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To the menory of Sinon Beagl e,

ny father.
| can still hear you singing, Pop
quietly, to yourself
shavi ng.

When | was really young, if there was one thing | wanted in the world,
it was to be invisible. | used to sit in class and daydream about it, the way
t he ot her ki ds were daydream ng about being a nmovie star, being a big
basket bal | player. The good part was, if | was invisible, Mster Cat--ny
cat--M ster Cat would al ways be able to see ne, because invisible doesn't nean
anything to a cat. As | know better than anyone, but that conmes |ater

| used to let Sally see ne, too--Sally's nmy nother--in the daydream Not
_all_ the time, not when | was mad at her, but nostly, because she'd have
worried. But | really liked it best when it was just nme and M ster Cat
drifting along, just going wherever we felt |ike going, and nobody able to

tell if my butt was too fat or if my skin had turned to nolten | ava that
morning. And if | got my period in P.E, which | always used to, or if | said
somet hing dunb in class, nobody'd even notice. | used to sit there and i magi ne
how great it would be, not ever to be noticed.

It's different now |I'mdifferent. I'"'mnot that furious little girl
daydreanming in class anynore. | don't live on West Eighty-third Street, just
of f Col unmbus, in New York City--1 live at Stourhead Farmin Dorset, England,

with ny nother and ny stepfather, and |I'm going to be nineteen in a couple of
mont hs. That's how old ny friend Tanmsin was when she died, three hundred and
thirteen years ago.

And I'mwiting this book, or whatever it turns out to be, about what
happened to all of us--Tanmsin WIIoughby and Sally and nme, and Evan and the
boys, too, and the cats.

It happened six years ago, when Sally and | first got here, but it seens
a lot longer, because in a way it happened to sonmeone else. | don't really
speak that person's |anguage anynore, and when | think about her, she
enbarrasses ne sonetines, but | don't want to forget her, | don't ever want to
pretend she never existed. So before | start forgetting, | have to get down
exactly who she was, and exactly how she felt about everything. She was ne a
ot longer than |I've been me so far

W have the sane nanme, Jennifer d uckstein, but she hated that, too, and
| don't mind it so nmuch. Not the d uckstein--what she hated was the dam
stupid, boring Jennifer. My father named ne. He used to say that when he was a
boy, nobody was call ed Jennifer except in a few books, and Jennifer Jones.
He'd say, "But _|I_ always thought it was a really beautiful nane, and it
actual ly nmeans Guenevere, like in King Arthur, and why should you care if
everybody in the world today is naned Jennifer, when they aren't naned
Courtney or Ashleigh or Brittany?" Hs_ nanme is Nathan G uckstein, but his
stage name is Norris Groves, and everyone calls himthat except Sally and ne



and his mother, nmy Grandma Paul a. He's an opera singer, a baritone. Not great,
| always knew that, but pretty good--senifanous if you know baritones, which
nost people don't. He's always off working sonewhere, and he's on a coupl e of
al buns, and he gives recitals, too. He's sung at Carnegie a couple of tinmes.
Wth other people, but still.

Meena says--Meena's mny best friend here in Engl and--Meena says that if
I"'mreally going to wite a book, then | have to start at the begi nning, go
straight through to the end, and not ranble all over everywhere, the way I
usual |y do. But where does anything begi n? How far back do you have to go? For
all I know, maybe everything starts with me rescuing Mster Cat, when | was
ei ght and he was just a kitten, froma bunch of boys who were going to throw
himoff the roof of our building to see if he'd and on his feet. Mybe it
really starts with Sally and Norris getting married, or neeting each other, or
getting _born_. O rmaybe |I ought to go back three hundred years ago, back to
Tansin and Edric Davies . . . and _him.

Vll, it's ny book, so let's say it all starts on the April afternoon
when | came hone from Gaynor Juni or Hi gh and found Sally in the kitchen, which
was strange right away, because it was a Tuesday. Sally's a vocal coach and
pi ano teacher--back in Newyork she worked with people who wanted to sing
opera. A couple of her voice students were in the chorus at the Met, and
think there was one doing small parts with Gty OQpera. She's never had anyone
famous, so she always had to teach piano, too, which she didn't like nearly as
much. The singers nostly lived downtown, and she went to their homes on
di fferent days, but all the piano people cane to our place, and they al ways
cane on Thursday, the whole gang, one after another; she scheduled it |ike
that on purpose, to get it over with. But _Tuesdays_ Sally never got hone
until six at the earliest, so it was a little weird seeing her sitting at the
kitchen table with her shoes off and one foot up on the step stool. She was
eating a carrot, and she | ooked about el even years old.

W don't | ook anything alike, by the way. She's tall, and she's got this
absol utely devastating conbi nation of dark hair and blue eyes, and | don't
know if she's actually _beautiful _, but she's _graceful , which I wll never
be innmy life, that's just sonething I know. In the last couple of years ny
skin's gotten some better--because of the English climate, Sally says--and
Meena's taught me stuff to do with ny hair, and I'm actually devel opi ng
something that's practically a shape. So there's hope for me yet, but that's
not like being graceful. It doesn't bother ne. | can live with it.

"They fired you," | said. "All of them all at once. A detriment to
their careers. We're going to be selling T-shirts in Colunbus Circle.™

Sally gave nme that sideways | ook she never gave anyone el se. She said,
"Jenny. Have you been--you know -snoking that stuff?" She never woul d cal
boom or any drugs by their right names, it was always _that stuff_, and it
used to drive me mad. | said, "No, | haven't," which happened to be true that
afternoon. | said, "I was making a _joke_, for God's sake. | don't have to be
booted to nake jokes. Gve ne a break, all right?"

On any other day, we'd probably have gotten into a whole big fight over
it, a dunb thing like that, and wound up with both of us hiding out in our
roonms, too pissed and upset to eat dinner. We used to have a joke about the
G uckstein Diet--stay on it for two nonths and | ose twenty pounds and your
famly. But this time Sally just put her head on one side and sniled at ne,
and then suddenly her eyes got huge and filled up, and she said, "Jenny,
Jenny, Evan's asked ne to marry him"

Vll, it wasn't as if | hadn't been practicing for it. | can still close
nmy eyes and see nyself, lying in bed every night that whol e year, holding
M ster Cat and visualizing how she'd be when she told ne, and how she'd expect
_me_ to be. Sometines |I'd see nmyself being so _sweet_ and so happy for her
I'd never have gotten through it w thout puking; other times | thought 1'd
probably cry a little, and hug her, and ask if | could still call Norris
"Daddy," which | haven't called himsince | was three. And on the bad nights
I'd plan to say sonmething like, well, that's cool, only it doesn't matter to



me one way or the other, because |'moff to Los Angeles to be a honel ess
person. O a novie director, or a really famous call girl. | varied that one a
| ot.

But when it actually happened, | just |ooked at her and said, "Ch." |
didn't even _say_it, exactly, it just came out--it wasn't a word, it wasn't
anyt hing, but it was what cane out, after all that imagining. "Ch." The story
of my life.

Sally was actually shaking. | could tell, because the table had one |eg
shorter than the others, and it was sort of buzzing against the floor as she
sat there. She said, "I told himl'd have to check it out with you." | could
barely hear her.

"It's okay," | said. "It's fine." Sally got up and cane around the table
and she hugged ne, and now | couldn't tell which one of us was trenbling. She
whi spered into ny hair, "Jenny, he's a good, good man--he _is_, baby, you'd
know it if you ever just _talked_ to himfor five mnutes. He's kind, and he's
funny, and | feel like _nyself_ when I'mwth him I|'ve never felt that way
wi t h anybody, never, | never have." Then she grinned at me, looking like a
little kid again, and said, "Well, present conpany excepted, natch." \Wich was
a nice thing to say, but silly, too, because she knew better. W got on well
enough nost days, but not the way she was tal king about. | only felt really
like nyself with Mster Cat, back then. Back before Tansin.

Anyway, Sally kept huggi ng ne and goi ng on about Evan, and | just kept
standing there, waiting to feel something besides nunb. My breath was sort of
hardening in ny chest, like the asthma attacks | used to get when | was
l[ittle. But | wasn't wheezing or anything--it was nore |like things inside ne
pushing up all close together, huddling together. When | did finally nmanage to
speak, it sounded |ike sonebody el se, sonebody far away, nobody | knew. |
said, "Are you going to have to go to England? Wth hin"

The way Sally | ooked at nme was |ike that noment in a cartoon where the
fox or the coyote runs straight off the cliff and doesn't know it right away,
but just keeps on running in the air. She said slowy, like a question, "Well,
honey, sure, of course we are," and then her eyes got all wet again, so now of
course _she_couldn't talk for a bit. | gave her ny wad of Kl eenex, because to
this day she absolutely _never_ has one--I don't know how she manages. She
bl ew her nose and grabbed hold of ny shoul ders and shook nme a little. "Baby,"
she said. "Baby, did you think I was just going to walk off and | eave you?
Don't you know I woul dn't go anywhere wi thout you, not for Evan MHugh, not

for anybody? Don't you know that?" Her voice sounded weird, too, like a
cartoon voi ce.
"Why can't he just nove _here? " | nmunbled it, the way |I still do when

can't not say something, but | don't really want people to hear me, especially
the one I'msaying it to. Meena says |'ve practically quit doing that, but I
know | haven't.

"Honey, that's where his work is,” Sally said. God, | remenber it used

to drive ne wild that she'd never tal k about Evan's _job , it always had to be
his work_. "I can do what | do anywhere, but Evan's got to be in England, in
London. Besides, the boys are there, Tony and Julian, they're in _school --"

"Well, I"'min school, too," |I said. "In case you didn't notice." Mster
Cat junmped down fromthe top of the refrigerator and stal ked across the table
to me with his legs all stiff, doing his Frankenstein-cat nunber. | hadn't

seen himon the refrigerator, but Mster Cat's always _there_ or _gone_, he's
never anywhere in between. That's how | wanted to be, that's what | mean about
being invisible. Mst black cats are really a kind of red-brown underneath, if
you see themin the right light, but Mster Cat's black right through, even
t hough he's hal f-Sianese. "Black to the bone," ny friend Marta Vel ez used to
say. He stood up and put his paws around ny neck, and |I could feel himpurring
wi t hout a sound, the way he al ways does. He snelled |ike warmtoast--dark
dark toast, when you get it outjust right, just before it burns.

"You could take himw th you," Sally said, really quickly, as though I
didn't knowit. "He'd have to wait out quarantine, but that's just a nonth, |



think." She | ooked at ne sideways again. She said, "You know, | had this crazy
i dea you might actually be glad to start a whole different |ife somewhere

el se--anot her country, new school, new people, new friends, new ways of doing
things. | mean, let's face it, it's not as though you' ve been having such a
great time this last year or two--"

And | just lost it right there, | have to wite it exactly like that, |
just went up in snoke. | didn't know it was going to happen until | heard that
faraway voi ce scream ng at her, "Yeah, well, maybe | don't have the greatest
l[ife in the world right now, but I'm _used_to it, you ever think about that?
And | know I've only got a couple of friends, and they're even weirder than I
am but | know them and | don't want to start everything all over in sone
shitty, snobby place where it rains all the damm time and they nake you wear

uniforms." Sally was trying to interrupt, and Mster Cat was | ooking at ne and
flicking his tail, the way he still does when I'm not being cool like him I
just kept going, "It's fine, it's okay, I'll nove in with Marta, or Norris or
somebody, 1'Il call Norris right now" And | grabbed up the phone, and the
recei ver slipped right out of my hands, they were so shaky and sweaty. It just
made ne crazier. | told her, "Don't worry about ne. You go to England, that's

fine, have a nice life. Say hello to the _boys_ , okay?"
And | banged the phone back down, and then I _did_ head for ny room and

t he door was already slamm ng while she was still yelling sonething about
finally getting me away frommy damn druggy friends. Mster Cat ran in right
after me--soneday he's going to get _nailed_, | keep telling him-and junped

up on the bed, and we just lay there for I don't know how | ong, hours. The
G uckstein Diet.

| guess | must have cried a little bit, but not very much. I'mreally
not a big crier. Mainly | lay there with Mster Cat on ny chest and started
review ng ny options. That's something Norris used to say all the time--how
when you're in a bad place and confused and not sure which way to turn, the
best thing is to get yourself quiet and think really coldly about your
options, your choices, even if they're all shitty, until you can figure out
whi ch one's the _|east_ shiny of the bunch. O course, when Norris tal ks about
options, he nostly nmeans a better contract, or a bigger dressing room or a
first-class ticket instead of flying business class. Woever thought artists
were a lot of dreany twits with no clue about noney never net ny father

_My_ options narrowed down in a hurry. Marta would have been great, but
I knew she didn't even have enough roomfor herself, with five other kids in
the famly. Unlike Sally, who's an only child, and Norris, who's got the one
sister way up in Riverdale, Aunt Marcelia. _She's_ got a daughter, too, ny
cousin Barbara, and we were al ways supposed to be |ifelong buddies, but the
first time we net, when we were maybe two years old, we tried to beat each

other to death with our toy fire engines, and it's been downhill fromthere. |
_still_ can't believe we're cousins. Sonmebody's |ying.

So in about a minute and a half it was Norris or nobody. Something
should put in here is that | like my father. Sally always says, "That's

because you weren't married to him" but what's funny is that | know Norris a
| ot better than she ever did. As nmuch tinme as she's spent with show peopl e,

she's never understood, they're _real_, they're just not real all the _tine_.
Norris really likes having a daughter, he likes telling people about nme, or
calling me up--the way he still does now, when he's singing in London--and

saying, "Hey, kid, it's your old nan, you want to cone down to the wi cked city
and hang out?" Only he'd be a lot happier if | were electric or electronic,
something with a cord he could plug in or a renote he could turn on and of f.
It's just Norris, that's how he is with everybody. Maybe he'd have been
different with ne if we lived together, | don't know He left when | was

ei ght.

I must have fallen asleep for a while, because suddenly it was dark and
Mster Cat's girlfriend, the Sianese Hussy, had started calling from across
the street. Mster Cat yawned and stretched and was over at the wi ndow, giving
me that look: _It's nmy job, what can | tell you?_ | opened the w ndow and he



vani shed, nothing left but his warmtoast snell on ny bl ouse. There were a
coupl e of dogs barking, but it didn't worry ne. Mster Cat never has to bother
about dogs, not in New York, not in Dorset. It's the way he | ooks at them

it's magic. If | knew how to | ook at people like that, 1'd be fine.
| was thinking Sally m ght come in--she does sonetines after we've had a
fight. But she was on the phone in her bedroom | couldn't make out any words,

but I knew she'd be talking to Evan half the night, same as practically every
ni ght, buzzing and giggling and cooing just like all the damm Tiffanys and
Courtneys in the halls, in all the stairwells, with their Jasons and their
Joshuas and their Seans. So | flopped back in bed, and started thinking hard
about what 1'd say to Norris tonorrow, to keep ny nmind off what Sally and Evan
were probably saying about ne right now And | suddenly thought how Norris
used to sing ne a bedtine song, a long, long tinme ago. The way we did, he'd
sing one line and 1'd have to sing the sane line right after him and each
time faster, until the two of us were just cracking up, falling all over each
other, yelling this gibberish, until Sally'd have to cone in to see what was
going on. | was still trying to renenber how the song actually went when

fell asleep.

M ster Cat wasn't back when | got up. Sally was already up and dressed
and runni ng, because Wednesdays she had to be at the Brooklyn Academny of Misic
by eight to teach a class in acconpani ment, and after that she had four voice
students and a part-tine job playing rehearsal piano for some friend s dance
conpany. We slid around each other in the kitchen, nobody saying much, unti
Sally asked ne if | wanted to neet her and Evan for a |l ate di nner downtown.
sai d thanks, but | thought I'd go over to see Norris after school, and we'd
probably be eating out ourselves. | don't _think_ | was nasty about it, just
casual .

Sally was casual, too. She said, "Maybe you ought to call himtonorrow
He just got in from Chicago |last night, so he's likely to be pretty beat
today." She and Norris don't see each other nuch, but they talk on the phone a
lot, partly because of me, partly because in the nmusic world everybody knows
everybody anyway, and everybody's going to have to work with everybody sooner
or later. They get along all right.

"I just have sone stuff | want to ask him" | said. "Like could | keep
on going to the sanme school if I was living with hinf Just stuff." OCkay, | was
being deliberately nasty, |I know, | can't lie in my own book. And yes, | stil
do things like that, only not so much now, not since Tansin. | honestly don't

think I do it so much anynore
Sally turned and faced ne. She drew in her breath to say sonething, and

then she caught it and said sonething really else, you could tell. She said,
"I'f you change your m nd about dinner, we'll be at the Cuban place on Houston
Casa Pepe. Probably around eight-thirty."

"Well, we nmight float by," | said. "You never know " Sally just nodded,
and rem nded me to | ock up, which she _always_did and | _always_ did, and
then she took off. | hung around as long as | could, hoping Mster Cat would

show up before | had to catch the bus, but he didn't. So I finally had to
cl ose the wi ndow, which | always hated, because then he'd have to be out al
day. Mster Cat didn't mnd. Mster Cat's too cool to mnd

| wanted to call Norris early, because you have to give himtine to get
used to new things, like seeing ne when it wasn't his idea. And | wanted to
line up dinner, because if there's one thing ny dad can do it's eat out. So
during honeroom break, | ran across the street to a | aundromat and got hi mon
their pay phone. He said, "Jennifer, how nice," in that deep, slow,
j ust -waki ng-up voice that probably drives wonmen crazy. He is the only person
in the world who calls nme Jennifer--never once Jenny, even when | woul dn't
answer to Jennifer, not for nonths. Norris is incredible at getting people to



be the way he wants, wearing them down just by being the way he is. It works
wi th everybody except Sally, as far as | know.

"I was hoping | could come over after school,"” |I said. |I still hate the
way | get when | talk to my father. As well as | know him as nuch as | keep
thinking 1've changed, and if he called right this mnute, while I"'mwiting,
I'd sound like a fan_, for CGod' s sake-- even ny _voice_ would get sweaty.
Norri s rmust have been expecting ne, though, because he hardly hesitated at al

before he said, "Absolutely. I've been wild for you to see the new pl ace.
There's even a guest roomfor weird daughters, if you know any."

"I"ll check around,"” | said. "See you about four. Sonmebody wants the
phone, | have to go." There wasn't anybody waiting, but | didn't want Norris

to pick up ny anxiety vibes. He's really, really quick about that--he knows
when you want sonet hi ng, al nost before you know. But | remenber | felt hopeful
all the same, because of the guest room Because of himmentioning the guest
room

At lunch | sat with Jake Walkowitz and Marta, |ike always, since third
grade. You couldn't mss our table--Jake's tall and freckled and white as a
boil ed egg, and unless he's changed a whole lot in six years he probably stil
| ooks |i ke he goes maybe ei ghty-five pounds. Marta's tiny, and she's very
dark, and she's got something genetic with one shoul der, or maybe it's her
back, | never was sure, so she walks just a little | opsided. Then you add in
me, looking like a fire hydrant with acne, and you figure out why the three of
us always ate lunch together. But we |iked each other. Not that it matters
much when you're stuck with each other like that, but we did.

| don't nake friends easily. | never did, and | don't now, but it
doesn't matter anywhere near the way it mattered in junior high school. New
York City or Dorset, when you're thirteen, you' re not even yourself, you're a
reflection of your friends, there's nothing to you but your friends. That's
one of the things nost people forget--what it was |ike being _out_ there every
day, thirteen. | guess you have to, the sane way wonmen forget how nuch it
hurts to have a baby. | used to swear 1'd never forget thirteen, but you do.
You have to.

Anyway, when | told about Sally and Evan, Jake shook his head so his
huge nop of curly red hair flew around everywhere. He said, "Ch boy, oh boy,
Evan McDork." | felt a little guilty when he said it, because | knew that far
back that Evan wasn't any kind of a dork, even if he _was_ wecking ny entire
l[ife. But that's what | called himthen, so that's whatJake and Marta called
him too. Jake said, "So your momi||l be Ms. MDork, and you'll have to
beJenny McDork. We won't even recogni ze the name when you wite to us.”

"And you'll have two instant brothers,” Marta put in. "Lucky you." She
and Jake kept |ooking two tables down, where one of _her_ brothers--1 think it
was Paco--was glaring at Jake as though he was about to start ripping Marta's
clothes off. Marta's got four older brothers, and every tine you turned your
head, in school or anywhere, there'd be sone sabertooth Vel ez keeping a nean

eye on her. | don't know how she stood it. They never used to be like that,
not until we started junior high.

"I"'mnot changing ny nane, |I'Il tell you _that_much," | said. "And I'm
not going to England either." | told themhow | was going to see Norris right

after school and get himto let me nove in with him Jake sneaked anot her | ook
at Paco and scooted right away from Marta until he was hanging on to the bench
wi th about half his skinny butt. He asked nme, "Suppose it doesn't work out
with your father? | mean, let's just consider the possibility."

