'vn th corridor, to cover what 
Ma ~ couldn •t d cipher in her fac -an er or hurt or embar­
ra m nt. h made a vague ge ture with her right han<L as if to 
era e ' hat h had n and ' now looking a\vay from, and 
moved \VOrdl ssly out of the doonva , in the direction of her bed­
room. ~1a gi h arcl h r door clo e, not quietly, and heard too the 
chang in Pet r· de p, r gular brea thing. Hi face was turned 
fl \ ay from h r but h could n e h i ye op ning at the sound 
dovm th hall. h \a.1rut cl for him to look at her, the sheet still 
pulJ ~a tisjltly ov r h r br a ts. 

P t r r i ~d hi · h ad from th pillo\v, wid &\Yake and alarmed 
' b n h sa\v 1 ag~i , f ce. '"'Artlaf \vrong?" 

.. ail," ~f ggi a.id. 
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Peter turned his body toward faggie and the door, the sheet 
twisting around his ankJ . \.Vhat about her?" 

·she's here.· She nodded at the empty doorway. 
llerer' Peter drew the sheet up to his stomach and let one leg 

hang over the side of the bed. i'ou"re kidding.» He ounded almost 
pleased . .. \\ here"d she go?'' Iaggie ge tured in the direction of the 
sound and Peter called, "Gail?" He \vaited. ·Heyr He was listen­
ing, staring past ~fa gie at the wall bet\veen the two bedrooms. 
There was no an wer from Cail, no sound at all. 

"She seemed a little ..... Mar.rgie left it 1106nished. 
Peter shrugged. H got out of bed and pulled on a pair of jog­

ging shorts that \Ver loose and easy for him to get into. 
"She saw us together,., 1aggie aid. 
Peter thought about it brief!}' and aid, --so \.vhat?" He \Vent to 

the windows and pulled the drapes open all the way. It was an­
other bright day, a \Varro one already \vith only the lighte t breeze 
coming into the room. He opened the glass doors \vider and drew 
several deep breaths. He \vas delaying, it seemed to Maggie; Gail's 
appearance was a jolt to him too. 

1 feel a little funny about her seeing us like this; she said. 8Em­
barrassed.· 

"You've got no reason to be. H ell, be knows \Ve screw.· 
The thought of Gail's reaction made ~iaggie wince. I.Okay, it's 

the prude in me again . ., 
"\Vho"s a prude?" He came to her ide of the bed, sat beside her, 

and kissed her, at the same time trying to pull the sheet from 
around her. Maggie drew her knee up and said, .. Don'l .. 

u\Vhy not?" Peter gave the sheet another tug. '6 othing' s 
changed just because Gail's here.» 

"I said, don'tr She raised her voice Lightly and gave him a loolc 
serious enough for him to remove his hand from the sheet 

"Okay, okay.• He stood up and laggie called him and held her 
hand out to him contritely. She was smiling and after a moment be 
smiled, too. "Get dressed while I find her,., he said. He turned and 
made the peace sign before he left the room, then closed the door 
behind him. 

The McCabe ' bedroom {Gail's re lly-tbere was very little evi­
dence of Michael around) was larger and more Jin.ished than 
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Peter's, with a lot more greenery in vie\v at the north end of the 
house. Peter bad come into the room without knoclcing. Gail's over­
night case was on the bed. The glass and screen doors out to the 
deck \Vere open, \vith Gail beyond them, leaning on the railing with 
her back to the room. Peter stopped just inside and cleared his 
throat quietly. 

\Vhafre you doing here?• he a ked brightly. Gail turned her 
bead f ust enough to sho\v him her profile. She heard him step out 
onto the deck and walk to\11ard her. 

"I was going to call ~ she said, looking at the ocean again, •and 
then I thou ht, \\'hy call, let me surprise them." She waited for a 
wa e to roll in and break. "I should ha e called.· 

Peter was be ide her at the railing, watching her face. !t doesn't 
matter: 

"~iaybe not to you: She tilted her head slightly in the direction 
of Peter's bedroom. 

" 'ot to laggie, either.· 
'Tm intrudina: 
Ifs your own house, for Chrissake.· 
-You know what I mean.· She looked at the exposed fingers of 

his hand and followed the tape up to his shoulder, avoiding his 
face ... How does it feclr' 

• ot bad."' He \viggled hi Sngers for her and lifted ID5 a.rm as 
far a\vay &om his body as the ling would aJJo,v. Ml'm pretty damn 
resilient, you kno'v that.• 

MSo is Joanne Ellis; Gail said. Peter· fingers stopped moving; be 
Jo,vered his arm. "She c, me out of it last night, according to Cree­
gan-too late for me to get in touch ' "ith you.., 

.. She's all right?" Peter asked anriou ly. 
"She'll survive. A fe,v cracked ribs, that's all-physically anyway. 

Cr e an ay there·n be a hearing.• 
MI don't \vant a hearing. All I want is for her to be put away.• 
• he'll be that all right. There are certain formalities I don't 

think we can avoid thi time: 
..-Why notr 
·Becaus it went a lot beyond hara sment. There are other peo­

p1e involved-whoever he got to wreck your apartment among 
them.· ,.m not pr ing any charges.· 
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!hen Jet ~lichael move hi as I He owes us that at least.• Peter 

paced half the length of the deck, forming a loose fist and hammer­

ing at the rail which, like the deck boards, \Vas already warm in the 
sun. He turned and came back to Gail ... I just \vant it buried, Cail­

the " 'bole goddamn mess. Othenvise rm gonna 'vind up at Shady­
lawn my elf.,. 

Gail touched his lips and \vhispered , Ile1ax. Rela.."<.• She traced 

the line of his mouth lightly, back and forth edge to edge, until the 
tension no long r sho\ved in his foreheacl "\ ould I let something 
like that happen, ever? Just relax." 

He clo ed his eye and raised his f acc to the sun shining just over 

the roof lettin the heat oak in. Tbcre ' ere gulls circling ery 
close, noisily. "Still mad that I showed up?,, Gail asked above their 

cries. 
Peter kept his eyes closed. e er mind me,,.. he said. 
i'ou think I'm madr' she asked him defensively. Peter shook his 

head at the suggestion. "A little miffed maybe," Gail couldn't resist 
adding. c.You thought coming out here \Vas a bad idea when I 
suggested it.., 

wI didn't think I could get a\vay.• 

"What changed your mindr 
". ot thinking at all, just doing it." 

~uctly \vhat I did." he checked her" atch and looked pained. 
·At-Codi- seven in the morning. On one cup of coffee." 

There was a rolling metallic ound as ~taggie lid the screen 
open and came out onto the deck, \vearing her jeans and striped 
jersey. Gail turned to her and raised her voice: " o wonder fve 

been manic.n It ' as an apology and, judging from the light tone 
she used, an unembarrassed one. As though she hadn•t been discov­

ered standing in that doonvay and \Yatching them in bed with a 
look that to ~Jaggie had seemed almost malevolent She even 

opened her arms to ~laggie and embraced her warmly. "I'm a lot 
more discreet usually," she said, turning it into a private joke be-­
tween herself and laggie. "Pete 'vill tel1 you.• 

She resented doing it but ~laggie found herself imitating Gail's 
friendJy tone, 'vhich didn,t seem at all forced or phony. The politi­
cian' wife again. !hat's all right, n she said, "I didn•t expect to find 
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me here either ... She could be just as devious and convincing at it, 
she was happy to disco er. 

Gail laughed. 1hat's 01y brother for you.• 
\ hat's yoUI brother?1' Peter said. "'\Yhat's going on between 

you hvor 
Gail said . othing."' he drc\v them both together and stood be­

h,·een them, as urning her usual ho te pose . ... I O\.ve you dinner at 
least- the Club the To,,·n Hou e, \.\ hatever you're in the mood 
for: She cau o-ht the quick look behveen them. "Cnless you've 
made other plan : 

Peter \.va y.taiting for ~la ie to re pond. She \vanted to narrow 
her eyes at him but shru ed in t ad, more yes than no since she'd 
been put on the pot, and pa sed it back to him on an outstretched 
palm. " o plan ;· Peter aid. 
"~o clothes either," ~laggie added. 
"\ hat did "e improvise?" Peter reminded her. 
Maggie wanted to say, "They're Susan's,n but they weren't, not 

anymore. 
! forgot about them• ~1aggie said, and felt a sudden chill in the 

light breeze &om the ocean. 
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L'\"DEP • mENCE HALL, Gail called it-cv rybody on his O\VD until 
cocktails at even. Their dinner re ervation \vas for eight o'clock, at 
the TO\VD IIou e since Peter \Vould have nothing to do \vith Gail's 
club ('"Boring, nooty-be social on your ovln tin1e. '). 

ail n1ade a pot of coffee and drank neveral cups alone on tho 
terrace, \vorking her \vay through the Times. 

"Coffee's great if anybody's intere t d,' 1aggic heard her call 
out. The red bikini \ as hanging over the curtain rod in Peter's bath­
room. b pulled it do,vn, thinking not of u an but of sun and 
ocean and \V v of heat rising fron1 that v t, lururious stretch of 
empty and. \Vhen Gail disappeared from the d ck, laggie left the 
house, baked in the and, got \Vet, and started on a long \Valk along 
the beach. 

Gail, \vho had changed into a one-piec black \Vimsuit cut very 
low in back, \ atched Iaggie, \Vatched the bright red of usan's 
bikini (sh r member d it ) become a pinpoint of color in the dis­
tance. She piJ d the ne,vspapers on the drift\ cod-and-glass table 
and ,._, ighcd them do\vn \vith a rock bining ' itb mica. 

The \Vaves were breaking gently and the ocean \\' alive with 
light; the sound, oft and regular, 'vas hypnotic enough to put her 
out if he didn't lift herseli from the chair. he \vould allo\v Peter 
another filt en minutes of \Vork behind the clo. d tudy door then 
urge him outside and onto the beach \vith h r. It \Vas an effort to 
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move but be got up and entered the house throug,h his bedroom, 
calling his nan1e. There \\'as no reply from the study across the hall. 

Cail \Vaited in the bedroom. The bed had been fixed, the ru.rt­
colored spread evenly arrang d ; even the throw pillo\vs were piled 
neatly. ~f aggie. of cour e. Gail examined the surfaces of night 
table , bureaus. he looked in the closet and saw faggie1s jeans 
and j r ey top on a banger next to Su an' clothes and next to 
Peter's smelling so di tinctiv ly of Peter, \Varm and fragrant. 

I t \\'as an image-the cJoset, the clothes-that brought back the 
summer of three years a o \Vbeo u an and Peter had come out to 
the house regularly. Cail remembered Susan's clothes beside 
Peter's, another hanger or nvo of them every weekend, multiplying 
in his closet. 

It had been the a.me ' ith his apartment in to\vn, the duplex on 
Sixty-third that he'd bad then, \vhere there \vould be more of Susan 
every time Gail came up from \ ashington. There was a drawer 
with Susan's undenvear and the nigbtgo\vn Gail kne\v had never 
even been unfolded-except once, by Cail herself. The fact that 
there \Vas at lea t as much of Peter in Gail's Eighty-fourth Street 
apartment \vas something they had joked about at the time, all 
three of them. It ' ould have been cheaper and more convenient to 
eliminate one of the apartments, Gail had remarked. 

'"Disastrous too," Su an had said. 
They nev r did live together re u1ar1y, never seemed to know 

'"'here they would Snd themselves. That \vas the way it struck Gail, 
anY"vay. be oe er kne\v \vho ' ouJd be answering the phone or 
' hen he couJd find Pet r alone in the apartment. A few times she 
bad come upon them suddenly and embarras ingly, like this morn­
ing with Ma ie. O-\VOr she remembered; one time in particu­
lar when they were making love. K.no,ving she was there and could 
hear them. u an making sounds, making sure Gail heard her being 
plug eci Bitch. 

Inevitably, of cour e, it pas ed. Susan passed. 
Gail hut the clo et door, snuffin the image of Susan and the 

sound of Susan's voice in her head. Poor Susan. She genuinely felt 
th t. Poor usan. 

Th door to the tudy op ned ''rithou t \varning and Gail heard 
Peter cro ing th corridor to the bedroom. She stepped away from 
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the clo~et and again called to him b fore he entered the room. 1 
was wondering where you were holed up " she said. 

"With Woody \Vobbly and the guy ," he aid in an excited par­
ody of a child's voice. He gave her a light tap in pas ing and went 
into the bathroom. l(Have I een you in that suit before?"' 

"'\ orld prem.iere,· Gail said, strolling a\vay from the door Peter 
had left open. 

"It's sensational.· 
1 thought you might like it." 

She heard him struggle \vith his suit and mutter, "Damnl" then 
raise his voice to her: "\\'here's Jaggier 

"Out walking.• 
•AJoner 
"Last I saw. HO\V about sitting on the beach \vith mer 
.. rm up to my ass in work." 
·well, bring your ass and your \vork outside. Yem arm, too. A 

little sun can't hurt." 
She waited for him to come out of the bathroom, till adjusting 

his bathing suit, and follo\ved him back into the tudy ' here a 
bright pasted-together dummy of th Playcraft catalogue covered 
the desk. ·How's this for industry?" Peter a ked her. he applauded 
soundle sly. He bent forward and brought his pen to a line of copy 
be had been revising. " laggie and I were talking before,"' he 
began hesitantly; he corrected a \vord and then cro sed out the cor­
rection. 

•About what?" Cail asked, immediately suspicious. 
•About beading back to to\vn tonight. Taking you up on that 

dinner offer ome oth r time.,, 
"Whatever for? '"'e were all et.• • 
Peter waved hi hand o er the catalogue. Ile was saying it all 

with difficulty, \vitbout looking directly at her. "'I've got to be in the 
office with this early tomorrow. ery early, as a matter of fact.• 

·oh no, you don't,• Gail aid brightly. "Take a day, hvo days, all 
the time you need. That's a Member of the Board speaking, and a 
major stockholder. Savvy?" She moved so that he \vould have to 
look at her face. "You're not running out on me twice in two days; 
she said, not at all unple~antly. 

-who's running outr 
-You, and your guest., She took the pen out of his band, capped 
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it and placed it firmly do"'ll on the desk, then reached for his hand 
to pull him out of the room. 

·rm sorry if be' uncomfortabl around me,· Cail said later on 
the beach. be ' "a ~ lie b hind Peter, rubbing suntan oil into 
h is back, carefully outlining the tape reaching his left shoulder . 

..-\Vho said he's uncomfort bJe. P ter aid defensively. 
ult's pretty Ob\·ious to me.07 he \\' c.l.S rubbing }O\\•}y, \vith strong 

round tro1'es thJt be leaned back a~ iu t. H e sat facin~ the sea, on 
the to" 'el that ~lag 1 1 h d left b bind in the and. '-Going back to­
night \vas her id a, \\'3 n 't it?" 

--~1 ine. \\"hy're you ma ling such a big deal of it, nnywayr 
"Am 1; he rubbed lo" ·er, follo,vin~ the line of his pine. , 

don't kno,v-1 eem to intimidate a lot of your lady mends. I 
hone tJy don't t out to do it.., 

M~f a gie isn't intimidat a.· 
"\\ ell ood for ~laggie." Gail could ce her far 8\vay, coming 

back. al like her. I told you that the fir t time I met her.· She 
moved from behind him on her knees and said, "This side's done. 
Lie back.· 

·one side's all I've got time for.· Peter took the oil from her and 
gave her a gentle pu b fonvard onto her tomach. The towel was 
clammy under her and gritty \Vith and. he could smell the suntan 
oil. 

"~f mmm: be , ... a digging h r fin~er into the saod1 finding it 
cool and damp under the urface. .. ummer." 

The bu e stra\v hat he \\'a \\'earin came belo\v her shoulder 
blad s " 'hen he \\' 8 lvina Sat. Peter )i f ted it and turned it upside 
dO\\'Il in the and. Right a"·ay Gail felt the sun \veighin do\\rn on 
her b ad, and oil, too much of it. b in poured on h r back and the 
back of her le . Peter rubbed it in ' ith his right hand, a few times 
almo t lo in hi balance \\:ith Lhe ffort. 

Gail gave a Ion lazy igh and \Vatch d ~faggie in the bright red 
rnrim uit dra'v clo er and \vave in th ir direction. ·\ ouldn't it be 
bliss,· she aidl the and muffiin h r word , "ju t us out here? A 
" 'hole !umrn r to ' im in ride, play t nnis? The way it was way, 
way back. ·o \ oody \) obbli an \'h re; not in ew York, not in 
DC. ·othin to di tract u . Ju t u ."' 

.. Don•t l'llock \ ood ' \\'obblr.· P ter said, his voice as soothing 
Al the long d p stroke of his hand. 
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Cail closed her eyes. She might have dozed a few minutes be­

cause something was now standing behveeo her and the sun. She 

opened her eyes be.hind the dark glasses and Maggie, who had 
been so far off just moment! ago, was tanding above her and talk­
ing quietly to Peter. Gail lay still, giving no indication that she was 
a\vake. ~1aggie mo ed some\ here behind her and Gail could hear 

her lower herself do'vn to the sand be ide Peter and laugh oftly at 
something he did or \vhispered. They \\'ere silent and then they 
were kissing. Gail could hear it, bear the sound of their breathing, 

bear their bodies moving together, even feel the movement against 
her own body. f aggie made a ound, a small cry, and then made 
the sound again, a cry that \vas a plea too. 

There \\'as \Vhispering, very private co ered by the sound of the 
surf, and then they were getting up, both of them, laggie first, get­
ting up behind her and moving a\vay from her. Back to the house, 

leaving her there alone. laggie leading, she " ras sure, drawing 
Peter baclc to the house. 

They were making love. The drapes in Peter's room \vere closed 
when Cail used the deck to get to her ovro room, and so was the in­

side door \vhen she \valked past it later. They remained closed mo t 
of the aftemooa Gail didn't see or hear either of them until around 
five when faggie went back down to the beach alone. 

Gail stopped her and called out, " even;>- from the kitchen, as a 
reminder. 

*Seven,• faggie said without hesitation- as though she hadn't 

really suggested to Peter th~ t sudden, early return to ew York. 
Just before seven ~faggie knocked on her bedroom door and an­

nowiced, ·crisis. Cail tensed and \vaited for the manufactured ex­

cuse that surprisingly did not come. faggie \VU pointing to her 
feet which were bare under the sillc jersey lounging pajamas she 
was wearing. ien-E, if you really want complications,· she stage­
whispered. ·\Vho but me would wear a Ten-Er She raised her 

voice in the direction of Peter's room: "You 're not hearing any of 
this, are your 

·Hearing whatr Peter called back. 
•A very deep very dark secret of mine.• 
Gail was studying her feet, intently enough to be embarrassing. 



130 

~o crisis; she said. \Ve've just got to find somebody with big 
feet.• 

She made a fe,v phone calls and came into theiI bedroom with­
out knocking to ay that Lee Dalton could provide a pair of white 
satin Ten-B's which they \vould pick up on their way to the Town 
Howe. 

faggie had he1ped Peter with his shirt even managing to get his 
left arm into the lee e. They \vere standing next to the bed. It had 
been put together again, but hurriedly, unevenly; the throw pil­
lows were still piled on the Boor. They had made love. 

'"See that, ha her Peter aid to laggie. "Marry into politics and 
you learn all the angles.· 

~f aggie smiled ~rithout looking over at Gail. She was too busy 
buttoning and then unbuttoning Peter's shirt-one button, then the 
button below it, spreading the shirt open on his chest 

They had cocktails on the deck, short ones, \vith ~1aggie wearing 
her old bro\VD sandals on feet that eemed enormous now, even to 
her. There were more drinks at the Daltons' rambling gray ham of 
a house closer to town, where Gail knew everyone, even the Dal­
tons' weekend guests. 

-Peter Drexlerr· cried one of them, a patrician-looking woman. 
tlow long has it been r' She was holding bis good arm and, lilce 
the woman at Hopper's in e'v York, was not at all interested in 
~faggie. 

!oo long, .. Lee Dalton said, "for all of us." Lee was a small 
comic woman with hands that \Vere much to her own amusement, 
the size of her feet. She turned to Gail "'I wish you'd get him out 
here a little more often." 

i'ou'll see plenty of him this summer, .. Gail said. ill make sure 
of it,. 

•Michael, too?" 
·Are you kidding?"' ~licbael almost never came out to the beach. 
Lee's shoes pinched and made ~1aggie take small steps back out 

to the car, hanging onto Peter. 
·Look at what we're doing to this poor kid~"' he said to Gail. 
Cail drove, with Maggie in the middle. She pulled out of the 

driveway and said, .. Lee wdn•t see the New1 article.· 
·How do you kno\vr Peter askecL 
·1 asked her. I figured if Lee didn't see it, nobody did. Know 
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what really concerned her? Michael. How this was going to affect 
him.. 

Peter laughed and rubbed his leg against Maggie's . ., o " 'ooder 

her Jousy shoes pinch: 

At the restaurant Gail was as •godawful social" as Peter had 

predicted. She trailed behind !aggie and Peter, stopping at tables 

on the \va y to their O\vn. 

i'ou walked right past the Leesons,» he aid to Peter through a 

.fixed smile. H e ' a holding her chair for her. 

"I didn't see them.• 

\Vave, at least: 

She \Vas, a usual, the perfect ho e - \vitty, bri ht, considerate, 

introducing ~f aggie to several friends who topp d by and praising 

her talent and her \YOrk, neither of \vhich she knew. P ter, despite 

protest , \Vas as much at ease in the setting a Cail; as oluble, too, 

once the last martini hit. ~laggie bad never really seen them func­

tioning together this \vay- so smoothly and naturally that she forgot 

there was a ~iichael ~fcCabe until a man in a blazer and \vhite 

slack.!, a local politician, asked, \\'here's our favorite congressman 

keeping himself th.is summerr 

Peter and Gail looked at each other, amused, and Peter said, 

--Washington, or maybe Korea-\ve're not exactly ure.· 

aBut doing good where er he is,n Gail said with great sincerity, 

making a V-sign. "'Rightr 
'6Michael? Absolutely.• 

Maggie noticed it severa1 times durin the evening-the way 

their personalities interacted and their roles reversed, \vith Gail 

bringing out a bitchine s and cynicism in Peter and Peter an art­

lessness and enthusiasm that were almost boyi h in Gail. \ hat she 

also noticed, or had confirmed, and con tantly, \vas the fact that 

they might have been beautiful separately but together they \vere 

knockouts; the same features, clearly the same blood and breeding 

-two dazz1ingly beautiful people who were quite apart from any­

one else in the room, herself included. 

They stayed late, among the last to leave, which certainly ruled 

out anyone's going baclc to the city that evening. It had been a 

dumb idea in the Brst place, Gail said, addressing her party-poop­

ing, workaholic brother. On the way out Maggie went into the la­

dies' room, leaving Gail to support Peter in the quiet lobby. 
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!>retty painless, 'vouldn•t you sayr Cail asked him. 
'-\\'hat wasr' Peter \VQS \.Yeaving slightly . 
.. ~le, the evening- as far as ~1aggie was concerned.• 
Peter made an approving sound and gave her a squeeze. 
i ' as amusing, I think. She miled a lot, anyway ... 
.. Damned amusin : Peter said. '"Me too: 
.. But you're not the problem. I don't think I was threatening or 

intimidating?':. 
" ~ope: 

1 \.vas, in other \vords, my usual) simple self. Little Gail 
Drexler: 

Peter repeated the name, ·cail Drexler,· and smiled 
"\Veil, honey," Gail said in the \vhiskiest voice she could find, •if 

you don't think that took work. . . .• 
Outside the air finished Peter ofI, at the same time sobering Gail 

for the twenty-minute drive home. He sat in the middle and 
iruisted it \\1asn't the ma.rtin.is, the \vine, and the brandy making 
him so shaky and vo\velly, it was still the damn Talwin the doctors 
had given him. '"For something, I forget what. .. .9 His voice 
faded and his head rolled against 1aggie's boulder. 

i think he's left us," she saicL She had gotten high fast earlier in 
the evening out of nervousne s; no\v she was relatively sober, just 
tired and full. She kissed his f orebead and Peter slid his left arm 
out of the sling and around ~iaggie's ,. aist with no expression of 
pain at all. He made a small, cozy ound and snuggled closer, his 
back to Gail, who \Vas concentrating extra hard on the narrow 
country roa~ 

Gail tood outside th light pilling onto the deck from the living 
room. h had carried out a bottle of Courvoisier and three glasses 
and now poured herself a drink, swirling it in the glass and sniffing. 
The light was on in Peter' bedroom and the drapes were open. She 
saw him tagger into the bathroom, dressed, while Maggie took the 
spread off the bed and folded it car fully. V hen he came out a few 
minut later his pants were off and his shirt was trailing, the sleeve 
caught around bis left elbo\v. iaggie got the shirt off and resisted 
ome very tired horseplay from Peter before be fell baclc on the 

b d . He struggl d out of his shorts, aimed them at a chair, and 

' 
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missed. Maggie picked them up, his socks too, and went into the 
bathroom, reappearing with his pants over her arm. 