"Ward of the court," Marta said right away. "My cousin Vicky did that.
Mot her beating on her, her dad was hitting on her, the judge put her in a
foster hone, and then | ater she got a place by herself. That's _it_, | love
it!" Jake was al ready shaking his head, but Marta sl apped her hand on the
tabl e and rai sed her voice, |ooking over at her brother. "That's _it_, Jenny!
You get your own place, and I'lIl come and live with you, and we don't tell ny
damm famly where we are.”

"My nom doesn't beat on nme," | said. "She wouldn't know how " That made



me feel funny, | remenber, thinking about Sally and how she woul dn't know how
to hit anybody. | said, "Anyway, | nostly don't mind living with her. | just
don't want to live with her in England, that's all."

Jake said, "You want to avoid stepfathers. Just on principle." He was on
his second then, and his nother was already lining up Nunber Three. | said,
"Count on it."

"Ward of the court,"” Marta said again. "lI'mtelling you, Jenny."

W bussed our trays, and then we went off to our special place, where
they keep the trash cans, because Jake had one small joint, about the size of

a bobby pin. Marta got giggly, but it didn't do much for Jake or me. Jake said
it was a question of body nass.

After lunch, Marta and | had Introduction to Drama together. Jake got
of f early because he and his parents went to fanily counseling on Wdnesdays.

Usually I liked Introduction to Drama, but lately I'd been having a problem
with the teacher, M. Hamell. Anyway, | _thought_ it was a problem but
wasn't sure then, and | guess I'mstill not, all these years later. M.

Hamel | had beautiful one-piece wal nut hair, and he had sort of ravines in his
cheeks, and half the girls at Gaynor were witing stuff they'd like to do to
himon the walls of the john. Sone of it was funny, and sonme of it nade ne
feel strange, not know ng which way to | ook when Marta showed ne. But sone of
it was really funny.

Anyway, for the last month or so M. Hammel|l had been naybe not exactly
coming on to me. Not that 1'd have known if he was, because nobody in the
_world_ had ever actually come on to ne, except Mark Rinzler one tine, at a
Christmas party. At first it was okay, fun even, and then it just turned
gross--no, that's not the word, it turned stupid and scary, and | nade Mark
quit, and he never spoke to ne again. But M. Hammell used to stand right
beside ne while he was talking, and he'd let his long fingers trail over ny
desk, and now and then he'd |l ook at ne, as though | was the only one in the
cl ass who coul d ever _possibly_understand what he was saying. Wich was _not _
true. And after class, or if we nmet in the hall, he'd stop me and ask what |
t hought about Antigone or poor dunb Desdenobna, whichever, while | stood there
getting redder and redder and sweatier and sweatier. He even gave ne his hone
phone nunber, in case | ever had any questions about the homework assignnent.
| didn't throw it away for a couple of days.

Meena keeps saying | shoul d have conpl ai ned about sexual harassmnent.
Only Meena's pretty, and there's a lot of stuff pretty people don't know.
Pretty people like Stacy Altieri and Vanessa Whitfield and Morgan Baski n,
they'd cone drifting up to ne at ny locker and they'd ask, "So. What's it |ike
with hin?" And they'd _|ook_ at ne, the way people do when they're waiting for
some kind of right answer fromyou, sone kind of password. And all | had to do
was say it, the word, and there I'd be, I'd be with them But | didn't know
any password, | never do. So they'd go on looking at me for a while, and then
they'd drift off again, back to their cool boyfriends, back to _pretty . And
I'"mstanding there, still pink sweaty nme, and |I'm going to know what's sexua
harassment and what isn't? Right, Meena.

Anyway. W had Introduction to Drama, and it went okay, except for Stacy
Altieri and Kevin Bell making their usual dunmb jokes about "TB or not TB." M.
Hamel | stood right by ny desk, the sane as always, and | could snell his
aftershave, like fresh snow, and see that he had a couple of broken bl ack
fingernails on one hand, as though he'd caught themin a door or sonething.
Funny to renenber that, when | can't remenber ny own damm name half the tinme.

After class, M. Hanmell was sort of beckoning to me, trying to catch ny
eye, but | pretended | didn't see himand just ducked out of there in time to
grab a quick hit with Marta in the girls' john before |I caught the bus to go
see Norris. Probably | shouldn't have done that, because all it did was make
me jittery, instead of easy and rel axed, the way | wanted to be. | put ny head
back and breat hed huge deep breaths, in and out, and tried really hard to fee
that | already lived at Norris's apartnent and was just going hone, |ike
always. It helped a little.



He'd noved into a new place just last nonth, way over east, right on the
corner of Third Avenue. An old building, but cleaned up, with a new awni ng and
the nunber witten out in letters, and a doorman wearing a uniformlike one of
Sally's tenors in an opera. Wien | told himl| was here to see ny father, M.
Norris (oves, he looked at me for the longest tine,just _knowing_ | was
actually some sort of danp, squirrelly groupie with an autograph book in one
coat pocket and a gun in the other. Then he went to the switchboard and
guess he called Norris in the apartnment, because | heard himtal king, and then
he cane back | ooking like he'd swallowed his cab whistle. But he told nme which
floor Norris lived on, and which way to turn when | got off the elevator. And
he watched me all the way to the elevator, in case | stole the skinny little

carpet or sonething. | remenber, | thought, _Boy, when | come to live here,
I"mgoing to do sonething evil to you every day. It'll be ny hobby_.
Meena, when you read this, | already told you I'mno good at all at

descri bing where people live, and telling what col or the bedroom was painted
and how many bat hroons they had, and what they had hanging on the walls. |
hated doing it in Creative Witing class, and there is no way |'m about to do
it in my own book. So the only thing I'mgoing to say about Norris's apartment
is that it was old, but _sunny_old, not snelly old, with a lot of big w ndows
with curly iron grates on the outside. Not nuch furniture, no paintings or
anyt hi ng, just sone franed opera posters and sone pictures of Norris with

famous people. | think they were fanmous, anyway. They were all in costune.
Norris gave me a huge hug when | cane in. That's his specialty, a hug
t hat makes you feel all wapped up and totally safe--1 never knew anybody el se
who could do itjust like that. He held me away from himand | ooked at ne, and
grinned, and then he hugged ne again and said, "Look what _|_got!" like a
little kid. And he stepped back, and | saw the piano.
Ckay. | may not know anything about _decor_, but | can't _hel p_ know ng
about pianos. This one was a baby grand--1 didn't see a manufacturer's nane

anywhere. It was a dark red-brown, the color | said nost black cats really
are, and it | ooked as though it was full of sunlight, just breathing and
rippling with it. |I never in ny life saw a piano |ike that one.

Norris stood beside nme, grinning all over hinmself. He's not really
handsome, not like M. Hammell, but he's bigger, and he's got thick, curly
gray hair and big features that really stand out--nose, chin, eyes,
forehead--which is great if you' re going to be onstage in makeup a lot. |
don't look anything like _him either. He said, "CGo ahead, kick the tires.
Take it for a test run."

One thing about Sally, she never made ne take any kind of piano or voice
| essons, even though that's what she teaches all day. (I can't sing a note, by
the way: Two parents who do it professionally, and it's all | can manage to
stay on pitch. They could probably take the hospital for _mllions_.) But |
teach nyself stuff sonetines, just for fun, banging it out for nyself, stuff
like "Mack the Knife" and "Piano Man," and "When |'m Sixty-four." | was
nervous about playing for Norris, so | made a big thing out of it, sitting
down and rubbi ng ny hands and cracking ny knuckles, until Norris said, "Enough
al ready, kid, go," and I finally went into "The Entertainer."

| had to stop. | got maybe ten or twelve bars into the piece, and | just
had to quit. The sound was so beautiful | was just about to get sick, or have
hysterics, or | don't know, wet nyself--_sonething_ was going to happen
anyway, that's for sure. Some people get that way when they see flowers or

sunsets, or read poens, whatever. | don't, | never have, but that damm pi ano.
| stopped playing, and | | ooked up at Norris, and | couldn't talk. He laid his
arm around ny shoul ders. He said, "Yeah, nme, too. |I _know_ | don't deserve it,

' menbarrassed every tine | use it just to sing scales, but | keep telling
nmyself it's a present for what I'm _going_ to do. You have to believe that
stuff, Jennifer, in our business."”

Norris always talks to nme as though I were a real rnusician, the way he
is, and the way Sally is. Sonmetines | like it, sometines | really don't,
because it's not true and he knows it. He wanted nme to play some nore, but |



got up fromthe piano and went over to him | said, "Sally's getting married.

"I know," Norris said. "N ce guy, too, Evan what's-his-nanme. You like
himall right, don't you?"

| shrugged and nodded, that munbly nod | do. Norris was watching ne
really closely. "She says you're a bit antsy about the nove to London."

Sonetimes | really wish | had the kind of parents who got divorced and
never ever spoke to each other again to the day they died. "I'mnot _antsy_
about it," | said. "I'mjust not going."

Norris |laughed. "Wat are you tal king about? Babe, listen, you'll |ove
London. I'mcrazy about it, 1'd sing there for nothing--hell, | practically
do. Jennifer, you will adore England, you'll have the time of your life. |
prom se you." He was hol ding ny shoulders, smling down at ne with those
confident eyes that really do flash all the way to the bal cony when he's being

Ri goletto or lago. Show people feel things, like | said--theyjust can't help
knowi ng a good scene when they see one. Like Mster Cat, it's their job.

If I was ever going to do it, nowwas it. | took a deep breath, and
said, "I was wondering if | could maybe stay with you.” Norris didn't drop his

teeth, or anything like that. He stroked ny hair and | ooked straight into ny
eyes, and sort of chanted, "JenniferJenniferJenniferJennifer." It's an old
joke--he used to tell me that that was ny real nanme, that he only called ne
Jennifer for short. That was |ong ago, when | was little, when the nanme hadn't
yet started to bug me so nuch.

"I could take care of things," |I said. "I could do the shopping, the
| aundry, keep things clean, forward your nmail. Water the plants.” | don't know
why | threw that_ in, because he never _has_ any plants. "You wouldn't have
to pay a housekeeper. Or a secretary." It doesn't |ook right on the page,
because it all cane out in one frantic _whoosh , but that's about what | said.

Norris said, "Jennifer. Honey. Come and sit down." And | knew it was al
out the window right there. He pulled me over to the sofa and sat next to ne,
never taking his eyes frommne. He said, "Honey, it wouldn't work. W

couldn't do that to Sally--you know she'd be devastated, and so would I, and
so woul d you. Believe ne."

"I"d get over it," | said. "So would Sally. New husband, new country,
two new ki ds--she wouldn't have _time_ to be devastated about _anybody._.
Norris, | could go visit her once in a while, that'd be fine, 1'd love it. But
| can't live there, Norris, | just can't, why can't | stay with you in the
guest roon?" I'mwiting it all down, just the way it was, as fast as | can

so maybe | won't be too ashaned. But | nmight just cut it out later on
Norris ran a hand through his own hair and then squeezed his hands

together. He said, "Jennifer, | don't know howto say this. I'mnot in a very
good pl ace right now for having anybody living with me. It's not just you,
it's anybody. 1'mconming off a bad rel ationship--you remenber Mandy?--and

guess | need sone privacy, tinme to be by nyself, time to think through a I ot
of stuff--"

| interrupted him "1'd be in school nost of the tinme, you wouldn't even
know | was _there_." | wasn't going to beg anynore, | wasn't going to say
anot her word, but it cane out anyway. Norris didn't hear nme. He went right on
"Besi des, going to England would be the best thing in the world for you. Trust

me on this one, kid. I know how incredibly dunb this sounds, but soneday you
really will thank me. Really."
Wll, that was pretty nuch it, there's no point in witing anything el se

about it. Norris said it was my turn to choose a restaurant, so just out of
spite | picked a Russian place, way down in the Village and so fancy it | ooked
like a crack house fromoutside. Before we went, Norris asked me, very shy and
sweet, if I1'd mind if sonmebodyjoined us for dinner, because if | _would_ nind,
that'd be fine. Her nane was Suzanne, and | think she did sonething on the
public radio. Actually, she was nice. My father's wonmen nostly are. She paid
nore attention to ne during dinner than she did to Norris, asking all kinds of
guesti ons about school and ny friends, and what kind of music | |iked, and she
pretty much listened to the answers. Afterward they took me home in a cab



Bot h of them got out and hugged ne good-bye, and Norris told me he'd give ne
all kinds of addresses in London, and they both waved back to me as the cab
drove away.

Thr ee

W were supposed to leave in August. Sally wanted me to finish the
school year at Gaynor, and meanwhil e she had so rmuch stuff to do before we'd
be ready to go, | hardly ever _saw_her anynore. Besides the whol e busi ness of
pl ane tickets and passports and cl othes, and what to take and what to store,
and what to do about the apartment, she had to keep on with her teaching and
at the sane time be | ooking around for sonebody to take over for her. _That _

was a thing, by the way. | don't know how the singers were, but every one of
the piano students went into major shock when she told them she was getting
married and | eaving the country. |1'd never actually thought rmuch about whet her

my nmot her was a good teacher or not--she was just Sally, it was what she did.
Now, watchi ng these grown people conm ng absolutely unglued at the idea of not
being able to study with her anynore, as though she was the only piano teacher
in the whole world, it suddenly nade ne | ook at her |ike soneone el se, a
stranger. Practically _everything_ was making ne | ook at her that way, anyway,
t hose days.

Li ke watching her with Evan. | haven't put anything in about Evan so
far, and | know | should have, | just kept feeling a little strange about it,
even now. He's about Sally's age--which was mddle forties then--and he's not
bi g, and he's not good | ooking. He's not _bad looking_, it's just that you
woul dn't | ook at himtwice on the street. A |longish face, sort of dianond
shaped, |umpy where the jaws hinge. He's got hazelish-gray eyes that go down
at the outside corners, and hair nmore or less the same rainy color, pretty
thick except in the front, and it's always a nmess. Nice wide mouth, _ugly_
nose. A horse broke his nose when he was a kid, thrashing its head around or
somet hing, and it never got set right. And later it got broken again, but I
can't remenber how. Small ears, nore |like a woman's ears than a man's. And
he's thin--not _skinny_ , but definitely bony. Sally couldn't have picked
anybody who | ooked less like Norris.

He canme home with her a couple of days after she told ne, and |I grabbed
an apple and three raisin cookies and headed for ny room the way | was used
to doing when he was there. But this time he said, "Don't vanish just yet,
Jenny. 1'd like to talk to you for half a mnute."

| already knew he didn't talk |ike any English people |I'd ever seen on
TV. Like he said, "Half a minute,” not "' Arf a nmo', ducks"--six years, and
haven't heard _anybody_ say anything like that--but he didn't exactly talk
_Masterpiece Theatre_ English either. It's a husky voice, deeper than you'd

expect to look at him and at |least his mouth noves when he talks. | nostly
under stand English wonen now, but the men can drive you crazy.

| didn't say anything. | just turned and waited. Evan said, "Jenny, this
must all be crazy and frightening for you, I'"msorry. You' ve not even had a

chance to get used to the idea of your nother and ne getting married, and
right on top of it you're having to deal with packing up your whole life and
going to a strange place where nothing's famliar. I'mtruly sorry."

Sally came to stand beside him and Evan put his arm around her. That
made ne feel funny--not so much _him, but the way she flowed against himlike
water, which I'd never ever seen her do with anybody. Evan went on, "Look,

can't tell you everything's going to work out, that you'll be instantly,
totally happy in England. | can't promise to be the perfect stepfather for
you, or that you won't hate Tony and Julian on sight. But Sally and I will do
our best to nake a home for us all, and if you'll give us the benefit of the
doubt, that'll help a great deal. Do you think you can manage that, Jenny?"

| know, | know, witing it down now it |ooks |like a reasonable, really

_friendly_thing to say to sonebody who hadn't been the least bit friendly to



himsince the day Sally introduced us. And | know it nakes _me_ look totally
pathetic to say that | just sort of nodded and rmunbl ed, "I guess,"” and nade a
lightning get-away to my roomand Mster Cat and nmy favorite radio station
that | wasn't going to be able to get in London. But the thing is, | didn't
_want _ himto be reasonable, | wanted himto be cold and mean, or anyway at

| east stupid, so | wouldn't have to worry about his feelings, or about liking
himbetter than Norris. He was probably a better person than Norris in a |ot

of ways, | already knew that. So a |ot of people are, so what? It didn't make
any difference to ne.
Back then, | didn't even know what Evan did for a living. | didn't want

to know. Sally told me he was an agrirultural biologist, doing stuff for the
Engl i sh governnment on and off, but | didn't have any idea what that neant,
except that she said he talked to farners a lot. He'd been in lowa or

Il'linois, someplace like that, going to sem nars and conventions, and then
he'd cone on to New York, | don't renmenmber why, and that's how he becane
definitely nmy mother's only pickup _ever_. They met at a concert--1 think she
wanted me to go with her, but | went over to Marta's instead--and Sally cane
floating hone that night, late as Mster Cat, bouncing into ny roomto tell ne
she'd net this sweet, funny English person, and they'd gotten thrown out of
the West End, not for being drunk, but for sitting and | aughing for hours

wi t hout drinking at all. Wen she went off to bed, | heard her for the |ongest
time, still laughing to herself.
| didn't think rmuch about it then. | only realized I was in trouble when

they started playing nusic together. Sally spends so much tine at the piano
every day, working or practicing, that she just about never touches it for
fun. She used to, sonetinmes, with Norris, when he lived with us--1 renenber
they used to do old stuff, Beatles, or rhythm and bl ues, clowning around
together to crack me up. But once they split up, she quit all that, never
again--that fast, that flat. And now here was Evan coning over with sonebody's
beat-up classical guitar, and the two of them waki ng ne up at ni ght singing
English and | guess Irish folk songs. He was all right, nothing rmuch, about
like ne on piano. But they were having a great time, you could tell. I could
tell, lying there listening in the dark.

O course he was over practically every day after they got engaged.
They' d order pizza and sit in the kitchen tal king about finding a place in
London, because Evan's old flat wouldn't be nearly big enough, and about where
I'd go to school, and where Sally mght teach regularly, instead of

freelancing the way she did here. | didn't talk if I could avoid it, and
really tried not to even listen. | think | felt that if | ignored everything

t hat was goi ng on, maybe none of it would actually happen. Mster Cat is
terrific at that. Al the sanme, | still couldn't help picking up a few things,

whether | wanted to or not, and some of themdidn't sound that_ terrible.
London, for instance. London sounded pretty much |ike NewYork, give or take,
with all kinds of crazies wandering around, and all kinds of at |east
interesting stuff going on everywhere. And | even started to think, well,
okay, just maybe | could handle London. If | absolutely had to.

Sally told me Evan had custody of his two boys, the way she did of
me--they were staying with his sister while he was over here-- so | knew
they'd be living with us, and that was about all | knew. He showed us four
mllion Pol aroids, of course, a whole suitcase full. One of the boys was just
a baby, nine or ten--that was Julian-- but the other one, Tony, was a couple
of years older than ne, and Evan said he was a dancer, been a dancer
practically since the day he was born. Wonderful. | |ove him already.

Evan never spent the night at our place. | knew that was because of ne.
| also knew that Sally stayed over with himevery now and then, but she al ways
cane slipping back in at five or six in the norning, shoes in her hand, trying
like mad not to wake ne. They never even went away together overnight, not one
time. The whol e business was incredibly stupid--who _cared_, after all?--but
I"'mtrying really hard to be honest, so | have to say | enjoyed every minute
of it. Because _|_cared, | _liked_ naking that much hard for them it was the



only thing I _could_ make hard for them And | also have to say that my nother
never once ran ne out of the house, never once even suggested wouldn't it be
nice if I spent the weekend up in Riverdale with my disgusting cousin Barbara.
Not that it would have worked, but _|1'd_have tried, if it was ne.

So | got used to having Evan around nost of the tine. | didn't talk to
hi m much, but he didn't seemto care--he just went right on including me in
t he conversation, whether | said anything or not. What | didn't _want_ to get

used to was the way Sally and he were together, which was just. . . | can't
find the word, and I don't know how to say this so | don't |ook too childish,
too immuature. | was thirteen years old, and | didn't _want_ to see ny own

not her gi ggling and whispering in corners, and getting all dazy eyed and heavy
nmout hed |i ke some girl backed up practically into her boyfriend' s |ocker. It
made ne feel weird, off-balance, and | hated it. Wien | saw them staring at
each other, not saying a word, ny skin turned cold, and my whol e stomach
started to trenble. | wouldn't talk to _anybody_then; 1'd go into ny room and
be with Mster Cat. They never noticed; they'd gone away with each other while
| stood there. Nothing | could do about it.

But Evan went back to England in May, and was gone for nmore than a
month. Sally said he had sonme kind of a job offer, and besides, he needed to
be with his boys for a while. He'd been telling them about her and nme on the
phone for nonths--Sally'd even talked to thema couple of times--but he stil
had a whole | ot of explaining waiting for himback hone. Meanwhile, she wanted
us to spend some tinme by ourselves, just us girls, getting reacquainted and
all set for the big adventure. W were going to see novies about Engl and and
read books about Engl and together, and watch every damm Merchant and |vory

video we could find. "It'll be fun," she told ne. "It'Il be like going into
training."

| said, "Training for what? Life anong the |inmeys?" Sally went
absolutely into orbit. | wasn't _ever_to say that, it was as bad as calling

the French "frogs" or calling Gernmans "krauts," or people calling _us_ what
they do. It trailed off right there--1 told you, Sally has trouble saying the
real names of sone things. Anyway, for once | actually kept nmy nouth shut as
she kept going on and on. "W're going to be living there, Jenny. Not

visiting, _living_. W're going to be lineys ourselves.” | didn't say
anyt hi ng.

Well, us girls didn't get to spend all that nuch quality time together
as it turned out. We did sonme cl othes shopping, which | _know_ wonen are
supposed to love, and I _know_it's a big nother-daughter buddy thing, but
I've hated it all nmy life, and | always will, | know that, too. Except part of

the bonding is having a long, chatty lunch afterward, and that's all right.
And we applied for our passports, which was definitely an adventure, because
Sally found ny birth certificate but not _hers_, so we turned the whole
apartment totally upside down until it finally showed up in the piano bench
whi ch figures. Then we had to get our pictures taken, and | cane out | ooking
like a pink snudge, the way | always do--and _then_ we had to go downtown to
t he passport office, and that took all day just by itself. But it was
exciting, if you didn't think about what it really meant, which |I'm good at.
And we did go to an English nmovie that night, and Sally fell asleep with her
head on ny shoul der.

But she was nmostly frantically busy, the way |I've said, and when we were

hone together she didn't like to go out nmuch, because Evan mght call. When
she had any free tinme, she made lists, nmillions of lists. 1'd find them al
over the house--stuff to pick up, stuff to get rid of, people to call, people

to make sure to say goodbye to, questions about cleaning the apartment, about
which way to ship stuff, questions to ask Evan about London school s--even a
list just of things she knew about Evan's boys, Tony and Julian. That's ny
mai n nmenory of her in that tine, sitting at the kitchen table, entirely
surrounded by little boxes of Chinese food, |eaning on her el bows with one
hand in her hair. Making lists.

A couple of her friends practically lived with us, helping her with the



packi ng and cl eani ng and running errands. Louise Docherty, who's a conposer
and Sally's best bud, and | aughs like a car alarm-anyway, there was Loui se,
and there was Ceon Ferris, black _and_ gay _and_ shorter than | am who did
lighting for concerts and nusicals, and used to baby-sit me all the tine.

Norri s brought nme home one night--1 was still working on Norris, trying
to--and we wal ked in on the three of them sitting on the floor, wapping and
tapi ng up one box after another. Norris said, "Well, don't you look like the

Weird Sisters?" and Louise turned and | ooked at us, Norris and nme, and said,
" _You_ look like _Death and the Maiden_." And went back to wrappi ng boxes.

| didn't help pack. | didn't do a thing Sally didn't yell at nme to do.
got some of ny own stuff into boxes--clothes and books and al buns and
things--but | didn't close up the boxes, or label them or anything like that.
Like |I said, |I kept figuring | could maybe nake all this craziness not be
happeni ng by _acting_ as though none of it was happening. So | mainly hung
with Jake and Marta, getting lifted, and watching game shows on TV. My grades
went straight to hell that last term and Sally got on me about it, but you

could see she was always thinking about a nmillion other things--she wasn't
even there when she was yelling at me. It was very weird. | actually found
nmysel f al nost w shing Evan woul d cone back

Also | got sick a lot that sumer. | don't nean anything big or

dramatic, just colds and stonmach stuff, and the strep throat | usually get in
May every year. Then I'd get into bed and curl around Mster Cat, and find a
classic rock station because he can't _stand_ heavy netal, and I'd nostly
sleep for a couple of days. One time Cleon Ferris cane in to | ook at nme, and
he sat down on the edge of ny bed and said, "Jenny. Little sugar." He al ways
called ne that, since | can renmenber. He said, "Gve it up, Jens. Short of
term nal nbgo on the gogo, there is no way you are not going to England wth
your nother. The deal's down, cookie."

| didn't even turn around. | said, "I'm_not_ faking it. And it wouldn't
be anybody's dam business if | was."

"That's were_," Ceon said. "If | _were_. They get on you in Engl and
about stuff like that." He reached over ny shoul der and scratched the little
soft place under Mster Cat's jaw. Then he said, "I lived in London for a
while. Long ago, in another world. |I liked it pretty much, nost of the tine."

H s face was sort of |like an acorn, and there was a space between his front
teeth, so when he smiled, he | ooked about seven. He said, "But what | really
liked, little sugar, you go to a new pl ace where nobody knows you, and you get
to be someone el se, anyone you want to be. Even black dwarfs, you'd be amazed.
| reconmend it."

| didn't say anything, just pretended to be falling asleep, and C eon
finally said, "Yeah, well, keep it in mnd," and left. He died a couple of
years ago, from bone cancer. | think he had it then, when he was sitting on ny
bed tal king to ne.

A coupl e of weeks before school was out, M. Hammell| called me into his
office and asked ne if it was true about us going to England. Wien | told him
yes, his face changed--the |ines down his cheeks sort of snoothed out, and his
eyes were so sad and puzzled. Al though they were nostly |like that anyway.

"Ch," he said. "Oh, that's a pity, Jenny. | was certainly anticipating having
you i n Advanced next year."

"Me, too," | said. "I'msorry."

M. Hammel| stood there in front of me, |ooking younger every mnute. He
asked me, "Jenny, are you happy about this? Is this what you want? You're
i mportant to ne--to the class. | really want to know. "

| didn't know what to say. | just nodded finally. M. Hamell said,
"Well. Well, that's good, then. That's good. Good for you, Jenny."

Then he did a strange thing. He reached out, awkward and sl ow, and put
his hand on ny cheek. It felt cold and shaky, |ike nmy Grandma Paul a's hand.

M. Hammel | drew his hand down my cheek. He said, "Jenny, you take care
of yourself over there in London. Go see a |lot of plays, and renenber us,
because we'll be thinking about you. I'Il be thinking about you." He pushed ny



hair back a little and his voice got so low | could hardly hear him "You're
going to be so pretty," he said. "You renmenber | told you."

I don't know if that counts |ike sexual harassnent; and |I'Il never know
if M. Hamell was really trying to hit on nme or what. But | renmenber what he
said, to this day, and | always will, because he was the first person who

wasn't famly who ever said that to me. Whatever was going on in M. Hamell's
head about me, it nust have been _strange_, and Meena's probably right, naybe
| should have reported him But I'mnot sorry | didn't.

Anot her definitely weird thing that happened was that Mster Cat started
staying really close to home, following me fromroomto room and m aow ng
every mnute, which he never does unless he's just starving or conpletely
pi ssed. He wouldn't let nme Qut of his sight, no matter how much the Sianmese
Hussy yowed in the street. It was scary, actually, because he's not _like_
that. | should have known he knew sonet hi ng.

| found out what it was the sane day Evan canme back. Sally went to the
airport to meet him but | was at a Mets gane with Norris. Not that either of
us is that crazy about baseball--1 just didn't want to be there for the big
reuni on scene, and Norris wanted to aggravate Sally about all the
famly-tradition stuff 1'd be pining for in England. And each of us _knew_
what the other was doing, so it was fun in a way, although we didn't _say_
anyt hi ng. Anyway, | nade sure | didn't get home until pretty late, but Sally
and Evan still weren't in yet. So | talked on the phone with Marta for a
whil e, and watched sone TV, and then | went to bed with Mster Cat tucked
about as close under nmy arnpit as he could get. He hadn't slept Iike that
since he was a kitten

I must have drifted off nyself, because all of a sudden Sally was

sitting beside me, asking me if | was awake. | sat up fast and said, "I'm

awake, |'mawake, is there a fire?" Because there was_a fire once, a bad
one, when | was little and we were living on West El eventh, and Norris was
still with us. | dreanmed about that fire again just a couple of nights ago.

Sal ly laughed. She said, "No, baby, no fire, it's all right. But Evan
and | have something we wanted to share with you right away, we couldn't even
wait till morning."

Evan was standing in the doorway, |ooking really unconfortable. He said,
"Jenny, it's a bit of a good-news, bad-news joke. The good news is that |'ve
been offered a fine job at hone--1"mquite surprised and excited about it. The
bad news is that it's not in London. It's rather west, |I'mafraid, a place
call ed Stourhead Farm down in Dorset. That is, it used to be a farm very
|l ong ago, and the family who own it now, the Lovells, they want ne to get it
runni ng properly again for them And to go on managing it afterward."

| was too groggy to be disappointed right then. All | could manage was
somet hing like, "Ch. Were's Dorset?"

"I"l1l show you on the map tonorrow," Sally said. "It's Thonmas Hardy
country, Evan says it's utterly beautiful, you'll love it. And there's the
Cerne Abbas G ant, and we can go to Salisbury Plain and see Stonehenge--and
we'll be living on a big old estate, a real _manor_, Jenny. | know you had

your face fixed for London, but we can get to London anytime we want. This is
speci al, baby, this is _better_ than London, believe ne."

M ster Cat got up and wal ked across my legs to say hello to Sally. He
al ways ignored Norris conpletely, fromday one, but he likes Sally okay. She
rubbed her knuckl es agai nst his head, the way he loves, and | could feel him
purring in the bed. She said, "Yes, you old street guy you, yes, you'll Iove
it, too, yes, you will, you'll go wild. Al the turf in the world to pee on
and patrol, all kinds of newlittle creatures to chase, dozens of English | ady
cats looking for a fling with a hip Yank like you.Just a few weeks in nasty
guarantine and you'll be back in business, we'll have to call you _Sir_ Cat."
She was pushing it, even sliding back down into sleep | could tell that,
wanting ne so nmuch to Iove the idea of living on sone farmin the west
what ever of England. Sally just gets to ne sonetines, |ike nobody el se ever.
Even Tansin.



And |1'd probably have nunbl ed, "Ch, okay, sure," and been asleep hal fway
t hrough, except that Evan said sonething that woke me up faster than ice cubes
down my back, which is how Sally used to do it on desperate Mndays. He said
to her, "I"'mafraid it'll be nore than a few weeks, love. It's a full six
mont hs he'll have to stay there."

This next part is hard to get down, because no matter how | wite it, it
keeps conming out really enbarrassing, like a lot of things in this book
already, it seens to ne. I'mhardly even _started_, and if it's going to be
like this all the way through, with me looking like a suprene idiot every ten
seconds, | may just quit the whole thing, never mind what | pronised Meena.
"Il keep at it a while longer, | guess, but I'mjust warning everybody now.

Anyway. What happened was that sonmething | hadn't even known was ready
to go just _snapped_. | screamed and | yelled, and | was shaking, and
grabbed M ster Cat away from Sally and junped out of bed and kept on yelling.
"I"'mnot going without him That's it, forget it, I'"mnot _going_to England
if he has to be in a cage for six nonths! The one thing |I've got in the
~world_, and I"'mnot leaving himin any damm cage, he'll think |I've abandoned
him Forget it, no chance, no way, |I'mcalling Norris, I'Il find someplace to
stay, but I amnot going to _fucking_ England without ny _cat!_" There was a
whole ot nore of it, but that's all that's getting into ny book

Sally didn't yell back at ne. She just sat there, |ooking as though

she'd been punched in the stomach. Once she said, real low, "Jenny, | didn't
know, | really thought it was just for a nonth," and | knew it was the truth,
but | screamed at her anyway. And that part is _not_going in, | don't care.

Evan stopped ne. He just finally | ooked at ne and said, "Jenny, that's
enough. Don't talk like that to your nmother." He never raised his voice, but |
stopped. Evan can do that. He said, "Let's get this silly crap out of the way,
Jenny. Like it or not, you're comng to England, because that's where Sally's
goi ng, and she's in charge of you until you're eighteen years old. And yes,
your cat wll_ have to spend a full six nmonths in quarantine, |'mvery sorry.
But he'll be at a kennel as close to us as possible, and he'll be treated
well, and | promi se you can go and see himthere whenever you like. 1'll take
you myself." He grinned at ne, and that was the first tine | noticed that his
eyes turn practically blue when he smles, not gray or hazel at all. Evan
said, "Cone on, girl, this is England we're tal king about. Don't you know t hey
l et animals vote in England?"

| didn't laugh or smle back. |I'd about have died first just then. But |
didn't yell anynore. My throat and the back of ny nouth hurt so | couldn't
even swallow. M ster Cat stretched | ow against ny ankle and dug in his claws
very lightly. He doesn't ever scratch ne, but that's what he does when he's

mad at ne. Then he junped down off the bed and left. |I told Sally | was sorry,
and she hugged ne, and Evan got me some orange juice for ny throat, then they
went away. | left the door a little way open, but Mster Cat didn't cone back

in, not all night.

He was there in the norning, though, lying on his back between ny feet
with one leg sticking straight up in the air. Wen you' re as cool as he is,
you can | ook as stupid as you want, and it doesn't matter

Four

Probably it was getting the visas that made it real. You need a visa to
go to England if you're staying |longer than six nmonths, and Sally nmade a big
poi nt of us making sure we got themright away, because we were going to be
residents, notjust tourists. "We'll still be there when they've all gone
hone, " was what she said, and my stomach turned right over and froze solid,
because | could see it. The sky getting darker and darker, and everybody but
us gone home.

O maybe it was Mster Cat's red label finally arriving. Sally was going
to handl e all the quarantine stuff, but | told her I'd do it. |I didn't want



to, but he was my cat. So | wote off to England, to MAFF (that's the Mnistry
of Agriculture, Fisheries and Food), and they sent me an inport |icense
application to fill out, and another thing for Custons, and a whole |long |i st
of specially approved kennels and vets and what they call "carrying

agent s"--peopl e who could pick up Mster Cat at Heathrow Airport and take him
to wherever he was going to spend the next six mserable nonths. Meena says
she had to do the sane thing when her famly cane to England, and all _she_
had was a white nouse naned Karthik. If I"mspelling it right.

So then | wote to every one of the kennels in Dorset, and they all sent
me their fancy brochures with color pictures of where they kept their animals,
and actual menus of what they fed them and how the runs and cages were
heat ed, and what days the vet would come for checkups, and what days they did
wormi ng and grooming and all. (I crossed out that last part, because you don't
groom M ster Cat--you could lose an armtrying. He does that hinself.)

Evan wanted to help me pick a place, but | wasn't talking to Evan then
I chose one nysel f, called Goshawk Farm Cattery, because they said you could
cone and visit anytine wi thout calling ahead, and Sally said not to worry
about the cost, because she was feeling guilty, which was fine with nme. |
pi cked a carrying agent nyself, too, and | hunted all over to find the right
kind of travel cage, with enough ventilation and _two_ water bottles. And
filled everything out and sent it off, and after a long ti me MAFF sent back
what's called a "boarding docunent"” and a red | abel to stick on the cage. Wen
| put it on and just stood there | ooking at the big nunber and the small
print--1 don't know, naybe that was it. Wen | knew we were really going.

No, the piano, | think the piano's what finally did it. Because
everywhere we've lived, everything s always been centered around Sally's
pi ano. Always. First you figure exactly where the piano wants to be, then you
worry about how you get into the bathroom Everything took second place to the
pi ano bei ng happy, | can't renenber when | didn't know that. And the day | got
hone and the pi ano was gone, shipped out, out the wi ndow, the way it came in,
it felt Iike a steam shovel had crashed in and scooped out our apartnent--1like
a lot nore had vani shed than just the piano. And | knew that piano was on its
way to some English farm sonewhere, and | edged around the space where it had
been and got to ny room and started packing for real. Because we al ways
followed ny nother's piano, that's _one_ thing | understood.

And after that the boxes started going, all the stuff Sally, Louise and
G eon had been taping up, day by day, faster and faster, like it was al
getting sucked out through the hole the piano had left. | guess it was worse
because 1'd put such a lot of effort into not noticing what was bei ng packed.
| got up one norning and every book in the house had di sappeared in the night,
along with nost of the towels and bedsheets. O | cane honme | ate another tine,
and there were three chairs left, and _no_ silverware. My footsteps actually
echoed in the living room because all the paintings by Sally's friends were
gone, and the big rug Grandma Paul a gave her and Norris when they got married.
D nner was Sally and Evan and ne at the kitchen table, eating Italian takeout
with plastic knives and forks. Then the table went, and we sat on the floor to
eat, because the last chairs were gone too. | remenber the weather was really
hot that summer, but that poor scooped-out apartnent just kept getting col der
and col der.

But Sally loved it. The enptier the place got, the brighter and livelier
_she_ got. She said it rem nded her of how things | ooked when we nmoved in, and
she kept telling ne, "Jenny, it's an _adventure_. Everybody needs to start
fromscratch once in a while. Just to scrap all your security, all the things
you're sure of, and step right off the cliff. Look, here we are, right now,
falling through space, and all we've got to trust is each other and Evan
Isn't that exciting?"

"WIld," | said. "Mster Cat can't sleep at night because of all the
noi se, and he's goi ng bananas because his dish and his box aren't in the sane
pl ace two days in a row. And he _hates_that travel cage, | can't get himto

go in--he just braces his legs and pees on it. He knows what it is."



Sally | ooked straight at me. She said, "Well, that's tough. He'l
survive just fine. W'll all survive." She'd never have said it |ike that
once, that was Evan, no, that was her with_Evan. It was really confusing,
wat ching my nother |eaving ne, flowing into sone other shape, the way they do

it in nmovies. Sonetimes, watching her, | felt like | was the only person in
the world who couldn't move, couldn't change shape. Everywhere | | ooked,
everyt hing was bei ng dragged away and not one damm thing put back. 1'd have

peed on ny travel cage, too, if | could have gotten hold of it.

| remenber Marta and | were in Central Park one afternoon, watching
peopl e dancing to a sal sa band, and both of us were sort of senmi-lifted on
some Hawaiian she'd found in her brother Paco's coat pocket. It was a hot,
clear, sunny day, with l[ittle kids and their dogs chasi ng each other around,
and Frisbees slicing overhead, and people on rollerblades zipping past you
like bullets everywhere you | ooked. | was saying, "Sonething's going to
happen. 1 don't know what, but _something_."

Marta shook her head. She can | ook really w se when she's high, because

her face is so small and her eyes get so big and bl ack. She said, "I'll wite
every week. | prom se. Jake, too."
"I'"mscared about going to school there," | said. "It's just the pits,

|'ve been reading about it. They beat up everybody who isn't English. I'm
going to get killed."

Marta | aughed. "Come on, people think Iike that about this country. Just
wear your grungy | eather jacket, they' Il think you' re a big gangster." She did
a kind of Benny Hill English voice. "Qoo, 000, nono, | don't wanna nmess wth
her, she's from _Noo Yahk ." She got to giggling then, and couldn't stop, so
that got _me_ doing it, and wejust sat there in the sun, |ooking at each ot her
and _giggling_. The salsa band quit, and a couple of skinny tattooed guys

started juggling torches and noonwal king at the same tinme. | said, "I'mreally
scared, Marta. | really am™
"I't'"ll be okay," Marta said. She put her arm around e, which was

awkwar d because of her being smaller than nme, and we sort of snuggled, just
for alittle bit. It didn't exactly help, but it was nice.

And then it was three weeks to go, and then two weeks, and then like
_that _, two _days_. | couldn't believe it. Sally's students were giving al
ki nds of good-bye parties for her and Evan, and she asked nme to conme with them
every time, but | never did. Norris and his girlfriend Suzanne took ne out to
a fancy dinner at a French place on the East Side, and Norris gave ne a
genui ne Burberry secret-agent trench coat, waterproof, for wearing in Engl and.

It was too big, but Norris said I'd growinto it. | actually have.
Jake and Marta wanted to give ne a farewell party of my own, which was
when | realized that | didn't want one. | just wanted to do exactly what we

al ways did, so we settled for picking up gyros at the Greek's on Ansterdam
and then just wal ki ng, going absolutely nowhere, eating and talking |ike
nothing was different, just the three of us nessing along the sane as al ways

on one nore sumer night, |ike being inside some kind of warm sweet, sticky
pastry. When we got to ny place, we just stood there under the awni ng and
| ooked at each other. They didn't want to leave, and _I _didn't want to go

upstairs, and everybody knew everything, and there wasn't anything to say. So
finally Marta just said, "You take care, _vata_ ," and she hugged ne, and Jake
hugged ne, too. He was crying a little. He said, "Mn, when you' ve only _got _
a couple of real friends . " and | said, "Yeah, yeah, yeah, | know al ready,
get out of here, Walkowitz, go on." So then they left.

M ster Cat was honme. | turned on all the Iights, and we sat on a box by
the window in ny room There were people working outside, tearing up West
Ei ghty-third, sane as they'd been doing for the |ast couple of years, day and
ni ght, except Sundays. They're probably still at it. |I listened to the
j ackhammers, and | thought about how noi sy New York is all the tineg,
everywhere, and how you get so used to it you never even notice. Maybe | was
so used to it | wouldn't be able to _breathe_ soneplace quiet, the way I
already felt | couldn't breathe in this enpty apartnment. |'d probably just die



of quiet, over there on sone farmin Dorset, and nobody'd ever figure out why.
| started to cry myself, thinking about it. It felt great, but Mster Cat got
annoyed at me sniffling and honking into his fur, so | quit, and we just sat
there at the wi ndow together until Sally and Evan got hone.