Gail swirled the brandy in the snifter. She moved a little closer to 
the bedroom, still keeping out of the Ught 

Peters head .rose lightly; he was saying something to Maggie, 
who leaned forward and kissed him and then let him pull her down 
beside him. She laughed, fighting him, and Gail heard her say, 
"Nor too loudly, covering her mouth after she had said it She 
sprang up and flipped the sheet over his head Peter lay still and 
then his hand began to rise slo\vly under the sheet, higher and 
higher above his groin, tenting the bed. laggie turned her back on 
him with a show of great indignation. She came tO\\tard the glass 
doors, which bad been Jocked, opened them hal.hvay, and was 
about to shut the drapes when Gail, just dimly visible, said, "Can 
you talce a little time for a nightcapr 

The voice startled !aggie. She brought her face closer to the 
glass, raised her hands, and peered out from between them. *Gailr 
she said Behind her Peter's hand dropped under the sheet. 

Gail moved into the light. J:es a lovely night Keep me com­
pany . ., Maggie turned to look at the bed and Gail said, •Why don't 
we let him sleep it offP-

1m really beat,• Maggie said 
"So am I. We'll make it a short one.• 
Gail move away, back to the table outside the living-room win­

dows, and poured brandy into anotbeT snifter. She saw the bed­
room drapes slide shut and Maggie shadowy behind them, turning 
to say something to Peter before she opened the screen door and 
came out onto the deck Gail held the brandy out to her, touched 
glasses, and drank, watching her all the time. 

Maggie swallowed, then opened her mouth to draw in some air . 
.,God, this should really do it.• 

\Vell, you don~t have that far to go; Gail said. She looked away 
from the soft orange glow of Peter's room and walked to the far 
end of the deck. When he spoke it WM quietly, to bring Maggie 
nearer: ·clad you stayed after allr 

!t was a marvelous evening. Thanlc you.• 
-You're still planning to leave tomorrow.· 
ive got to.• 
lOO bad• 
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~la.me your brother.· She saw Gail's questioning look. "Play­
craft, • she explained. ·rve got a whole bunch of sketches due this 
week.· 

.. Ah,· Cail said, i forgot all about the professionaJ relationship.• 
i'ou can bet Peter hasn't.» he played with the drink she really 

hadn't \vanted, a\vare of that ho tile look Cail eemed to \vear 
' henever they were alone together. She \vas trying not to meet her 
eyes, looking b yond her at the bedroom, longingly. There was a 
long silenc and finally ~taggie aid, e-ell ... " to start a grace­
ful ex.it. 

Cail chose not to hear ... It's amazing," he said, and left it hang-
ing. 

a\Vhat isr 
.. How much you look like Susan right no,v.· 
Maggie could hear neither compliment nor complaint in the cas­

ual way she said it. \Vhat \Vas unsettling was the fact that she'd 
said it at all. !fs the clothes,n she replied~ and looked down at her 
bare feet. She started to mention Lee Dalton's pinchy shoes, but 
Cail shook her head and said, " o, not just the clothes." She looked 
thoughtful, as though trying to zero in on the exact point of resem­
blance. 

'"I'll get them back to her tomorrow/" laggie said, breaking 
Gairs disturbing concentration. 

o, I'll take care of it." She finished her drink and ~1aggie 
looked for a pl ce to put her O\vn glass down, but Cail \Vas uncork­
ing the bottle and pouring herself another one. She 'vould ju t say 
good night, Maggie decided; \Vhy was it any more complicated 
than that? Cail didn't give her a chance, though. She asked, "Is 
Peter going ' vith your 

"As far as I know . ., 
.. He houldn't. H e could u e a Jot more time out here.· 
Maggie reacted minimally \.vith a couJd-be look. 
'"It's not only his arm I'm \VOrried about_,"" Gail \vent on, *it•s his 

nerves. He doesn't how it of cour e, Pete never does, but he's a 
wreck at the momeol • 

"I hope he tays, then; faggie aid. It was really terrible, she 
thought- this prejudice she had built up against Cail. Everything 

ail aid concemin Peter was automatically suspect in Maggie's 
mind. It \vas a probl m that \vould have to be resolved eventually-
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as soon, that is, as Cail accepted her and her relationship with 
Peter. 

"Please tell him that; Gail aid. 
i1 ou don't tell Peter things. I don't, an}'\vay.· 
-You underestimate your influence:' ~faggie looked at her skep­

tically. --rve had his apartm nt put back together, by the way. It's 
habitable again.• 

'"Good.· 
"\ hich means he \: on' t be needing your place anymore."' 
"No,, laggie said, .. I don't suppo e he ' ill.· 
"It might help if you \Vere to make it . . .8 She paused and her 

hand described small, vague circle in the air. " ... I don' t know, 
le~ a ailable to him." 

For the fir t time laggie met her look directly. it might help 
what, Gail?" 

"Peter, of course. H elp him to get hi life back together again.• 
1 have a feeling he \vill, \vhatever \ve do. I happen to have enor­

mous confidence in yom brother.· She seemed suddenly aware of 
the drink she was carr ing and 1ooked down at it distastefully. 
UYou mO\V, I don't need this at all." She carried the glass to the 
table and put it do\vn. " orry but I'm about ready to collapse.· 

"'H eyr Cail held out her han<l and managed to look confused 
and apologetic. "I've aid omething \\rrong, haven't Ir 

~fag~e halted, her back to Gail. ou might have. Frankly, I 
don't think ifs \\'Orth pursuinu: 

"I'm sorry-bonestly.n be had co1ne behind ~iaggie, moving 
very quietly. '1'm o erly protccti e of him. I know that. I like to 
think he Deeds it n be \Vaited for faggie to turn a little tO\VaTd 

her. I.It's just that Pete does thinu on impulse sometimes. Gets 
himself involved o ea ily-pby ically, emotionally-usually the 6.rst. 
And \! hen someone has as much to offer as Pete does . . . there're 
always people to take advantage . .. ahvays.· 

"Do you want me to defend myseli, Gailr 
Gail touched her arm. "Of course not. I'm not saying you're 

Susan. There \von't be any more Su ans in his life, nothing that de­
structive ever again: Gail shuddered; she drew her arms around 
herself. u ot if I can help it. I'm the one 'vbo got him through that, 
you know- Susan's death. Tot only her death, but the waste of all 
those years with her. I got him through, like always.· She took a 
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deep breath and then her voice became a \\'hisper, closer to Mag­
gie's ear ... I Jcno,v my broth r I kno'v ju t \vhere he's vulnerable, 
jrut \vhen to protect him.~ Again, the deep breath. 1 don't think he 
neeru you right DO\Y, ~Jaggie. I don't think he needs any distrac­
tions at all.· 

Her voice, coming from the darkness behind laggie and blend­
ing \Vith the sound of the \Vaves, had become al.mo t hypnotic. It 
stopped and fag ·e listen d to the surf for a while without speak­
ing, without raising her voice \vhen she dicl 

1 think of myself as more than a distraction, Gail f aybe you 
shouJd try coming to terms 'vith thal • 

"Poor fvfaggie,· Gail said. -non't you know it yet? You're all 
brief distractions. Every last, facele s one of yoa· 

"Good night, Gail n \Vas all . faggie \VOuld let herself say before 
she wallced away, to,vard the soft orange light of the bedroom. 

The alarm had been set for seven f on day morning to get them 
back to the city by eleven. At seven forty-Bve Peter, \vho usually 
relied on his body's inner alann, tirred at the sound of a car door 
closing and was then jolted a\vake by the light coming into the 
room. He looked at the clock and felt for the alarm button. It had 
been pushed in. Panicked. be got out of bed and ran into the 
kitchen for a vie'v of the cllive,vay. A cab 'vas pulling away, with 
Maggie, to his disbelief in the back seat. He \Vanted to call out to 
her; instead he pulled open the kitchen door and went outside, 
naked. The cab at the end of the long drive turned onto the road 
and disappeared behind the heavy shrubbery. 

He was struggling into bis p <J nt in the bedroom when he noticed 
the note that must have blo'vn off the night table: 

Pete darling, 
Didn't have the heart to \vake you. Stop fuming and 

go back to sl p . ru call later. 
Love you, 
M.ACCIE 

Gail hadn;t h ard anything; her b droom door wu still closed. 
The key to her Ford, which wa park d in the driveway and block­
ing his own car in the garage, were on a kitchen counter. Peter 
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tried his arm, Bexing bis Angef3 . He could move it fairly \vell and 
there WB..! strength enough in his hand as long &5 he didn't stretch 
or move suddenly. Certainly he could drive the short distance to 
the railroad station where la gie for some incomprehensible rea­
son, wa.s catching-he check d the .schedule tacked to the COik­

board-the eight-fifteen to 'v York. 
At eight-ten he reached the station and a'v her \vaiting on the 

platform. He call d out to her and sa\v hock come into her face 
and guilt when he stormed onto the platform. all but shaking his 
fist at her and relling, "\Vbat the heirs going onr 

"You can't drive,· laggie said. She looked back at Gairs car. 
·How'd you get here?0 

" ever mind that. What're you pullin , anY'vayr 
There \Vere several ~londay-momi.llg commuters on the platform, 

and more arriving. Peter,s questions delivered at the same indig­
nant pitch~ convinced 1aggie to it in the car \vith him and ex­
plain, "'You could use a little more R and R I didn't want to drag 
you back in to to\vn. • 

"Who said you'd be dragging r11e, for Chrissake( 
He let her recite all the altruistic reasons she bad for leaving him 

and when she had 6nisbcd sai~ .. Bull hitt• Maggie looked for a 
sign of amusement some,vhere in his face but his ey~ were an icy 
blue boring into her and his mouth remained set., even when she 
tried a smile. The train \vas pulling luggishly into the station. It 
drew her attention. "For et about that,• Peter said. He reached for 
her face and made her look at him. " "o\v, come on, what \Vent on 
between you h\10 ;»> 

"\Vhat t\vor 
"Look, don't play dumb with me, goddamnitl., 
It was as close as she had ever beaid him come to real anger, and 

while it wasn't thundering anger it Wa.! strong enough to cut 
through any more pretense. She stared at her lap a few second!, 
aware of Peter waiting and aware of the train too that would be 
pulling out of the station soon. Let it, she decided: Now was as 
good a time a5 any to cliscms the problem of Gail 

.,rm obviously in the way,· she said. 
-Whose wayr 
-Cail, s, yours.· 
·cail told you thatr>-
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·~1 ore or le . Lef s say she made her point.• Judging from the 
intense \vay he was listening, \Vhat ~f aggie was describing wasn't 
improbable or, he got the feeling, totally new to Peter. She sat 
idewa ys and touched his knee. "Look, Pete, ifs not worlcing be­

nveen Gail and me I have a feeling it never will." 
.. Jesus! \\'hat' Gail ot to do 'vith you and me, anywayr 
1hat's \.vbat I'm trying to Sgure out. \ hat am I doing that's 

ma kin me a threat all of a udden r 
They " 'ere silent while a bell rang on the now almost deserted 

platform. 
"'You,re sure a lot of this isn6 t just your imagination?" Peter 

asked. 
'-You kno\v ies not." She expected him to protest or pursue it 

someho,v, but he didn't. "She doesn't like me, doe n't like what's 
going on b tween us." o more than he had liked Susan, she 
\vanted to add, or any of the other faceless \YOmen that had passed 
in and out of bi life. he resisted the impulse: Susan Eilis's name 
\Vas something she didn't want to call up-not in connection with 
Gail and that hostile, almost threatening side of her Maggie was 
seeing right DO\V. It '"as there though, a suspicion she couldn't help. 
She \vouldn't voice it, not to anyone; she'd make every effort to put 
it out of her mind. The idea of Gail having had anything to do with 
Susan·s death was absurd, ridiculous; clearly built on Maggie's prej­
udice against her. 

i'ou mi ed your train,• P ter aid calling her back. Maggie 
sbru ged and watched it pull out of the station. His voice became 
gentler, pleading : "You've got to try to under tand her, ~1aggie.• 

"I'm trying, believe me. \ bat is it, some kind of pattern with 
her? Doe h give up finally? Accept me?" 

"' he ,vin.· 
""\Vhenr 
.. 'A,benev r I t II her to.· His a e in aying it, hi confidence, 

thr w h r. he felt for a mom nt lik a pavm in one of his games, 
leamin the rul on]y a he mo ed around the board. uShe bangs 
on," Pet r aid, hi voice a little I s t ady . .. becau e there's no­
body I to ban onto, nobody but me. There' nothing between 
her and 1 icha I, hasn't been for years. He uses her and she's 
sucker nough to b n around. H 11, he's scre\ved everything from 
here to ... Zambia. Probably crewing it right now, the son of a 
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bitch.· He turned in'1frard, looking helpless, distraught. ·so I go 

along with her. I Jet her take over ometimes, probably too much. I 
just don't want to bwt her. Christ, I have, plenty of times ... but 
only \vhen I've really bad to." He took a deep breath and cleared 

his throat, looking a' ay from her, out the driver's window. The last 
car was leaving the \vaiting area. "Don•t pull out on me, hunh, 
~fag? Give me a little more tin1e.· 

There \Vas a long silence and then he felt 1aggie pressing 
against him kissing his shoulder. MI love you,' she said. She buried 

her face. 1bere-secret's out• 
H e turned and raised her face, scarchin it \\rith a tenderness she 

found herself getting lost in. And even if he didn' t say it, that look 
and the closeness of him \Vould have been enough. but he did say 

it, simply and easily, as though it were something be had been liv­
ing with a long time: "I love you.• 

Peter did the driving back to the house despite ~faggie's objec­
tions, which were, be told her, in alid an)'\vay. "Hell, you were 

ready to let me drive into ew York alone: 
! expected you to stay out here,· she said, her eyes riveted to 

the road. 
•And let all those little elves do the \vork, hunhr 
! thought they did it an)'\vay . ., 
8Not without someone to kick their little asses around.• 
At the house laggie backed the olvo out of th garage and 

waited behind the \vbeel \vhile P ter went inside. She felt awkward 
but not as a\vkward a he \vould have felt tryin to make a hurried 
peace with Gail. Peter had en.sed it and said, "She's probably still 
asleep. Let me leave her a note.• 

He was in the house a long time, even allowing for his change of 
clothes. His mood had changed, too. "Let's go," he said when he 
got into the car. He thre\v his papers behind him, and remained si­
lent until ~faggie nearly missed a turn and be had to call out, a lit­
tle too sharply, ·Leftr' 

•Sorry,• ~faggie said. She felt his hand on her thigh, his fingers 
moving lightly. '\ as Cail awaker she asked. 

There was a pause before Peter looked in her direction and said, 
·No. Still asleep: 
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who \Yas droppinCT " 'ham and ,-..here. laggic prevailed and left the 
car and Peter in hi garage, 01akmg him S\ ear he \vouJd c.ab out to 
Long Island City and b ck. 

1onightr Peter c lled as she started up the ramp. 
·Let' talk later." he \Vaved back at him. 
I t \Vas one o'clock before Peter got to his office and found a stack 

of phone memos on his desk among them a call from ~Iicbael in 
\ \ ashington. H r turn d the call several times before they \Vere 
finally able to con11ect. ~lichael saicl-matter-of-factly, hke an insur­
ance ad1uster-.. Ho,v' your arm?" He th n \vent immediately to the 
rea ou for his caR Joann Ellis. H r condition \Va stable, he said, 
and proc ded to read fron1 the n1ed1ca] report he'd gotten hold of, 
rattling off .. conrus1ons·' and "co ta] cartilag at Peter. "-I-Ier 
pro bl m . hn5l k-no\vs, ar n't phy ica) at thi point, .. he said. he 
\ ould be moved from t. incent's ~01netime that af temoon prob­
ably . 

.. ~iov d \vhcre?" P t >r k d . 

• rdin rily a stat facility," 1icha l started to ay, and Peter 
jump cl in. 

""\Vhy tat ? J'n1 not pr c;c;1n charg s. I told ail to-· 
.. L Jt m Sni h, \vill you?'' He " 'ait d for P t r to calm do\vn. 

"'Orclinaril}', I s id. I'v talk d to the D , among others-Arthur 
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Ellis, too. \Vbat we·re doing, quietly, is moving her to a private fa­
cility upstate, near Hudson. ot quite the country club Pinehunt 
• • lS. 

~llis agrees?"' 
~llis is a sensible man. All this is in Heu of a b aring or any 

criminal charge . Certain details still have to be \VOrked out; there 
are assurances w 'lJ ,. ant."' 

He 'vent through it all ,vithout pause, making it plain that this 
was something di agreeable to him, to be done and put out of mind 
as quickJy as possible. There was a slight complication, he said: 
Paul, the Eilis's chauffeur, might someho'v be involved. This ac­
cording to Lieutenant Creegan, \vho was working on the possibility 
-unofficially, as a favor to ~1ichael. The same ~ last time. 

111 be in e\v York this week, tomorrO\V if I can get away,• 
Michael said. '-Christ . . . a bloody mess all over again.· 

·1 know,· Peter said, "'fm sorry. I hate like hell putting you 
through this again, both of you.· 

"'I hate it, too," ficbael said wearily, ·a Jot• There was an unac­
customed silence at his end. lbaf s all I've got for you.· 

-~iike, listen, I really appreciate this.• 
·What for? I'm thinking a lot about my own ass. rn keep in 

touch.· He almost had the receiver do\\ro \vhen be heard Peter call 
hU name. "Yeahr 

.,Have you spoken to Gail?'9 
!his morning; trying to trace you~• 
" ot sincer 
" o. Whyr 
·we had this-dumb argument before I left.• 
"So what's that got to do ,vi th mer 
1 just thought she might've mentioned it.• 
"'She didn't,· ~iichael said. is that it?"' 
!hat's it.• 
Peter kept the phone to his ear a long time after Michael had 

hung up, thinking. Then brought his hand down on the cradle and 
got a dial tone. He listened and began dialing the East Hampton 
number, stopping just before the last digit. He forced himself to 
tum it-three-and waited. The phone rang and rang, at least ten 
times \Vithout being answered. Relieved, Peter hung up. 



14z 

At six an unscheduled design conference \vas still going on, 
which meant Peter wouldn't be leaving the office for bows. During 
a brea k he called Jaggie at her apartment and asked, "Everything 
okay there?" 

She hadn't been evicted yet, if that \Vas \vbat he meant· there 
had been no threats phoned, mailed, or personally de1ivered by her 
super or b r landlord. " ome excitem nt'' \Vas the only comment on 
the '4sh ootout" (her \vord ) she had h eard from the only neighbor 
she had run into since Friday night. 

"In other \VOrds I'n1 coping just fine," Maggie said. '\i\Torking on 
the A-ROO 11 package, you'll be happy to know. Just in case it's 
still due on Thur 'day." 

"Damn right it's still due,u Peter said. His official voice softened: 
"Think you can cope yoUI \vay through the night?" 

vVbyr 
"I'm up to my ass out here, as predicted. I hate doing this to you, 

babe."' 
"Stop apologizing. I can use a little breather.• 
'1 d on't blame you," Peter said, sounding guilty. 
"Pete, rm kidding." 
"You shouldn't be." He heard h er exasperated sigh . ·okay, 111 

talk to you later. Be there:, 
Maggie's heels cHcked to ether. She said, · Check.• 
Peter tried Gail again, and again there \Vas no ans,ver. She was 

there or, it wouldn't surprise him, back at her apartment. He wasn't 
concerned; when she was throu gh brooding she " 'ould call, as she 
had done so many times in the past. 

Fleetingly, on the way back to the conference room, the thought 
of f aggie being alone did concern him. The concern had nothing 
to do with Gail- her inaccessibility, her mood that morning. It was 
ju t the expre sion of a protective sense Peter hadn't felt in himself 
in a long time. Gail \vas incid ental to it. The concern di appeared; 
it \Va the warmth of the feeling he carried back into the confer­
ence room. 

Ro es came for ~·laggje the next morning. Frank Powell brought 
them into her office, h olding the box behind his back and making 
an elabora tely bashful pre ntation. There was no card, not until 
~Jaggie demanded it from Frank who then said, "I'm my own 
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card,. Finally, he gave it to her and Jlaggie said, ~ou're uncon­

scionable.· 
It's entirely possible they were from me,· Frank protested, 

·even though I don't have a guilty conscience about anything: 
Maggie concentrated on the note from Peter~ 

\ \'hy do I mi s you o much? 
Tell you later. 

p \Vith L 

She read it over ev ral time ,,·hiJe Frank \vatched her face. 

Looking up u<lclenly. he happened lo catch him off guard~ hi5 
eyes soft and lo ing. Ile covered immediately and pointed to the 
ho of ro e . 

"Remember ho\v close you came to a \.\1hole roomful of tho e.· 
!hanks for remindin me,· ~1aggie said. he picked up a vase 

of faded cam a tions and tarted out of the office. 
Frank called, .. .\Jaggie?'' She stopped and he came beside her. '1 

never did claim to have much taste, did Ir 
.-.God, no: 
'- !faybe you ought to make that one of your projects.• 

He a ked her out to dinner that ening and the invitation \vas 

delivered urpri ingly traigbt, without any Po\vellisms. He even 

sounded a bit nervous. 
"Frank: It \Vas a gentle reproa b, sympathetic, affectionate . 

.. You kno\v ho\v invol ed I am." 

ul don't kno"v '"hat that means. That he pinned you or some­

thing? I don•t have to go along \vith it. Or give up if I \Yant to be 

tbickskinned about it.• 
" o,· ia gie agreed quietly. 
~You realize thaf s the most encouraging thing you've said to me 

since what's-his-name came on the scene?" 
"'Peter's his name and it \vasn't meant to be encouraging.· 

Frank hruggeci "That's my problem, then. Don't you start get­

ting weepy about it.• 
Maggie gave him a look that aid, Hopeless, incorrigible. She also 

touched his hand before tarting out of the office again with the 

vase. 
•Mag?"' Frank called. MJ ust for the record- I'm not talking about 
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a commitment Just a quiet ... achingly platonic dinner some­
where. ometime." 

Maggie halted in the doonvay, mulled it over, and said, "Why 
not? Sometime: 

While be ,,.as out of the offic Frank Hipped through the dra\v­
ing on the table and the fre b k tch tack d to her board. The A­
ROO~f I series he found v ry effective indeed, and urprisin ly 
virile. ot at aJI ~fa gie, ne dle to ay, but stron and beautifully 
dra\vn- which m ant la gie after all . ome of the muscle-bound 
cars \Vere pictur d ' itb driver , ·qua.re-ja\\• d typ . The most lov­
ingly detailed one of them \vas unrni takably P t r Dr xler. Frank 
started to pbra e the lio be \vouJd use on fa ie ' hen he re­
turned-something about keep in her fan ta y life and her work 
separate-\ hen h r phone ran 1, Frank picked it up for her and 
heard-surpri e-P ter Drexler"s voice. 

i'ou're saving me a call/' Pet r aid and kept Frank on the 
phone to talk about his ad copy. The copy need cl, he felt, more 
balls. Don't \Ve all. Frank \vanted to }'. but h li tened quietly, 
looking do,vn at taggie" dra\ving . \Vhat you need · our balls 
lady, he also kept himseU from ayin . .. 

~1aggie ca.me back \vhile Frank \vas till listenin , and had ar­
ranged the roses in the vase b fore he realized P ter \V8S on the 
other end . 

.,Here' Maggie no\v, • Frank aid. .. ee you Thursday.· He 
pa sed her the phone, mouthin , .. Thank him for the roses.· He 
\vinked conspiratorially and urprised her by leaving the room, 
unasked. 

She did thank Peter and ri ht a\\1ay heard disappointment in lili 
voice. The ca.rd \vas v.Tong: !ell you later" should read !ell you 
tomorro\v ... 