The whole trip to London is one mserable blur, and | don't want to
write much about it. Evan tried to put Mster Cat in his travel cage while
was still asleep, but he quit while he still had everything he was born with.
So | had to get up way early and spend an hour talking Mster Cat off the
ceiling and into ny lap, and _then_ finally into that little tiny box. He gave
me a _|look_, just one long yellow | ook, and then he wal ked in by hinself and
| ay down facing the back, facing away fromne. He was so mad at ne. | can get
depressed right over again when | think about that tinme, even now

It was four in the norning, sonething like that, and | was so out of it
| never actually got to say good-bye to anything. Maybe that's just as well,

but I don't know. | remenber the linmp sliding up to the curb |like a submarine,
and a couple of street people staring at Sally and nme crawling into the back
wi th suitcases stacked around us, because the trunk was so full. Evan got up
front with the driver, and Sally put her armaround ne. | had Mster Cat on ny
| ap, and every now and then |'d bend down and whisper to him "It's all right,
I"'mhere, it'll be okay." | could see his eyes in the darkness, but he

wouldn't talk to ne.

And that was all, that's how we | eft New York. Nobody to wave to, no
tears--no _feelings_ even, exactly. Four in the norning, and it's all just
_gone_, nothing left to take with you except suitcases.

I'd been on a plane one time before, when Norris was doi ng sonet hi ng
with the San Francisco Qpera, but | don't remenber any of the details because
| was five years old, maybe six. They gave ne a col oring book on the plane,

and | loved the food in the little plastic trays. Not a lot of training for
flying across the ocean to your wild new life, especially when you have to
hand your cat over at the ticket counter |ike a damm garnent bag. | saw other

cats and one dog in cages like his, and that helped a little, because | knew
at least he'd have some conpany in the baggage conpartrment. Al the sanme, when
| held the cage up for the last time and | ooked at himthrough the nesh, and
he stared back at ne and let out one single ice-cold maow, it just went right
through me, it was really awful. | said, "I'msorry, I'msorry." Sally put her
armon ny shoulder, and it was all | could do not to slap it away.

The clerk put the cage on the conveyor belt. It bunped slowy away, wth
sui tcases and packages piling up behind it until | couldn't see it anynore.
The clerk tried to be nice. He said, "Your kitty'll be fine, honey. They'l
take himoff the belt and put himin a special safe place with all the other
animal s. Everything but the in-flight novie." He winked at Sally and Evan over
my head. | can still _see_it, that fucking stupid w nk.

The only thing | really remenber about the flight is taking off, because
we flewin along circle over the city, and I'mstill sure | saw old nessed-up
Eighty-third Street, even though | probably couldn't have. But I _know_ | saw
the Park, | know that nuch, so for just one second it was all right down there
under us--Jake and Marta, and WIliam Jay Gaynor Juni or Hi gh School, and the
crystal s-and-auras place on our corner, and the tiny Janmai can market on
Anst erdam where Sally used to buy mangoes and papayas, and |'d get ny reggae
tapes. The worman in the Navy pea jacket, wal king up and down Eighty-first al
day, jerking her thunb at the cabs, yelling at them trying to get one of them
to stop and take her _out_ of here. The big blind guy with the nose rings, who
liked to scare the people having their dinner outside the Col unbus Cafe, and
the two old nen |'ve seen on Broadway all my life, shuffling along armin arm
yelling at each other. The bl ack woman who runs the newsstand, who saved piano
magazi nes for Sally, and kept telling me how | should do my hair. And the
Si amese Hussy, wondering and wondering where M ster Cat could have gone. Al
down there, ny life under our w ngs.



And after that it was all clouds, all the way to London. Nothing to see,
no ocean, no sky, about as ronmantic as the IRT. | couldn't sleep, but | wasn't
exactly awake either--1 got one of those tiny pillows and crammed it up
agai nst the wi ndow and | eaned ny head on it, trying to get halfway
confortable. | tried to let ny mind just float off, like it does in class half
the tine, but it kept seeing Mster Cat in the baggage conpartnent, |onely and
crowded and being jolted around, not know ng what was happening to him
_scared_ for the first time since he was a kitten and those boys were dangling
himoff the roof. I couldn't stand to think of Mster Cat being scared, but I
couldn't think about anything el se.

Meena says | have to describe landing at Heathrow, but it's hard to
renmenber what's really that first mserable gray evening, and what's from
other times we've been there. Tunnel after echoey, endless tunnel, and the
three of us pushing four luggage carts. Sally nudging me every m nute,
pointing to the people going through Custons with us, whispering, "Jenny, | ook
at them those are real _nonks_, fromTibet!" and "Jenny, _|look_, see what
that lady's wearing, that's called a sari!" Evan helping a tall old black nman
inred and yell ow robes and a red hat like a flowerpot to carry his duffe
bag. . . like | said, things blur. And I didn't want to | ook, or notice, or
renenber anything--not then

W didn't have any trouble at Customs, except for having to stand in
line forever, and all that tine Sally and Evan were waving to Evan's sons,
Tony and Julian, who were wavi ng back from behind a big high w ndow, along
with a red-haired woman, Evan's sister Charlotte, whomthey'd been living with
whi | e he was gone. Everybody in the world was waving |ike mad, except ne, even
when Sally grabbed ny arm and pointed up toward the wi ndow. | just kept
| ooki ng sonewhere else, all that tine.

You can imagine all the huggi ng and gushing and carryi ng on when we got
out of Custons. I'mnot going to wite about it, nostly because | still fee
bad about the way | was with Sally then. Here she was, just off the plane and
nmeeting an entire new fanily--stepchildren, sister-in-law, the works, and nore
com ng--and nobody but ne fromthe bride's side, and | wasn't about to dea
with any of it. |I saw a young guy hol ding up a sign sayi ng GOSHAVWK FARM
CATTERY, and | was over there like a shot, because it gave me an excuse to
duck out on all the at-long-last stuff, and I took it. I'd be different today,
but that doesn't do yesterday any good.

The Goshawk Farm guy's nane was Martin. He'd already picked up M ster
Cat, and just needed soneone to sign all the blue and yellow forms on his
clipboard. So | did that, and then | kneel ed down to say good-bye to M ster
Cat and tell himl'd be seeing himreally soon. And not to forget ne.

He was crouched in his cage, scrunched down as far back as he could get.
All | could see at first were his eyes, which aren't green or yellow, Iike
nost cats'--they're a kind of really deep orange, with a fewlittle gold
specks in them too. Now they were glaring at ne and he made a sound like a
rusty ol d creaking door. He makes it at strange dogs and children he doesn't
know-M ster Cat really hates nmpost children, which you can't blane himfor
But he never, ever nade it at ne, no matter how mad he got. | kept trying to
say, "It's me, you dunb old cat, it's nme," only nmy throat hurt so nuch
couldn't get the words out. And | wasn't going to cry, either, not right in
Heat hrow Airport, in front of a stranger in a country | didn't want to be in.
So | just kept kneeling there by the cage.

Then this really funny voice, |like a seal barking at the zoo, said over
nmy shoul der, "l say, is that your cat?" | |ooked around and al nost fell over
backward, because there stood this small boy wearing a blue school coat, wth
a sort of Cub Scout cap, and absolutely _huge_ gray eyes in this little
poi nty-chinned face. It took ne a while to figure out why he | ooked famliar
until it hit nme that his face was shaped just al nbst exactly like Mster Cat's
face.

I knew who he was, of course--God knows |I'd seen enough snapshots of him
and his brother, _and_ their dog, _and_ their school, _and_ their nother.



Julian. Not the dancer, the younger one.
"Yeah, he's ny cat," | said. "Mess with him you'll never pick your nose

again," because Julian was w ggling his fingers through the mesh, trying to
get Mster Cat to rub up against them He pulled them back, but slowy, so
woul dn"t think he was scared. The next thing he said to ne was, "I'ma whiz at
mat hs. Are you any good at maths?" They call it that here.

"Actually, I'mterrible,”™ | said--which is still true--and Julian's face
just it up. He said, "Ch, splendid, I'lIl help you." | couldn't get over his
deep, froggy voice, sounding like it had broken years before they' re supposed
to. He's always had it, practically since he started talking, | found that out
| ater.

Martin, the Goshawk Farm guy, said politely that he guessed he'd be off
with Mster Cat, then; but | was |ooking past himat Sally and Evan and
Charlotte com ng toward us, |aughing, with their arnms around each other--and
past _them at an ol der boy who had to be Tony, Julian's brother. He wasn't
actual |y handsone, any nore than Evan was handsome--his hair was all bushy and
messy, and his skin wasn't even all the way cleared up yet--but you couldn't
not look at him It's like that with sone people--they don't just catch your

eye, they grab_itso it hurts sonetimes. | don't know how it works. | just
wi sh | was one of them
So | got introduced to Charlotte again--she's red-haired, | said that,

and short, and everyone calls her Charlie, and she | ooked as though she'd been
m ndi ng ot her people's children all her life. And I shook hands with Tony, and
| noticed he had sort of brownish-greenish eyes and was trying to grow a
nmust ache, and | renenber thinking--and Meena says | should absolutely _not_
put this in--all | could think was, "Well, is it incest if he's your
_step_brother?" That's the truth, and it goes in, and I'll worry some ot her
ti me about what Tony might think if he reads this. Dancers don't read a |ot,
that's one good t hing.

That's it for Heathrow, because it all starts getting hazy around this

point. | was really tired, and really upset about Mster Cat, and naybe that's
why | just sort of sleepwal ked the rest of the way. Because the next thing
renmenmber is waking up in the London hotel bed, with Sally bendi ng over ne
asking if 1'd like some tea to start our newlife with. She _knows_ | hate
tea--1 still do, after six years in England--but that's exactly Sally for you,
she _never_ gives up, she never quits on anything. | just went back to sleep

Sonetimes that's the best thing you can do with my not her

Fi ve

W stayed in London five days, with Sally and ne sharing a roomin a
bed- and- br eakf ast pl ace off Russell Square, and Evan bunking in at Charlie's

with Tony and Julian. | liked that part, once | got over being tired, and as
long as | could make nyself believe that we were just being tourists, sunmer
peopl e, people who go hone. But all | had to do was see rea
tourists--sonetimes all it took was a pl ane goi ng over head--and everybody says

I"d turn between one minute and the next into a sullen little henmorrhoid with
feet. And I know | did. | meant to.

Julian took nme over fromday one. It didn't matter how | acted--he was
going to show me everything in London that _he_liked--later for the Nationa
Theatre and the Tate Gallery and the changi ng of the guard at Bucki ngham
Pal ace. And practically everything Julian |liked was American-style stuff--the
Pizza Pie Factory in Muyfair, the video arcades around Earl's Court, the Taco
Bell in Soho (you can't buy Julian for Mexican food, but you can definitely
rent himp. Wiich was all fine with nme, you couldn't make anything too American
for me. | kept trying to nake England not _be_ there all around nme, and
Julian, ten years old, was the only one who seened to understand, even though
he didn't really. Maybe that's why we're still _vatos_, as Marta woul d
say--still buddi es--even though he's sixteen now, and conpl etely inpossible.



| liked London right off, though |I wasn't going to admit it for one
mnute. It did feel |like New York--tense and crazy, but in a slower sort of
way--and it | ooked just famliar enough to be exciting. (You don't realize how
many novies you've seen about a city until you're actually in it, recognizing
all kinds of places you haven't been to.) The only thing | didn't Iike was the
driving on the left--it made nmy stomach feel weird when Charlie was zipping us
around London. One time, crossing the street, | alnobst got totally creaned by
a bus | never saw. Tony snatched ne back at the last mnute, and Julian told
hi mthat now he'd have to be responsible for ne forever, the way the Chi nese
or someone believe. Poor Tony.

Sally kept asking ne every night, after the others had gone back to

Charlie's flat, if | Iiked England any better now. And every night |1'd say, "I
like _London_. | really wish we could stay in London, if we have to be here."
And then Sally'd get tears in her eyes and say sonething |ike, "Baby, | know,
but you'll love Dorset, | promse. If you'll just give it alittle tine, just

not make up your mind before we even get there. Can you do that, darling?"
didn't want to lie to her, but | didn't really want her to be mserable--only
at the sane time | really did_--so |I'd usually munbl e somet hi ng about wanting
to see Mster Cat. Which wasn't lying, and at |east that way we'd both get to
sl eep.

I'"mgoing to skip over where we went and what we saw. Anything you can
see in London in five days, just figure we |ooked at it. Probably had | unch
there, too--it seenmed |like we were always eating, that first tinme in London
When we weren't running to catch the tour bus.

Julian nmostly stayed with Charlie those days, unless Evan swore on a
Bible we'd hit Taco Bell, but Tony came along with us now and then, especially
if it was anything to do with dance, or seeing a play, or anything with nusic.
W had that nmuch in comon anyway, but we didn't get to talk about it a |ot,
what with Sally and Evan both working so hard at being stepparents. Sally kept
aski ng Tony about his school and his grades, and about his studying dance, and
how he thought he'd like living in Dorset. | got the feeling early on that he
felt nore or less the same as | did, but | was trying not to | ook straight at
hi m because ny damm skin, that Sally had told me the English air would be
great for, started acting up as soon as we arrived. Tony answered all the
guestions, talking softly and not volunteering a thing. He's really shy, even
now -Julian's the | east shy person in the whole world, but Tony definitely
makes up for him

But he got ne al one once, when we were wandering around the rose garden
in Regent's Park and Evan and Sally had gotten a little way ahead. He took ny
armand pulled ne over to a rosebush, so we'd seemto be tal king about it, and
he said, "Look here, Jennifer, | do wish you' d try to renenber, this is every
bit as hard and--and _strange_--for Julian and me as it is for you." He didn't
have Julian's cute croaky baritone, but his voice was so intense you could
have struck a match on it. He said, "W never asked to have our dad and nmum
split up and her marry a Frenchman and go off to live with himand his kids in
Bordeaux. And we didn't exactly ask to have _him_ run off to the States and
cone back with your nother and you, and just whi sk everybody right out of
London to some bloody farmin Dorset.” He was trying to keep cool, but he
doesn't do cool much better than | do, and | could feel his hand trenbling on
my arm He asked, "Do you understand ne, Jennifer?"

"Don't call ne Jennifer,"” | said. "I'mJenny. And yeah, | knowit's al
really tough for you, and I'mreally sorry, but at l|east you' re still in your
own dam country. You didn't have to | eave everything that ever meant anything
to you and start your whole [ife all over in soneplace where you don't bel ong
and never wanted to be in the first place. And I want ny _cat_," and with that
| just started crying. | told you I'"'mnot a big crier, but when it does happen
it's always like that, w thout warning.

Tony did a nice thing then. He noved around ne so Evan and Sally
couldn't see me, and he gave nme his big blue, perfectly fol ded handkerchief to
bawl into. | never cry long, but | make it up in volune. That handkerchi ef was



absol utely soaked by the time he got it back

He never said anything dunb like "Don't cry." He waited until I'd
finished, and then he just said, "They're waving, we'd better be wal king on."
And that's what we did, with himtal king away to nme about however many ki nds
of football they play in Great Britain as we cane up with Sally and Evan
Sally stared hard at nme for a noment, but |'d been having allergies, and ny
nose and eyes were red half the tine anyway. So we all wal ked on through
Regent's Park, and Tony explained to me what a googly is in cricket. Cricket
is the only game duller than baseball, because it |asts |onger, but that was
anot her nice thing.

Sally and Evan got married the day before we left for Dorset. It was a
civil cerempny in a judge's chanbers, over in ten mnutes, with just Charlie
and a court clerk for the w tnesses. Bang-bangbang, kiss the bride, sign here,
best wi shes, long and happy life, off to dinner, absolutely painless--and that
fast | had a stepfather and two stepbrothers. | didn't speak to anybody al
day, but nobody noticed _that_, not even Sally.

And the next day, way too bright and early, we were packed into Evan's
little car--a gray Escort, matched the overcast perfectly-- |uggage in our
| aps stacked up so high Evan could hardly see out the back wi ndow, and the
whol e car sagging until | swear | felt my butt bounce on the road whenever we
went over a bunp, and we're actually off for Dorset, wherever it is. | knew it
was somewhere south, that's all. And sort of west.

W were in the backseat, Tony, Julian, and me. Julian grabbed one w ndow
right off, and Tony let ne have the other, treating me exactly like Julian
and letting ne knowit. | just lay back and tried to get confortable under a
sui tcase and a box of kitchen stuff, and cl osed my eyes.

| actually dozed a little bit on the drive out of London, and maybe a
bit nmore than that, because | only woke up when Julian started to sing "One

Hundred Bottl es of Beer on the Wall," which | had no idea they sang in

Engl and. W& were still in the suburbs, which |ook just about the sane there as
they do in New York-- malls and McDonal d's and ci nepl exes and garages and TV
antennas sticking up fromso many red roofs your eyes go funny. | don't know

why they're all red, even today.

Evan told Julian he might want to reconsider his repertoire if he had
any plans for his eleventh birthday, so Julian sang "I Amthe WAlrus," all of
it, straight through, and then he was going to sing "Come Together," but Tony
got a headlock on him Julian loves the Beatles the way he | oves enchil adas

and pizza. It still takes a headlock to stop him
Sally wanted me to sing with her, sone of the old stuff we used to do
together, like "The Water Is Wde," or " _Plaisir d anour_," or "Dianonds Are a

Grl's Best Friend," but I wasn't about to, not in front of these people, no

chance. That hurt her feelings, and | felt a little bad about that, but | was
al so starting to feel sick, because of the car wallowi ng so nuch, and because
we kept hitting one roundabout after another just going in circles and circles

until | had to shut ny eyes again and think about nothing. Sonetimes | thought
about M ster Cat, and sometines about Jake and Marta, but thinking about
nothing's better for your stomach. | guess | slept sone nore.

What woke me this tinme was Evan singing by hinmself. It was a | ong, slow,
really sad song about a fisherman and a nmermaid, and his accent was funny,

different fromhow he usually sounded. | listened to him trying not to, and
now and then Sally would conme in, harnonizing in a couple of places where she
knew t he words, and ny eyes would start to fill up, and you're just going to

have to i magi ne how much | hated that. Because it wasn't the dam song t hat
was making ne cry--it was something in Evan's voice that wasn't sad at all

but _peaceful , and it was nme having to face the idea that he and ny nother
had been making this other world for thenselves that didn't include nme for one
mnute. Ch, it did, in a way--1 knew that, Sally's ny _nother_--but now there
were places in it where only they went, places where | just _wasn't_ and

Norris wasn't, and there wasn't any history but theirs together. And that's
what | hated, and that's why | didn't talk to anybody or sing a damm note on



t hat whol e absolutely endl ess drive to Dorset.

It's a pretty drive, too, nowthat |I knowit. W took the freeway from
London, and once we were out of the red roofs and roundabouts, the country
started beconming _country , with cows and a | ot of sheep, and stuff growing in
the fields, which | can nostly identify now, but |I couldn't then, so there's
no point pretending. The land turned rolling after a while, but in a nice
rocki ng-chair sort of way, and the sun even cane out, practically.

This first part of the trip was Hanpshire--that | _did_ know, but only
because of Sally. She kept turning around in the front seat every other minute
to tell me sonmething like, "Jenny, |ook, we're com ng up on Wnchester--you
renmenber, 'Wnchester Cathedral ...'" and she sang a lick fromthat dorky
song. "lIt's really old--it was the Saxons' capital, and then King Al fred was
crowned here, and Wl liamthe Conqueror built the cathedral." And a noment
later it'd be, "Jenny, _quick_, over there, Evan says that's a Roman canp!"”
She was |ike a damm tour guide--"Baby, |ook, _look_ , on the horizon, that's
_Salisbury_, doesn't it look |ike the Constable painting we saw?" And Tony and
Julian would | ook at each other, and Evan would sort of nurnur, "That's
Sout hanmpton, | ove, we're a good bit south of Salisbury." And Sally woul d just
| augh and say, "Shows you what _|I_ know, " and | didn't know who | was madder
at--her for sounding like such a total idiot, Evan for being right and gentle,
both, or the boys for having good manners and | ooki ng so enbarrassed for ny
not her and me. Boy, Meena's right-- you start witing sonething down, and it
_all _ cones back.