"Another breather?" ~Jaggie aid. 
·1·m really pissed about this one. I just heard from f ike. He's 

coming into to\vn to straighten out all that Ellis business. It's im­
portant, babe.· 

"Of course it's important.• 
Peter continued, sounding harried. ·rve got the doctor at six, 

I've got-J esu , I don't know what el e.· 
"Rela_~, will your 1faggie said. "'Ifs no big deal: 
~or me it is.· He paused and his voice lightened ... For you, too, 
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if you're hon t about it. \Vhat the bell are you gonna do? Climb 

th ' aJI anoth r ni ht~" 

·it mi ht urpri you to 1 arn I\· ot a private life independent 

of ou: ~ta ~i id. 
i'ou m an irlf n nd t p j m partie r 
.. ,, h n th d vii' in me .... • 

lh y'r nothin~ lik our puj m pa rti , ar th y?" 
.. ,,, 'll t lk ab ui t tha t ton1orro,v, too: 

.. Your pl c . J"IJ bring th• .. tc· i..., ~I ?" llis voic changed 

a in, be n1 tug ·nt. .. h ri t I mi\ vou." 
# 

.. Fight it,· ~ t \!l!i • id , -hk rn : 

o th di nn }r he nd F r nk h d l n tall...in~ a ut for .. ome-

tim .. ,,. th t 'Vt nin '· t \ I r 'do' in th \' i lla~c . h \Varn d him 

it w nc thin~ n1or th n d inner on th r boun~ to " 'hich Frank 

repli d , ·y u 1t on cnutiou l d). } ou kno'v th tr 

It ,,.a pl tonic. pron1i d, nd mfortc; bl ; lov ly, all of it-

the food, th umrn r ' in th ViJI e, and Frank. He 

u tt t d £f outdoor k and h urprised both of 

th m by u(?g tin 1 ff outd r on h r t rrac . 

They took th I t dir t r ut to T nth tr t, amblin . In front 

of b r buildin~ h\ o old I di (on of th m Ro th 38 Fro ) low-

er d th ir voi '"h n h pa cl and r d b r di approvingly. 

Frank a ked, ·tt ,. you l n g tlln~ Jot of that. " 

.. o. non : h uni ·k d th inn r cl r, v.'hich had finally been 

r p ir d. At th d r t h r pnrtrn nt sh f roz . I laving just 

pa ~ d th p km rk in th t 1n,· II, Frank' r action was to tense 

and a k an~iou ly, .. ,\.hat' \vrorH.~?"° 

H rd r, \\'hi h h h d doubl ,_) ked \.\' n't locked at all now. 

~f wic v.·a cominct from th pc: rtm ut. h~ op ned the door and at 

the am mom nt sh t pp d cautiously into her vestibule, Peter 

ent r d the lhrin room from th b droom. 

'"] figured thi i ch ap r than another bunch of-· Hi.s word.a 

died \vh n Frank npp ared b hind ~1a ie. Peter grimaced u 

though omethin lar e and fragile " 'ere about to hit the Boor, and 

said, .. Oh, mv God .• 
# 

Tuer v.·as a h a vy ilence~ all three of them still Frank spoke 

fir t : \ e have h re " 'hat i called a ituation. I believe.· 

Peter began to move on tiptoe into the estibule. He said, ·~t y 
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mistake,· squeezing past them. ·sorry. Honcst,n he said and wallced 
out of the apartment. 

Maggie called after him and heard him say, -rhe neighbors ... • 
warningly as he disappeared dO\\'TI the stai.nvell. She ' as waiting to 
hear him lau h and bound up the tairs again; instead she heard 
the dO\\'llStairs door clo ing. 

'1 don•t believ this," he aid aloud to her If, and the amuse­
ment he had berun to feel e\'aporated. Frank av1 something like 
anguish come into her face. 

lie dr \ her do er, ki ed her, and aid, lou O\ve me a cup of 
coffe sometime.', 

It took Ia gic a fe\\! econds to r act. "\\"here're you goingr 
He \vas fol1o\vin Peter dO\\'D the stair . "I made it over the wall 

at least. That's all t11 t')) fit under my pillo\v tonight. .. His hand 
\Vaving was the last thing he a,v, 

~1aggic topped her elf from calling after him. She closed her 
door, Jocked it, and \vent out onto the t ~rrace . omeone \ ho might 
have been Frank mo ed out of the pool of lampli ht in front of her 
building and vanished ben ath one of the thick plane trees on 
Tenth. She leaned farth r over the \ Vall The line of bay \vindo\vs in 
the brownstone next door jutted out and concealed the sidewallc 
closer to Fifth Avenue. 

It ' as farce she told herself, but \\'hether it was funny or in­
furiating at that moment he couldn't be sure. She came back inside 
and stood in the middle of the li\ing room \vith her bands on her 
hip , finally on the er e of a laug~ when there \vas a quiet knock 
on the door. She found Peter behind it, looking heepish. 

~Frank sent me back," he said, \vith his hand over his heart. 
"In isted. I didn' t Bght it.• 

1'1aggie let him in elated and a little guilty too, in view of the 
e\'enicg she had b --en enjoying \\'ith Frank. He had been warned 
though she reminded her elf. 

1 thought I was on my O\VD tonight,• she said. 
Michael hadn't been able to get a\vay from Washington after all, 

\vhich left Peter free after his doctor' appointment. She interrupted 
to look at his ann. It had been retaped and be \Vas wearing a looser 
sling ''·hich he barely needed. H e demonstrated, extending his arm 
almost straight oul 
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·1 called to tell you,,, Peter aid. wy ou were working on your pri­

vate life at the time.· 
.. And you d id d to 'vsit. \Vhat if-r 

ot wait,"' he corr t d. .. Pick up my thin • 

He mo d a\vay from b r into the bed.room. fa ¢_e followed 

ri ht b hind him, r Hev d to th leather at h l till empty on 

th floor v.•her b had I ft it, nd his toothbrush and razor still on 
the bathroom I d . Gail· 'vord unda)' about ma.king her apart-

.m nt and h r U .. I &\ail bl n came back to b r. Tb y still ran-

kled, thou h sh \\' hardl • reactin to Cail ' hen he sajd to 

P t r, -rh y'r not in 01y \\•ay, if that's h t' botherin you.· 

.. If not both •rin~ m . It n1i ht bother Frank ho' ver: 
~I a gi looJ.. ~d indignant. .. \\bat do you think I'm running up 

h r , afl}'\\'Q}' r 

Peter f 11 onto the d. • hav n for th ' eary traveler, I hope. 

ptown· a Ion ' "BY a' ay: 
H tay d and th fact that h \\ia in t ntl and anxiou )y avail­

able " n't at all ' oundin to h r pride. All ri ht, she told herself, 

he didn•t have prival lif ind p nd nt of him anymore not one 

be would in i t on maintainin . Frank Powell understood1 other 

f ri ads \VOuld und r tand. R a n and r ponsibility were tempo­

rariJ uspcnd d : th y " 'ould com back ntually. Right now she 

v.· hope) and h lov cl ho' in P t r ju t how hop I 

The had Frank' cofi . but a penanc they didn't drink it on 

th terra . Th o th y m'" d lov , v.·ith no cone ions at all-not to 

P ter·s arm, not to ~fa~ · ' thr -quart r b d. 
At on -fift n, v.·h n Pet r " ' alread a le p, the phone rang, 

joltin ~la gi out of th dozin tage. One hand \vent out for i~ 

the other for th lamp. 
i' r she \\rhisper d anxiously, thinking long distance and 

family . 
.. Let m speak to my brother, pie e.• 

Briefly there was relief and th n a different kind of anxiety. The 
voice was ice, with an as urance in the command that made Mag­

gie feel Gail was lookiog directly at them. She hesitated, just to get 

her bearings, and Cail said, '"I know be·s there.• 

i' es, be u,· faggie sajcl Peter w&.J awake beside her-wide 

awake when She faced him. He didn't have to be told it Wa.5 Gail. 

"Just a minute.· ~.faggie held the receiver aga.irut herself a few sec-
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own impulse humiliating and it came through in her voice. "Do 
you want to be alone?" he asked Peter. 

He shrugged, too casually to be unconcerned, an d took the 
phone. ~laggie got out of bed and put on her short silk wrapper, 
listening. 

'"Gailr' 
... Since you won't call me, rm Callin you .... 
"] did try you, a fe,\~ time . \Vhere are you no,vr 
"Right '"here you left me. y' The reproach cam through clearly. 
~Jaggie caught Peter' y and her look said, \\ ill you be all 

right? He nodd cl and he \vent out of the room. 
Peter turned his back to the op n door and lo\vered his voice. 

i' ou're not still mad, are you ?0 

'"~fad? v\lho " 'as mad?'7 Cail a ked. 
"You \vere." 
• h-uh, you misread me. I ' a a littl d i appointed. I was look­

ing f on ard to our pen din om time together." 
"Well . . . \ve've ot all ummer."' 
"The three of us:' Gail \vait d and P t r let it pa s hoping his si­

lence would force b r to the point. In th kitchen a ugbt went on 
and the refri erator door ' as opened. CaiJ continued and the strain 
under the chatty tone \Vas be inning to tell. "How did the apart­
ment look to you? I thought Loui e and I did a pretty good job.· 
i' ou did. I appreciate it.., 
Cail corrected him right a\vay. ·1'ou don't appreciate me, dar­

ling. You appreciate Low e or ?\taggie, but not me. Know what I 
meanr' 
i' eah n Peter said. He ]o,vered his feet to the Boor and sat on the 

edge of the bed , tensely. 
"\Vhat are you doin back therer' GaiJ asked abruptly. Her voice 

had cban ed darkened. 
it just happened," Peter said. 
"How could you bring your elf back to that placer 
\\ e don't have to go into that no,v, do we, Gailr, 
\\'hy? Am I disturbing . 1aggier 
it's late," he said, trying to ease out of it, ·we were asleep.· 
.. Lucky .. ou. I haven't been able to sleep." 
"Why don't we talk tomorro\vr 
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\: 'r talkin no\v.· Tb r ,,, a b at in \\'bich she caught her-

self and dd d pl antl ·, r a onabl>'• ... ~eo't \ve?" 
P ter clo d his e · and pre d a point in the middle of his 

for h ad. H h d n" · k n d \\1th th pain or it had just come, be 
couldn't r m mber ... Drh e in toniorrO\\';· h id, · or I'll come out 
th r , " 'b t \ r' a i r. ~ }' · h didn't ans' er .... Cail?"' 

And th n he d1d L " ' r, t n ly. th motion barely held in 
ch 1 ~ '"\\'hy a.r rou doin it, P t ? \Vhy ar ou putting me 
throu h tha r 

.. Cail? .. It " ' s thouch h h d11't h rd. or und r tood. 
-:rh an1 odu rnn thin~ 11 O\ ' 11 r l gain-\\ h} ar ·ou doin itr 
H look )d t th H~ht omiu , from th kit hen and beard a 

dr ''' r lid in shut. .. J t· u , il, dora ' t .• 
'Jhat rirl i noth iu~. sh ~ do n't m an a thin to youl· 
·rm not oang to tl1lk b ut th i no,v.· 
·rou knotL• '' h t'll h"' pp nl \\by ar ou inviting it? Putting us 

through it 11 over a in . " 
·callr It bur t out of hin1. CO\" ring h r la t \vord . Alarmed, 

fa~ i appear d in th open doonv y. \\'&tchin P ter until be 
hook h · h d and ''' v d h r B\V v, b k into the kitchen. Gail's . 

br thin at th oth r nd '''a rapid, hak .. . P ter waited. There 
were n1or oun from th kit b n, coo troll d enough to tell him 
that ~fa i ' a list nin . 

·rm orry,· ail 'aid fin lly, ·1 didn.t call for this.· he wa.s 
holding th phon f rth r &\\'BY from b r mouth. !bat's not 
true. . . . Of ur · I did: 

·c t om I p. " 'ill you?· P t r id ently . 
.. I \vant to. od, I'm o tir d ... In th il nc he could hear the 

surf, and th n the ''' arin in C il' voic '"h n be spoke again: 
·p t ? I'd hat h r to take advantage of this. Ju t tell her ... fam-
ily bu in , oka 'r 

H couldn't find th nergy to argue. ·okay: he said. 
·cood oi ht, d rlin " 
·cood ni ht, Gau.· 
A oon a h bun up. ~fa gie came back into the bedroom, 

holding a half-empty la of milk. She looked aatious and Peter 
tried to smile, which rudn't eem to "-'Ork ... Sorry about that,• be 
said with a nod at the phone. He got up and kissed Maggie as be 
walked past her. 
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-where are you going?" sh e asked. 
"Some air."' He stopped ha.lhvay to the terrace door and remem­

bered he was naked. "I forget-have you got nosy neighbors?" 
"It's the Village," she aicL 
'1light," he aid, as if that made a big di.£Ference. "Co to bed. 111 

be in soon.· 
1aggie watched him go out \vanting and not \vanting to hear 

what it was Cail had subjected him to. he \vou1dn't press. 
Peter ,,,ent to the edge of the dark terrace and \vatched the few 

lighted windows, mo t of them distant. One 'vindow kept itself lit 
stubbornly, outJ~ting Peter. He came back inside and found ~1ag­
gie asleep in bed, still \vearing the silk \Vrapper. He turned off the 
light and held her, ' hispering against her shoulder, .. Do yourself a 
favor .... Get me out of your life.· He aid it a ain when she 
stirred, but the ' ords ' vere just garbl d sounds against hel' that 
would have been lo t, even if she was a wake. 

The State it turned out, had no interest in prosecuting Joanne 
Ellis. It would al o waive any demand for a sanity hearing and any 
short- or long-term confinement of 1r . Ellis in a state institution. 
Provided, of course, Arthur Ellis igned the papers committing his. 
wife to the mutually acceptable Hudson iew Hospital. 

Arthur Ellis agreed, in 'vriting, to sign the papers as oon as they 
became a ailabJe. 

A former \ \ c tch ter County policeman now· \vorking as a pri­
vate detective, John Trevino, had been hired by trs. Ellis to follo'v 
Peter Drexler and to conduct arches of his office, apartment, car. 
On one occasion he had been given explicit orders by ~f rs. Ellis to 
vandalize the apartment, by \\1ay of a threat. Trevino had, inciden­
tally, provided ~lrs. Ellis \vith the \veapon she had u ed in the at­
tack, Peter's O\VD .32 automatic. Paul Liddell, the Ellis,s chauffeur, 
had arranged the hiring of the detecti e and had passed cash pay­
ments on to him- as he had done a year previously. The State 
would waive prosecution of Trevino and Liddell if ~Ir. McCabe so 
wished 

"~ir. Drexler is what they meant,• ~Iichael said. 1 corrected 
them.· 

Peter nodded. 
Michael was reporting it all to Peter at 1'Iichael' s Lexington Ave-
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ing Arthur Ellis and hi attorney in Poughkeep ie. He rattled off 
each of the nun1ber d detail tonel ly, as though they were 
clau in a tatut , r ding from a lin d yello pad filled with his 
ill ible hand, .. ·ritin ( no typ ript or dupli te , no cretaries in­
volv d, inc ~ti b >} ~l e b bun If \V not involv d ). 

At th nd b ' look d .. cro ht d k t Pet r and ..lid, .. In other 

' ore.ls, v ' rythi ng ''' '' ut d ~ t" 
ti ficd'-tb t \\' what h r .illv m nt and '''hat P t r heard. , 

He aid, .. ka} ,0 ud '''Jtc.h ,d ~f iLha ·I J b r alJ bis d urn nts 
and pil th m n • tly ... it's almo t u . an l bu) you a drink( 

.. \\ h}', \\·hat r \\'C •I hr tu1 ,~" 

·Noc I br tton," P •t r aid r entfully. 
.. o tun , ith r," ~he: h I 1d \\•ithout am ndin an rthing. 

·1\· 1ot to get b· ck to tl ~ D. and re n. Cre gan· going to 
,.., n t om in on \ v · n tu Iv ... . . 

.. Ju t I t 01 knO\\' \vh • n.'~ JI t rt d to t up, reli v d that 
ii h I ht!d r fu d th drink ... I O \\' you ~om thin for all thi .• 
~I ich I I an d b ck in his thair d £lash d the po ter smile. 

·oon't " 'OrT)'. You'll p . .-
.. Don't I ahvay , "' P t r aid, r turning the smile with as much 

warmth. 

CaiJ drove in from E t Hampton that ~ m day. b took th last 
e:cit before th ~tidto\\rn Tunn I and fou t the Lon I land City 
traffic to the Pl ycraft buildin . h r ached Pet r' office ju t be­
for Svc onl to Bnd h had olr ad • 1 ft. I arie couldn't tell her 
" 'h r but giv n th hour it b d to hav omethin to do with busi­
ne . H r uncharacteri tic va n embarras ed her, e pecially 
with 1r . ~t C be. he phon d the Bron.<t \Var bou e, \vbere he 
was du ometime that " ' ek, but no, ~ir. Dre.tler wasn't there or 
erpected. 

Cail u ed Peter' pbon to call hi apartment and then her own 
and found him at neith r. After some hesitation she dialed Maggie 
Newman's number. There \Vas no a.DS\ver . 

.. Sorry; ~larie aid to her as she was Jeaving. Jhis never hap­
pens: To herself he couldn't help adding, '"But neither does ~fr. 
Drexler get hot at that often: 

Marie knew of the incident and so did all the other secretaries, 
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each of them embroidering with misinformation \vhat \Vas already 
becoming a Jegcndary ad enture. Peter Drexler had never seemed a 
more mysterious or romantic £gure. 

Gail left the building. Traffic into fanhattan was impossible and 
it was after six \vben she finally reached her apartment. Louise was 
there, just in from ome marketing, and urprised to see her. lrs. 
McCabe told her to please go on \Vith \vhate er plans he had 

1 made. 
Up until eight o'c:loc:k he trie<l to reach Peter several times. At 

one point ( \Veil into her second martini ) he \va convinced be 'vas 
there and not ansv~1crin his or ( nvice ) ~Jaggie's phone, because of 
Gairs blundering call the night before. 

Louise had gone· be \Vas alone in the apartment, in the living 
room. The stereo \Vas p laying quietly. be faced the vie\v, with her 
legs dra\vn up under her· the \vindO\\'S in the buildings facing west 
were a Bery orange \vhicb dimm d gradually and \vent out. It was 
Tuesday and she tried to remember ' hat, if anything, Peter had 
told her about Tuesday June nineteenth-doctor, theater, dinner? 

Maggie ewman of coux e-,vhatever the plaru. 
One more try, she thought, and she \VOuld write him off for the 

evening. It \Vas her faul l after all · she hould have given him warn­
ing and not acted o impulsively. o much for surprises. 

She dialed his apartment again and the phone, ha1Je1uja.h, was 
picked up only it ' as the \\"rong phone; he had dialed the \vrong 
number. She broke the connection and \ Vas about to 5'-vitch on the 
lamp when he b ard a key in the lock and the door opening, and 
then ~iichaers voice caJJing, ULoui e~' H e turned on the hall light. 

"She's out for the night " Gail called back. "Can I helpr She 
raised her glas in his direction. 

Michael came into the roomJ carrying a thin attacbe case and 
tumjng on lamps as he moved to\vard her. \,Vhat are you doing 
herer 

"Helping the sun go do,vn. Shouldn' t you be somewhere eJser 
"Shouldn't your' H e stopped on the oppo ite side of the large 

glass-and-ebony coffee table. either of them made a move to come 
any closer. 

"I had a change of plans."' 
"So did I," ~1icbael said . Still standing, he told her about the 
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meetings and the phone call and ' hat be hoped was finally the 
resolution of, in his usual \vords, th " 'bole oddamn mess. 

I 've been trying to get Peter for hours,· Gail aid, and it wu 
only th d gr e of h r di appointn1 nt that u e ted a few previ­
ous martini . •it nev r occurred to me to call you.• 

lichael smil d. !baf om thin in a nut hell, isn't it?"' 

Gail mil d b ck at him and rattl d the ice in her glass. \Vby 
don't y u h lp ~ our U to on of the e?., 

.. an 't .. I It! mov d a" ' y from h r ... This is just in and out for 
me . " 

.. Ar 1ou J .. avu1g toni ht?" he \\·atch d hi reB ction in the win-

do'v and a''' him J ' th room. 
-r omorro~ mo nun . • 
lb n '' hat' th ru b?" 

he coulcln 't h ar hi r pl ' if b mad one. he pulled herself up 
and tood for a 1non1 nt \\'1thout movin , try in not to \V ave. Did 
he \\' nt to f ollO\\' hin1 and could h ? b 611 d b r Jun se eral 

tin) to te I h r lf and '" lk d \vith rurpri in ' t adine aero s 
the room. The loud athering 001 where in back of her eyes 
\Va n't all that thick v t. . 

Mich 1 ' a~ in th tudy ,,; th his ca e op n on the de k. Gail 
"''atcbcd him from th d orway. b had for otten to bring along 
her drink, o sh cro d b r hand behind her back and leaned 
a ain t the doorjamb ' hiJe ~tich I unpacked papers . 

.. I thought ou ·d till be out on th i land,• he aid. • ~ far u 
P ter kn \\', you '" re. \\ b t are your plans, an}~ ayr 

!onight?"• 
.. \\ henev r.· 
.Fluid.· 
·Aie you comin b ck to \\' hingtonr 
\.Vby? Am I needed?• 
.. ot immediately.· 
·1n that ca e maybe flJ play on the beach awhile I don't know. 

That'U give you some time to do a little playing, too.· 
Michael didn't react. He went to the bookcase beside his desk, 

opened the lower cabinet where there \VU a safe built into the 
wal~ and worked the combination. 

Gail watched him. He \vas almost concealed behind the desk. 
llave you had dinnerr she asked. 
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., 'o.· He \va transferring paper from case to safe. 
·Louise has laid omething ~rm sure.· She moved to where she 

could ee him, on his knees and Hipping through papers. 
Michael said, 1 · e made other plans.· 
·1 ee,· GaiJ aid. he \vi bed she had brought her drink in, 

though th re \Vere the makings of another martini on the cart in the 
stud . he found a papenveight and pla ed \vith it insteaci '"\Vhere 
are ou pending the night. > she asked him . 

.. In to\\'Tl ... 
"But not here." .. . o. 
The ofa in the stud}' opened into a bed ' hicb be u ed 'vbeoever 

he stayed in the apartment. His dressing room and bath were 
through the door beside the bookcase. 

411May I kno\v \vhere, just in case?" Gail asked 
"'I'm not expecting any emergencies: 
"You never kno,v-one of us might drop dead: 
'"\ ell, if ifs me, I'll make sure I do it discreetly.• He locked the 

safe and stood up, checking his watch. "I'm late." He pulled off his 
tie and went into hi dressing room. 

Gail raised her voice. "Might I have entertained her recently, 
your latest?" She tried to ound amu ed, di interested 

Michael reapp ared in the doorway taking off his shirt and dis­
playing a tee hilt underneath ... Do you really want to play Twenty 
Questions?" 

... ' o. It' a v ry borin~ ubj ct."' 

.. Ahvays ha b n,.. 1ichael agreed . ··Excuse me."' He closed the 
door to hi dre ing room. 

Cail found her drink, add d a pl ~ h of vodka and lots of ice, and 
carried it into th bedroom. he heard distant movement and, later, 
the closin of the front door. The apartment remained silent until a 
phone rang in another room, the study probably, and then rang 
again a few minute later. 

Gail didn't mo e right a\vay. be lay on her side, facing away 
from the lamp, her y closed. \Vh n he opened them she did it 
lowly, I ttin the li ht in by drops. The throbbing moved from her 

che t to h r h ad, and h r tomacb, now that she was awake, felt 
like omething very d H t Jy b Jane d . he lid to the edge of the 
b d and eased her lf into a itting po ition. It was after midnjght. 
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That jolted her-but no more than the room did that she found her­
seH in. The guest room, Peter's room. She had no memory at all of 
coming in there. She remembered leaving Michael in the study 
\vhile be \vas taking his shirt off, and cooling into her O\Vtl bed­
room. The phone too-she remembered it ringing hvice \vithio min­
utes; in her bedroom, possibly, and then in the study, which could 
have meant Peter \vas finally trying to reach her. 

The Ia t martini she had made ( three? four?) \Vas in a small pool 
on the night table, the glass full and \varm. The thought of it 
repelled her. She blotted the table \Yith a tissue and emptied the 
glass into the bathroom sink. Her mouth \vas dry, with a metallic 
taste. It would make her feel more sodden, she kne'v and probably 
drunker, but he filled the glass \vith \vater and drained it. 