After Sout hanmpton, we went through the New Forest, which didn't | ook
anything like the way |I'd thought a real forest would | ook. There weren't even
that many trees along the road--it just seened |like nore of the cows-and-sheep
country we'd been driving through forever. Sally was just starting to talk
about the Kni ghtwood Qak--how it was practically the biggest, oldest tree in
Engl and, and how oaks were al ways supposed to be magi c--when all of a sudden
Julian grabbed nmy arm and said, "There! There's one!"

| pulled away fromhim hard, because he was hurting nmy arm and | said,
"Quit it!", and then | saw what he was pointing at, just up ahead. There were
two of them actually--a couple of shaggy little ponies standing right by the
road, almpbst _in_it, one of themeating grass, the other just |ooking at
t hi ngs. Evan sl owed down to go around them and the one who wasn't eating
lifted his head and stared right at me, looking ne over with his big, wld_
bl ack eyes. And | can't explain it, but | think that was maybe the first tine
| knew | was really in England, and not goi ng hone.

Tony said, "They're supposed to be descended fromthe Armada horses." |
guess | blinked, because then he said, "The Spani sh Armada. Sonme of the ships
broke up in a storm and the horses swam ashore. In 1588."

"I know about the Spanish Arnmada,” | said. Tony nodded and didn't say
anyt hi ng nore. Evan caught my eye in the rearview nirror. He wi nked at ne, but
| didn't wink back. He said, "Jenny, you want to be very careful if you see a

bl ack one--all black, like your cat, without a white hair on himanywhere. It
m ght be a pooka."

| wasn't going to say a _word_, but | couldn't help it. |I said, "A
_pooka?_"

Evan grinned at ne. "Very magical creature. The country people say it
can change into al nost anything--an eagle, a fox, even a man, if it wants to.
But nmostly you neet it as a fine black pony, absolutely black, inviting you to
get on its back and take a ride. Don't you do it."

And he didn't say one thing nmore, just to nmake me ask. Evan does that.
held out all the way through the New Forest, before | nmunbled, "Ckay, why
shouldn't 1?" And when he just raised his eyebrows and waited, | said, "Wy
shouldn't | go for a ride on a pooka?"

"Because it'll toss you right into a river, or into a branble patch
That's a pooka's idea of a good joke. They aren't as dangerous as Bl ack Annis
or Peg Powl er or the Gakmen, but you don't ever want to trust one. _Very_
war ped sense of hunor, pookas have."



Julian giggled. He said, "Maybe our house'll have a boggart, wouldn't
t hat be spl endi d?"

Tony punched his shoulder lightly. "W've already got one, thanks very
nmuch. "

Julian got really pissed then. You couldn't ever tell what'd get to him
in those days. He hit Tony back, _hard --he could get in a good shot because
there was a lot less stuff piled on himthan on either of us--and he started
yelling, "I'm _not_ a boggart, I'm _not_ a boggart, don't you call ne a
boggart!" He's a lot better now, but you still have to be a little careful
with Julian. Don't ever tell himhe's got curly hair, for instance. He _hates_
having curly hair.

Sally handled it pretty neatly, considering she was just |earning how to
be a stepnother. She leaned into the backseat and caught both of Julian's
hands, very gently, but really quickly. Sally's got big hands for a woman--she
can reach tenths on the piano, and she can do card tricks and shuffle a deck
i ke Maverick or sonmebody. She asked him "Tell ne about boggarts. Wat's a
boggart ?"

Tony answered her. "It's a sort of brownie. Lives in your house and
pl ays stupid tricks." Julian lunged for himagain, but Sally had him
"Julian," she said. "lI'ma Yank, | don't know anything, you tell me. Wiy is it

so terrible if soneone calls you a boggart?"

Julian wasn't exactly crying, but his nose was running and he had to
swal  ow a couple of tines before he could talk. He said, "Boggarts are
ugly--that's why he's_ always calling me that. They're small, and they've got

warts and bunples and all, and they like to live in the cupboards and under
the floor. But they're not always mean--you can make friends with a boggart if
you're really nice to him You leave mlk out for them and things. | just

t hought it would be funny if we had one."
Tony started to say sonething, but Evan caught _his_ eye, and he shut

right up. Evan said, "Well, if it's not a boggart, it'll be sonething else
likely enough. Dorset's full of ghosts and hobs and bogl es, and things that go
_boomp_ i' the nicht. And Stourhead Farm s been around | ong enough that we've

probably got a grand nob of them already settled in. Some of them probably
knew Thomas Hardy and W/ Iiam Barnes."

(This is probably going to cone up again, so | have to put in that |
didn't know who he was tal king about then. | do now, because Meena's made ne
read all her Thomas Hardy books. He's all right. | can't _stand_ WIIiam
Bar nes.)

Evan told us stories the rest of the way down, as the |and got steeper
and greener and the poor little Escort kept overheating. | can't renmenber al
of them but he tal ked about bul |l beggars and Jack-in-lrons, and the WIld Hunt,
whi ch was scary, and about the Black Dog, and a weird thing called the Hedl ey
Kow. Wth a k . He was good, better than Norris even--he did the different
accents, depending on where the stories cane from so Julian kept sniffling
and giggling all the tine, and Tony forgot to be superior and just sat there
_glued_, | could tell. That's the thing about Tony. He really thinks nobody
can read what he's feeling--he really works on it--but everyone al ways knows.

| dozed off a third tine in the mddle of a story about someone call ed
The O d Lady of the Elder Tree. | was actually trying to stay awake, because
it was interesting, but | fell asleep and dreaned about Mster Cat. In the
dream t he quaranti ne was over, and | was coming to get himout of his cage,
and he stood up and put his paws on ny face, the way he does. It was so rea
and sweet that | woke up, but it was just Julian asleep on my shoulder with
his hair brushing ny cheek, and we were at Stourhead Farm

Si x

So far, the hard part about witing a book isn't telling what happened,
even if it happened a long tinme ago--it's trying to call back, not just the



way you felt about the thing that happened, but the entire person who felt
that way. Witing about the early days at Stourhead Farmis |ike that.

After six years, Stourhead's just _ordinary_, | guess that's the only
word. When |I'mhere | can wake up in the norning and | ook out ny bedroom
wi ndow, and if there's an old floppy cow naned Lady Caroline Lanb | ooking back
inat me, that's as ordinary as the sound of Evan's old fl oppy Jeep on the far
side of Spaniards Hill, or the way the air around the kitchen well sort of
trenbl es, because of the electricity fromthe punp. As usual as Tony danci ng
bet ween t he cabbage rows, when he's not off touring somewhere, practicing his
_entrechats_ or whatever in the South Barn with Mster Cat and a bunch of
chi ckens for an audi ence. Natural as hearing Julian, who's the only one of us
hone now, bugging Eflie John or Wlliamor Seth to et himdrive the baler
Ordinary as not feeling Tansin anywhere in the house, ever again, when | wake.

But | can't get to Tanmsin yet, although that's really all | want to
write about. Meena says | absolutely have to descri be what Stourhead Farm was
i ke when Evan and Sally took it over, and the trouble they had bringing it
back to being a working farm the way it is now, and especially how everything
was for ne back then, being snatched right out of New York and pl opped down on
this raggedy ruin of a Dorset estate. And she's right, | know that--that's
what you _do_ when you're witing a book. But it's hard.

First off, it _was_ a ruin, Stourhead--even a West Eighty-third Street
child could see that. Not that | knew what a real farmwas supposed to | ook
like, except you had to have cows. But | didn't need to notice that half the
fences were caved in like old people's nouths, or that the two barns and al
the little sheds and coops and pens were dark and soft |ooking, as though
they'd been rained on for years, and that what wasn't rotting was rusting,
fromthe plows and harrows and stuff like that to the well casings and even

t he wheel barrows. Al | had to do was watch Evan's face, seeing his eyes going
back and forth between Sally and those crunbly barns, between the boys and the
scrawny chi ckens scratching around their feet, between ne--still sitting in
t he car when everyone el se had gotten out--and the house, "the Manor," people
around here still call it. | just |ooked at his face, and I knew he was
feeling like pure pounded shit, and |I was gl ad.

You see, he hadn't really thought about anything but the soil. Evan's
like that. He can scoop up a handful of earth and sniff at it, even taste it,
and tell you what it'll grow and what it won't, and what it just _m ght_ grow

if you add this or that or sonething else to it. And he's always right,
al ways--the same way sone people can tell you where to dig for water or what
the weather's going to be tonorrow, that's how Evan is with dirt. But it
hadn't ever occurred to himhow it would be for his boys, for Sally and ne, to
be living right on that dirt, in a falling-down house at the end of the world.
Al'l that planning and dreaming with Sally, and itjust hadn't conme up

Sally was good. | didn't know to be proud of her then, but | am now,
when | think of her standing and staring across a rutty dirt road and a
stretch of baby-barf-col ored dead grass at the house that had | ooked so great
in the Polaroids. |I couldn't see her face, but she said in this perfectly
_daily_ voice, "Cone on, Jenny, let's go. W're hone."

Everybody carried a couple of suitcases or boxes, because you coul dn't
drive right up to the house back then. You can now, of course--it took Evan a
year to find the original carriageway about two feet down, under three
centuries' worth of guck--but I'Il always renenber the | ot of us, heads down,
nobody saying a word, just schiepping our stuff across that dirt road toward
that old, _old_ house that didn't want us. | renmenber Sally shifting a duffe
bag to carry it under her right arm so that she could reach out with her |eft
hand to take hold of Evan's arm The way he | ooked down at her I"mreally
not a total idiot. | knew damm well, even then, that Norris hadn't ever | ooked
at her like that.

And | renenber the wi ndows. There were so many of them-round and | ong
and square and pointy--and because the sun was slanting down behind us, al
t hose wi ndows were bl azing up as though the house was full of fire, you



couldn't look straight at it. There was one small, sharp wi ndow on the third
floor that didn't reflect the sun at all. It |ooked absolutely black
surrounded by all those others, like a hole in the sky, with the darkness of
space showi ng t hrough

Julian was wal king really slowy, hangi ng back nore and nore, unti
Sally | ooked around for himand | et Evan go on ahead so she coul d take
Julian's hand. Then | wished I _was a scared little English kid wearing a
dunb school cap whom she didn't even know a week ago, and then | got mad at
nmysel f for feeling like that. So | grabbed his other hand and just marched on
up to the house. To the Manor

For a farmhouse, it's enornmous, the biggest house |I'mever likely to
l[ive in, the biggest house in this part of Dorset, and when it was built in
1671, it was the biggest in the whole county. But Dorset's never run to
mansi ons, even in the towns--it's always been farnms and villages, like in
Hardy' s books, and Stourhead was always a farm fromthe begi nning. So
conpared with some of those hunongous old piles they run tour buses out to,
the Manor is a studio apartment. But conpared to _it_, ny cousin Barbara's
house in Riverdale, that she was so snotty-proud about, is a broomcloset in a
Motel Six. | hope she reads this.

|'ve already said | don't know how to describe rooms and interior
decoration, and the same definitely goes for houses. The Manor has been built
and rebuilt and burned down once--1 _think_ only once--and then it was rebuilt
again and added to and added to, until nothing exactly fits with anything,
which is just how the English Iike it. Anyway, the house has three fl oors,
with a sort of east wing and a sort of west wing, and then there's what
everybody still calls the Arctic Grcle, the central section, where you cone
in. Tony was the one who started calling it that, the Arctic Crcle, because
that part of the house is on the original stone foundation, and you can't ever
get it really warm even today. But when we noved in, that was the only part
of the house that _worked_, with running water and sonme electricity, and a

cooking range the size of a pool table. | can still see us all clunped
t oget her there, hanging on to our bags and stuff, everybody trying to think of
somet hing cheery to say. Everybody except ne, | mean.

Sally finally managed it. She said, "Well, a gas range, that's great!
I'd much rather cook over gas." And Evan gave her this incredibly,
unbel i evably nournful |ook and said, "Actually, love, it's a wood stove. |'I|
show you how to work it, it's not that hard." And after that, nobody said
anyt hing for the next year and a half.

Finally Julian announced in that creaky little voice of his, "Well, |
don't know about anybody else, but _I'm_ going exploring." And before anybody
could grab him he was out of there, his chunky new school shoes rattling on
the oak floors. (That's one thing about the Manor, it's got fantastic
floors--they're so old and hard, even the ternmites break their teeth on them
When this house _dissolves , those floors will still be hanging in the air.)

Tony said, "I'll get him" and Evan said tiredly, "No, he's right, let's
| ook around this museum There's supposed to be a caretaker here sonmewhere,
but I think the boggarts got him" So we all went trooping after Julian, wth
_our_ footsteps echoing up stairs and down corridors, in and out of one room
after another, with the boys already fussing over who was going to sleep
where. They'd always had to share a bedroom there was no way in the world
they could deal with that kind of abundance. Nice word.

| couldn't take any of it in nyself. I'd never in nmy life been in a
house |ike this one. Farmor no, you could have dropped our old apartnent into
some of those roons wi thout raising dust or knocking over a plant stand. And
then there were some no bigger than bathroons, narrow as coffins, which is
what they really | ooked |like. Evan said those were for the servants. First

useful thing |I |earned about the seventeenth century.
What else is inportant to put in about the first time | saw the Manor?
The snell, of course, | should have done that right at the start. Not just

because the house was so old, but because of the way the different famlies



runni ng the farmhad been letting it go to hell for the Iast hundred years or
so. So you had the _old_ smell, which is one thing, and you al so had that
dark, dead-cold nousey snell of the |ayers of neglect, no getting away from
ei t her of them wherever you went. Six years of cleaning, six years of
repairing and replacing, scraping and painting, digging away at those |ayers,

and some days | can still _taste_them both of those snells.

W didn't get above the second floor that day because the third was
cl osed off then, which everybody thought was just as well. It was, too, and
not just because we were all absolutely worn out by that time. But all I'm

going to say about the third floor right nowis when Julian was hone on his
| ast holiday, he found a whole new room we'd never seen, a little tiny chanber
like a lady's dressing room tucked away behind a door about as wi de as an
i roning board. There were a couple of senisecret passages, too, but they
didn't go anywhere. The third floor's like that.

It made nme think of Tanmsin, when Julian found that room because that
was how

No, I'mscratching that out, that _has_to wait. I'mstill tal king about
that first day. We brought all the other stuff in fromthe car and dunped it
in the front parlor, which Sally's got |ooking great now, but which was just
bare and gray then, with nothing on the floor but a dirty rag rug and a
beat -up harmoniumin a far corner. Evan broke up a junky old table and got a
fire going, but it didn't help much, because the ceiling's way too high. He
stood up fromthe fireplace with his back to us, and and took a really long

breath before he turned around. "Well, ny legions," he said. "Doesn't |ook
much of a bargain, does it?"

Tony said, "It's not so bad," and Julian said, "lIt's _big_" at the sane
time. Sally just l|aughed. She said, "Darling, it needs work, | knew that. |'ve

never |lived anywhere that _didn't_ need work."
"The farm doesn't," Evan said, "not so nuch.” Then he | aughed hinself

and said, "Well, yes, it does, it needs a deal of work, but I can handle that.
It's this house. | knewit was going to be hard for a bit, but I didn't quite
realize _how_hard. | want to say |'msorry, everybody." Then he | ooked
straight at nme and added, "Especially to you, Jenny. You didn't need this on
top of all the rest of it. I'mvery sorry."

So, of course, now _everybody_ was |ooking at me. | could have killed

Evan, and at the sane tine | felt guilty and horrible, because he was really
trying to be nice. Sally put her armaround ne and she said, "Jenny's al
right."

Tony said, "We're all all right. W none of us thought it was going to

be a dizzy round of pleasure.” And Julian growed, "It'lIl be |like canping out.
| love camping out." So now | _had_ to say sonething, but the best I could
manage was, "Well, | don't care, | wasn't expecting and | just let it trai

off there. The absolute best | could do then

"Al'l right, then," Evan said. "Wat's for dinner?"

Because there wasn't any Chinese fast-food place around the
corner--there wasn't any _corner_--and the nearest grocery would have been
back in Sherborne, which is the nearest real town, which we'd passed through
when | was asleep. But we did all right with the Ieftovers fromthe car, and
after that we worked out who'd sleep where for now, and which bathroons were
usabl e-- Evan got the boiler going, so there was hot water anyway, even if it
was exactly the color of New York sidewal ks. And then everybody went to bed
early. Because there wasn't anything el se to do.

Tony and Julian were downstairs, trading roons every five mnutes. | was
on the second floor, in the roomright next to Sally and Evan's. The way | was
feeling, | was really hoping they'd put me in one of those mean little servant

garrets, so | could catch TB or sonething. This one snelled major ml dewy,
like all the others, and the |ighthul bs were so dusty you could tell they'd
been dead for _years . But it had ceilings so high | couldn't see themin the
dar kness, and big windows for Mster Cat to cone and go by--once we finally
got them open--and the bed was all right, once I got sone West Eighty-third



Street sheets on it. It was a brass four-poster, but the canopy was just rags,
and | pulled themall off.
| could hear Sally and Evan tal king softly, even though | was really

trying not to, | really didn't _want_ to hear them being private. Evan was
saying, "l don't think nmoney's going to be the problem The Lovells are in
this for the long haul--they'll lay out whatever it takes to bring the farm
back to life. I'"mnot at all bothered about that."

"But it's all going to take twice as long as you thought,'
"Because of the house. That's the bother, isn't it?"
I couldn't get used to the way she sounded, talking to him-not like ny
goofy New York single-mom Sally, nore like an ol der person, so thoughtful and
mature_ it always nmade nme feel strange. Evan | aughed a little and said,

Sally said.

"Well, it's ny fault, | should have stashed you | ot back in London wth
Charlie, and cone down here alone, until | got things put shipshape. | _knew_
that, damqmm it. | just wanted you with ne."

| heard themkissing then, and | curled up tight and pulled that cold,
floppy pillow over ny ears. | didn't expect to sleep at all, but | did,

straight through, and I had one weird dream after another, all of themfull of
people | didn't know Sonetime in the night Sally sat by me on the bed for a
while, unless that was a dream too. | should have asked her then, but I
wasn't about to, and now she can't renmenber. But | think she did.

kay. The first nmonths were solid nightnmare, and it's no good ny
pretending they weren't. And | was a big part of the nightmare, maybe the
bi ggest, | know that. |I'mnot going to go on and on about it, |I'mjust going
to say that | was absolutely mserable, and | spread it around, and if
everybody el se at Stourhead wasn't absolutely miserable, too, it wasn't ny
fault. | did the very best | could.

But | had help. There was the house itself, to begin with. If | ever
knew a house that truly did not want to be lived in, it was the Manor back
when we arrived. | don't just nean stuff |ike that sidewal k-col ored wat er
comng out in snelly burps, or the wood stove snoking up the kitchen every
time Sally tried to cook something, or the weird way the electricity was
hooked up, so you could turn on the light in ny bathroom and bl ow every fuse
in the west wing. O the Horror O The Septic Tank, which I amnot going to
describe, ever. That's not what | nean.

Since that |ast sentence, |'ve been sitting here for half an hour
figuring how to explain how all of us were always tripping and falling over
_nothing_ at |east once a day, as though those beautiful old floors absolutely
hated the feet that wal ked on them |'mtal king about the way you coul d hear
ugly little murnmurs in the two chi mmeys, even when there wasn't any w nd, and
the way some corners just ate up light, just stayed cold and shadowy forever,
never m nd how many | anps you plugged in. And |I'mtal king about the quick
scratchy footsteps everybody heard right above the Arctic Crcle, one tinme or
anot her, and nobody wanted to nmention; and about that east-w ng w ndow that
woul dn't reflect the sunlight. We couldn't even find the roomit bel onged to,
that's how the Manor was.

Julian was wildly excited about all this at the beginning. He ran around
saying, "It's a haunted house, how splendid--1'I1 be the only boy at school
living in a real haunted house!" But there were a couple of roonms on the
second floor that Julian absolutely would not go into, fromthe first day.
Everybody el se did--there didn't seem anything weird or scary about these two

at least--but Julian just stopped right at the door, like |I've seen Mster Cat
do sometines, and nobody could get himto take another step. He kept nunbling,
"It feels funny_, | don't like it." Wen Evan tried to talk himinto going

in, he cried. Wien Tony teased himabout it, Julian hit him O course he says
he doesn't renenber any of that now.

Ch, there _was_ a caretaker, by the way---1 forgot to put that in. H's
nane was WIf, he | ooked exactly like the Pillsbury Doughboy in weird rubber
overalls and hip boots, and he wandered up fromthe cellar the first norning
we were there, totally and permanently hungover. He had a shuffly, w ncing



styl e of wal king, as though his head were made of glass, just about to rol

of f his shoulders and shatter into a mllion bits. He was supposed to be there
just for a couple of weeks, to show Evan where things were around the house
and the farm but he hung on after that, and you couldn't ever quite get rid
of him Evan fired himonce or twice a week, but he didn't pay any attention

Evan and Sally worked |ike crazy people. Evan got rid of the wood stove
as soon as he could find soneone to haul it away, and we actually did sort of
live on pizza and takeout from Sherborne until the Lovells--the famly who own
Stourhead Farm-put in a new electric range. Wich nmeant replacing all the
wiring in the whole Arctic Circle, but they never hassled Evan about that.
Besides the electricity, they paid to have the plunbi ng redone--so between one
thi ng and another the house was a total ruin for nonths, with tools and
torn-out boards all over everywhere, and nests of w res hanging out of the
wal I's, and the nmen Evan hired to help himtranping around growl i ng at each
other, scattering pipe ashes on the floors and taking tea breaks every ten
m nutes. They nostly had ponytails and big thick yell ow nustaches, and | never
could tell them apart.