In her own bedroom she sat beside the phone with her hands 
pressed together behveen her knee trying to \vill her mind clear 
and her voice and bands steady. It bad been Peter calling, she was 
certain. He had probably called East Hampton, too. By this time 'he 
would be worrying. She certainly \vould be, under the same cir­
cumstances-frantic. She reached for the phone and dialed his num­
ber, aiming her finger at the buttons very precise)y. On the third 
ring he picked up the receiver and a fe"v seconds later spoke into 
the phone groggily. Even \vhen h e realized it \Vas Gail calling, 
nothing in his voice quickened. 
~ou called me, didn't you?0 she asked. 
MA few hours ago. This afternoon, too:~ 
'1 \vas on my \vay in, I guess."' 
"Someday we just might connect.., H e sounded a little less an-

noyed . 
..-Is it too late nowr 
"For whatr' 
10 connect, to see you." Asking him was the mistake. She could 

hear it in the silence, in the sound of his breathing, almo t see the 
signals being passed behveen them-Peter and Maggie: What do I 
tell her? Tell her no. She tried to block out the images. J. wouldn't 
ask if I wasn't feeling so do,Yn, Pete, so lonely .'~ ' ait· nothing from 
Peter. "I've had too much to drink," she confessed. "I'm sure you 
can hear it.• 

-Yeah,"' Peter said dully. 
•MjchaeJ was here. We had this awful blowup, just awful. I don•t 
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know " ·h at to do anymore, Pete. I can't bring it off, not anymore.· 
1 he still there r 

o, gone: Her voice softened, became caressing: ""Come over? 
Pleaser 

UGail, look,, - he pau~ed, stn1gglin~ to find the gentler \vords­
"'notbin 's going to make much en e right no,v.· 

"\\"by not? I need you. If you needed me I'd be there. I have 
been there.7

' 

She could see ~laggie lyi.na b e ide him, her head on his shoulder, 
hearing e\'erything they ' vere ~aying. Shaking her bead again- o, 
don't ao. 

" he·s 'vith you, isn't she?" Gail demanded. "'She's in bed with 
you. .. 

Peter aid, .. o Cail· calmJy patiently. 
"Don't lie to mef That bitch is in bed with youl" It was out be­

fore he coul<l stop it, a shrill. ugl shout. She would have under­
stood him lamming the phone do,vn on it. But he didn't; be waited 
and he k:ne'v the precise moment the silence bad become insup­
portable to her. He said, "'Give me some time.· 
i' ou ·u come?"' 
And from the \vay that he aid it it might have been a game, and 

a ery nasty one, a11 along. '"Of cour e I'll come ... 

At the a~ency the ne \-t day Frank PO\\' 11 a ked fa gie to check 
his r evis d Play raft copy "for balls." She read it fast, said they 
\Vere ther all right. and \ven t back to her dra\vin g, a space crea­
ture she h d pent half the day tryin to get right. It still wasn't 
right, too arthbound. and time \ Va getting hart, she to]d Frank; 
so if he \\.'Ouldn' t mind fooling around \Vitb the receptionist in­
stead . ... 

"You're r all in a rotten mood toda : Frnnk said, resi ting the 
impulse to add, \Vhat' the matter couldn't Drexler deliver the 
good la t night? H left her offic ' ithout a real exit line. 

H r mood ' a n't o much rotten a appr h n ive. he bad been 
' ith P ter \vhcn th call am from Cail. ( Had be told Gail that? 

he uspect cl not. ) fag ·e had ven urged him to see her, given 
th tate he said hi i t r wa in. H e did e her, leaving ~iaggie to 
sp nd th night a Ion in hie; apartm nt. fore than that, leaving her 
with tim to a k hers "lf too many qu stions, among them the ques-
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ti on she had asked Peter once before: Does Gail give up finally and 
accept her? Or do the calls and the pleas and the nightly emergen­
cies go on indefinitely? And bad-two-thirty in the morning and she 
was till wide awake-had Susan Ellis gone through the same thing 
\vith Gail? There it was again, unbidden, that same a\vful suspicion 
that 'vouldn•t go a\vay. Gail and Susan. Ridiculous, no matter how 
many times it came back to her. 

At four that afternoon Maggie \Vas seeing Cail, at Gairs request. 
The meeting was Uigent and it \Vas confidential; absolutely confi­
dential, Cail had emphasized on the phone. It was also at least half 
of what had been distracting !f aggie all day and souring her moo~ 

The attempts at the space creature, something she must have 
done dozens of times in the past, \Vere getting cruder and less in­
spired. She to sed the last one aside at three-fifty ( \vhich meant a 
\vasted af temoon and a long night ahead of her ) and \valked to the 
Mandarin on Second Avenue. She remembered it unfavorably, from 
a mediocre but expensive lunch she,d had there with Frank a few 
months ago. It was the same, dim and large, but almost empty now, 
except for nvo 'veil-dressed Chinese men at the bar and, in a rear 
booth, Gail, 'vho waved at her, unsmiling, as though summoning a 
waiter. 

~1aggie said, liello, Gai.l,n and slid in beside her. 
Gail smiled a mechanical campaign smile and gave ~1aggie·s 

hand a perfunctory touch by way of greeting. Her eyes stayed on 
the waiter who had come to the table. She ordered a spritzer for 
Maggie, overruling the club soda she said she wanted, and another 
one, a refill, for herself. The waiter left and sh e looked directly at 
~1aggie for the first time. !hanks for coming,» she said. 

i'ou said it was irnportant. 0 

Gail said, "Very; and then looked meditative. Her finger traced 
the rim of the glass, moving in slow circles. "You don't mind this, 
do your She glanced at the art deco lamps and the stylized Chi­
nese Bgures posted on the walls. "It seemed convenient. Besides, 
who goes to Chinese restaurants at four in the aftemoonr 

!t's fine, .. Maggie shrugged, \vanting her to get on with it. 
There was another long, awkward silence which neither of them 

made any attempt to fill with small talk. Finally the waiter came 
baclc with their dri.nb, set them down, and went away. Then Gail 
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said it, for both of them: "'\Ve're not very comfort.able together, are 
wer 

ot very; ~iaggie agreed, without any embarrassment She re-
signed herself to the honest afternoon she had expected all along. 

"Why do you think that isr 
"\Vhyr 
i'es.· 
! guess \Ve don't like each other." 
Gail looked surpri d . She thought about it brieBy and decided, 

~ou're wrong. I do like you." 
Maggie couldn't help a slight smile. "Well, that hasn't come 

across too clearly." 
"I'm a politician's \vUe. I try not to show h onest feelings.· 
Some of her feelings had been honest enough, Maggie wanted to 

say. She said it differently: "Lef s say you don't like me for your 
brother, then: 

ut's say,• Cail agreed, 1 don't like you for my brother.· 
!Dafs been a pretty open secret." 
"It wasn't meant to be any kind of secret.• She moved her watery 

first drink a ide and sipped the fresh one wa tcbing !f aggie over 
the glass. 1aggie wasn't drinking at all; just playing with the 
swizzle stick. 

JS that what we're here to talk about- Peter and mer 
\Vhat else do we have to talk about? \Veekends in East Hamp­

tonr 
Maggie tried to keep any hostility out of her voice. 1'm sorry, 

Gail, but you've got nothing to say about us. If it doesn't work 
out- " 

it won't,"' Cail interrupted her, quietly insistent 1m trying to 
tell you that.• 

\Vhy don't you let Peter and me 6.nd that out for ourselvesr 
-&cau e my way is a lot faster.,. 
i'ou kno\v, I don' t think this meeting's really that urgent \Ve've 

been through it all.n She reach d into h r bag and pulled out a five­
dollar bill, which she put beside her untouched drink. 

Gail took bold of b r hand on the table and leaned closer to her. 
*Don't you under tand yet?" she whispered with sudden intensity. 
·rm trying to protect you: 

Maggie wu still ·Protect me from whatr she asked, and when 
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she saw Gail seSiching her face for some kind of understanding she 
repeated it more urgently: "From what?"' 

"'Peter.· It \vas just a soundless movement of her lips but it was 
enough to stun faggie. Gail moved closer. "'He did kill her, you 
know . . . Su5an Ellis.• 

-Whatr ~laggie pulled her hand from under Gail's as if by 
reflex, almost knocking over h r drink. She grabbed and steadied it, 
holding on and trying to steady herself with il The ' ine had 
spilled over her hands, over the five-dollar bill, daxkening it. For a 
moment, maybe longer, she blocked out Gaifs voice, or perhaps 
Gail had stopped speaking, but now the words jolted her again . 

.. She didn't jump," Gail was saying, "didn't fall. And it wasn't the 
drugs she was on or 'vbat she'd been drinking, even thou h there 
was all that, too. She \Vas pushed off that balcony. Peter killed her." 
She repeated the terrible words Jo,vly, drumming them into ~1ag­
gie, who hook her head in disbelief. 

She looked at Gail, horrified, demanding, "What are you saying? 
My G<Jd, what are you saying?" 

"The truth,· Gail aid, still \vithout raising her voice. "One of us 
owes you that.R She gave 1aggie time to absorb it, a lot of time, 
before she said, with a kind of ~ desperate amusement: "Her 
mother's been right about Peter all along. lsn•t that something? 
She's not mad at all., 

'1 don't believe you,• 1aggie said. Her fists ~'ere clenched and 
her arms pressed tightly against her stomach, holding do'fvn the 
feeling of nausea. "I don't believe anything you're saying." 

"Nor 
• of I know Peterr 
J)ea.r rfaggie,,, Gail said tolerantly "you don't kno\v him at all .,, 

She 'vas more relaxed oo\v, more in control. She took her napkin 
and, still \vatching Maggie's reaction pressed it do,vn on the wine 
that had been spilled. Abruptly Maggie rose, mumbled something, 
and follo\ved the sign to the lounges. 

The two well-dressed men \Vere getting up from the bar and 
speaking to the bartender in Chinese, laughing. One of them called 
out to the waiter, \vbo was reading a Post at the opposite end of the 
bar, his back to Gail. He waved and said something in Chinese. 
The men left. 

Ten minutes later Maggie came back and Gail could see she had 
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been crying. There was a stain on her right thigh where some of 
the wine had pilled. "Are you all right?" Gail asked. 

" o "' iaggie said~ She leaned over and lifted her bag. , will 
be, though once I put all th.is out of my mind.• 

.. obod}' believed Joanne Ellis, either,· Gail said with that same 
grim amusement. "Give him up, Jaggie. Believe me, it's the only 
thing you can do.· 

~I aggie closed her eyes. '1 don't \Yant to hear any morel" For the 
fust time one of their voices reached the front of the bar and the 
waiter turned to look briefly. al need some air.• 

Again Gail reached out and held her. -Oo you think this bas 
been any easier for me to face? Ho\v do you think Ive lived 'vith it 
all this time? Kno\ving that about my O\vo brother? For God's sake, 
"let him go/ You' e got no choice anymore.· 

faggie looked at Gail's hand on her and said, 1 want to leave, 
Gail: 

lhaes all righ~ I finished \vhat I had to say.· She released her. 
~ot that I've said an}rthing, not that I've even seen you today. Do 
you understand "''hat I'm saying, ~faggier 

Maggie looked at her blankly and had started to walk away from 
the table when Gail called out to her. She picked up the wet five­
dolJar bi.IL fanned it, and held it out to Maggie. 

!his \ Vas on me,• Gail said. 
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JOANNE ELLIS \vas taken by ambulance from St. incent's to Hud­
son View Hospital. sedative made her slightly groggy; there was 
a patch of bandage over her left temple and some discoloration 
around her left eye; her lo\ver chest was taped and there may or 
may not have been pain- she gave no indicatio~ 

Arthur rode be ide her, and a nurse \vbo bad been sent do\vn 
from Hudson Vie\v. At the request of fichael 1cCabe and as a 
favor to the Ellise , Lieutenant J oho Creegan replaced the armed 
police officer originally sent to ride beside the driver. Arthur didn't 
know \Vhat Joanne's reaction to Creegan \vould be. His concern 
turned out to be needless. Joanne either did not see Creegan, or 
didn,t recognize him, or simply didn't care at this point. 

She was admitted and given preliminary examinations while 
Arthur signed some papers (also preliminary) and consulted pri­
vately \vith a Dr. Rifkin who \vasn•t Dr. Knoedler any more than 
Hudson iew \Vas Pinehurst. Later he \Vas taken to Joanne's room 
on the first floor, next to a nurse·s station. It seemed pleasant and 
perfectly normal, except for the bright \vindow overlooking a 
stretch of manicured la\vn. Its glass ' as extremely thick and it was 
sealed shut. 

Joanne had been given another, even stronger sedative which~ 
Arthur \Vas told, might make her some\vhat unresponsive. She was 
exactly that, sitting in front of the window in robe and slippers. 
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\ u she comfortable? he nodded after a moment \,~as there any­
thing she \Vanted? he hook her head. He told her that Dr. 
Knoedler would be coming in from Pinehurst the following day to 
see her and consult 'vith Dr. Rifkin. She nodded again, with no 
cha oge of exp re ion. 

He '''atched her, tryin to find some siQn of recognition in her 
fa . "Jo?" His voice changed, broke on her name. he hadn't 
heard. He leaned clo er and took her band, remaining silent until 
be could trust his voice. •This is all \ve can do right now. It's just 
until rou're feeling better. That h n't been for a ' bile Jo we both 
kno'v that. \\'ell, here' our chance no\v. That's \Vhat this is all 
about. You kno'v that, don't you, Jor 

He still couldn't r ach beyond the dative-at least that's what 
h hoped it " 'as. II he '"ere hone t, though, he'd admit there had 
be n no real response to him, not since the attack on Drexler. He 
could go back even beyond that-to the day she came home from 
Pinehurst, and beyond that, too. To the day Su an died ... othing 
had been the same after that. But nothing had been this bad, ei­
ther. Joanne bad attacked Drexler, she bad fully intended to kill 
him. And if she were free now there 'vould be another attempt, be 
was rure of it, and this time it would succeed. He was sure of that, 
too. 

This WM all they could do right no\v. If only be could hear that 
from bis wife. 

There was a ound b hind him, the door opening, and a nurse's 
voice saying, .. ~fr. Elli ?" 

in a minute,,. Arthur said. 
The nurse " 'as waiting 'vith the door open. Creegan stood behind 

her in the corridor. 
Arthur touched Joanne's face. ·our lives aren1t over, you know,• 

he aid quietly. ·Ju t ... • 
He let his voice trail off. She knew \ hat he meant after all. 

~fa ·e was at the dra\vin board in her apartment and the 
phone was rin~ing a ain. It had to be Peter and if he didn't an-
wer this time b '"as sure he \vould come down to the apartment 

to check.. He had a k y; there would be no way of keeping him oul 
And no way he could handle in him right now. She got up and 
went to the phone, lining up all the po ible excuses, just in case, 
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and settling on the truth- he \Vas working. It was a part of the 
truth, anyway. 

She picked up and it \Vas Peter, hantic. "\Vhere the hell've you 
been?" 

.. When?" 
"All night.• 
"'At the office.,. 
1 called your office fve been caJling a11 o er. Jesu , ~iag." 
'1,ve been \VOrldng. I havcn,t paid much attention to the phone.· 
"You kne\v it had to be me." 
"'All the more rca on not to aDS\vcr. I don't need any distractions 

if you want those sketche ."' 
"Stop maldng me the villain. You could ve called at least."' 
l KnO\V, I'm orry. fm crazy when fm Up against a deadline.• 
H e ga e a long-suffering sigh and made her hear grudging for-

giveness in it. '"Don't do that to me, okay?', She didn't reply, didn't 

make any sounds at all. '1iey, are you there?" Peter asked 
J\iaggie said, "Yes.• 
., Anything \vrong?"' 

o. Just tired. In the middle of one bitch of a sketch I want to 
finish so I can go to sleep.• 

"Can you use a little inspiration?" 
!ve got all the inspiration I need. It's the energy f m looking 

for.• 
.. How about a couple of elves then? I'll take some of the guys off 

the night shift" 
"Good night, Pete,"' she said, and at 1 ast there " 'as a laugh in 

her voice that seem d genuine and affectionate, even if she was 
cutting him oH for the night. 

He hid any disappointment and said agreeably, ·eooa night, 
baby. And put out that goddamn light, \vill you~ 

·1 will.· 
She almost had the phone do\vn and she heard, "Maggier 
i'esr 
i' ou·re sure you're all right." 
-Yes.· 
He wu still on the line when she hung up. 
Gail was wrong about Peter-that bad been faggie's immediate 

reaction and she still, hours later, believed it. It was a deliberate, 
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despeBte lie aimed at getting Maggie out of Peter's life finally. Ao­
tually scaring her out of i t. A lie that was so transparent; pathetic 
really, and, yes, frightenin -but because of Gail, not Peter. Gail 
was more unstable than faggie had imagined, and if Susan Ellis 
bad really been murdered, then Gail \vas a much likelier suspect 
than Peter. 

But lie or not there \Va something in it that \Vas proving to be 
insidiously eff ctive-a oice added to Joanne Eilis's and bringing 
back, among other thing , that image of Peter on the staircase, 
striking out at Joanne Ellis \vith a savagery that bad stunned 
~1aggie. 

Maggie resisted but some part of her was responding to Cail. 
Why, otherwise, had be gone into hiding from Peter, why had she 
felt so uneasy speaking to him on the phone just now? And later, 
why had that same nightmare image jolted her a\\1ake at six, jU!t 
one hour after she had finally fallen asleep? 

Bleary-eyed the next morning (according to Frank, it didn,t 
show ), she cabbed out to Long Island City \vitb Frank and Luke. 
Peter did notice 'it ho\vever. despite all the preconference bustle. 
i' ou had me \vorried last night; he said, sotto voce. l' ou still 

have me \VOrried.· 
VVby?" 
1 don't know, just a feeling. Right or wrongr 
·\vroog. A far as I kno\v .• 
\,Vby didn't you come in a little earlier? I had this terrific board 

game all set up for us.,, He parodied a nudge and a ,vinJc. 
She pointed to the asel and the dra\.\rings she was stacking on it. 

1D.U w nt right do\VO to the \Vire. believe me.· 
Peter stole a look at the hvo top dra,vings, one of them the recal­

citrant space creature. '1 lik them,'' he aid, a little preoccupied as 
a fre h knot of Playcraft e-<ecuti es came into the room. 

"Cod I hope so," ~:f aggie said, and meant it. It '"as nerv~ she 
was tartin to fe I, professional jitt r: that \vere suddenly block­
ing, at lea t for the moment, anything personal between her and 
Peter. The fe ling, as harro,ving as it was, was terrific. 

~larie brought him a piJ of mim ograph d copy and smiled 
coolly at 1aggie. ·L t' talk later,"' he aid to ~1aggie and walked 
back to the h ad of the table, leafing through the pages. 

Th meeting \va Jong and heated, and several of Maggie's draw-
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ings \Vere a big succes , especially her design for the VA-ROOM! 
package. Interestingly it ' vas Peter \vho offered the most relentless 
criticism and the most incisive. For him too their relationship was 
now strictly professional, with no stolen loo~, no signals at all. 

At the end of the meeting he relented and smiled at her across 
the room. \: hen he came over he touched her arm and managed a 
quick, nooprofe ional squeeze. "You did a hell of a job," he said, 
and started to mo e a\vay. u tick around. \ e'll have lunch in." 

Maggie looked pained. "'Can't. I've got a lunch date in to,vn.· 
.. , ho Po\ eu?· He mock-~10\vered at Frank, \Vho \Vas leaning 

oveI a sheet of copy on the other ide of the table . .. I'll 6.re the son 
of a bitch.· 

.. I\ot Frank. An old friend, female: She couldn1t remember lying 
to him before, and maybe he \vas only imagining incredulity in his 
look Fortunately there \ Vas too much activity in the room for him 
to pUisue it. 

·rn caJl you • \Vas all be said. 
She watched him squeeze past a cluster of men and thought, My 

God, this is Peter, remember ? Peter. \ by in the hell was she letting 
it build like this? 

He called h er later at the office and got her on the second by, 
telling her again bo\v proud h e \ Yas of her, ho\v she had really 
come through for him. 

! ooight's something special. ' hatever you \Vant you've got. 
Four Season , omething Fro . ... • 

\,Vbat I'd really like is to go borne and collapse,.. she said, trying 
not to make it ound like an out-and-out tumdown. 

i'ou can collapse after,· Peter said It might have been her own 
state of mind, but she heard rnore than a playful command; there 
was something close to a \varning in hi5 voice. "\ here do I pick 
you up?" 

Maggie didn't go home after work. She stayed in the office an 
extra hour, re,vorking some sketches, and at six-thirty called Peter's 
apartment. She let the phone ring long enough to bring him out of 
the shower but there wa5 no answer. He was to pick her up at her 
apartment at eight; she was assuming he \vould give himself some 
time at home first- sh e was counting on it. She couldn't bring her­
self to go home and change into something festive and wait for 
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him, as though everything between them was normal. Now, before 
there could be any more damage, she wanted the suspicions re­
solved, and all the fears Gail had started \vorking inside her. It was 
a confrontation she absolutely dreaded, but there was no way out 
of it, not if she valued her sanity. 

She ~vitched off the light over her dra\ving board and left the 
office at six-forty. The sun had fallen behind the buildings but the 
air outside the lobb}' was heavy and steamy- "ew York summer at 
its wor t. he hated it and Peter lo cd it, and that was probably the 
only incompatibility they had discovered in each other up until 
DO\V. She walked to\vard Lexington and turned uptO\VD, dodging 
commuters who were still rushing to\vard Grand Central. 

For the next few blocks she tried to concentrate on something 
trivial- the heat, her discomfort; tried to make her mind a blank, 
forgetting all the lines be bad been agonizing over. She \Vould rely 
on her instincts, find the \vords "vb en she 'vas face to face with him. 

ot hini, she told her elf-Peter. Say the name and stop turning 
him into an abstract threat. The Peter who had become such an im­
portant part of her life-the important part The Peter she loved, 
still, right now. 

At Forty-ninth Street she waited for the light to change. Think 
colors, she told her ~elf, think numbers-not how important the same 
Peter might have been to Su an Ellis, not how much she might 
have ]oved him too. 

There was a doorman she didn't recognize on duty at his build­
ing. He hadn't seen ir. Drexler come in but he rang i oB anyway 
and got no reply. ~laggie \Vas uncomfortable \Vaiting in the lobby. 
She went outside and the heat became immediately oppres ive. 
There \Vas a bar clo e by, on Lexington, and as much as she hated 
sitting at a bar, especially alone and especially on the East Side) she 
needed omething cool and strong right no\v. At the comer she 
turned to 1ook back- luckily, because Peter was getting out of a cab 
in front of his building. he walked back quickly and surprised him 
in the lobby collecting his mail. 

I thought rd ave you a trip,., she aid, and kissed him while the 
doorman handed him a manila envelope he didn't look at. 

.. Are \Ve changing plans or omething?'' he asked her uneasily. 
~1aggie said no and took the mail from him and tried to take his 

attache case too. lie held on, lifting the case with his left arm and 
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saying, \Vbat're you doing, I'm in great shape:' He Jet her go into 
the eJevatoI first "As a matter of fact I start driving again tomor-
row. • 

i' OU think that' such a good idea r 
~est one f ve had in a long time." H e pulled her closer and nar­

rowed his eyes to scrutinize her face '''ith comic thoroughness. The 
voice was playful too: i'ou're not etting tired of me or anything, 
are your They had reached the tenth Boor and the doors opened 
on his question. ~laggie smiled at him and tart d to walk out. 
Peter held her ba k and asked again, this time seriously, · H ey ... 
are your 

"Of comse not,• lagqie said, and gave a sliP'ht cry as the doors 
started to close again. b jumped out, pulling him \vith her. 

In the apartment foyer be cornered her and said, "Prove it.• He 
lo\vered his arm when she tried to duck under it, repeating, --come 
on, prove it.• 

She felt her heartbeat accelerate and a pulse tart to throb in her 
ears. The heat outside and the '"allc had 'vinded her, and all the 
sleep she had lo t the night before. nd ye , the anxiety that had 
been building- she wasn' t minimizing that; although how much of 
it was sheer exhawtion? And imagination? be leaned back against 
the wall with her eye clo ed and let him kiss her, and even felt 
herself responding after a few momen ; pulling him clo er and try­
ing to reassure herseU 'vi th the familiar feel of his body against 
hers, his touch, his smell. 

His body relaxed and he lifted his face from hers, and after a 
long silence said, still breathless, urm convinced."' 

Maggie didn't under tand immediately and then she remembered 
his question in the ele ator and aid, '"Good." 