They also quit a lot. Mdst of the tine it was over ordinary stuff Iike
the pay or the hours or the tea breaks, but not always. One guy quit because
his tool s kept disappearing on him and | think he tried to sue the Lovells
about it. And there was one who just didn't show up for work one norning, and
_he_ never did come back for his tools. Later on, he wote Evan and Sally a
letter, trying to explain, but it was m xed up and mi sspelled, and full of
ranbl i ngs about sad voices, and nusic he couldn't hear, and about "pudles of
cold air,"” and sonmething like invisible fur brushing his neck all the tine.
There were a couple of others who tal ked about the voices and the cold air,
too, and a man who said he kept snelling vanilla the whole time he was
rewiring the Arctic Circle, and it made him so nervous he had to stop. Evan
sai d nost of them drank, and just kept hiring new ones.

Tony said, "Maybe we really do have a boggart," but he said it out of
range of Julian's feet. The two of themare going to hate this, because it
makes them seem as though they were fighting all the time, but back then they
_were_. Julian was always the person who started hitting and ki cki ng and
crying, but Tony usually had it conming, one way or the other. That's the way |
renmenber it, anyhow

"Well, itjust might be," Evan said. The weirder the question, the nore
seriously he answers it; that's another way Evan is. "There's certainly
somet hing playing tricks in the kitchen lately, and if it isn't you two--"

"I't's not, it's not!" Julian runbled, and Tony said quickly, "Well, |
just took a _couple_ of the chocolate biscuits, but I didn't knock all those
bottl es down--"

"And | didn't, didn't, _didn't_ draw those pictures in the flour!"
Julian was shaking his head so hard it actually nmade me dizzy to | ook at him
"And | didn't throw the eggs around, and | didn't nake the horrible ness under
the sink, and the fridge wasn't my fault--"

Evan sighed. "I wish I _could_ blame that on a boggart." W' d al ready
had two different refrigerators put in by then, and neither one could keep
stuff cold for nmore than a day. There wasn't a thing wong with them -each
time all the food went bad, Evan had an old man come down from Sali sbury, but
all he could ever figure was that the electricity was screwed up sone way.

Whi ch didn't nmake any sense, with the new wiring; but the last tine he cane,
the Salisbury man rubbed a finger alongside his nose and cl osed one eye (I'd
read about people doing that, but I'd never actually _seen_it), and told
Evan, "There's some houses, ones that was here before the electric, they don't
_like_the electric. They'll be fighting it, squeezing at it, trying to choke
it off all the time. It's fighting the electric, this house, that's what's
happeni ng." Evan call ed sonebody el se the next time, but it didn't make nuch
di fference.

Me, | was flat out hoping for a dozen boggarts, and fifty pookas, and a
whol e herd of Hedl ey Kows, and all those other creatures Evan had told us



about on the drive down. Anything that would make it absolutely inpossible for
us to stay on at Stourhead, anything that would force us at |east back to
London, even if we couldn't go home to New York--was for it all the way, no
matter how messy or how scary. Anyway, | _was_ for it until the _thing_ that
happened i n my bat hr oom

Sally used to tell nme that the English air would do wonders for my skin
and, besides, ny skin wasn't nearly as horrible as | thought it was. Al |
knew was |'d been sprouting torrid new English zits from Heat hrow on, and
was devel opi ng a hunchy sl ouch, the way tall girls get, from sneaki ng past
mrrors. Except one, the mirror in my bathroom where every night and every
nmorning 1'd face off with ny face one nore tine. Iry any damm thing anybody
said mght work--all kinds of ointments and soaps and masks, stuff that mnade
my skin tight and flaky, stuff that snelled like rotten eggs, other stuff that
was supposed to soothe your skin, only when it dried on you it _hurt_. . . . |
don't like tal king about that time. It was years ago, but it cones right hack

Anyway. | was leaning in close to the mirror, doing exactly what Sally
al ways said niot to do, which was squeezing a thing on ny forehead which was
forever boiling up in the exact same place. (Meena says that it was probably
my third eye trying to get ne to pay attention, but what it _|ooked_ |ike was
a zit about the size of an MM A bright red one.) Once | got it open, | was
going to clean it out with alcohol, and | didn't care if it burned. | hoped it
_woul d_ burn--then maybe the dam thing would get the idea and | eave ne al one.
And then | heard the voices.

Not words, mind you. | didn't hear real words, just two voices, one of
t hem squeaky as a Munchkin, the other one a bit deeper, definitely
slower--still shrill, mnd you, hut with an explaining sort of tone, |ike Tony

whi spering to Julian about what was happening in a novie. He was really
patient with Julian that way, even in those days when he was calling hima
boggart.

| swung around, but | couldn't see anything. It was a small bathroom no
shower even, and no hiding place except in the shadows behind the old
lion-foot tub. That's where the voices were comng from

| took just a step toward the tub, and | said, "Who are you?" And if

t hat sounds brave or anything, you can hang that notion up right now | wasn't
afraid of anyone who spoke in tiny squeaks and coul d hi de behind a bathtub
VWhat | was afraid of was that if | wasn't really careful | was going to start

under st andi ng them because | was al nost maki ng words out already. And that
was the last thing | wanted, to understand squeaky voices behind the tub
They went silent for a mnute when | spoke, and then they started up
again, both of them sounding excited now. | could have screaned--1 _felt_a
screamworking its way up through my chest--but that woul d have brought
everybody in, and | didn't want Sally to know |'d been digging at zits.
Probably sounds incredibly dumb, but there you are, that was nme. | took
anot her couple of steps, and | stanped ny foot down really hard, so ny
toothbrush rattled in the glass. "I can see you," | said. "You mght as well
cone out of there. Come on, I'mnot going to hurt you." | threw that in
because ny voice was shaky, and | didn't want themto think | was scared.
What that got ne was a flood of giggles. Not squeaks, not talk, and not
real giggles, either. Nasty little titters, the kind you're supposed to hear
off to one side when you're wal king down the hall. | know those. In school
never let it get me, but then--in that old bathroom in that strange, snelly
ol d house, with them whoever they were, spying on me picking ny face, and
sni ckering about it, | just lost it, that's all. |I ran at the tub, stanping
and ki cking out like Julian when Tony'd been teasing himone tine too many.
It's a good thing there wasn't anybody there, or 1'd have tranpled themflat,

| didn't care if they were Santa's elves. But they were gone. | heard feet
skittering off sonewhere in a corner, but no voices, except for Sally in the
hall, calling to know if | was all right. | said | was.

That night | lay awake for hours, w shing nore than ever that Mster Cat

was with me, snoring on ny stonmach, and | tried to stay cool and decide



whet her | was going crazy, which |I'd always al nost expected, or whether there
really were boggarts running around in ny bathroom Crazy was conforting, in a
way--if you're crazy, then nothing's your fault, which was just how | wanted
to feel right then. Boggarts were scary, because if they were possible, and
possi bl e right here in this house, then all kinds of other stuff was possible,
and nost of it |I didn't much want to think about. But it was _interesting_, at

| east, and crazy isn't interesting. Handy, | could see that, but not
i nteresting.

When | did fall asleep, | didn't dream about boggarts exactly. | dreaned
that Julian and | had shrunk down to the size of boggarts, and that big people
were chasing us with sticks. | don't know why sticks, but that's not

i mportant, that wasn't the frightening part. There was sonmething else in the
dream too, sonething or someone with big yellow eyes, such a raw, wild yell ow
they were practically golden. Big, big eyes, with a slitty sideways pupil
filling up the dream W couldn't get away fromthemuntil | woke, all tangled
in my sweaty sheets and listening for voices. But | never did hear them again,
not those.

Seven

Meena keeps saying this is where | should put in all the stuff about
Stourhead Farm but it's hard to know where to start. First off, it's in the
country--not that _country_ neans nuch when you're twenty mles fromJulian's
Taco Bell pretty nuch wherever you are. But when you've lived your entire life
i n downt own Manhattan, waking up to hear cows wondering when they' re going to
be m | ked instead of police sirens, and hearing wild geese yelling overhead
i nstead of jackhamers tearing up West Eighty-third and Col unbus, and heari ng
t he plumbing burping |like mad because there's sonme kind of air pocket in the
wel | instead of drunks puking and crying right under your window . . . well,
that's it, that's country. Maybe not to WIllie Nel son or Thonas Hardy, but to
West Eighty-third and Col unbus, it's country.

kay, Meena. You can trace Stourhead Farm back to 1671, when Roger
W I | oughby bought a big piece of a rundown manor--freehold, that's outright,
not like being a tenant farnmer. He _wasn't_ a farmer, he made his noney
selling supplies to the Royal Navy, but he had all kinds of ideas about
farmng in his head, and he couldn't wait to try themout. He wote letters to
t he newspapers, he wote panphlets on how you coul d get double yields by
rotating the crops just so, and how to breed bi gger Dorset sheep, and why
everybody in west Dorset should quit grow ng wheat and raise mllet instead.
Evan says everybody in west Dorset sat back and waited to see himgo under
That's when they took to calling his big new house "the Manor," to make fun of
him Roger WI I oughby was fromBristol, and in those days he m ght just as
wel | have been from Madras, |ike Meena. It's different now, |ike everywhere,
but not _that_different. Dorset doesn't change as fast as sone other places.

Wll, he didn't go under, Roger WI I oughby. He couldn't do anything
about the sheep--they're still pretty small--but he nust have had _sone_ sense
about farm ng, because Stourhead stayed in his famly for al nost three hundred
years. They weren't gentry, and they weren't absentee | andl ords, buying up
farms they never saw. They lived on the land, and they always seened to have
their fingers in it, messing around with some new notion. Roger WI I oughby
pl anted barl ey and oats at first, and then peas--and he did try to plant
mllet, but when it just wouldn't take, he went back to wheat, |ike everybody
el se. Because he m ght have been a Prodigi ous Romantic--that's what Tansin
called him-but he wasn't crazy.

It's not a big farm maybe seven hundred acres. In the States, that's
like a playpen, a backyard, you can't even nmake it pay for itself. But it was
bi g enough for this part of Dorset in Roger WIIloughby's tinme. It used to be
bi gger--1 don't know how rmuch--but the WII| oughbys sold off some corners and
slices over the years. Especially in the nineteenth century, when there was a



long run of terrible weather, and a bad slunp in farmprices. Stourhead just
went straight downhill from about 1900 and never really recovered. The | ast of
the WI I oughbys sold out after World War I1--1 think there were four or five
owners after them each one nore clueless than the one before. Wen the
Lovel | s took over, the place was probably the exact sane wlderness it was
when ol d Roger W/ I oughby noved in.

The Lovel Il s were always busi ness people, just |like the WII oughbys were
farmers. (I n England, people always know what your famly's always been.) The
ones who own Stourhead actually live near Oxford--Evan nostly goes there to
meet with themthese days, because they don't cone down here nearly as often
as they used to when we were first at Stourhead. Back then they practically
lived with us, showing up in red-faced coveys to hold big conferences with
Evan about their plans to have Stourhead at | east breaking even in a couple of
years, and maybe making a profit after that. Evan thought they were as
prodi gi ously romantic as old Roger WI I oughby, and | used to hear himtelling
them so, over and over

"You can't turn a farm as exhausted as Stourhead all the way around that
fast," he kept saying. "lI'mnot tal king only about the physical aspect--the
barns and the outbuildings and that--1 mean the land itself. Your topsoil's a
di saster area--it's starved for nitrogen, it's been fertilized for years by
the crimnally insane, and whatever thief put in your irrigation system ought
to be flogged through the fleet." One Lovell or another usually started
spluttering right about this point, but Evan would just go straight on over
him "You need a fourth well, and very likely a fifth--that's sinply not
negoti able. Three wells were just fine in good King Charles's gol den days, but
nothing's what it was back then, including your water table. That's why the
corn's not grow ng--that, and the fact that it's the wong strain for this
acid soil and this climte. And where you _do_ have enough water, in the upper
meadows, you've got yourselves a proper little marsh bubbling along. The only

mal ari a swanp in England, | shouldn't wonder."
The Lovells woul d al ways wi nd up asking Evan if he thought it was
possible to salvage the farmat all. And he'd tell them what he always told

them "Yes, but you can't do it overnight, and you can't do it on the cheap
It's going to cost you noney and a great deal of tine, and if you're not
willing to invest both of those, you might just as well chuck it in and sel
the place for a Christmas-tree farm" Those are really big in Dorset, by the
way. | don't have any idea why.

Wat ching himw th those people day after day was |ike seeing a whole
different Evan, in a way. | nean, he still talked quietly, and his hair was
al ways still messy, and he sonetimes actually wouldn't remenber to cone in
when it rained, because he'd be thinking about sonething. But he knew what he
was tal king about--that was the big difference--and all those Lovells knew he
knew, and that he didn't care what they thought, this was the way it was. You

can't fake being like that. |'ve tried.
The Lovells had to be inpressed, but | didn't, not if | put ny mind to
it. | didn't see a whole lot of Evan during those early nonths at Stourhead,

except at dinner in the Arctic Crcle, because he'd be out all day every day,
and I'd nostly be with Sally, trying to deal with the Manor, which kept being
torn up and put back together and torn up again--nore or |ess how | was
feeling then. | wasn't a lot of fun for Sally, but I was sonme use anyway, |'I
say that for nyself. | helped clean up after the wiring and plunbing finally
got done, and Tony and | swept and dusted and scoured out all the roonms on the
first floor and nost of the ones on the second. W didn't say ten words to
each other all that time, but we worked well together. |I even thought for a
hot m nute about telling himabout the voices in nmy bathroom but | didn't.
Today | would, Tony, if you ever read this far

And if | wasn't working, | was being dragged all over the farm by
Julian--half the time I'd wake up with himtugging at ny foot, going, "OCh,
cone on, Jenny, _do_, let's go exploring!" Only _exploring_, to Julian, could

mean clinbing around on sone old rusty hulk of farm machinery, trying to



figure out how it mnmust have worked, or it could just as easily mean getting ne
to chase himthrough this dark little hillside oak forest that he started
right away calling the Hundred-Acre Wod, |like the one in Wnnie-the-Pooh. W
all call it that now And sonetines he'd want to search for the roomwth that
dark third-floor wi ndow He bugged Evan so nuch about it that Evan finally dug
out the ol dest plans of the house--they have to be kept vacuum seal ed behi nd
pl astic, because they'll crunble right away if they're exposed to air. Julian
and | counted the windows in those draw ngs over and over again, but there was
al ways one missing. Evan said it happened.

Sonetimes we'd hi ke up and down across the fields--Dorset is _all_ up
and down--to the stretch of heathland that | guess was al ways too bunpy for
even Roger W/ | oughby to plough up. I'mglad nobody ever farmed it, because it

feels good to look at, rolling away softly toward the skinny two-|ane road
that's the north boundary of Stourhead Farm Julian would run off to check out
the flock of sheep that the Lovells still kept on the downs, and try to play
with Albert, the collie, and I'd flop onto the turf and stare up at fluffy
clouds |ike gl ops of whipped butter, and not think about anything. Except

maybe the butterflies. | never in ny life saw so many different Kkinds of
butterflies as they have on the downs. They'll land on your face if you lie
very quiet.

I still don't know why Julian took to ne fromthe begi nning, at
Heat hrow. He's the only person in ny life who's ever wal ked right up to ne
like that. | mean, even Jake and Marta took awhile, and Meena wasn't sure
she'd ever like me, that first term But that ten-year-old English kid in his
school uniformcoat.. . Day One. There was one tine, exploring, when he just

_had_ to jump fromrock to rock across a streamwe found running through a
sort of little hollow-what they call a coonbe here--because that's in

W nni e-t he- Pooh, too, and of course he fell in and | had to get himout. Not
that it was so deep--he could have waded across--but he caught his foot under
somet hing, and he twisted it trying to get |loose, and | got soaked through
hauling himto the bank. He went around for days telling everyone how |I'd
saved himfroma watery grave. First | thought he was doing it to get up
Tony's nose, but then |I realized he neant it. He was so proud of ne, and so
proud of hinmself for being saved. Julian

He did something for nme once, sonething he'll forget way before I do. It
was the day Sally and I went to Goshawk Farm Cattery to see Mster Cat for the
first time. 1'd been agitating about it fromthe noment we hit Stourhead, but

there was too nuch to do right away, and Evan needed the car every day.

Finally Sally and the wheels were free at the sane time, and she drove ne to
Dorchester, which is where Goshawk Farmis, right on the outskirts. It was a
really nasty, w ndy day, raining on and off, the beginning of Dorset autumm.

M ster Cat wouldn't speak to nme. He knew nme, all right, but he woul dn't
ook at nme. |I'd expected himto be in a wire cage, like the one he'd travel ed
in, only bigger, but it was nore like a cat notel room wth things to scratch
and clinb on, and dangling things to junp at for exercise, with its own
out door run for good weather. And he wasn't going hungry--his coat was the
glossiest 1'd ever seen it, and he'd put on a little weight. But he couldn't
even be bothered to nake that evil warning noise at ne again. He just turned
hi s back and curled around hinself, and cl osed his eyes.

Sally tried to help. Al the way back to the farmshe told me one story
after anot her about people she knew who'd had to put their pets in quarantine,
and how sone of the aninmals felt so |lonely and angry that they wouldn't cone
to their owners when it was tine to pick themup. But of course they al
forgave themin time, and Mster Cat would forgive me, too. Fairy tales, like
the ones she told me when | was little, and all her stories had happy endings.

When we got back, it was near dark. Evan had dinner waiting, but | just
went to ny roomand lay on ny bed. |I didn't cry--1 told you, | don't do that
much. It wasn't like being mad at Sally on West Eighty-third Street, which you
could sort of enjoy all the time you were feeling nmiserable. This _hurt_, it
hurt ny stomach, and no matter which way | turned, it kept on hurting. My



throat got so swollen and tight, |I mght as well have _been_ crying, only I
couldn't. | just lay there.

| wasn't asleep when Julian cane into the room-by then | was sure |'d
never want to eat or sleep or talk to anybody again. He pushed the door open
very slowy--1 could feel the hall light on nmy eyes, but | kept them shut
tight. It doesn't matter how quietly you try to nove in nmy room the way the
floor squeaks, butJulian seened to wait mnutes, hours, between each step
until he was by the bed. | heard this froggy little whisper, "Jenny? Are you
really, _really_ sleeping?"

| didn't answer. A nonment later, Julian put sonething down beside ne,
right on ny pillow, brushing ny face. It snelled pretty funky--not bad, just
ol d, and sonehow famliar, too. | heard Julian squeaking back to the door, and
t he door squeaking shut again. | didn't turn the light on, but after a while
reached out for whatever he'd left on the pillow The nmonent | touched it, |
knew. That damm one-eyed, beat-up stuffed gorilla he's had practically all his
life--slept with, chewed on, probably peed on, too, nore than likely. Trust
Julian--every other kid has a bedtime bear, but Julian's got a gorilla naned
Elvis. | grabbed that thing, and | shoved ny face hard into its stinky, sticky
fur, and | cried ny eyes out until | fell asleep. -

So that's howJulian got to be ny baby brother. The last thing in the
world | needed right then, but that was it.

It's noisy_in the country, in a strange way. You hear nore sounds,
just _because_ of the stillness, especially at night. Instead of tuning out,
the way you absolutely have to do in New York, you start tuning in, whether

you want to or not. | don't mean just the geese going over, and the frogs and
crickets and so on, and the cocks just as likely to start crowing at two in
the nmorning. | got so | could hear a well punp cutting off and on and off, out

beyond the dairy. Sonme frosty nights I'd even hear tw gs snapping in the

t hi ckets, and that would be the deer foraging, eating the tree bark. And when
you hear a cold, clear, sharp sort of yelp, with alnpst a netallic shrill to
it, that's not a dog, that's a fox. It's always a little sudden and scary,

t hat sound, even when you know what it is.

The Manor makes noises, too, the way all old houses do, settling in the
ground--"working," that's what they say here. |'ve always thought it sounds
like the little grunts and nmunbl es and si ghs sonebody nakes getting
confortable in bed after a hard day. Even the West Eighty-third Street
apartment made those, so that wasn't anything to be edgy about, nost nights.

But every now and then. Just every now and then, fromthe first night,
I'd hear sonething that didn't _fit_. Not so much the patter of little feet,
or little snickery voices (you can always tell yourself it's mce running and
squeaki ng), and not ghosts wailing or draggi ng chai ns around--no Hal | oween
stuff like that. A sound |ike rushing water, in the air right above ny bed. A
sound that m ght have been sonmebody sweeping a floor, back and forth, over and
over, in the mddle of the night. A whisper so low | couldn't make out one
word. But that was the one that always woke me up; that was the one | was
scared of hearing when | went to bed. |I'd have asked Julian if he ever heard
anything, but | didn't want _him_ to get scared, so | didn't.