Peter kissed her again, lightly, picked up his maiJ, and took it to 
the living-room desk. Gail had mo ed it to a ne\Y position during 
her clean-up operation. Several other pieces bad been rearranged, 
improving, in Peter's view, the look of the room; in Maggie's silent 
opinion, making it cold and formal. 

aHow about a drink?" he called back to her. She agreed, and 
went into the kitchen to make them herself. He had turned away 
from her to open the manila envelope. 

She searched through the refrigerator. It \\ras stocked as usual 
with a huge selection of piclcles, peppers, and relishes; wine, too, 
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and champagne, and little el e. Sb found a stoppered bottle of 
tonic, half a I mon, and a jar \vitb three olives Boating in it. Ionic 
or martini?" she call d out, and waited for a reply from the living 
room . .. Peter?n 

H didn•t bear h r call or com into the room or acknowledge 
h r until she v:a tanding be ide him:- and then \vith only a glance. 
Ile ,,. holding a photo raph, one that ~1aggie had seen before in 
b i bedroom-P ter and u an Ellis. There were others scattered on 
the de ~ snapshots sh hadn't e n, of Susan, Su an and Peter, 
smiling in mo t of th m, their arms around each other . 

.. The e \\'ere mine, be said quietly. He looked pale, halcen. Let­
ters Ud out of the manila envelope onto the de k., postcards and 
different- iz d gre tin -card envelopes, all addressed to Peter 
Dre. ler in the ame bold, chiJdish hand. Under the large photo­
graph he \vas holding a note from Arthur Ellis which he let Maggie 
read. 

rm returnin the e to OU. They were found among my 
\Vife's thing . I'm orry. Please try to forgive her. 

ARTUUR ELLIS 

Pet r placed th photo on the desk almost reverently. 1 don't 
know why I kept all thi stuH an vay. If a part of my life I'd give 
anything to forget. I wi h he hadn't sent them back"' 

iaggie ' atched him gather the pic tures and put them back into 
the envelope. be gave him the note from Arthur Ellis. I 'm sorry. 
Please try to f orgioe her. H o\v guilty could Peter be in Arthur 
Ellis's eye ? H h Id th envelop tightly for a moment, then let it 
slip from his hands into the ' asteba ket. He stood looking down at 
it, his bead bo' d . 

.. H it wa just that asy, hunhr He hru ed. •\Vell, why the 
hell notr H r h cl out for tag ie and drew her closer. ·Help 
m forg t it Don't pull out on n1e OO\Y • • • not without giving me a 
chance.• 

h had to 6ght to hold hers lf back from him, to keep a little 
distanc , phy ical a \\' 11 a emotional. he could feel the strain in 
her body; th train of b r ilence, too-until she broke it, quietly, 
timidJy. •J--)O\Y did U n di r 

From the unc rtain way he was looking at her, she didn't think 
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he had heard. She was wrong, though. -You know bow she died,,. 
Peter said. 

She kept her eyes fixed on his face. "Do I know everythingr 
·what do you mean, everything?• His hand was sliding from 

around her waist 
"'\Vben she f ell &om that ba1cony., -she paused to steady her 

voice-"'where \vere your 
"\Vhere was I?,, The question caught him by surprise. 
Maggie nodded. 
Peter laughe~ or made a sound like a laugh, that was quick, 

mirthless. \Vhafs this you're trying on me, some kind of gamer 
He waited for her to reply. ~It's a rotten idea. Take it to some of 
the competition-Ideal or . . .n His voice died. He made a vague 
S\veeping-away gesture and then let his hand faU slowly. "With 
Gail and lichae~"' he said dully. "What are you looking for, some 
kind of a1ibir 

"Don't be mad.· 
'''rm trying not to be. ~!aybe if you told me ,vbat you're after, 

hunh?"' 
!he truth.· 
·\vha t kind of truth?., 
-You and Susan . . . \vhat really happened to her.• 
There was a pause. "\Vhat are you suggesting?" 
'1 don't know.· 
Another pause. !bat I killed her?"' 
"'I don't know/ All I can think is, ~1y Cod, \vhat if she's telling 

me the truth! What if ies been true all along and nobody believed 
•t • 1 • • • • 

·Are you telling me you do? You believe a woman who's out of 
her fucking mind?" 

Maggie kept shaking her head. ~o, you don't understand ... 
She raised her hand to stop him but he went on: "She tried to 

kill me, a.re you forgetting that? Ch.ri.S4 she could·ve killed youl 
You're going to believe a woman like that~ 

M o, not her, not Joanne Ellli. Galli It's Gail rm talking aboutt• 
•What?• He was absolutely still. 
•Gail told me you killed her, you pushed her off that balcony. 

Kept saying it to me, saying how she 'vanted to protect me.· She 
had to stop to catch her breatlL Pete.r's face was white; even his 
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eyes looked colorless to her, blank, turned deeply in\varcl It was a 
look be had never brought into another face before and it appalled 
and terri.Bed her, and if there were just some way to call back her 
words ... ... Pete I don•t believe her, of course I don't." She didn't 
kno\v ' vhether it \\'as the truth or '''hat she " 'anted to be the truth, 
but Peter \vasn't li tening aD)rway. She took a step toward him but 
he ,,.a d her 8\\'ay and moved out of reach . 

.. I figured omething \vas going on," he said dully, and then 
looked directl ' at her. "I didn't kill her, f aggie." He shrugged as if 
it didn't really matter. ""But thee again, \vhat \Yould you expect me 
to say, rightr 

"P te . . . r 
A ain he held her a' vay from him. Ile picked up his jacket and 

headed for the door. "I'm going to get some air. Hang around if 
you want." H e opened the door, then remembered something and 
half-turned to\.vard her. i'ou kno,v, I thought you \Vere a hell of a 
lot smarter than this." 

He traced Cail to Carl Stem's apartment on Central Park \Vest. 
Carl was a publish r in his mid-fiftie , a bachelor and Gail's back­
up escort \vbeoever lichael and Peter were both unavailable. 
There were other gue ts, too, all on their \Vay into the dining room, 
when Carl came out to meet Peter. 

Peter offer d an apology for the interruption. Carl waved it 
away. it's strictly informal. A few of us \VOrking stiffs, and Cail for 
some tone. Come on in ... 

P ter held back and aid, 111 era h again sometime. Can I see 
herr 

.. othing \VTong, is there?"' 

.. Family business. I'll end her right back to you.• 
Carl sho,ved him into an airy library o erlooking the park, 

offered him a dririJc which Peter ref u d, and left him. There was 
laughter from a di tant room, and th o Gail in the doorway, look­
ing lov ly and alarmed. u'Vhat happened?" she asked 'vitbout any 
gre ting. 

Peter aid, •etas the door.· That mad b r look more anxious. 
\ bat did you ay to ~iaggier b \va halfway across the room 
and he topp d abruptly ' hen he aid it. 

.. ay to Maggie? \i bat do you mean r 
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-what did you tell her about me and Susan?,. 
Gail shook her head. ..I don t remember discussing you and 

Susan with Maggie. What am I supposed to have told herr 
He let her wait-hvo three beats. !bat I killed Susan." 
Just briefly Gail looked startled and then she recovered, \videning 

her eyes almo t comically to how Peter the ab urdity of \vhat he 
had said. She cl ared her throat. ~ 1 told her thatr' be aid, a little 
out of breat.h. Peter nodded. "I think shc·s got me confused ,vith 
Joanne Ellis, don't you?" 

"'You're saying it' not true?,, 
"Pete!" she aid indignantly. "Of course I am.· he \.valked to the 

window. Lights \Vere on in the park and the East Side buildings, 
blurred by the misty air. Gail faced him and leaned back, holding 
onto the sill with both hands. 

"'She's lying, then,n Peter said. 
"Yest• 
•\Vhyr 
\Vhy? That should be pretty obvious.· 
!f s not, not to me."' 
"Well, maybe you're a little blinded by the radiance right now.· 
i:'m not blinded by anything, Gail.· It came out as a warning 

and it made her trace of a smile disappear. '"What is it that's so ob­
vious?" 

Gail started to ~ alk around the room touching things. "She11 say 
anything, do anything to come behveen us. I thought you kne\v 
that. She resents me-has, right from the beginning. And \vhat 
frightens me is it's worldng, she>s got us going at each other. I 
mean, look. To have to defend myself to my own brother?"' She 
stopped across the room and gave him a look that challenged him 
to d eny what she \Vas saying. Peter remained silent. 1 'm amazed, 
you kno\v? Appalled, really-the way things are repeating them­
selves.· She began to pace again. "The same problems, the same 
... contention all over again. \Vbat do we do to attract it, for 
Cod, s saker In her hand she found a crystal paperweight which 
she'd unconsciously lifted from Carl's desk. She replaced it, and 
with her back to Peter, said, "You look as though you don't believe 
me. • 

He let out a long breath of air. 1 don' t kno~Y whether I do/" he 
admitted. "Christ, Maggie can't be making it all up.· 
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\ by the bell notr Gail cried and lammed her hand down on 
the desk. he caught herself-clo ed her eyes and pressed her lips 
together, boJding to the desk until she felt a degree of control re­
turning. She turned to Peter and forced a smile. "I shouldn't have 
left my d.rin1c behind.· 

Peter shook hi hea~ 1 houldn't have come here: 
.. o, no, I'm glad you did. I'm very grateful, Pete, really.· There 

was only a slight mocking edge to it. .. But you're right-it's hardly 
the best place to talk~ Give me a minute to make excuses and we'll 
go some\vhere else.· She was walking to\vard the closed door. 
"'Home.· 

"Let's forget it, Gail."' 
"And what-leave it at thisr 
"For DO\v.· 

"Oh, no, we're not going to have something like this festering. 
It's jwt what she'd want. I mean, you've got to see what she's up 
to.· 

A knock on the door interrupted her, and then Carl's voice, too 
cheery: 4(Sarah' a little anxious about her ouffie~ How're you two 
doing in therer 

He had beard . 
.. She's on her way,• Peter called back, and Gail emphatically 

shook her bead no. 
"Sorry to be pushy about it; Carl said. There was a pause and 

then the sound of movement &\vay from the door. 
"For Carl's sake go back in1 " Pete said to Gail. She was standing 

in his way. He tried to kiss her good-bye but he raised her hand to 
hold him back . 

... lf5 her O\VD suspicions be' voicing, believe me, Pete.· Her 
voice was quieter but no les in ten e. !hat night at St. Vincenf s­
Cod, she \Vas full of que tion • prying into everything. You, Susan, 
bow she diecL o.nd when he died. he cornered Creegan, too, not 
jus t Michael and n1e. Asked '"here she could find the records of the 
ca e, even th autopsy report. Cre gan wouldn' t give her anything, 
of course, neither would \Ve. You think I'm mal<.ing th.is up? Call 
Cr egan~ iuk him.· 

P ter li t ned to her patiently and bowed nothing more t11an 
th t; a touch of weariness maybe, but no belief or disbelief, no 
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anger, no sympathy- none of the contradictory things he was 

feeling. 
"It's over, Gail .. he tried to make her understand, "finally over. 

For Chrissake, why is it o hard for us to live \vitb tbatr 
UBecause she' tnakln it hardln 

H e reached out and touched her lip liahtly, holding his fingers 

there until she managed a properly ubmissive look. H e put bis 

arms around her and held her, rocking her ... Sarah's souffie; he 
reminded her. 

She shook her head against his che t. ! can't carry off an eve­

ning now." It \Vas a pout, a girlish one, \vith the anger and the in­

tensity gone, ca ed out of her. 

"'Come on, Ir . f cCabc; Peter said still rocking her gently, 
"'you've carried off a bell of a lot more than th.is."' 

\Vhen he got home again he found that ·Jaggie hadn't left. She 
was \vaiting for hin1 in his living room, her legs tucked under her 

on the couch-doing nothing but ' aiti.ng in the dim light of the 
foyer lamp. H e stopped when be saw her, surprised and not sur­
prised because it \Vas exactly \vbat he bad been hoping for in the 
cab. laggie disentangled herself from the couch and found her 
shoes. 

"'1'11 go,"' she said. 1 just \\~ted to make suxe you got back all 
right.• 

She found her bag and jacket and turned on a tronger light for 

him. Peter didn't move not e en to let her pass into the foyer. 
ul•m sorry I \VTecked our evening," she sai~ 

Peter said, "Yeah. so am I." with no emotion at all. 
She found her If pclllicking, but it wasn't the panic of a few 

hours ago. He \vould let her leave, 1 t her \Valle around him, if that's 

what she wanted, and out of his life. 
·u I was wrong about omething, o were you,• she said since it 

was obviou ly up to her. !m not a hell of a lot smarter. f m gulli­
ble, rm one of the world"s great patsies. Even the most transparent 
motives escape me all the ti.me. ~iy one talent is I get hysterical.• 
Her voice had been getting shakier. Suddenly she turned away 
from him and brought her hands up to her face. Like now .... • 
And she burst into tears that grew uncontrollable \Vhen he touched 
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her and made her face him and see what it was she had let slip 
&\ ay. 

\: h don't '"e as e s the damage at least," Peter said. He put bis 
arm around her and lO\\•ly led her back into the living room. He 
gestured at the \Valls. "Hell, \vhat better place?'' 

Thur day of that \ eek Gail got a call from Lieutenant Creegan. 
Joanne Ellis had ~battered the gla s in a small photo of Susan that 
her hu band had brou ht her, '' ithout fir t giving it to the nurses, 
and u ed it to la h the back of her knees and both \vrists as \Yell. 
She \va dead-at Jeast an hour dead ' h en a nurse had found her 
on the bathroom Boor early in the 01orning, a blood-soaked to\vel 
pillo,ving her h ad. s \\i th Susan, there \vas no note, and every in­
dication that she had taken her O\VD life. 

The ne' s " 'as so unexpected and shocking that C ail had to hang 
up on Creegan and call him back later \\•hen the Librium had 
begun to \Vork on her. '°Call lichael in \ \ ashington, • ~e told him . 
.. I'll speak to my brother.0 

She \vasn't able to reach Peter aD}'\vhere, so she \vent to his 
apartment and paced a Jot rather than pour the stiff drink she 
needed desperately. At seven he came home. M'Vhere·ve you beenr 
She \vas almost scolding him. 

l)octor.· He demon trated a reach that 'vas no\v even higher 
and wider. H e had been un\vrapped and re\vrapped, he told her, 
and rolled up his lee e to sho\v her the mailer bandage. "Drexlers 
nre damn re ilient, according to \\/eimann. Did you know that?" He 
S&\Y that Cail \Va n't listening. "H ey, \vbat' wrong?" 

She look d udd nly distressed and reached out, as if to support 
him. "Joanne Elli ," she so.id . 

.. \: hat about her?., 
Cail took a deep breath. '° he' d ad." Peter \vas absolutely still. 

"That' \vby I'v b n tr ing to get you.· She told him as much as 
she had heard from Cre an '"ho wa on bis way up to Hudson 

ie'v and \VOuld get back to them later. "Ifs terrible news tragic,· 
h aid, and h \VS'i till genuinely hak n, Mbut ifs not our fault. 

I don't fe I guilty and I dou't want you to fe 1 guilty. Do you hear 
me, Pete?" 

H look d at b r agu ly and 'valked away, into hi! bedroom. 
Gail followed hin1 and heard the bathroom door close and lock, and 
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when she came closer, heard water n1nning, hard. She tried the 
door. 

·Leave me alone a\vhile,· Peter said. His voice \VB"5 weak, almost 
inaudible. He coughed and Gail thought she heard a gagging 
sound, and then the \Vater \Vas turned on harder. 

"Peter' he rattled the knob again. There \Vas no reply, no sound 
but the water. Gail waited .,I'll be here," she said '-Okay?" 

Reluctantly she moved away from the door, still listening-and 
then heard, at the other end of the apartment, a door being 
unlocked and ~f aggie's voice calling, '"~1el" 

Gail hurried into the living room as Maggie, carrying a bag of 
groceries, \Vas clo ing the door. 

"You can' tr she called out in an urgent \vhisper. ~f aggie almost 
dropped the bag when she saw Gail coming at her and waving her 
out c.You can•t come in herein 

"\Vhat-r She looked beyond Gail, 'vho had reached the hall, 
and tried to see into the apartment. "\Vhaf s wrong?" She let the 
groceries slip from her hand onto a ·chair. '"Something's happened 
to Peterl"' 

Gail shook her heaQ rie'll be all right; just leave him alone.· 
"What does that mean, Cail?" 
"Joanne Ellis killed herself," Gail said \vith no attempt to soften 

the news. 
Maggie looked blank for a moment, and then her mouth opened 

on a silent cry. "What happenedr 
"I just told you.n She gave her a few details, grudgingly, and 

went for the door. Maggie held it closed '"\Vhere' s Pete DOW r she 
as keel 

.. f m taking care of him.· She tried the door again~ and again 
~Jaggie put herself in the way. "Look, Maggie, lees stop playing 
games, huh? rm asking you to leave.· 

"'Are you telling me I can't see himr 
i'es, very plainly.,, 
Maggie stalled, listening for sounds inside the apartment. 
•All right,,, she said, and it was an eHort for her not to push past 

Gail and find him. She opened the door herself and stepped out 
into the hall. -Oo me one favor at least-tell Peter-· She stopped 
herself and waved the thought away. rever mind. I'll tell him my­
self.• 
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She "·alked to,vard the elevators and heard the door closed 

quietly behind her and locked twice. 

Gail ca.me back into P ter' b droom. The bathroom door was still 
clo d the \1 ater turned off oo\v. She brought her face closer and 
listened. 

"'Pete?" he \vaited. ·rm not leavin , ou kno,v.• 
The Hence '''orried h r . H r hand \vent to the k'llob, and just as 

she touched it the door \vas unlocked. It opened slowly and 
stopped, half-concealing Peter "./hose face \Vas pale, drained of ex­
pre sion. The front of bi hirt \Vas wet and sticking to his chest. 

'"Hey, are you all right~ 
He tightened his lip for a fe,v seconds looked be ond CaiL and 

mumbled res . ., His hand ' as still on the inside knob. Gail 
reached out and touched the ' et part of his shirt, tracing the shape 
of the stain. 

'V hat did vou do?" , 
He looked down and shru aed. -rhre\v some \vater on my face.• 
.. 1 issed, from the Joo ks of it.• She tugged at the shirt. -Why 

don•t you get out of it?" 
·Latcr.8 
" O\v.· She pushed the door open all the way and took hold of 

his arm ... Come on." 
•stop playin big sister, will you?" 
\ by should 1?'9 
He 1 t her lead him out into the bedroom. J. need a little time, 

that's all/' he aid. · 1 \vasn't ready for that bit of news." He started 
to unbutton the shirt. 

... obody wa .~ Her oice became oft, reassuring. 
"'Christ, I don't kno'v \ by it bould hit me like thi .• 
.. I don't either. The \voman tried to kill you, in case you've for­

gott n.n 
'1 ha en't for otten."' 

h watch d him take off hi hirt and to s it onto a chair. -Pete, 
look, what she did be did to b r lf. We're not involved.• 

p ter looked dir ctly at her. u or 
'" o: he aid firmly. be came clo er to him and repeated It, 

ofter this tim , 'vith ome sympathy veo, however puzzling his re­
action seemed to her. be brought her hands up to hit face and 
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held him. !rust me, will you?" He started to say something> but 
Gail covered his lips \Vi th her fingers and said, "Sshhh . . . • draw­
ing out the sound soothingly, letting it fade. She kept her fingers on 
his lips, then moved them lightly over his face. Tracing the lines, 
she said, dot to dot. She smiled and tried to force a smile out of 
him. She \vatched it \vorking, at leas t hall,vay, sa\v a softness come 
gradualJy into his eyes. 

"Better .. . better .... • She tilted her head. "Or am I wrongr' 
i'ou're never \vrong:· Eyes clo eel, be \vas rubbing his face 

again t her hands, up and do\vo, \vith a soft bristly sound . 
.c lagic touch," Gail said, whi pering. The light in th room had 

begun to fade. he \'\'as silent a fe\v moments. 0 1 haven't made any 
plans• she said. '4 ou?" She \Vaited ... Hey.• 

" o,· he said \vitb the same nodding motion. IIis breath was 
warm on her hand . 

• o Maggies waiting in the wings this timer . " one. 
"Good10 

She \vouldn't have brought up ~f aggie's name at all, but she 
thought he might have heard their conversation in the hall. He 
hadn't; and hadn't expected to see her, obviously. She had just 
taken it upon herself to appear. Still hanging o~ despite all the 
signs, all the warnings, imposing her elf on Peter \vhen right now 
even her name seemed unfamiliar to him, another gbo t out of his 
past. Pathetic, really- a brief distraction, as Gail had said all along. 
Or was that just wishful thinking on her part? 

She tried to stop thinking one ' ay or another about her. Why 
was she bringing faggie into the room with them now? Why was 
she becoming such an obsession? She bad gone that route before, 
after all. 

She looked at Peter and if, ironically, she turned out to be the 
one who needed comfort and reassurance, well, it was right there­
she was touching it 

"Pete . ... • 
Gail lowered her bands to his shoulder , and let them slide down 

his naked chest, feeling his body tighten under her. She did it 
again, a more lingering touch, and heard him draw in his breath 
sharply. 
~hafre you trying to do to mer he said. 
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She looked up and met his eyes. and held the look-both of them 
did-for a long time. It was the soft light in the room and the 
stillness in tensifyi.ng e erything, e citing her as though this wu 
happening behveen them for the fir t time. As though it were some­
thing that didn't go back as far as she could remember, back to 
room in rambling old hou es; as though it hadn't survived all the 
~I aggies and usan in their li es. 

There they were again-the gbost5. 
·Hold me," he said to Peter, then said it again more urgently. 

•Hold me.· he leaned against him and felt bis arms go around her, 
pulling her so close she could feel his heartbeat as strong as her 
O\VO, feel him bard again t her right away and moving as though he 
were already in her. His hands lid under her clothes down her 
back, and she didn't have to say anything now, didn't have to tell 
him what she \Vanted, and what he wanted as much, from the feel 
of him. He \vas guiding her slo\vly across the room until she felt 
something, the bed, pressing a ainst the back of her legs. She drew 
him down with her, and thought: If she could just lose herself com­
pletely in the feeling and block out the idea that he had ever come 
this close to anyone else, ever; if he could just make her believe 
that one more time. . . . 

~ much as he \Yanted to Jaggie didn't try to et through to 
Peter later that night; nor did he call her, as she had hoped he 
might. She had hoped even more that he might manage to break 
away from his ister and appear at her apartment-for her own con­
solation as much as his. 

Joanne EUis's uicide, follo\ving u an·s, stunned ~aggie. For the 
two of them, incredibly, to have taken their O\vn lives, intentionally 
or otherwise, \Vas more than Jaggie could handle. And she wasn't 
even that involved, really. What must it be doing to Peter? 

It was Peter who cone m ed her at this point, not Joanne Elli.J. Of 
course her death \Vas tragic; it \Vas al o brutal and senseless-an in­
sane act that djd nothing to make her accu ations against Peter any 
more believable to Maggie. Cail McCabe notwithstanding. (The 
thought of hi.! sister, so concerned now and so protective, made her 
boil. And so did Peter in a way, for accommodating her.) 

Maggie kept b r elf awake and waiting for Peter a long time­
long enough for the wildest accusations to creep back into her mind 
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and make groggy sense one minute and no sense at all the next 
One feeling managed, stubbornly, to survive every change of mood 
and still make perfect sense-the feeling that it \vas Cail1 if anyone, 
\vho \vas someho\v involved in Susan's death, Gail \vbo was on the 
balcony with her that night-if anyone. She realized that her O\vn 

antipathy to Gai l '"a pu hing her to\vard that conclusion. But it 
didn't make the feeling any less convincing, or Gail any less of a 
threat to her now. 

She turned oo her side, a\vay from the ligh~ and closed her eyes 
for a moment still' aiting for the phone call from Peter. When she 
opened them again it \vas daylight, even in the morning. She 
pulled her elf up on the couch, stiff necked, disoriented. Lights 
\Vere still on in the apartment, the door to the terrace open. She 
opened it \vider and turned off the lights on her \Vay to the bath­
room. There \Vere crease marks in h er left arm, and the left side of 
her face, she sa\v in the mirror. She turned on the cold water and 
rubbed hard, feeling the aches in a fe,v more muscles. 

She made instant coffee and broua-ht it to the phone. She sat 
&Ylhile before 6nal1y d ialing Peter's hone number, bracing herself 
for Gairs voice. There was no anS\ver. Later in the day, still stiff 
necked, she tried him at the office several times, leaving messages 
with Marie that got progressively testier under the banter. 