There were snells, too--that cold vanilla the electrician snelled in the
Arctic Crcle, and a dark-toast one alnost |like Mster Cat. And just once in a
real while I'd think I saw those same huge gol den eyes fromthe dream outside
my wi ndow. Only | couldn't ever be sure whether | was awake or dream ng when
saw t hose. They didn't frighten me, for some reason--1 always wanted to go
toward them-so maybe that was dreaming. | still don't know, even today.

There was one sound that everybody knew about, notjust ne-- a sound that
used to bring Julian flying into my room whenever we heard it. It usually had
to be a really fierce night, with thunder and |lightning, rain smashing into
you |ike hail stones, wi nd shaking the house, stripping and snapping the
trees--1 nean, the _works_. Then you'd hear them high over the storm the
hounds bayi ng and the horses scream ng--and peopl e | aughing, too, these
terrible, hungry yells of laughter. That's what always got Julian, that



| aughter. He'd shut his eyes and cover his ears and burrow his head into ne,
hard, so it really hurt sometines.

Evan would tell us it was just the wild geese calling to each other, the
same as ever, only the wind was distorting their cries. He'd say, "Every
country in Europe has that sane | egend--the WIld Hunt, the Wsh-Hounds, the
Chasse Gayere, the Sluagh-- huntsmen and their dogs chasing after the souls of
the dead. It's the geese, all of it--nothing but the wild geese, the wild
weat her, and a little wild imagination." And Julian would nod and be cool, but
he'd spend the rest of the night in nmy room and it was always nice to have
t he conpany. Because both of us knew what geese sounded |ike.

The Lovells gave Evan a totally free hand with the farm as far as
reconstruction went. They told himhe could start fromscratch--tear down
everyt hing except the Manor, if he wanted. He nust have hired just about
everybody in Sherborne and all the little nearby towns that he hadn't already
hired to work on the house--nen, wonen, some who didn't | ook nuch ol der than
me or Tony. All the sheds and out houses went first off, and all the tools and
equi prent got stored in one barn while they were denolishing the other. Then
Evan started on the fences-- he nust have replaced every single post and every
strand of wire on the whol e seven hundred acres. And when he wasn't doing
that, he was wal king the fields, nmaking notes and munbling to hinself and
scooping up dirt. Sally did the best she could with his hands every night, but
all that fall and winter they |ooked |ike ground neat.

Anyway, it was all just like the way it was when we were packing up on
West Eighty-third, with everything half done, and nothing the same fromday to
day, and everybody knowi ng what was goi ng on except ne. And in the mddl e of
all that, we started school in Sherborne.

I've been putting off tal king about that first year of English school
It's not that it was so awful --1 had way worse tines at Gaynor when | started
there. It's nore that now absolutely everything in the _world_ was out of
bal ance at the sanme time, conpletely unfamliar, fromthe food and the talk
and the way people drove, to the house | was living in and the sounds | heard
at night. The Sherborne Boys' school was new for Tony and Julian, too, but at
| east they knew the basics, they didn't have to think about howto _be_ every
step they took. If I'd nmet Meena right off, it m ght have been a | ot
different. If I'd had Mster Cat--but | didn't. . . worse than didn't. Ckay,
it was pretty awful, at the beginning. But so was |

They do wear uniforns at the Sherborne School for Grls. It's not a bad
uni form - navy-bl ue bl azers, plaid kilt skirts, gray pullovers or white
bl ouses--and there's nore | eeway about what you can wear as you go up through
the forms, until you get to the Sixth Form where you're practically God and

you don't wear uniforms at all. But | was in the Third Form down in the
m serable m ddl e of the pack and stuck with that blue blazer for centuries to
cone. Putting it on every norning, | felt years younger--a whole _life_

younger--than | had in Gaynor Junior Hi gh. It was bad enough being the age
was, but 1'd been getting alnost used to it; nowit felt Iike |I was back being
a sticky, whiny, scabby-kneed little girl all over again, and | hated it. |
used to practically _undress_ on the bus going hone.

That was another thing, the bus. I've already said | don't make friends
easily, and being a day girl didn't help either. There are about four hundred
students at Sherborne Grls, and all of them were boarding at the school
living in one or another of the eight houses there, except maybe twenty who
went home every day, like me. So | mssed out on _that_ bondi ng experience,
too: The thing that happens when people spend nonths |iving and eating and
studying, and being together all the time. You don't work up that kind of
school spirit on a bus--anyway, | don't. W were all assigned to the different
houses, just like real boarders, but it wasn't the sane thing.

Meena Chari was a day girl, too, but I didn't notice her nmuch on the
bus. She wasn't one of the ones who canme to sit next to nme and ask ne about



life in the States, and did | ever see this or that band, this or that novie
star. They tried ne out one after another, for a while, but they all gave up
pretty quickly. Wich was too bad, because sone of them were nice, and they
never really spoke to nme again, ever. My loss, | know that.

Sherborne Grls sits on forty acres of green hill at the western
outskirts of town, and it looks like a _real _ manor--just this side of a
pal ace, even--with its two wings spreading out froma central tower. Evan

calls places like those "stately piles,” but all | can say is that it
i npressed the hell out of _me_ that first day, and I was not planning to be
impressed. It still does.

The work was so rmuch tougher than Gaynor, | don't even want to go into
it. I'd always gotten pretty good grades at Gaynor (which is different from
being a good _student_, and | knew it then); but this was a different world,
no conparison at all. Third form and they had me taking stuff | wouldn't have

had to deal with until high school--and half of it would have been el ective
then. English literature, maths, world history, British history, three

di fferent science classes, a |l anguage (I took Spanish because of Marta) --and
we're not even tal king about Ganmes or Information Technol ogy. | was over ny
head, out of ny |eague, and practically paralyzed that whole first term And
it didn't help a bit to know what ny educati on was costing Evan and Sally.
Tony and Julian both had partial scholarships at the boys' school --not ne.
Nobody ever said a word about it.

And everyone was so damm terminally sweet, you could scream New girls
each have an older girl--she's called your "shadow'--to go around with you for
a while and help you get used to the way things are done at Sherborne. Wy
shadow was named Barbara, and even now, witing this, I wish | could thinK of
one single nice thing | ever did for her or said to her. The best | can cone
up with is that | hardly talked at all while she was showi ng ne where nmy form

room woul d be--1ike a honeroom at Gaynor--and introducing ne to ny teachers,
and to everyone in the house | was assigned to. She and all of them kept
telling me that nmy being a day girl didn't matter, that | was still going to

be a real part of the house, fully involved in all the social activities,
always invited to stay for dinner after classes--only I'd m ss the bus, and
Sally would have to come and get ne--never a nonent of feeling like an
outsider. They neant it, too. | always knew they neant it.

And if | was a sulky, silent mess in school, | was worse at hone. |
dragged nmy feet, hel ped out exactly as nuch as | absolutely had to, and
bi tched every waki ng nonent, when I wasn't brooding and noping. | really try
not to remenber things | said to people in those days--to Evan
especi al | y--because they make me cringe in nmy skin. | was sort of hal fway
decent to Julian, because sonehow he wouldn't let ne be any other way, but to
everyone else . . . no, that's enough about that. | said | wouldn't lie in ny
own book, and I'm _not_ lying, but that's enough

No, there's one thing that | do like to remenber, something that
happened just before Christmas. That was an even edgier tine than usual, wth
Sally and ne being Jew sh, the boys being used to trees and stockings and
carols, and Evan being really nervous. O course | let themall know that I
didn't want anything to do with killing a tree for Jesus, and | made a thing
out of stonmping off to find the menorah Grandma Paul a'd given to Sally before
we left. Julian tagged along with me. 1'd given up telling himnot to by then

Actual ly, he was the one who dug out the nenorah, down at the bottom of
a box in the second-floor roomwhere Sally stashed all the stuff she was
pl anning to deal with on the very first weekend after hell froze over. It's at
| east a hundred years old, and it's silver, though you couldn't have told that
at first sight, tarnished and scratched as it was. But | showed Julian the
silversmith's mark on the base, and told hi mhow ny great-grandparents used to

hi de the nmenorah in the barn when the soldiers came through town. "In the
cow s stall,"” | said, "under half a ton of cowshit. Even the Cossacks weren't
about to rummage through _that_." Julian loved it. Two of the candl ehol ders

were bent to the side, and | said that was because the cow had stepped on



them | don't knowif that's true or not.

Julian wanted to know how t he nmenorah worked, so | sent himdownstairs
to get sone candles while | tried to polish it up a bit. W had all kinds of
candl es all over the place back then, because of the power failing every ten
m nutes. The ones Julian got back with didn't quite fit, but | made themfit,
and | told himabout Chanukah--about the Syrians and the Maccabees, and the
one last little cup of consecrated oil for the new tenple altar in Jerusalem
burni ng miracul ously for eight days, until sonebody finally showed up wth

fresh oil. It's a good story, and while | was telling it, | alnost forgot that
| was pissed at everyone in the world.
When Julian asked nme if Jews had Chanukah carols, | went conpletely

bl ank for a moment--Sally and | weren't exactly the nost observant family on
the West Side--and then | renenbered the bl essing that you chant when you're
lighting the candl es. That one | know, because G andma Paul a taught me, and
sang it for Julian.

" Boruch ata Adonai
el oheynu nel ech haol am
asher ki dshanu b' nitzvosav,
v' tsivonu |'hadl eek nehr,
shel Chanukah_ . . ."

Julian's always been quick with songs. He had this one in no tinme, his
Hebr ew pronunci ati on no worse than mne, and we sang it together while
lighted the lead candle, the _shames_, and then lighted the first-night
candle fromit, just to show himhow it was done. So there we were, Julian and
me, kneeling on the floor in that cold, cobwebby room the walls |ined halfway
around with Sally's boxes, and with tattered old trunks and valises from sone
other Sally, who always nmeant to get around to going through them one day
soon. There we were, the two of us, chanting our heads off, praising a God
neither one of us believed in for comanding us to |ight the Chanukah candl es.
You have to see us, it's inmportant.

Because that was when | snelled vanilla.

Ei ght

_Meena, if you're the least bit cool you'll skip this part. I'mgoing to
have to pretend you'll mnd me, because otherwi se |I'm never going to be able
to wite it. Ckay?_

kay. In the spring, the girl who' d sat next to me in Lower Third form
room dropped out because her father got a job in Nanmi bia or sonewhere, and
Meena Chari moved down a row. W hadn't spoken two words to each other that
whole first term even on the bus. Not because she was |ndian or anything, but
because she was so pretty. | don't nean knock-down, drop-dead, novie-star
gorgeous, like Stacy Altieri back hone--Meena doesn't look like that at all.
But she's got this incredibly smooth brown skin, which wouldn't know a zit
froma jelly bean, and big dark eyes |like pansies, even behind her gl asses.
And even in that school uniform Meena's always really wearing sone el egant
sari--you can tell by the way she nmoves. You had just _better_ not be reading
this, Meenal!

| don't go around with girls who | ook |ike Meena, that's one decision
made early on. A lot of girls do--at Gaynor, people like Tracy and Vanessa had
their owmn little packs of groupies, all hoping it would rub off on them
somehow, or that boys would try to get to the pretty ones through them Wich
happened, I'mnot saying it didn't work, but I couldn't. | just hung with Jake
and Marta and was glad | had them

But Meena. \What are you going to do with soneone |ike Meena, who doesn't
know t he rul es about things, who doesn't _act_ pretty? | know, right--when you
| ook the way Meena | ooks, you can afford not to care, but she really



_doesn't . Grls nostly think she's conceited, and boys are nostly afraid of
her, because she gets perfect marks and she's going to be a doctor, like her
grandfather. She's as cool and neat as |I'm hot-tenpered and sloppy, and it was
along tine before | could start to believe that she actually wanted to be
friends with me. Nothing to do with nodesty--1 just understand the rules.

W' ve tal ked about it a couple of tinmes. The first time, she took
forever to get what | was asking. She kept saying, "Wy _shouldn't_ 't we be
friends, tell ne that? We |ike the sanme books, the same kind of nusic, we
| augh the same--we have so much in conmmon, you mght as well have been born in
Madras, or | in New York." Meena talks like that. Her nother and father have
I ndi an accents, but with Meena it's not the way her English sounds, but the
way she uses it. Sane thing as the uniform-you see one thing, or you hear one
thing, but you feel_ sonmething el se. And Meena doesn't even think about it.

When she finally caught onto what | neant, she didn't answer right away.
She put her hands together and rested her chin on her fingertips, and she
| ooked at the ground for a long tine. Then she | ooked up at nme, and she said,
"Because |'ma very good girl. I"man only child, and |I'm everything nmy nother
and father ever dreaned about. Very good student, perfect English, perfect
manner s- - present abl e enough, yes--right on track for a double First at
Canbri dge, where we always go. Nice if | were fair-skinned-- you get a better

choi ce of husbands that way--but there, you can't have it all, Jenny, do you
see now?"

"No," | said. "No, | don't think I do." Wat | _thought_ was that |
probably ought to be angry, and | was trying to work up to it. "You nmean |'m
your absol ute opposite--1"mso different fromyou I'mlike a novelty? Like
t hat ?"

Meena | ooked as though I'd hit her. "Not that! Not that, no!" She junped
up and grabbed both my hands. "You have such spirit, you make your own
pl ans--you woul dn't go along wi th what everyone el se wanted, just so they'd go
on thinking you were a good girl. You don't care what _anybody_thinks--that's

what | admire so much about you. I wish | were |ike you, Jenny truly."
Nobody el se in ny whole |ife had even cone near saying sonething |ike
that to me. Nobody. | told Meena so, but as smart as she is, there's no way

she coul d ever really know what it meant when she said that. Meena understands
a lot, but if she understood sonething like this, she couldn't be Meena.
That's just the way things get set up.

Anyway. W first got to be friends when we both hid out in the girls'
john, ducking Ganes, and then | ater when Meena started hel ping me with Spanish
and | hel ped her with a nmusic project she was doi ng, conparing the way I|ndian
singers inprovise with how Western jazz singers do it. Once | told her it
didn't count |ike hel ping, because of ny parents being nusicians, and she got
really angry with ne. She said friendship wasn't a bl oody cricket match, you

didn't keep score, there wasn't a point system | alnost |ike watching Meena
bei ng mad, because she does it so well, considering it |lasts maybe five
m nutes, no nore. Meena can't ever work up a good sul k.

She lives just outside Yeovil--her nother's at the hospital there, and
her father conmmutes to Dorchester to teach physics at the university. The
first time | ever went to stay overnight at Meena's house, | was edgy because

I didn't know if | should be different with Meena there_than I was when it
was just us, and she was edgy about how her parents would be with nme. And
_they_ were edgy because Meena hadn't brought anyone home from school before,
and they didn't know if | could eat Indian food, or how Jews were about graven
i mges and shrines in the front hall. So between us we had the maki ngs of a
real disaster, but it worked out all right. M. and Ms. Chari were as nice as
they could be to their daughter's weird Anerican friend, and | didn't knock
anyt hi ng over or say anything really stupid. And | know about I|ndian food--1'm
from New York, for God' s sake.

So it was a | ot easier when Meena cane to spend a weekend at Stourhead
Farm Tony and Julian fell in love with her the moment she wal ked in the
door--okay, | was a little jealous, especially watching Julian follow ng her



around, offering to carry things for her--and | couldn't help thinking, _| bet
Sally wishes | |ooked like that and acted |ike that_. But | was proud of her
too, --_she's ny friend, what's that make nme?_ --and at the sane tine | felt
guilty that | wasn't ever like that with Jake and Marta. Sonme days there's no
damm way | can let nyself al one.

Evan was out with a well-driller, and Sally was with the vet about sone
of the sheep, so Tony and Julian took Meena around the Manor, with ne
wanderi ng al ong behind. Tony showed her the ground-floor roomin the east w ng
that he'd been turning into a dance studi o--he even had a bar on one wall, and
he was putting up every piece of mrror glass he could find, fitting them
together like a jigsaw puzzle. He was sanding the floor, too, on weekends,
over and over, till it was practically transparent. So then, of course, Julian
had to show Meena his rock collection, _and_ his pressed-leaf collection
_and_ his sugar-packet collection. _And_ the stuffed gorilla in ny room but
he never once nmentioned that it was really his.Julian. | still can't get him
to take it back.

At di nner the boys were both talking to Meena at the same tine, and Evan
and Sally were asking her the same school questions M. and Ms. Chari had
been asking me. | didn't get a chance to talk to her in peace until we went to
bed in ny room And _then_ it took me half an hour to talk Meena into taking
nmy bed and letting me get into Evan's old sl eeping bag on the floor. Indians
keep wanting to treat you like their guest, even when they're yours. They can
wear you _out _.

But then, _finally_, we got down to business. W lay there and tal ked
about our famlies, and people at school, and | told Meena about Jake and
Marta, and she told nme about Lalitha, who was her best friend in Madras, and
we conpared books and novi es and songs, and who had worse periods, and who
hated M. Wnship nore--he taught Organic Chem stry--and why the nonsoons are
so inmportant, and why | was going to take her to neet an old man they cal
Poet Oin Central Park. Today it's just a few years later, and already | can't
renenber why, when you're thirteen, all that stuff absolutely has to be tal ked
about in the dark, when you're supposed to be asleep. But it does.

Meena told nme about Karthik, her white nouse, and | tal ked about M ster
Cat--or | did until ny throat started to tighten up again. So Meena changed
t he subject w thout seem ng to change the subject, which is sonething she's

very good at. She said, "But what a palace he'll be com ng honme to, your
M ster Cat. So rmuch space, so many shadowy corners to investigate, so nany
interesting new sounds.. . 1'd love to be a cat in this house.™

"You don't know the half of it," | said. "Qther people have
cockroaches--we've got gnones, or boggarts, or sonmething." | told her about

the voices in ny bathroom which I hadn't told anyone, and about the roons
Julian wouldn't go into, and the things the carpenters and el ectricians had
said. The longer | went on, the crazier it sounded, but Meena |istened w thout
| aughing or interrupting once.

When | got through, she said, "Well, Julian was right--you definitely
_do_ have a haunted house. Dollars to doughnuts." (Meena's crazy about
American slang, and sticks it in every chance she gets.) "In India we've got
haunt ed houses all over the place--we've got haunted apartnments, haunted
gardens, even haunted garages. Qur old house in Madras had a poltergeist, one
of those spirits that breaks things, throws everything around. | saw her a few
times as | was grow ng up."

I"'mglad it was dark, so maybe she didn't see ny nouth hangi ng open
"You _saw_it? Her? The poltergeist?"

"Ch, yes," Meena said. "Not very often, though. Alittle girl, about
Julian's age, with a scar down one side of her poor face. Like a burn scar
Maybe that's why she was a poltergeist, who knows? We felt so sorry for her."

"What did you do? Do Indians have, like--1 don't know-like with a
priest? An exorcisn®?"

"Yes. In a way." Meena hal f | aughed, but there was a little catch in it,
too. "But Jenny, she _lived_ there, she'd lived in our house |onger than we'd



done. What _could_ we do?" Then she giggled outright and said, "Besides, she
scared away a lot of relatives | couldn't stand. And she left my room al one,
except once or twice. | think sometimes she alnost |iked nme."

| thought about that for a while, and finally | said, "Well, whatever's
in our house, it doesn't like _us_all that rmuch. Not the way those nasty

little voices sounded. |'d rather have a real flat-out ghost, if we're going
to have anything. 1'd rather even have a pooka."

Meena wanted to know what a pooka was, so | told her what Evan had told
us, and about boggarts and the WIld Hunt. She said, "I don't see why you
couldn't have bot h--boggarts _and_ ghosts. | bet you do. It's just the sort of
house that would."

| said thanks, | really needed to hear that, and Meena | aughed a rea

laugh this tine. "Wien you grow up with old houses, the way | did, you grow up
wi th ghosts, too. They're people, they're always drawn to places where people
have been living for a long time. You don't get ghosts in shopping nalls."

"Great," | said. "I hope the ghosts at |east run off the boggarts,
that'd be sonething."

W didn't say anything for a while, and | was starting to think Meena
was asleep. Then | felt her hand reaching down fromthe bed, bumping around to
find mne and taking hold of it. She said, "Wen you go to get him Your

Mster Cat. | could cone with you, if you like."

| didn't know what to say. | just squeezed her hand and runbl ed, "Sure,
| guess, okay." | think we fell asleep holding hands like that, but | don't
remenber.

It was a beautiful day when we drove to Goshawk Farm Cattery for the
last tinme. You have to be careful with English springs--you can't ever turn
your back on them because they'|ll drop thirty degrees and start thundering
and lightning while you're taking your shirt off. | know for a fact that the
poet who wote "Ch, to be in England, now that April's there" was living in
Italy at the tine.

But this one early April day stayed warmand clear all the way to
Dorchester. There were pink and white bl ossons on the trees, and daffodils
everywhere, and new |lanbs in the fields with big red nunbers painted on their
sides. People were out on tractors, plow ng and harrowi ng, and the car's front
wi ndows were partway open, so in the backseat | kept snelling raw turned earth
fromevery direction. Not that | was paying any attention to it, or the |anbs,
or to Sally asking Meena nore school questions in the front. | just hunched up
around the pain in ny stomach and tried not to think about how | used to
i magine the way it would be, bringing Mster Cat hone at |ast.