Finally at three he returned her calls apologetic, explaining what 
a bitch of a day it v1as; more than that, what a bitch of a night it 
promised to be. ! don' t know \vhy but the whole place has gone 
bananas." 

She didn't believe him, but made a point of keeping it light: It's 
not your tum to avoid me, is it?" 
!t seems to be; not because I \.Vant to, believe me. f ve been 

do\\'ll in shipping all day, rm trying to get out to the warebouse.111 

"'I'd better let you go, then.· 
., Afraid you're gonna have to, babe."' I~Ie sounded regretful and 

unconvincing, clearly anxious to get off the phone before Joanne 
Ellis could be mentioned-or anything to do with ~laggie ewman 
for that matter . 

.,Everything else is all right?" ifaggie asked. 
\¥ho's got time to think?'' he said without a pause. i1l get back 

to you, okay?"' 
He didn't, not at all that day or night. Instead he sent Bowers to 



her office tbe ne. t day, red and \Vhite carnations \vith a Love, Pete 
card that said nothing at all to la gie. 

lbey're no ub titut for the real thin • she told him when she 
bad traced him to the Bronx \varehou e. "Do I see you tonightr 

Peter hesitated. !ffy. la 1be I'd better say no.· 
She couldn't let it pass this time .... ,, b y i.ffyr- be pre ed him, 

and then aoS\\'ered herself: "You are a voiding me, stop denying it.• 
"Okay· Peter agreed quietly. 
~can I find out ,,·by?" 
There \ Vas a Jong ilcnce. ·Bccau e I've got thi knack you might 

have noticed .. .. People don't seem to . .. make out too well with 
me around, know what I mean?" 

!hat"s a really dumb thing to say.• 
\.Vbat's so dumb about it? H ell, you need any more proof? Look, 

I don't want you trying your luck with me, ~1aggie.· 
\Vby not if I'm \villing'lP 
·rm not up to it,"' Peter said, · 1ne. Maybe I haven't said it to 

you, but thi thing \vi th Joanne EIJis has really l'Tlocked the hell out 
of me. Ifs Susan all over again and I don't know bow to cope 
anymore. Okay, I 'vill eventually, but, Christ, right now I am 
8Cllred. I mean, \vhat is it in me?n 

Gall, she should have said. Right then. Gail. She couldn't even 
bring herself close to it, not so uddcnly, not over the phone. At 
least that wa the excu e he gave her eU. "Pete-let me come over 
tonight," she aid inst ad. 

• • • o. 
"Please?" he'd telJ him then, he \ VtJ s ure he \vould. 
" o way, ~laggic." 

-, hen then? r e got to ee you.· 
"I don't kno\v. Look I ag-,_, He \vaver d, then started again, 

sounding surer. '-~taybe all I'm aying is this thing has run its 
COUI e. • 

·What thing, Peter 
·u • s . 
.. Do you b Li v tha t?" 
"I don't know. I'm b ginnin~ to. Maybe it's as simple as that. It'a 

som thin w ou ht to think about, nn)"vay.• 
1 don't have to think about it.,. 
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the silence . .cI can't talk about it no\v. • 

t>eter She felt he \Vas about to ban up on her. i don't believe 
any of this, not a \VOrd.· He was still there. hearing her. "Don•t you 
\vorry about me. I ' ill. I'm very good at it, honest· ~iaggie 

waited. 
"'fll talk to you," he said, and the pained, helpless sound in his 

voice managed to cancel out everything lse he had tried to make 
her believe. H e paused and then hung up quietly. 

The call left her haken., unable to concentrate on anything, espe­
cially not the complicated sketch tack d to her dra,ving board. She 
paced and then stared out of h er office \viudow at the figures mov­
ing in the building opposite . • ot seeing Peter again, ever, was un­
thinkable, and any suggestion like it had to be a joke or a test~ or 
the strain he \vas under, or some misguided concern for her well­
being. An>rthing but an hone t expre ion of lili feelings. ( She even 
managed, ' ith very little effort, to put Gail in the room with him at 
the time, dictating the \vords.) 

f aggie pulJed her elf through the re t of the day, refused dinner 
\\1ith Frank, and \vait d for Peter's call again that evening. After all, 
he bad to be feeling the need to unburden himself as much as she, 
had to be missing her as much. Finally at ten Maggie called his 
apartment. 

GaiJ answered his phone. She said, '"'Hellor once, twice, but 
Maggie couldn't bring her elf to reply. When Cail repeated, 
"Hello?" a third ti.me, and added, "~laggie?,. suspiciously, ~laggie 
lowered the receiver without a sound. 

Joanne Ellis was buried on Saturday in the \ iltwyck Cemetery 
outside of Rhinebeck ~Iaggie had read the brief obituary in the 
Ti1nes and the longer one in the Poughkeepsie ]ounllll she bad 
found at a Crand Central ne\vs tand. At one point she bad thought 
about borrowing Frank Po,vell's car and driving upstate for the 
funeral- to allay or maybe heighten the feeling, she \vasn't sure 
which, that something involving the Ellise~ was suspiciously 
un6nished. That seemed to be the impulse behind her wanting to 

take the trip. Or possibly it \vas just sympathy she was feeling. 
She kept vacillating over the trip and when she 6.nally did call 

Frank Saturday morning it wasn't to borrow his car after all. 
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·How wouJd I go about getting an autopsy reportr she asked 
him. 

Frank a ked her to repeat the que tion, and said, -whoser>-
Tbe name Su an EJlis ' vould probably suggest nothing to him, 

but she avoided mentioning it anY' ay. " "obody you'd know.· 
66\Vbat do you ne d an autop y report for?" 
.. I don't kr10\v, ju t n1orbid curiosity: 
·1 uppose you call the medical exan1iner's office ... Frank aid. 
A fe\.v minutes a!ter their conversation end d, and before ~1aggie 

had had time to follo\v his sug estion, he call d her back. "I was 
right" he said, "as usual.· Ile had made the call for her. '"You need 
permission in writing from ,,·boevcr did the autopsy. You also need 
ten bucks. Docs that help?" 

·A lot,• ~aggie said. "You're really S\VC you know thatr 
"'But you still \voo' t tell me what th.is is all about.• 
it's not about anything: 
Frank wasn't convinced. He pre · ed a little more and circled 

around Peter Drexler's name until taggie cut him off. She sounded 
rushed all of a udden.. .. Let's connect later,· she said 

\.Vbere?" 
*I'll call you.· 
When she sat herself do\vo and thought it through calmly Mag­

gie \Vasn't ure' hat it \Vas she expected to uncover. That her own 
instincts ' ere more accurate than any previous investigation into 
Susan's death? ~1ore specifically that Gail ~1cCabe bad killed 
Susan that evidence bad been suppressed. There \Vas always the 
possibility of course that she \Vas right and e erybody else was 
\vrong, culpably or othcn,; e-but \\1hat a dim, dim po ~ibility. 

o, what made more en e what she u1a Ii tening to was that 
other instinct in b r, the in tinct of eU-pr ervation-the feeling 
that Cail wa or could be a threat to her, and it was reasonable that 
she familiarize b r elf with the threat, investigate il It was her own 
case he \Vas \vorking ou, not Susan Eilis's. 

There had to be a record of the police investigation, which would 
probably make more sen e to her than an autopsy report. The name 
of the detective she had met at St. incent's came back to her­
Lieutenant Cree an. She tried contacting him twice before she hit 
the right upto'vn pr cinct. He was unavailable; still unavailable 
when she called him from the Forty-second Street library. She left 
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her name again1 and then \vent upstairs and read through brief, 
very brief, mjcrofilmed accounts of Su an Eilis's death in the Daily 
News and ~'ew York Post of July io i977. he \Vent through the 
Times twice before he found the three-line mention in the police 
blotter. The pieces, all three of them, \vcre a perfunctory as the re­
port of the shootin~ in her building 1 t \veek. be hadn't learned 

anything new, but he hadn't '''a tcd her time, either; there \vas an 
eerie fa cination in secin confirmed in a f \V Jines of print a past 
that ' as still aliv , that had become so much a part of her O\vn life 
now. 

The next time he tried Li ut nant Cree an be r ached him. He 
remembered her of cour e, r m mber d that ' hoJe nightmare eve­
ning for which he ounded alma t apologetic. \\'hat could he do for 
her? 

There \Ver sound in the background. m n talking, a phone ring­
ing. faggie fel t pre sured and unc rtain DO\\' about the ca11. She 
hesitated. "I \vonder if I could talk to you sometime;"' he said . 

.. Sure. \Vhat about?• 

.. Susan Ellis," 1a ie said. 
Creegan mis ed a beat. "Susan Elli ," he rep ated; "what about 

herr The voice had become tou h, profes ional 
~1'd rather not go into it over the phone.· 
a.You·re making it sound pretty important.• 
it's not,• 1a gic said quickl)'· ,.Just . .. a fe,v questions I 

wanted to ask you." 
"Qu tions like-?" Creegan tart d to ask, th n stopped himself 

and said, "Sorry." faggie could bear the rattle of paper dose to 
the phone. '"I expect to be tied up a\vhile/1 Creegan said. "Give me 
a number where I can reach ou.*' 

~f aggie gave him her home number. ·1 don't kno\v \Yhen I'D be 
home, though . ., 

"'I'll keeping trying." 
it's really not that urgent, Lieutenant." 
!bat's not what I'm hearing, 1iss e\vman," Creegan said. 

~1 istake or not, she h~ d called him, even thou h a Creegan 
had sen e~ she had \veake-ned o er the phone and aJJ but \vith­
drawn the call. Exactly what she \vould say to him ( to the police) 
still wasn't clear to her. She tried to \Vork it out on the \Vay down-
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to,vn, walkin rather than catching a bus outside the library. She 
stopped for coffee walked through Altman's without really seeing 
anything, and by the time she reached Tenth had worked herself 
up again to that preca11 urgency. It ·was the thought of Peter that 
finally did it, Peter and the sudd en dead end their relationship had 
hit. It \Vas one more fatality, or could be if he let it. Her sense of 
proportion might be totally ' rong, but i t \ as the loss of Peter she 
\Vas feeling more keenly right OO\V than the loss of Susan or Joanne 
Ellis. 

She would call hi apartment as soon as she got ups tairs; insist on 
seeing h im a soon a po ible. She " ·ould tell him about the call to 
Creegan-take her chances as a matter of fact, and tell him every­
thing. 

The \Valk, in the \vrong shoes, exhausted her. She dragged herself 
up the stairs, put her key in the lock- and froze. The door was al­
ready unlocked. She held the key steady and pulled it out slowly, 
soundlessly. Don't try it alone 1nove away fast. It \Vas her immedi­
ate reaction and she started to back a\\1ay to\vard the stairs, listen­
ing for the slightest ound. And then she stopped herself and 
thought, Peter- Peter had the other set of keys. She came back to 
the door stood \vith her hand tight around the knob, and then 
opened it. 

A light \Vas on in the ahvays-dark kitchen, and across the living 
room the door to the terrace bad been opened . Maggie called, 
"Peter from the so1all vestibule. be \vaited and after a moment 
sa\v not Peter but Gail come into the room from the terrace, slO\\'ly, 
smiling at the shock on ~faggie" face. She said, MHe11o, ~[aggie,· 
and la tPe didn't reply immediately- couldn't not \\ri th any com­
po ure. She looked past Gail and out to the terrace for some sign of 
Peter as " 'ell. urm here a lone/, Gail said in that same mocking 
\vay. "Hope you don' t mi.ad .', 

~1ag£;ie remained in the vestibule. '1Io\v did you get in berer 
Gajl held up t\ o keys on a small ring. "\Vith Peter's keys. I'm re­

turning th m for him." She dropped them into a small china bowl 
and \vatchccl f\ Ja"rrie's reaction. 

"\Vhy a.re you returning them?" 
"Pete asked me to. Aren't you going to clo e the doorr 
~f aggie looked at the open door behind her, hesitated then closed 

it. She walked into the li ing room, warily. (.That doesn't sound like 



185 

something Pete would do.• She took the keys out of the bow~ 

checked them though th y were certainly hers, and held them back 
out to Gail. i think he ought to be the one to bring them back.• 

Cail rai.!ed her hands belple sly ... I don't know what the eti­
quette is, I'm ju t following orders." She moved out of faggie's 

reach and paced the hart length of the room, ' hich he made 
seem more cramped and uncomfortable. 

Jaggie put the keys do,vn. \: here is her 
.. Pete? Out of t O\\'D. " 

\.Vhere out of to\vn?"' 
1'm not ure: be stopp d be ide th tray of liquor, canned the 

bottles, and said,, '"\ re you planning to have a drinkr 
Maggie heard the que tion without really list rung to h r. Ibis 

is ju t in and out for me" he said ab ently. he checked her \Vatch 
and groaned. ·cod, not alr adyt• It sounded stupid and uncon­

vincing. 
Cail moved away from the tray. i'll pass in that case.· She con­

tinued to look over the room . 
.. Look, Cail: ~f aggie aid, 1 don't mean to be rude, but if 

there' 5 nothing else-· 
!Oere is ; my brother left some things.· She looked toward the 

bedroom and asked, -rh rer 
faggie moved to block the door. ·He can pick them up anytime 

he wants.• 
.,I'm trying to save him the trip.· She halt cl -You're right, 

though-I'm holding you up. You're due-r She looked at her 
watch. 

""Right about DO\v.· 

i' ou11 mis your call in that case.· Cail mentioned casually. 

·canr 
•From Lieutenant Cree an. Isn't he supposed to call you herer 
~Jaggie reacted with stunned silence. 
·isn't her Gail repeated. 
"How do you know about that?" she said finally. 
Gail had the smallest trace of a smile. The eyes, though, were 

cold and threatening. WWe've got some acquaintances in common, I 
guess."' 

·creeganr Maggie said it incredulously. 
Gail shrugged "Whoever.· 



186 

"'Creegan.· It caught . f aggie completely by surprise-that Cree­
gan would have reported directly to Gail, would have warned her. 
It appalled and frightened her-frightened her especially. Why 
would he have done it? 
!t really doesn•t matter \vho it \Vas; Cail aid. She h ad stopped 

moving around the room and was standing now between Maggie 
and the door. 

!o me it does, it matters enormously.· 
"Why? Becau e a con.6dence \Vas violated?" The irony, the ques­

tion itself \vas lo t on ~Jaggie. '" \ bat is it you have to say to him 
about Susan Ellis?• 

Maggie looked at Gail. · 1 don1t see where thaes any of your busi-
ness. -

"It concerns my brother and me. Ifs d finitely my business.· 
1 have nothing to say to Creegan," faggie said, "nothing at all. 

You tell him that, will your 
Gail's smile bad disappeared. -You know, you're way out of your 

depth,• she said, and if there had been the sugge tion of a grim 
game in her voice before, it wa gone now. "'You have been ever 
since you came into Peter's life.· 

'"I know the \vay you feel about me, Gail. You don't have to spell 
it out.• 

"You're still around. Obviously I do.· She moved forward and 
the emotion she was holding do\vn came a little closer to the sur­
face. 1 did you a favor once-I told you omething about my 
brother, something that \Vas strictly between us. You went to him 
with it." 

u\Vbat you told me \Vas a lie . .,. 
•\Vas it?" 
"'You kno'v it \.vasl" 
i'ou really think rd make up something that damaging to my 

own brother?" 
1 don't know bow far you'd go to get me out of bis life. Or 

maybe I do, maybe that's \vhat frightens me.· They were both si­
lent. Sounds drifted into the apartment from the street, making 
~laggie a\vare of the open terrace door behind her. She kept her 
eyes on Gail. !here's nobody going to come between you, is there, 
Gailr 
~o: Gail said quietly, ·nobody.• 
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J.s that . . .• Her oice tightened 1s that what Susan Ellis 
didr 

Cail hook her head lo\vly. -rned, • she sai~ -Xuctly like 
you're trying. A little more ... insistently ma}·be ... but then 
again she \\'as around a little longer: Absently, her hand had 
reached out for omething in the bookcase beside her-the stylized 
figure of a cat culpted in cry tal. h touched it~ ran her fingers 
over the mooth, cold surface. "Like you she mi judged my 
brother. · 

.., And }'OU .•. • 

.. Never me. h \Va ah"ay v ry ... guard d \vith me. It's 
amazing, isn"t it- ho' alike } ou are." he miled. 

f aggie look d do\\'ll at Gairs ba11d. It bad clo d a.round the 
solid figure of the cat. 

M\\lbat \vere you going to tell Cr e an? That I kill d her?" 
·1 don't kno\v that you l··illed her," laggi aid. Her mouth \Vas 

dry, h r voice hal-y. The space past Cail to the front door, too nar­
row-deliberat ly?-\va di tracting her nearly as much as the al­
mo t palpable tension in Gail's body. 

i'ou have no proof is what you mean. But it all makes sense to 
you, doe o·t it?" 

It did- now more than ever. Even \vhen for a moment she tried 
to teU her elf this wasn't happening, it \Vas all in her min~ But it 
was reall this is bow it \vas \vith usan, this was exactly ho\v it had 
happened. Only Su an \Va more vulnerable-had to be, had to have 
helped om ho,v. She wanted Gail to know that, \\'anted at least 
that much protection. 

'"Do you think . . . • she said, •do you really think it would work 
a econd timer 

She had barely gotten the words out \vhen suddenly, jolting her, 
was the ound of the door buzzer. At fir: t he thought it was her 
imagination again, or a ound from the street-but Gail bad heard it 
too· she turned slightly toward the hall. It sounded again, short, 
grating_, unmistakable. f aggie measured the space between her 
and the release button in the hall, almost saying it aloud-Wait, 
whoever you are, wait . 

.. They know I'm here,· she said, and started forward slowly. 
1 wanted us to finish this,"' Gail said. 
it is finished, Gail. Let me pass.· 
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She would have forced her way out if she bad to, and came 
with.in a few second of doing just that, but Gail's hand loosened on 
the figure and fell to her side. 

\\'by \VOuld I not let you pass, laggie?" She moved a step 
aside. ~1aggie he itated and then \valked past her, listening for the 
slightest mo en1ent behind her, expectin it In the ball he hit the 
button 'vith the paln1 of her hand and held it do\vn, sounding an 
alarm on a threat that might be real or might all be in her mind, it 
didn,t matter. She pulled the door op o and called do\VD the stair­
\vell, "Up here!" \Vhoever it \Vas hadn't gone· Jaggie heard the 
do,vnstairs door close and footsteps cro sing the hall. She called 
down again, \\ho is it?0 and heard Frank Po\vell's voice calling 
back. 

Frankl She l aned over the railing and sa\v him briefly- and then 
close behind her, \vith scarcely a ound, '"as Gail. faggie spun 
around to face her and pushed herseU out of reach, away from the 
railing and the deep open stairwell. 

The sudd n movement, the panic in laggie's face, seemed to 
startle Gail. She kept the distance bet\veen them, looking puzzled, 
aggrieved almost, \\'bile she \vatched Yf aggie try to cover her reac­
tion. 

Frank had topped at a landing below; out of breath, exaggerat­
ing it, be called omething up that neither of them heard. 

Gail moved to the staircase. :be stopped and turned to ~1aggie. 
"How long do you think you can live like this, laggier She 
reached for the banister. "Ho\v loog?,, 

Maggie's silence \vas all the anS'vcr be expected . She started 
down the stairs. Frank' voice came up the stairn·ell as they passed 
each other just about \vbere the bullets from Joanne Ellis,s gun had 
hit. Two steps below the fourth iloor he saw laggie, caught his 
breath, and said, ~ ou were supposed to call me, for Chrissake. 
What happenedr' 

~1aggie's arms \vent around him as soon as he reached the land­
ing, almo t thro,ving him off balance. She buried her face against 
his chest and heard the downstairs door close. Frank said, • H eyr 
H e felt the \vall press against his bac~ and 1'1aggie's arms tighten. 
v hafs ~ rong?" 

H er words were just sounds, unintelligible. 
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HE AT her down in the neare t seat, th step-stool in the kitchen, 
found ome cotch and poured a fin er of it into a tumbler. She 
pu bed hi band a\vay, in isting b tw en breath that he \Vas all 
right, didn't kno\v ' vhat had come over her-a delayed reaction 
prob bly to everything that bad happ n d to her in the pa t \Veek. 
Frank look d le than convinced. He put the glas down and 
crouch d beside her, hitting a colander on the pegboard \vall. 

Anything to do 'vith the \\'Oman I p ed oo the tairsr Gail's 
face had looked a uely familiar to him. 

1 don"t kno\v \\'ho you pas ed on the tairs: 
H e ' a holding her arm . He tightened his grip and said, ·come 

on, 1aggiel Thi momin you \Vere talkin about an autopsy re­
po~ DO\V I find you like this. \Vbat the bell are you invol ed in?• 

• 'othingl• he took a deep breath, eye clo ed, and said, Look, 
Frank, I appreciate the concern, reaJly.,. he gently &e d herseU . 
.. I'm all right.• h held one arm out traight. .. teady, s er It was, 
\vith effort. he S'\vung herself around, got up, and left him 
crouched in the kitchen. '1t' stilling in here; he id. 

In the living room he went to the open terrace door and heard 
Frank call out, Cil'm not convinced. Christ, not the \vay yoUI life1s 
been going lately.D 

Maggie didn't reply. The heavy crystal figure of the cat, which 
had ne\ er seemed at all menacing to her before, gleamed in the 
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bookcase. She stared at it until something metallic in the kitchen hit 
the Boor, and Frank said, r o damage.· 

She O\ved him some reasonable explanation, but she couldn,t 
bring herself to tell him the truth, however much he pressed; 
wouldn't involve him in this. 'Vhat could he tell him, an}"vay? 
That Gail 1cCabe, \. horn he'd probably recognize once he heaid 
the name, had been respon ible for one \voman's death already? 
And if it \Veren •t for him, it might have happened all over again­
this time to Maggie? And then 'vhat-go ,-..rith him to the police, to 
God knows how many more Creegans, and admit that the evidence 
was all in her head at the moment? 

Forget Frank-she wasn't up to it ot another confrontation and 
more complications, not \vhen she couldn•t think straight herself. 

Frank had come into the living room, looking even more deter­
mined-angry almost. faggie stopped pacing, stared back at him 
silently, and made a grudging you-win gesture. 

"Her name is Gail 1cCabe; she said dully. -Yes, that Gail 
McCabe. She's Peter's sister. She disapproves of us, wants me out of 
his life. We had a scene, a very upsetting one. It's that simple.· 

Frank didn't move, his hands stuck into his back pockets. ~Sure it 
is,· he said after a moment. 

She didn't realize how fragile her control was until he said it, 
how frightened and helpless she really felt, and how much she 
resented the fact that it was Frank and not Peter here \vith her 
now, pre ing her for more refusing to let go. She turned a\vay 
from him and covered her face. Right a\vay Frank \Vas behind her, 
his arms around her, comforting-the way Frank was now always 
within reach and comforting. \Vhy couldn' t she uncomplicate her 
life and fall in love with Frank? 

The tears, ironically, confirmed her explanation. He believed her, 
or said he did, to quiet her; believed it could be as simple as she 
said. He stroked her arms until the sobbing stopped. 

"rm with Gail ~lcCabe: he said, startling f aggie and making 
her stiffen until be added, ... I don't approve, either. I want you out 
of his life: He kissed the back of her head. 1 don't make scenes is 
the difference: His hands slid down her arms. He stood behind her 
a moment silently and moved away, putting her out of reach. 

It \vould be called (almost defulltely ) MEG-A-DEAL; it was a 
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ne\v board game till in development, and till too complicated and 
cluttered and, in Peter's vie\v, humorles . He took all four positions 
and played it through several times, taking notes, until his brain 
started fogging o er-more p robably from the bottle of \vine he had 
polished off at lunch than from any fatigue brought on by concen­
tration. Ile left the coff e table littered ' ilh the oversized proto­
type, and \vall< d lei urely along the beach. A fe\v times be waved 
at p opl he kne,v, paced as far apart on the beach a the big 
hou es ri~ing abo e th m on the bluff; friends of Gail's, most of 
them. 

Half an hour I ter h came back and \valkecl \Vai t-deep into the 
\vater and stood bobbin . He thought about going under, just once, 
a hort quick plunge to really c l ar hi bead, but there was still a 
slight r n s just b Jo,v his boulder- omcthing he hadn't been 
as much B\vare of in to\vn. Ile \Va hcd bi face and che t instead, 
ke ping the dres ing on his arm dry, and dragged himself out of 

the ' ater. 
He ' a lipping on andals at the bottom of the deck steps when 

he heard the p hone ringing. It ,,. till ringing \Vhen he came into 
the Hving room. lie hadn't talked to anyone all day since Gail had 
called early that morning to check on his arri al at the house after 
she had all but ordered him out of the city fo r the weekend. He 

had thought about calling f ag~e. at 1 a t to tell her where he was, 
but Gail's advice had prevailed-a little therapeutic distance for a 
whiJe. 

It \vas ~1 aggi nO\v on th other end of the line; just about to 
gi e up, h e told him as br athle l as though she had been the 
one to run for the phone. He thre\ the to\vel he had grabbed over 
his shoulder and said, .. Ho,v'd you k'TIO \v I \va here? .. 

i'ou \Vere DO\ here else,· ~laggie said . '"Don't bang up on me 
yet.• 

"I'm not hanging up ,. he said and the uft he got just hearing her 

voice again made their last conversation seem even more of a blun­
der to him. "I'm sorry I did that to you. I've been brooding about it 
a lot.• 

'i' ou were going through a lot. Stop brooding.• She still sounded 
out of breath, tense. "\ by did you end back the keys?"' 

·\vhat keys?" 
the keys to my place. Gail brought them.· 
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·cail was there?" 
·Just a \vhile ago.· 
1 don't kno\v anything about it· 
i didn't think you did." 
He turned avvay from the glare of the ocean and moved a fe\V 

paces. Drops of water ran do"vn his body onto the tile Boor. 
"Everyt.hings- all right, isn't it?'' 1aggie \vas ilent. o;. laggier 

He heard her breath catch. u- o," she aid, c.no, it's not. Pete, lis-
ten, fve got to see you.,, 

\ •Vhyr For Chris ake, laggi , what bappenedr 
1 can't talk about it Jike thi ·." 
He stopped moving. '"It's-Gail isn•t it:»> 
i'es. Pete, I don't want to be alone here. Believe me, fm not 

panicking over nothing. Or maybe I am, I don't kno\v I need you 
to te ll me. You knO\V \Vhat rm talkin about, don't your Peter \Vas 

silent, pale. '"111 come out there, 111 do it anyway you want I've got 
to be with you. Please'.) Please trust mer' 

Peter was waiting at the station \vben the train pulled in, late., at 
six-nfty that evening. He sa\v Jaggie pass him in the fust car, 
touch her hand to the dirty \Vindo\v, and turn to look back at him. 
He stayed at the end of the platfor~ near the parking area., and 
signaled to her when she stepped onto the platform. She \Vas carry­
ing a small tote bag and a jacket, blue like her skirt; a white ker­
chief tied her hair back. A fe\v paces a\vay she slowed and looked 
at him uncertainly. 'Tion•t be angry?" she said. 

\Vho said f m angry?'' He held his hand out to her. ~orried, 
that's for damn sure.n 

"I'm sorry I had to do that to ou.· 
..,But you're all right?" Ile earcbcd her face and drew her closer. 
"Now I am." 
wy ou're surer' 
She nodded. His arms ' vent around her and she pressed against 

him, blocking out the sounds on the platform and feeling him warm 
and damp against her face. 44This v.,asn•t just an excuse to see you, 
believe me it \vasn·t, n she said. Hi~ hand \Vas moving on her back, 
gently, up and do'VIL "Though, God, I've missed you so much . Just 
the thought of not s eing you again. . . . • She looked at his face. 
His hand stopped moving against her. i' ou're sure you're not 
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angryr She saw a little of that quiet, melting look from way back 
come into his eye~. He kissed her lightly on the mouth, and she 
wanted to tell him ho'v right she,d been, ho\v much she needed just 
to see him-but there \vere voices nearby, and then a woman in a 
big straw hat lu ing a suitca~e past them to\vard the parking Jot. 

Peter let go of her and said. "Come on, let's get out of here.· 
In the car it "'tU different. or ma ·be it \va.s just ~taggie's nerves 

working on b r again. 1o ed in '"ith him, he sen ed an uneasiness 
in Peter, a ten ·iou that the space and th activity outside had man­
aged to co er. Il e avoided looking at her no,v, and all the questions 
that hould have come at b r a soon as th y \vere alone together 
were b ing left un poken. As though ~fa ·e' phone call had been 
resolved in that bri f exchan~e on the platform. 

She at quietly, and, ' hen they had pulled out of the parking 
area looked at him tarin int ntly ah adl and touched his hand. 
She sa\v his e .. es hift do,vn. H is hand moved and closed on hers. 
·Rela.~ a little,., he said. "'It's a bort ride: 

She looked &\vay and settled back in the eat· tried to, anyway. 
The sun \vas Jo,v and tron on her ide throwing quick, B.ickering 
shadows over her ... I remember: she aid. 

Occasionally he did strain to fill in the silence, but it wu just that 
-filler, spoken to some \Ve keod guest he \.\'a being forced to en­
tertain; not ~1aggie. And the~ mil beyond the distance she had 
remembered there ' as tJ1 hou e. The car ·lowed and turned into 
the long drive\\'a . The 'meU of the ocean blew in, and the low, 
steady roll of it, too, a ooo a Peter turned off the ignition in front 
of the gara e. He brought his hands back to the \ heel and stared 
at the dashboard . 

.. Did ou bring them?., he said. 
"Bring \vhat?" 
He Jooked at her. ~f y key . • 
It took her a moment to react. She couldn't remember anything 

else she had thro\vn into the bag, but she remembered lili keys. 
8Y es,• she said and reached in and found them . ., Are you sure you 
want them backr 
~Vhat do you mean, am I surer 
She handed them to him. Tbere was another silence, and then 

the sound of the keys clicking together as his fingers moved on 
them nervously. 1aggie waited. "You've got to try to understand,• 
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he said, and she could hear ho\ painful it \Vas for him, • .. . Gail.• 
'1 have been trying Pete; for a long time. I do understand her 

DO\V, • 

lb en you kno\v thU \Va.! ju t . . . " The clicking stopped and he 
made a mall, vague gesture. 

\\1latr 
He hrugged. Again the clicking ... A misunderstanding: 
A misunder tandingl "And the re t of it- misunderstanding 

too?0 She moved closer to him. "'Pete, look-none of this is in my 
'nd. nu . 
*Are you sure about that, _ laggie(>1> 
He wasn•t looking at her; couldn't, she 1'11ew. ·The problem is,• 

she said, "the past keeps getting in my \vay. That's \vhat it was 
with Gail today-the past all over again, as close as this.· She 
touched him. 

"\Vbat's the past got to do \vi th anything, for Chrissake?• 
"You know what rm talking about." 
He breathed in hard and lifted his eyes to the roof of the car. 

lb.is place is beginning to close in on me," he said. wyour He 
Hipped the handle and got out of the car, calling, *"Come on; to 
her when she d idn't move. 

Maggie saw him start for the house, then change direction and 
get on the path to the beach. he got out and follo\ved him to the 
edge of the bluff. He \vas staring at the ocean. She leaned her head 
against his shoulder. 
if I let you," be ajd quietly, you could do a real number on 

my bead.· He rubbed his face against her hair. '"Don't do it, 
Maggie.· 

She had to force her elf not to ay it: hy are you protecting 
herr She pre d clo r and hut her eyes, tight, trying to lo e the 
question in the sound of the surf; concentrating so hard he didn't 
hear what it was be ' hispered before he ,..,aJked away from her. 
She opened her eye and sa\v him tarting do'vn the steps to the 
beach. Halfway there he looked back and said, .. You know \vhere 
everythin i , .. and restur d at the bou c. 

f aggie dicln•t call out or try to follow. he -,vatched him Icicle off 
his andals at the bottom of the t p and then drop his shirt out­
sid the reach of the urf. He didn't turn back to her, just kept 
walking along the edge of the \Yater until the mall patch of white 
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below his shoulder vanished and Maggie had to squint to see him. 

There was no way she could ]eave it so un6nisbed, no way he 

could make her believe it \vas all in her mind. The threat was real~ 
As painful as it \Vas he \vould e eotually have to come to terms 

with the truth (though eventually might be a luxury she couldn't 

afford ) . And of course the truth \Vas painful, intolerable ev n. But 

so was the fact of not ju t one but t\vo deaths no\v. Peter himself 
had demonstrated that to her. 

She was in the house. The light in the room had faded, all at 
once, it seemed. he checked her \Vatch and found that it was al­

ready after eight; omeho'v be bad lost a " hole hour. Still Peter 
hadn't come back. She turned on a lamp and the light caught the 

portrait of Gail ' atching her from aero s the room. She stared back 
at it, the face soft and lo ely, and the enormity of what she was 

a king Peter to do hit her all over again. To his sister, she didn't 

have to remind herself. Of course he \.Vas resisting, \vb ether it \vas 

something new Maggie was telling him or something he had had to 

live with for a long time no\v. 
He did know, he was convinced of it 
She turned her back to the picture and S\Vitched on another lamp 

in the room. The reBection in the \vindo,vs covered the darkening 

beaclL Tbe board game on the coffee table, a jumble of miniature 

oil \vells and gold bars and colored pawns, caught Maggie's eye. 

Beside it \Vas a yelJo,v pad filled with Peter's double-space-sized 

notes on the game, numbered, underlin d. She canned a few pages 

without concentrating and let the pad fall closed. 
Ahead of her the corridor in the bedroom \ving \Vas dark. She 

walked to\vard it and found the switch. Three of the four doors 

were open; Gail's at the far end closed. She stood with her hand 

still on the switch, then mo ed past Peter·s study and bedroom and 
the guest room where she remembered Susan's clothes were kept 

She glanced back at the living room, called, "Pete?" and when 

there was no answer, opened Gail's door. She took a few steps in­
side and stopped. The room was dim, except for the light from the 

corridor. The glass doors were shut, dulling the sound of the surf. 
Gail,s room was the ' ay she thought of it; even Peter called it 

Gail's room. The McCabes' room was \vhat it really was, and Gail 
was Gail McCabe, if Creegan hadn't been reminder enough of that. 
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And de pite the clistanc fichael mana ed to keep behveen them, 
\\'hat happ ned to Gail McCabe happen d to ~lichael lcCabe u 
well. That \vas intimidatin enough; \vbat was really frightening 
was the thought. Did he know? It had never occurred to ~·faggie 
before, or nev r 'vith such force. Did iichael Jcno,v, too? She kept 
moving. as though she could put the idea behind her Bl easily as 
she could the portrait of Gail in the living room. 

She found he~ elf be ide a dre ing table half of \vhich wa! in 
the light. There \Ver framed photo on it \vbich Maggie stared at 
' ithout eeiog at Sr t. Peter's face took shape, and Peter and Gail, 
and a young boy and girl unmistakably Peter and Gail, and a fam­
ily group \ hicb she \Va about to move into the light when there 
\Vas a ound behind her and a hadow moving on the \vall. Her 
band bung in th air, her body tightened. he \vhirled to face the 
sound and sa'v Peter standing again t the light. 

"\\ hat're you doing in here?,. He sounded surprised, not angry. 
~iaggie caught her breath. She mo ed back a step, out of the 

lighl '"\ andering," she said lamely; "'waiting for you. I was begin­
ning to \\rOrry." 

Peter reached do'vn and turned on a small silk-shaded lamp. He 
looked from 1aggie to the urface of the dressing table. He was 
shirtless and barefoot. 

!he door ' as c1ose~" lag ie aid. 1 thought you might've 
come in here. he nodded at the glass doors . 

.. \ hat \vould I b doing in her ?'> 
!be pictures cau ht my eye." She turned to the photos to dis­

tract them both and touched a frame, hakily. i'our she asked. 
Peter looked. w~fe. • Her hand moved to another frame and 

abruptly Peter switched off the lamp. he felt his arm go around 
her \Vaist, dra,ving her &\vay from the table. "Come out of her 
room," he aid quietly. 

In the hall h pull d the door clo~ed and leaned back agairut it, 
tir d, his e}' fu eel on a point some\vbere behind her. The light 
dir ctly ov rh ad caught grain of sand in hi hair, on his chest and 
arm . Ma gi \vait d, and th il oce \Vas even more punishing this 
tim becau he couJd bear in it, and ee in his face, jlllt how hard 
be was pushing him . 

.. l'm usually a hell of a lot b tter than thi under pressure," be 
said haltingly. "It's when it doesn't stop ... when it really starts to 
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come down on me. . . .• He stopped for a deep breath, then let it 
out slowly. \,Vho wouldn•t, hunhr He half-smiled at her. Maggie 
reached out to touch him. He grabbed her hand and held it, 
squeezing. "The great thing about this place is it works for me 
most of the time. Once in a while, though, it needs a little help. 
That's where you come in.· He lo,vered her hand and let go. 
"Oka yr 

He was talking around it but it was an ultimatum all the same. 
11aggie didn't say anything, didn t let anything she was feeling 
come into her face. She h ard and that seemed to be enough for 
him. Ile started to move away from the clo ed door, halted, and 
gave it a light rap. "Lef s keep this this \Yay,,. he said as an after­
thought. 

1aggie \Vatch d him go into his bedroom. 1 \Vant to shower; he 
called out to her in a voice that \Vas different now, bright and ener­
getic. "\1 bo've we got to make us a couple of drinksr 

In the living room she found her bag and a tin of aspirin in the 
small red-leather case she bad packed. She took the one tablet that 
was left and tasted it in the back of her throat before he could 
wash it down. She drank a second glass of water, rinsed it, and 
went out onto the deck through the kitchen. 

She was still there fifteen minutes later ,vben she heard Peter 
calling her &om the living room. She turned and saw him dressed 
now-too dressed. He draped a tan suit jacket over the back of a 
chair and disappeared into the litchen. He called her again and 
~laggie said, "Here." She slid the screen door OpeIL Peter came 
back into the room. He was \vearing a yello\v silk shirt and smelled 
of cologne when he came closer. 

\Vhat did you do with our drinksr His voice \Va5 still cheerful. 
"Sorry, I forgot them. \ by are you dres ed like that?" 
He went to the bar. i'm taking you out to dinner: 
"Out?,. 
"Cot to, the cupboard here's pretty bare.· 
She watched him pour \vhite \vine for her and a long vodka for 

himself. "fm not that hungry, .. she said. 
" o? Wajt'Jl that sea air hits.· 
owl can always improvise,· she said. -whatever you've got lying 

around.• 
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~f y idea' better. It's nothing special, so don't panic. \Vhat 
you've got on is fine.· 

She looked down at her elf, and whether she looked fine or not 
was be ide the point. I don't want us to be alone, was ' vhat he re­
ally meant. i'ou really don't have to entertain me,· she said. 

He brought her the \vine. "Part of the package deal." He touched 
gl e , barely looking at her, and \V9Jked away. 

~1aggie put the gla s do\vn v.dthout drinking and picked up her 
bag ... Let me pull my eU tocrether, at least." 

Peter \Vas looking out at the ocean. "Go ahead,"' be said, without 
turning. She saw him check his \Vatch. Almost out of the room, she 
stopped. 

«Pete:>- She raised her bag. i' our room r 
..-,, hat do you mean, my room? \ here elser' 

They \vere already in the car \vhen the phone started ringing in 
the house. ~1aggie heard it first; it \Vas coming through an open 
windov.r on the ocean side. Peter listened for everal rings, then 
opened his door and started to run toward the house. The ringing 
stopped. Peter came back to the car and said, "Every time: He 
turned the key in the ignition. \\hen the car pulled out onto the 
road, the ringing began again, a lot longer this time. 

He took her to T'viggy's, a noisy bar near Amagansett, where 
there \Vere no table except for one crO'\vded \vith friends of his 
\vhom f aggie had never met before. They stayed for two rounds, 
~1aggie nursing a 'vhite \Vine, and when he put her on the spot and 
she had to say not just to him but to e erybody, MOf course I don't 
mind, n stayed on for a dinner of hamburger and french fries. She 
smiled a lot and looked inter t d and made, he was sure, no im­
pression at all . Aft nvards they \vent \vith two of the couples to a 
new disco- ju t for a look, P ter promised her, but the look 
tr tched to an hour at least. It \Vas an evening completely unlike 

any th y h3d e er p nt together, with an energy and drive in Peter 
that \vas just hort of manic at time . 

'"\\bat are ' Ou ou, anyway?'' be ked him at one point, and be 
aid .. .. A natural high,"' a though he hadn't been erious. 

On the clan Boor, uddcnly, he found her elf breaking into a 
cold swea~ and h r head started to spin. She stayed as long as she 
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could, then told him calmly, ·r11 be right back, n and left him danc­
ing with the Rowans. She \valked slo\vly, trying to keep her balance 
above the noise and the lights, reached the ladies' room, and locked 
herself in a stall until the nausea and the shakes and the terrible 
sense of anxiety had pa eel 

""\Vhaf s the matter?" Peter asked her \vhen she came back. 
*I don't kno\\'. 1 erves. Look, " 'ould you mind a lot if we left? 

rm not up to this right nov1." 

The air helped and the quiet and not having to watch Peter per­
form o desperately; not having to mile, either at a bunch of 
stranger \vho e face "'' r blurred in her mind already. She moved 
closer to him in the car, and \Vhen be aid, "'Better nowr it was 
gentle and calming, aln10 t his old voice back again. She clo ed her 
eyes on it, nodding again t him f cc ling the knot inside her loosen a 
little. 

It was almost t\vo \vhen they got back to the house. Peter started 
a \vobbly circuit of the ilving room, turning off lamps. At the bar he 
stopped and held up a bottle of brandy. " igbtcap, short oner 

"Uh-uh ... She touched her stomach and gave him a small, 
apologetic smile. 

"It'll help you to relax . ., !\-Jaggie shook her head and yawned. He 
poured for himself. 

'-Peter 
He raised his head and listened to Jaggie moving clo er behind 

him. He tood still a mom nt, not \V a ing at all now, then turne<L 
bis shoulder bru bin against her. 

"Ki s mer she said. 
She \vaited and \vatched her eU in hi eyes \vbich were a watery 

blue, the pupils enlarged. He leaned fon ard and without putting 
his arms around her, Ids cl her oftly on the mouth. ~laggie~s eyes 
were stiJJ closed when he pulled away. 

"I'll be with you in a minute, okayr he said. 
·okay.· 
He turned and picked up his drink. 
Maggie went into the bedroom, took oH her clothes and hung 

them, and took a long shower, hot and then cold. She dried herself 
with a big black towel Peter had used, and found the terrycloth 
robe hanging behind the door. She put it on, then started searching 
through drawers and cabinets for his hairdryer. She found a bottle 
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of upirln in the meantime and put it on the sink. There was 
Valium in the same drawer, and a few Seconals and a jumble of 
small pill bottles. aliu.m wa a lot closer than aspirin to what she 
needed, but she had been drinking and be couldn't remember, if 
he ever knew, \\'hat the Valium mix \Vould do to her. She replaced 

the bottle and al she did, the came at the bottom of another label 
leaped up at her. ELLIS. he turned it. S S . And felt her heart­
beat quicken. The name \\'SS on something calJed Doriden too, and 
Ritalin, and a few other bottles \vith dillcrent-colored pills \vhose 
unpronounceable names 1aggie had ne er seen. 

It \vasn't finding the pills that \vas unsettling, or the fact that 
Peter had kept them the \vay he had k pt Susan's clothes in the 
gue t room; it \Vas con1ing upon that name so unexpectedly. Bring­
ing the past back again wh n sh was most vulnerable to it, making 
it an insistent presence. Like Gail in her apartment. 

She clo ed the dra\ver and stared at her foggy reflection in the 
mirror, almost seeing Susan's face, the face in the photo, covering 
her own. 

Then the phone rang, just hvice, and sh e heard Peter's voice dis­
tantly, and kne\v right a\vay it ' as Cail at the other end. She went 
to the bedroom and listened, bearing only the changing tone of his 
voice-surprise or nlarm, she couldn't make out 'vhich-but none of 
the words. \\rater ran do\vn her forehead into her eyes. She raised 
her arms and pas ed the sle ves of the robe over her hair. Theo she 
took a step out into the corridor. 

Peter was at the far end of the living room, standing, facing the 
stone fireplace \vall . be a'v him move a fe,v pace • b ck and forth, 
holding the receiver clo e with both hand , then it hunch ed for­
ward on the edge of a chair. Hi face \Va turned a\\ray from her; 
there \\'ere no ound at all, as hard a he listened just a slight 
mo ement of his bead as he \vhi per d into the phone. 

Gail. Inevitably ail. 
laggie came back into th bedroom. he for got about the dryer; 

took a maller bl ck to\vel off the bathroom rack and rubbed it 
lo\vly ov r b r hair. \ hat wn ail t lling him at- he looked at 

the clock-hvo-t n in th morning? And till telling him, with Peter 
listening in that ame bunched-over po ition, ten endless minutes 
later? It \Va about I ggi , of cour e , but that didn't matter so 
much, h e expected that; \vbat mattered was that Peter was listen-
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ing-he wa n't \valking ~l\vay from H the \vay be had walked away 
from Iaggie. 

She put the to,vel back and brushed her hair in front of the mir­
ror, counting the troke to try to empty her mind. But it ca.me 
again an vay-that feelin a sour tightness ju t below her chest 
She made the troke harder, faster, but the feeling only deepened, 
until she put both her hands on the edge of the sink and pressed 
down hard, hoJding her breath. \Vhen it passed she opened the 
drawer, found the bottle of alium, and took one. 

Behind her, outside. a screen door slammed hut. T'vo-thirty. 
The deck liahts \vent out . faggie pulled her hair back and wound 
a rubber band around it. She could hear Peter \vaH .. ing on the deck, 
the heavy, hollo\v sound approaching, th n moving away, then 
stopping alto ether. She turned off the bathroom light 

Peter \\1as leaning against the railioa, shado\\ry in the light spill­
ing out from the li'iog room. H e turned and watched silently as 
~1aggie came out of the house; then when he was beside him, 
looked a\vayJ at the ocean. 

"I found some alium," she said; .wat least that's what the label 
said I took one.· 

c.Did it \vorkr His voice like his face, \vas lifeless. 
Maggie breathed in and closed her eyes a moment. .. ' ot yet• 
"Give it a \ hile . ., He \Vas silent. 
She mo\ ed closer. 1 heard the phone ring.• She waited 
"It \Vas Cail . .., 
1 thought it might be: he pulled the robe around her tighter, 

and held her elf, her arm pressing against that point just below 
her che t. "D oes he know I'm ,vith you?'7 

'"She knO\VS.• 

"She ' as up t of course,., 1aggie said. She saw his hands, 
clasped, moving on the rail. "\ hat did be ayr 

"She \Vants me to end it-us. Stop seeing you.· He said it wearily, 
the words a little slurred. 

'noes that surprise you, Peter 
~o. Maybe just the way she said it.• 
·ooes it convince you? That's a Jot more important to me.· 
1 don't J..rno,v.• 
Maggie blinked. l7ou don't know?"' 
"No. I've got to think about it.• 



202 

She tried to see into his face, to make him look at her. "Because 
Gail wants it?" 

"Because-1

' He stopped and rai ed his bands, which were 
pressed together so tight they \Vere trembling-even in the dark she 
could ee that. He brought them back do'vn on the rail. u -I can,t 
put her through something like this again. Can' t- punish her like 
this." 

"Punish h r?" 
He took a d p breath and h eld it, steadying himself, and then 

pushed himself away from the railin . He \valked to the end of the 
deck an<l came back half~'a ' · The light \Va on him now, on Mag­
gie too facing him. "You called Cre gan today " b aid suddenly, 
and it \Vas a dilfcrent oice, cold aod controlled. ~'\, by?" 

It took her a moment. 0 It ' as a mistake" she said. 
"\Vhat did you \Yant to talk to him aboutr, 
"About . . . u an," she said quietly. 
"'And Gail. You were going to tell him that, \v reo't your 
She shook her head. hit doesn't matter; I didn't talk to him. Gail 

must have told you that, too." 
lhat doesn't mean you're going to let it drop though, does i~ 

1aggier 
""How can Ir She started to' ard him. "Pete, this time listen to 

me. \Vhether you believe it or not, one \vay or another Gail is going 
to get me out of your life. I'm exactly \vhat Susan was to her, the 
same kind of threat, and nothing's going to change that. ot as long 
a we·re together.' 

She \Vas directly in front of him searching his face and trying to 
find somet.hiog ·h could remember in it. She felt his hand touch 
her arm. "Then Cail' right," he aid of tly, and he could bear-in 
his voice, not her imagination- normous adness. !he way Gairs 
... always right." His hand tightened on her. MPull out, ~faggie, 
for Chris ake, get a\vay from itl'~ 

"L t go, you mean, the \Vay Cail wants me to let go.· 
"The \vay I 'vant you to let go.0 Ilis hand fell away from her and 

made a helple g hue that gave the lie to everything he was say­
ing-forcing him elf to say. For Gail. He tarted to walk away, to­
\vard the living room fir t, uncertainly, then moved instead in the 
direction of bis bedroom. 

Maggie called, UPete~ and he stopped \vithout turning. v\Vhat'll 
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that do? lake the truth any easier to live with? For either of us? 
I'm sorry, but \Ve don't have any options anymore. Do wer She 
thought he was about to turn and say something, but instead be 
went into the bedroom and slid the door shut behind him. She 
watched him take off his shirt and thro\v it on a chair, then move 
out of vie\v. 

She stayed on the deck, out of the light, and 'vatcbed the 
breakers rolling in; tried to drug her elf with the sound of them, 
because the alium \ Va n't doin anything for her not yet. There 
was a quarter moon out thro,,ring ome light on the vast and de­
serted beach. 

She was right-there ' "ere no option , esp cially not for Peter; no 
way he could go on protectin GaiJ and living with the memory of 
Susan's death. She kne'v him too \Veil now, had seen h1m too vul­
nerable. 

She took deep, de p breaths of air and tilted her head bac~ let­
ting the damp breeze \va b over her face. There 'vere lights left on 
in the living room and kitchen; the doors were wide open~ She went 
in ide, clo ed the glass doors and locked them, and turned off the 
remaining lamp . Peter' bedroom door Wa5 open, light falling into 
the corridor. ~ovi.ng clo er, she saw something else-a thin line of 
light under the closed door to Gail's bedroom. She stopped and 
stared at it, breathing faster even though she kne\v it wasn't possi­
ble-Gail couldn't be in the house \vith them. She moved forward 
and looked into Peter's room. 

It \vas empty, his clothes hanging off the chair. The bathroom 
was empty, too. 

He was in Gail's room. 
~1aggie listened. There were no sounds anywhere in the house; 

just the steady sound of the surf. She waited, and then forced her­
self out of the room, into the corridor. Toward that pencil line of 
light She touched the door and let her hand slide down to the 
knob. 

She couldn't call lili name, couldn't find the voice to do it. She 
turned the knob and pushed slowly. Saw the pictwes, and two 
steps later, to her left, saw Peter lying on Gail's bed, face down, 
naked, the silk spread twisted under him. She stood frozen, watch­
ing him lying still, his arms spread wide. 

It was the one part of the truth she had never allowed hersell to 
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admit, had fought however insistent it had become. But it was in 
front of her now, a clear and devastating to ber as though Gail 
were in the bed with him. 

He knew she had come into the room-had to have beard and to 
know she was seeing it finally. \Vbat he \vanted her to see. All the 
reason he could 6nd for her to let go. His head Wted and his face, 
buried in the pillo\v turned to the wall, away from her. She could 
see from the movement of an eyelid that his eyes \Vere open, 
staring. 

She whispered his name in the sealed-in silence of the room, 
&\vare not only of him, but of all the faces the years of Gails and 
Peters, watching behind her. Over now ... over . .. . She kept re­
peating it to herself, trying to convince her elf and let the words 
carry her toward the bed. \i anting to say it to him-would ay it to 
him, to that vulnerable part of him that \vould believe her and trust 
her. She stood beside him and looked down at his face, and saw 
what she belie ed and trusted, and loved, still. She bent down and 
her hand, \vhen she touched him, \Vas trembling. 
!here were times, though ... " she \vhispered, o close that he 

had to see her DO\v, " ••• \Yhen it \ Vas me and not Cail ... me you 
were making love to, not her . . . \Veren't there, Pete . . . weren't 
therer 

She kissed him and then he drew back, undid the belt, and let 
her robe fall to the Boor. Peter's e, es \Vere still dull, as if they 
weren't seeing her at all, but something traced a quick, deep line 
aero s his forehead. 

"Don't, ~Jaggie . .. . • 
She he itated~ then sat on the edge of the bed . .-\Vby not,, Peter 

She leaned over and troked his hair. ''You \vanted me to know, 
didn't you? All right, I kno\v, I think I kne\v all along. It didn't 
change anything and it still doesn't, not bet\veen us.· 

She looked across the bed at the night table \vith things on it that 
were 11nmistakab1y Gail's. She got up and walked around the bed to 
Cail' s side and felt the illc spread cool under her as she eased her­
self do'vn beside him. She lay still awhile, as still as Peter- breath­
ing in as lightly the \veet, deep fragrance of Gail that \vas every­
\vhere. She touched his neck and moved her hand slowly down his 
back. He stirred and she heard him murmur something into the pil-
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low. Her hand slid around him, under him, and spread Bat against 
his chest 

He made another sound and it wa~ her name, it was Maggie he 
" ·as aying, faintly at fir t, almo t pleading. And then saying it 
again, only tronger thi time, a \vaming in it, *'-don't.• 

Her hand kept 1no,·ing lo'" r thou h and she felt him, soft-even 
with her touch, till oft. nd then he pr ed do'vn on her to stop 
the insi tent trokin . "'L t me," he aid. Her lip bru hed his 
shoulder, and be f It hi kin '"et a ain t her face. Then the 
weight on her hand li ht ned a little and be lipp d off. She rolled 
onto her b ck and \vatch d Pet r ra · him elf and tum slo\vly to­
ward her. Be look d at her. be could e no \varning in the look, 
nothing di . tant, ju t that oftn comin into his ey again-\vhich 
meant h \ Va ri ht~ he \ Va ri ht all Ion . be tried to draw him 
do\\rn but h pulled back and aid qui tly, '°I can't, ~taggie."' 

.. Can'tr It w a \\'llsP r. \Vhy not?" 
" ~ot here.· 
"Becau e if her room? .. 
.. ot h r ." 
"'What' that matt r, P te? \ bat' it matterr She kept saying it 

and pull ing him clo er; it wa ea i r now, \vith all his resistance 
going. 44lt' " 'hat }'OU ' ant I know it is. I kno\v it· 

He was on her. Iiis arm lid und r h r back and held her. And 
then he be an movin a ainst her, slowly pushing himself between 
her leg . f aggi • y s clo ed and her bead rolled baclc and forth 
over the pillow. And as ready as h \Vas for him, it happened \vith 
such a sudden, bard pu h into her that it left her too breathless 
even to cry out. It happen d a ain and again, each thrust deep and 
punjshin . Her hands tightened on his back, pulling him down 
agains t her to bury the cri s. He must ha become aware of the 
pain finally, must have fe]t it ev n \vitbout the cries, because he 
stopped suddenly and looked almost stricken. He lifted her face 
and car sed her, and \vhen he began to mo e again, it was gently, 
as though he were someone completely different now, making love 
to her, not just driving himself into her. 

ow if only she could hear it again the way she had before- her 
name, gently and pleading. Here, in Gail's room, Gail's bed. Mag· 
gie. Especially when she felt him quicken and then stop suddenly 
and shudder all through his body. 
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He lay still, and when she touched ~ drew in his breath 
sharply and shuddered again, lightly, and then not at all. His 
breath was \varm and wet on her neck, and then be rolled off her 
and lay staring at the ceiling. 

~Iaggie rai ed her arms and pushed the hair back off her face. 
The room was hot and airless, and once again she became aware of 
that sweet smell of Gail all around her. And Gail watching her 
dimly from the pictures acros the room. A drop of sweat slid down 
her side onto the silk spread that was \Varm under her. She looked 
at Peter, still staring up, and if it \Yeren't for the alium and the 
\vine finally work;ng on her, the pr sence of Gail they were both 
conjuring up \vould have been even stronger and more disturbing. 

"Pete?" She moved clo er to him and lay her arm across his 
chest "Hold me.· 

He lowered his bead and look d at her vaguely a moment, then 
gently bru hed her arm aside and swung his legs off the bed. He sat 
on the edge, bent forwar~ rubbing his eyes. laggie propped her­
self up on one elbo\v and reached out to touch the space between 
them. "Pete, are you all rigbt?9 

He dropped his hands and stood up. ·sure rm all right,. he said 
without looking back at her. He "\valked, almost tumbled, across 
the room and groped behind the clo ed drapes for the cord He 
jerked the cord down, opening the curtains \vide then slid open the 
glass and screen door , quickly, as though something noxious had to 
be let out of the room. Maggie reached do\vn and found the ter­
rycloth robe on the Boor beside the bed. be covered herself 
against the cool breeze and \Vatched Peter leaning again t the door­
jarnb, looking out. She called him hvice before he heard her; then 
he turned his head so that be \Yas facing the pictw'es on the dress­
ing table. 

"'Can we talk?" She waited. -Peter 
"What-?"' He looked away from the pictures. 1 need to wallc on 

the beach awhile.· 
"Do you want me to come~ 
• o: he said quickly. He \vent outside, stopped, and called back 

over his shoulder, "Fix the bed, will your 
~iaggie saw him enter his bedroom from the deck and come out 

a minute later wearing his denim shorts. She listened to the sound 
of his f oat.steps fa ding down the wooden steps to the beach. 
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She pull d the robe hi~ber, up to her boulder , and let her eyes 
travel s)o\vly around the room. It w just tha she told her elf-a 
room, \vith a pr enc in it that had no xi tence out ide her own 
mind. The bad made love b fore he and Peter, in thi house just 
be ond that \\•aJ I~ nnd \\ith Cail a real pre nee then- \vith no pre­
monition • no r gr t. and no ~ilt. h tried to pr tend it \Vas no 
di.ff rent nO\\' and lo d her v on the room. \\'hen that didn't 
" 'ork b tri cl to dhtrnct h ~ r ·lf \\'ith the ou nd outside and with 
th a\var n that h \\ hi' ring in the breeze. 

h got up gro gily. f um bl cl \\·ith th robe, put it on, and went 
out to th deck. The only otb ' r li ght ail)~"b r \V&s comin from 
P t r' b d.ro m. he crO'>\ ~d th dcc.k and tum d on the outside 
pot \vhich r ch ~d li~hlly beyond the f ootin in the sand. She 
t d a~ inst th r il, canning th mpty b ch , and lean d far 

f on\·ard to ~e b rond om - pl ntu1 , ob tructing the vi \Y to her 
ri "ht. 

P t r '"a no,,·h •r , and th onfu d tat h \Va in when he 
tumbl d out ri ht n d h r ' n mor thJ.n b ing alone in the 

hous ,,;th ail knO\\'in~ h \\' th r . ( \\~by \Va he thinking 
about C ii now? il " ' in th city. P t r had aid that, hadn't 
b ? be tri d to rem m b r. ) he pac d to the other end of the deck 
and tood \\rith her hands cupp d around her eyes to block out the 
potli h . 

And th n h " ' him, or thou ht be did-a dim figure standing 
at the d e of th \\•ater, outlin d bri 8 a airut the white of a 
break r. ~fa ·e Jo,ve red h r hand to her mouth and called out to 
him. Th h pe of the 6gur chan d . or moved. he called again, 
but h r voi had to b lo t in th oWld of th surf, so he went to 
the t ps and climb d dO\\'ll quiclJ . At the bottom he saw that 
the figure had dis pp ared beJo\v the slope of the beach. She 
waJk d beyond th li ht, and hath a to the water, aw him again; 
really &\V him this time, in the surf, dra ging him elf out She 
cried out hi name and the ound reached him and startled him. 
~fa gie ' alked fa ter. Th and became wet and firm underfoot, 
and then the surf was rolling around her ankles. She stopped and 
waited for him to come Jo er, then \VTapped her arms around him 
and squeezed, o tightly that be took bold of her wrists and eased 
himself free. 
ut me get my breath," be said He coughed and piessed his 
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hands against the sides of his head, combing h is finger through htl 
hair. She follo,ved him onto the dry sand and watched him drop 
exhausted to his knees. 

'Tm sorry,• :\1aggie said and be \Vas just as breathless. She 
knelt beside h im and touched his arm. 1 didn't kno\v \vhat had 
happened to you. I \Vas ettin frantic. really I \Vas.· 

'-\Vhy? hat did .. ou think I'd do?" ~1 aggi hook her head. 1 
told you I \Vanted to be alone a \vhile . ., He exhal d beavilyJ and let 
himself collapse into the and . 

"I kno\v." She ' ipcd th " 'ater off h r face and dried h er hands 
on the robe, \vbicb , as gritty \ ith sand. urm panicking, I guess. I 
don't mean to.n 

"rm not going to le t anyt1 ing happen to you, ~Jaggie n be said. 
i 'm not thinking about that.'~ H er hands kept rubbing against 

the robe, her bod y rocking back and forth .... Pete-I know what this 
is doing to you- n 

"'I suppose you do. Hell I'm not keeping it much of a secret. 
Thafs not gain to change thin thou h, is it?" 

She lowered herself b sid him. !here's no other way, Pete. o 
way you can go on protectin her.· 

" ' o,. he said qui tly, '"ith that enormou adne s in his voice 
again. H e watched his finger tracina lightly in the sand. '1 didn't 
think it \vould happen again. But it' no diller nt. Christ"-bis 
fingers tightened into a 6. t and crround ou t the e en pattern of lines 
- "no different. If everybody back to GO." He \Vas silent, and then , , 

he p ushed himself up to his k'llees. The fron t of his body from his 
shoulders do,vo \Va coat d \\ ith sand. H e gav a few quick S\veeps 
of his hand and at back on his heel taring at the ocean. "I don•t 
kno\v ho'v to do it yet," he aid dully. "'I need time. Okayr 

"Okay," 1agai aid almo t voicelec; . be sat up, and the robe 
spread open lightly· she tightened it. "I know what it is, Pete-the 
rea) panic J'm f e) in~." be \Vaited for him tO look at her; he kept 
staring straight ahead. \Vhat arc you going to I t this do to us?" 

1 don' t know," he said . "'I'm not letting myself think that far 
ahead.· He looked at her finally, his face too hadowy for her to 
read. i'ou don't honestly see u surviving it, do your 

"Yes yes, of course I doJ' Her body shook \vith the cry. Peter 
looked at her impassively, and before she could touch him, pulled 
back and rose to his feet. 
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·rm orry, fa gie; he aid, '"it just doesn't seem that important 
to me right no\v." He bru bed more sand from his boulders, bent 
and lapped at th b of his leg . 

~fa gie tried not to r ac~ not to \hO\v herself hurt, or even rea­
sonable and under land.in ; aothin to pres ure him into any more 
\vords that he ob' 1ou h' ,,·ouJdn't 1n an . ., 

Pet r trai ht n d nd look d b k at the distant hou e which 
\Vas the onJy point of light any' b re on the bluH. '-It' late " he 
sai~ and em d to ta.rt tO\\•ard it ; instead be tum d if remem­
beriu .\fa i , but \\•alk d p t her \vi th out ven a light pause, 

and h ad d for th ''' t r. ~I ~~ie '''atchcd hi eveo pace change 
and bis bod 1 pull through the urf. fi e topped and poured haod­
f ul of \\·ater on hi I · od back. h at up shakily. There \vas 
and in her b ir. und r the rob • all O\ r her. he shook her head 

and rau h ·r hand lllld ·r the oll r a the robe, \valking to the water 
and I ttin it \V b 0\' r her r t. 

Pet r \\'a movin S\\ 'OY from her into deeper ,..,. ter; whether be 
Sa\ her or not, h couJcln·t t 11. h k pt her eye on him though, 
\Vatch.in him du · u nd r a \\' ve and take a little too long to sur­
face. The clarkn \\' making her un a y, and the f ct that he was 
out th re alon and oing deeper; and if anything should happen 
he ,..,asn't a tron , '"immer, not at all. He dove under a wave just 

befor it brok , and oou h di appeare~ her voice worked 
liJce a re8e and bout d his nam . h ' aited, earching the da.rk­
ne s, then took a st p f on,•ard, h.fl.lng her robe a the foam rose to 
her knee . 

Finally he surf a d, probably no mor than a fe,v econds later, 
but too many for her. H av.· h r motioning him toward her and 
calling, •pfea er Another \\•ave hit him in the back and pushed 
him fon\'ard. \Vbeo it reached f aggie, she winced at the cold 
against her thigh and let the kirt of th robe already wet fall. 

Peter moved in lo' ly. and about ten feet Q\vay from her he 
stopped and waited ilentl for ~ta gie to speak. 

"p te? Please come out, will ou?0 he gestured him forward. 
i will in a while, n he aid, and he pleaded .. owr 
He hesitated, then moved a fe,v S\vaying step closer still keep­

ing him elf out of r a b. w\ \fbat are you so afraid ofr he asked 
Maggie gave a broad veep of her hand. "This ... aren't you?" 

She smiled nervously and after a few seconds saw that he wu smil-
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ing back at her-actually smiling-and then holding his arms out to 
her and Uiging her to,vard him, gently, as though trying to calm a 
frightened child. He "vas makin it work on her: \Vith that smile 
and that calm gesture, soothing all the fear and anxiety out of her. 
She fought the pu h of the surf and fell against him, barely con­
scious no\v o the rising hock of the cold. 

The \vords came out in a ru b. bYou d idn't mean any of it before, 
I knew you didn't." "he pre ed closer. "And I ' as right, \vasn't I ?" 
She lifted her fac and savl that the smile \Vas gone; but that didn't 
matter, not ' ith Im arms clo ing around her. "Don't do that to me 

• • again, e er. 
You don't let go, do you, laggie?" he said . All she let herself 

hear in i t \ as affection and, nnall , something like acceptance. 
" o. ot v.rhen I've found something this right. You can't blame 

me for that, can you?" 
A wave hit them and 1aggie stumbled against him. Peter's arms 

tightened around her, holding her steady, e en after the undertow 
had passed and her footing was secure aga.ia "I'm okay,"' she said, 
but his grip ' as tightening uncomfortably no\v. "Peter She tried 
to pull a\vay a little to catch her breath. "Peter she said agaia The 
look on his face had changed , b come distant again, not on her at 
all. She brought her hands hen een them, against his shoulders, 
and pushed. Peter blinked and looked at her face. i'ou don't let 
go,,. he said, and omething frightening had come into his voice. He 
freed her sudd nJy and she fought for air, for just a few econds be­
cause his hand \.vent to her \VTists squeezing and she thought, 
"Aly Godr and right a\vay tried to block out the terrifying idea. 
But he couldn't; he \ a pulling at her, harder, hard enough to 
snap her \VTists if b didn't b nd, dra~ging her farther out and say­
ing over and o er · Let no, f agoie, let ao . ... "' 

And, my God, it was happening, U wGJ' happening to her. 
His hands shot up to her shoulders, and the cry of astonishment 

and terror burst out of her just as he pushed and her bead went 
under. She came up choking, and \vhen for just a moment his face 
came into f ocu she sa\v it again-that savage, terrible look he had 
turned on Joanne Ellis. She screamed. The open robe twisted 
around her and Boated up as Peter leaned forward and pressed 
down again with all his \ eight. She fought him, tearing at his baclc 
with her nails. His head jerked back with the pain. He threw him-
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self down on her, forcing her lovJer submerging his face to do it, 
until she was truggling Je and Jes , and finally not at all. Still he 
held her w1der. \\hen he let go, the robe Boated up and billo\ved 
on the ~·ell of a \Va e. 

Peter cbok d. He ta gered a\va , a littl and felt his insides 
heave. He b nt fonvard and von1it d. \\"b n h looked back, the 
robe \vas stil l floating above ~I ~gi 's body. ll pulled it free and 
dragg d it b hind h im a h stumbl d out of the \Yater onto the 
beach. Line of blood \Vere runn inq do'vn hi back. H e fell to his 
knees on the dry and, his arm tight, tight agciinst his middle. 

At 6 e-thirty in th momin , ''·hich had b n a fas t as he could 
dri e out to E t Hampto~ Cail I •ft th car in the driveway and 
ran into th bou . h earched through all the rooms until she 
found Pet r itting in a chair near her dre in table, \\'earing only 
his cut-off j an , ' hich \\'er till '' et. he topped abruptly in the 
doonvay, and \vhen he a\v that dazed look in bis eye , said \vith 
quiet dread, .. ,, b re i he Peter 

His lip moved oundl ly at first, and then hi eyes closed and 
the soWld came out, bare l abo e a '''hisper, "I'm orry, Gail . ... • 

Gail- her face white-didn't move from the doonvay. ..It .. . 
happ ned?" 

Peter opened hjs eyes. H e hook his heacL i didn't mean it to.· 
"But it happened?'" h ai~ her voice rising. 
Peter oodd d , and Cail I aned her head ag inst the door-jamb 

and said quietly "Oh, my Cod, 0 0.
11 

"I tried, Gail- really. But it just-• He covered his face and 
strained to find th \vord, .. - went on me again, I couldn't h Ip it.• 

·\Vhyr she cried. '"Pete whate er be thought about Susan, 
there,s nothing she cou ld ha done ou kno\v that. D o you think I 
would have told her if I wasn't ure of that?" 

it wasn't \vbat she could've done, ail.19 H e lifted his face and 
looked from Gail to the bed which \! as still rumpled. Gail followed 
his look. '"It wasn't that. ... " His voice died. 

Cail moved out of the doorway to,vard th bed. She lingered~ 
side it, touched it, then ca.me toward Peter. u othing would've 
mattered, Pete, nothing \vould've happened to us. Has it ever? Has 
itr 

*'N • o. 
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!hen why?" 
He looked frightened and helpless a face from out of one of the 

earliest snapc;hots on the dressing table. His arms went around her 
waist and his lips pre sed against her. Cail stroked his hair, and 
\vhen she looked dov;n her eye caught the mea.rs of blood blend­
ing into the £lo, e red pattern covering the chair. She a \V the gashes 
in his back and gave a s1naU cry. And thought immediately-her 
fingernails, his skin under her fingernails. \ here was the body? 

She left P ter in the room and \vent outside. scanning the beach 
from the deck until she Sa\V in the rust Jigbt the \Vrute of the ter­
rycloth robe in the sand. She \ven t to\vard it, looking back con­
stantly at the gray outlines of the houses on the bluff. Peter had 
come out to the deck and wa \\'atchinv. She bC'nt do'vn and ex­
amined the robe handling it carefu1Jy, then \valked the deserted 
beach everal hundred fee t in both directions. There \Vas nothing 
else vi ible. 

Peter ·was \Vaiti.ng '"hen she climbed the steps to the deck. 
I\othing" he aid and kicked off her shoes caked with sand. He 
folJo\ved her inside and waited in the living room \vh ile she put on 
a pot of coffee and paced the kitchen, trying to order her thoughts. 

"I'm going to handle it myself this time," she heard him call out. 
She stopped pacing and looked out at him. "I don't \vant you in­
volved in it, not again, Cail-. ou or _ 1ichael. Okay?" 

Cail thought a moment. "B tter put a hirt on " \Vas all she said. 
She brought in coITec-black and strong-and made Peter sit be­

side her and drink i t, and an \\'e r all her questions, \vh ich she asked 
coldly with no emotion : ,,.,here they'd been and \vhen1 and exactly 
ho\v h remembered it happPnin~-every detail of it. 

Sitting silently, b poured another cup of coHee and drank i~ 
then dre\v a deep br ath and carried the phone closer. She dialed, 
all the \vhile looking at her brother. Through the entire call she 
looked at him. 

!his i5 Cail ~1cCabe on the Shore Road,"' she said into the 
phone, soWlding fri ght oed and out of breath. '1 'vant to report an 
accident, a dro\\rning. Could you come out here right away, please? 
Thank you: 

She lo,vered the receiver and turned to Peter. \;\!e'll have to call 
1 ichael soon ,. she said and \Vaited for him to no~ which he did, 

6na1ly, grudgingly. 
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•He'll do it• 
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His look became soft and adoring. He raised his hand and 
touched her face. "You're ahvays there .•• : 

., Always,"' Gail said. 6' Ahvays.· 
She let him draw her close and kiss her until she could feel his 

control going. She pulled a\vay from him and leaned forward on 
the couclL Peter's hand lid dO\\'ll her back and rested. 

The game board was on the coffee table in front of her. She stud­
ied it, tiJting her head to read the colored squares on the opposing 
three sides. More ab orbed~ she slipped to her knees and reached 
for one of the pawns. Peter v.1atched her and then slid ofl the couch 
and crawled to the position opposite her. 

Gail looked up, puzzled. \\'hafs the gamer she asked. 