When we got to Dorchester, | was wi shing Meena wasn't with us, because
then | could have just waited while Sally went in and picked up Mster Cat.
But they were all happy and excited, so there wasn't any choice. | stil

renenber how heavy ny legs felt, and how long it seened to take to clinb out
of the car.

W went in, and Sally told us, "I'Il handl e the paperwork, you two go
get the big guy." | was going to argue about it--he's ny cat, |'ve handl ed
every damn miserable bit of this all the way, 1'Il be the one who finishes

it--but Meena grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the cat runs. So | coul dn't
stall even a mnute | onger

kay. This is hard, this is what | nmean about trying to wite how
anot her person felt at one particular nmoment, six years ago. | may not be that
same person anynmore, but I'll never forget how it was for her, having to run
with her new friend to find her best friend and bring himhome, even though
she already _knew_ he wasn't going to speak to her or even | ook at her again.
And she had to go through with it, there wasn't any way out, and the cat runs
kept getting closer. And there was Martin, the nice guy fromthe airport,
unl ocking Mster Cat's run, and smling at her, saying, "This is ny favorite
part of the job." And throw ng the gate wi de.



He didn't come out at first. He stood in the doorway and he stretched
his front and then his back, the way cats do, and he yawned like a

hi ppopot amus while he was doing it. | heard Meena say, "Ch, he's so _lovely! "
but she sounded sonewhere far away. | knelt down by the gate, and he did | ook
at me with those orange eyes of his. | said, "Please. I'msorry." | don't

t hi nk anybody heard ne.

M ster Cat |owered his head and bunped it against my chin. Then he put
his front paws around my neck and made a little sound he makes soneti nes,
which is always like a question | don't know the answer to. | picked himup

"Ch, he _mssed_ you," Meena said. "_Look_at him" She stroked his
back, but he didn't turn to |l ook at her. He kept pushing his head against ne
and purring. | tried to say, "Come on, kid, we're blowing this joint," but the
wor ds woul dn't cone out.

He didn't like the farmat first, I"'msure of that. He won't ever admt
that anything's too nuch for him but after a whole life in a New York
apartment, and then six nmonths in a cat run, he just couldn't handle it all
and he didn't want to. The first couple of days, he stayed in my room -under
nmy bookcase, nobstly--and he hissed at everybody except me, even Sally. Julian
was really hurt about that, because he'd practically planned a whol e wel com ng
party, with decorations and cat treats. | had to say something, so | told him
that in another day or two he'd be able to pick Mster Cat up and wear him
around his neck like a mnk stole, so he felt better after that. Julian

The third day was a Saturday, so | was hone. M ster Cat woke ne wal ki ng
on ny face, patting gently at ny eyes. He's done that since he was a kitten
once he figured out I'mawake if nmy eyes are open. As soon as they were, he
ran to the door, which usually nmeans litter-box tinme. The box is in ny
bat hroom but that wasn't what he was after. Today, exactly like Julian, he
was waking ne up to go exploring

"After | wash," | said. "After | eat sonething. G ve nme a break here,
all right?" Same thing | was always telhing Julian. So M ster Cat went off and
used his box, and then he had sonething to eat, and a quick bath hinself, and
he was ready when | was.

Today it was just the Manor he had in mind--he wasn't quite ready for
the great English outdoors just yet. We started with the Arctic Circle, ne
showi ng of f the new range and the cupboards Evan had put in--not to nention
_another _ new refrigerator--and M ster Cat sauntering along beside ne, tail up
like a snorkel, digging on everything, just as though he m ght be thinking
about buying the place. My throat got achy again for a bit, watching him

West wing, east wing, corridors, closets, roons. . . we wal ked the whol e
first floor, taking our time, letting Mster Cat go where he wanted. You can't
ever figure what interests him-he hardly glanced into a couple of roons that
I'd have been curious about if | were a cat, but he took forever sniffing
around one enpty little alcove, |ooking up at me inpatiently, as though
ought to know exactly what he was snelling and be doi ng sonething about it. |
al ways di sappoint Mster Cat, but he's used to it. Like Sherlock Hol mes and
Dr. Watson.

To get to the second floor, you clinmb a stair that curls around the west
chi mey--there's no stair in the east wing, | don't know why, but once we got
to the second floor, Mster Cat's whole attitude changed. He sort of slunk
along, not quite with his belly to the ground, but nore as though he were
stal king sonething--a bird, a big rat. Hs ears were down flat, his tail stuck
strai ght out behind him and he was growing a thin, mean grow that |'d never
heard before. | said, "What? _Wat?_ Those things in ny bathroon?" but he
didn't even look at ne. Mster Cat was on the case, and there really are tines
when | wish I'd had a dog. Sonething fluffy.

Actual ly, he hadn't even | ooked at the bathroom once he'd used his box.
But up here you' d have thought he was snaking through a mnefield: Everything
was suspicious, everything was dangerous, or it could be. Wien we canme to the



two rooms Julian wouldn't go into that first day, Mster Cat stopped dead in
his tracks. He didn't make a sound, he didn't lash his tail, nothing |ike
that. He just sat down on his haunches and | ooked at ne.

" What?_ " | said again. "What, boggarts? What is going _on?_" | bent to
pi ck hi mup, but he backed off and sprinted away from nme down the corridor
and there wasn't anything to do but follow him | wal ked al ong after him
passi ng one cl osed oak door after another--all we'd done with the whol e east
wing in six nonths was to clear it out a bit, except for Tony setting up his
studi o there--and even today no one really uses the roons on the second fl oor
for anything. You could, there's nothing wong with them now. W just nostly
don't.

M ster Cat had turned a corner ahead of ne, and |I caught up with him at
what | first thought was another door and then realized was a stairway,
boarded up like the one in the west wing. W still hadn't been up to the third
floor, none of us, though you could get through pretty easily--here, all it
woul d have taken was a squat and a shove. Not that | was about to, not unless
| had to chase after Mster Cat, but he wasn't going anywhere either. He was
crouching at the foot of the stair, his whole body tight as a barbed-wire
fence, his eyes wide and wild as |1'd never seen them | didn't try to pick him
up--1 just kept saying, " _What?_ Wiat in the world is it with you?"

| couldn't see anything past the boards on the stair. |I couldn't sense
what ever he was snelling or hearing, or taking in through his whiskers or his
tail. There wasn't a thing to do but shut up and wait, |ike Dr. Watson

And then he was M ster Cat again, Utimte Cool, sitting up to give
hinself a fast facial and a good scratch. Then he turned and | got The Look
t he one that says--unmi stakable, no question-- "Wll, you re deaf, dunb,
blind, and funny | ooking, but we'll make do." Wen | knelt down, he junped
straight to ny shoul der, which is how | used to carry himwhen he was a
kitten. He's been way too big for that for years, but he won't give it up
even though he always skids and slides around up there and has to grab on so
hard that | can't pull himoff. But this time he bal anced perfectly, hardly
digging in at all, and purring right into ny ear so loud that | could feel it
inm teeth as we wal ked back. Some days | really do know exactly what's on
his black furry mind. This wasn't one of them

Sally came into my roomthat night, which was nice, because we hadn't
had much time by ourselves for weeks, what with school and the farm and ne
being with Meena a lot. She sniled when she saw M ster Cat asleep on ny bed
She said, "So. Al is forgiven? "

"I guess,"” | said. | wasn't handing her any bl ank check |ike that, even
if it was |ike what Meena said about keeping score. Sally sat down near ny
feet and petted Mster Cat, who couldn't take the trouble to open his eyes.
She asked if he'd been outside yet, and | said, no, he'd had quite enough
excitement checking out the Manor. | didn't mean to, but | wound up telling
her the whol e thing about the way he'd been in certain parts of the house, and
what had happened at the third-floor stair in the east wing. | didn't care how
loony it all sounded. Sally listened without interrupting or saying anything.
She | ooked tired--not bad, just tired.

"Well," she said when | finished. "This is a very old house, Jenny, and
| haven't a clue about whatever's gone on in it over three hundred years. And
cats do seemto sense things we don't, and nothing your big guy does would
surprise ne, anyway. So who knows?"

"Meena thinks the house really is haunted,"” | said. "She says they have
themall over the place in India. No biggie."
Sally shook her head. "I don't do ghosts. Although | had a _very_

st range harpsichord once, before you were born . But she stopped herself
and shook her head again. "No. No ghosts. Brownies, gnones, fairies at the
bottom of ny garden. . . . Did you _see_the kitchen this norning?"

I'd seen it. Like woodchucks had been slandancing in the pantry. | told
her about Meena's poltergeist, but she sighed and shrugged, and said it was
probably altogether different in India. Then she asked, all of a sudden



"Baby, are you liking Evan any better? As a stepfather, | nean.”

| shrugged. "I've never _not_ liked him" | said, which was perfectly
true. The only thing | really disliked about Evan was that | didn't dislike
him because if sonebody wecks and devastates your entire life, he ought to
at | east have the decency to be a fullout, David Copperfield-style, vicious
rat bastard, not a skinny Linmey farnmer who liked to play the guitar. "He's al
right. As a stepfather."

"Well, that's _something ," Sally said. She put her hand on ny cheek
"He likes you a lot, you know. Admires you, in fact, though | can't think

why." | didn't say anything. Sally sighed. "This is turning into a tough gig,
Jenny. It's going to be a much harder, |onger job than Evan esti mated
reclaiming this relic of a farm But he'll get it done. O course, you may be
pushi ng our wheelchairs by then, but it'll be done. And somewhere along in

there, we _may_ even have found the tine to sneak off for a honeynoon. Ri ght
now, as far as | can see, fromhere to senility we're just going to be digging
hol es and tearing things down."

"Uh-huh," 1 said. "And the piano?" Sally |ooked at nme. | said, "You
haven't touched the piano since we got here. |I know you haven't, because it's
way out of tune, you'll have to get sonebody from Dorchester or wherever.

Unl ess you're just going to let the boggarts have it--hey, it's your piano." |
hadn't realized | was really upset about her not playing the piano until | got

started. Mster Cat finally opened his eyes, yawned, and wal ked up the bed to
see if | was being uncool again. He always knows.

Sally didn't get mad, though. She | eaned forward and put her arns around
me. Sometines it used to make me prickly when she did that, and 1'd turn into
a bag of knees and el bows, but right then it felt good. | curled against her
with Mster Cat burrowed down agai nst ny stomach, so the three of us were
confortable and quiet together. | about fell asleep

I think I _was_ asleep when Sally said, "Jenny? Meena really said she
saw a pol tergeist?"

"Lil girl,"” I munbled. "Felsorry."

"Because there's sone evidence that there actually m ght be such things.
Sonething to do with--what?--_enanations_ from sonebody el se who m ght have
lived here once. Lord, one mnute it's _The Twilight Zone_, and the next
m nute you can get doctorates in it. Who knows anything for sure anynore?" She
stroked nmy hair, but | felt it as far away as her voice sounded.

I think I said, "Nemmations, boogers,"” but |I didn't hear nyself. Just
M ster Cat purring in his sleep, all night.

N ne

It's a good thing Mster Cat liked Julian. I don't think Julian could
have stood it otherw se.

M ster Cat doesn't _like_ a lot of people. He tolerates just about
everyone, but it's not the same thing, and Julian would have known. But M ster
Cat pushed his head into Julian's face, and did his paws-around-the-neck
thing, and actually let Julian drape himaround his shoulders, as |I'd said he
woul d. |'ve never seen himlet _anyone_ do that--1 was just saying it to nake
Julian shut up, and hoping he'd forget. Mster Cat shows off sonetines.

He wasn't anything like that with Tony--polite but formal, that was
about it. But what he really liked to do was sit in the doorway of Tony's
practice roomand watch himdance. It didn't matter if Tony was only doing
stretches, or wal king around thinking--Mster Cat was perfectly happy to sit
there and watch himat it. Tony would cl ose the door when he noticed him but
then the roomwoul d get stuffy and he'd have to open it again, and Mster Cat
woul d be back Iike a shot. Absolutely, totally, utterly fascinated.

Tony wasn't. It went alnpst the same way every tine--he'd cone marching
up to me and say sonething like, "Jenny, is it too nmuch to ask for you to keep
that ani mal away from nmy studio?"



"He's not doi ng anything,'
I'd think you'd be flattered."

I'd say. "He just |loves the way you dance.

"Well, I"'mnot. | don't |ike being watched. It nakes ne nervous."
I'd say, "Interesting career you're likely to have," and Tony woul d get
furious and stanmp away, yelling, "I nean by cats! | don't dance for cats!" And

| really would try harder to make sure M ster Cat stayed outside or in my room
during the day. But | already knew it wouldn't work. New York or Dorset,
M ster Cat goes where he wants to go, and all |'ve ever been able to do is
trail along after him Wich is why everything that happened happened, any way
you look at it. If Mster Cat hadn't been so captivated by Tony's dancing, |
don't knowif I'd ever have net Tanmsin. Meena thinks it was fated, but | don't
know. You'll see. Any minute now

M ster Cat took his own time about exploring his new outdoors. Cars and
construction, manhol es and dogs and crazi es he knew about, but he'd never seen
a cow or a chicken or a hay-baler in his life, and he found out fast why foxes
are different fromcity dogs. (Al bert. was no problem-Al bert didn't notice
anything that wasn't a sheep.) But unlike ne, he didn't waste one minute
bi t ching and noaning and carrying on. | watched himprowing a little farther
fromthe Manor every day, getting used to the whole idea of grass and dirt,
sniffing everything and then sitting back and thinking about it. No hurry. He
hung out in the dairy a lot, and he clinbed trees after squirrels as though

he'd been doing it all his life--1 only had to hel p himget down once. The
second day out, he was already peeing on things and rubbi ng against them to
mark themw th his own snmell. | should have done that.

By the time he'd been in residence a couple of nmonths--say late April or
early May--he knew everything there was to know about Stourhead Farm He
didn't like all of it, either. He might wander all day, but he nostly stayed
in at night, though I left nmy wi ndow open for himwhen the nights started
getting warmer. And when he did go out, he'd always wake me up com ng back
whi ch he practically never did in New York. Notjust by digging down under ny
bl ankets and getting as close in as he could, but he kept _talking_--that
sound he nakes that isn't a neow and certainly isn't a purr, or even that
questioning _prrrp?_ that cats do. It's a rough, really urgent kind of
sound--not |oud, but _specific_, that's the only word | can think of. He only
makes it when he's telling ne sonething inportant that he al ready knows I

won't understand. | wll later on, but never in tine.
So. Early May, and Sally had actually gotten the piano tuned, and even
turned up a couple of pupils--sisters, | remenber--in Dorchester. She told ne

that the nobney wasn't anything much, "But | need to be teaching again,just a
little, just so the farmwon't swallow me up. That's the one thing I'mafraid
of ." She asked ne if | felt like comng along for conpany. "Lydia's not much
nore than a begi nner, but Sarah's going to be good. You could listen, or you
could go wander and neet nme at the car."

| wandered. Dorchester's the county seat of Dorset, but it's still a
town, not a real city. But it's not a Merrye Engl ande thene park either, even
wi th the bungal ows and devel opnents and trailer canps surrounding it. |
wander ed down Hi gh East Street--the main drag, where Sally dropped ne off--to
where it becones H gh West Street and there's a statue of Thomas Hardy, and
passed red and whitewashed brick houses and pubs, and a church that he could
have wal ked out of yesterday. Narrow side streets, long thin wi ndows with
heavy ol d shutters, doors no higher than the top of ny head, flowers
absolutely _blazing_in back gardens, on wi ndowsills. There were a bunch of
peopl e taking pictures of the Hardy statue and the County Miseum-Tony calls
them t he Eustacia VWye groupies. They show up with the warm weat her, crowdi ng
the Hardy Roomin the Miseum where they' ve got everything the poor nan ever
owned, fromhis chair and his witing desk to his violin. | bought a couple of
postcards for Marta and Jake there.

Then | went into a shop and bought a pasty--a little meat pie-- and a
gi nger beer, and ate wal ki ng down to | ook at the River Frone. | got |ost, of
course, which is really hard to do in Dorchester, and by the tine | found ny



way back to the car Sally was already there, waiting for ne. In New York she'd
have been scared out of her mind by now-here in Dorchester she was reading an
opera score. Dorset really suited her. England suited her. It nmade her fee

| onely suddenly, which | hadn't felt at all, walking al one.

She drove us out of Dorchester a different way than we'd come in, to
show me the chestnut trees flowering along the Wal ks, and on the way hone she
took a detour around a hill and a couple of farns to | ook at pear trees and
appl e bl ossons. That got ne, too-- she knew detours, she knew shortcuts, she'd
been learning all kinds of things |I didn't know anythi ng about. She'd been
becom ng less my nother and nore Sally every minute since we'd been here, and
| hadn't even realized it. I"'mnot sure if that nade me feel nore lonely or
not. Just nore confused, probably.

| do remenber that she asked me, not working up to it the way she
usual |y does, but right out, "Jenny, is it better for you? Being here,
mean?"

This is another one of the hard spots to wite. It _was_ getting some
better, and | knew it--not just because of Mster Cat, but because of Meena
and Julian, and Ms. Abbott, our Form Tutor, and because ny roomwas starting
to look the way | wanted it, and naybe the English climate really was doing
somet hing for ny skin. And because | could _think_ better, lying on ny back on
t he downl and, watching the butterflies. Everything was always clearer on the
downs.

But | couldn't tell Sally. I _couldn't_, and it's no good bl am ng her,
whoever | was then. It was ne, all right, and damed if | was going to give up
the least little advantage of having ny nother feel guilty about ne being
m serabl e. Because things mght be all right just then, but who knew when
m ght need that edge again? The way | sawit, Sally was the only one ever
likely to care what | thought of her, and | wasn't letting her all the way off
the hook until | had to. Meena's going to be so ashaned of ne, but there, |'ve
got it down. That's how it was.

| said, "I'"'mmnaging all right" Flat, no expression, one way or the
other--God, |I can hear nyself right now But Sally knows me, | always forget
how wel | . She said, "And exactly what does that nmean?"

"It neans |'mmanaging. It means |'mokay, don't _worry_ about ne, |'m

doi ng just fine. Ckay?"

"Not okay," Sally said, which she'd never have done back home. "Jenny, |
don't know what you've got in mind, but | alnmost like it better when you're
throwing fits, bouncing off the walls. Now you're biding your tinme about
_something_, and | want you to understand that whatever it is, it's not going
to happen. However things turn out with the farm we are not going back to New
York. Get it out of your head, baby. This is it, this is our hone and our
famly, and if you're not happy about it, I'mvery sorry. Me, |'m happier than
I've ever been in ny life. |I think you could be, too." She grinned at ne
suddenly, a real sidelong flasher that 1'd seen on Marta, but never on ny own
mother. "1'Il tell you, | think you even _are_ at tinmes--happy--when |I'm not
| ooking. Am 1 right?"

| didn't answer, and | didn't say a word the rest of the way back to
St our head Farm Wen we got home, | boiled out of the car and went to find
M ster Cat, because | wanted to sit outside with himsonewhere and do sone
maj or broodi ng. But he wasn't in the dairy or asleep in ny room so | headed
for the east wing and Tony's studio. | was afraid that had to be it, and it
was, and | got there just in time to scoop himup as Tony slung himout the
door. | yelled, and Tony yelled back, "Well, | _told_ you what |I'd do,

_told_ you, Jenny!" And he banged the door shut, and M ster Cat wiggled out
of my arms--1 thought the door slam had scared him because he scratched ne
_hard_ with a back foot, which he never does. He was down and gone before
even opened ny nouth to call.

| caught up with himat the foot of the old stairway. He was just
sliding between a couple of |oose boards--and ahead of him through the gap, |
saw _something_ flashing up the stairs. It |looked gray in the dimlight, or



maybe gray-blue, and it ran on four feet, not making a sound, and it wasn't a
rat or a nouse or any animal like that, | could tell that nuch. \Watever it
was, | didn't want Mster Cat going after it, not for a mnute. | grabbed, but
you might as well grab rain as Mster Cat. He was gone, he was right behind
the gray-blue thing, and it halfway turned to neet him and then | couldn't
see them anynore. | thought | heard Mster Cat make that _prrrp?_ sound
once--after that, nothing.

For one wild nmonment | was tugging and yanking at those boards, to w den
the space so | could get through. Then | stopped, because | wasn't Mster Cat,
and | was not going up those dark stairs by nyself. Wth Meena or Tony,
okay--even with Julian, | night have done it. Not al one.

For a while | sat there waiting for him but that got old, so I gave up
and started wal ki ng away, |ooking back every ten seconds or so to see if he
was follow ng ne. He usually does, once he realizes |I'mreally going, pouncing
and darting ahead of nme to make it look Iike his own idea. Not this time. |
waited in my roomuntil Evan called me to help Tony set the table for dinner
but Mster Cat didn't show, and he wasn't around for the rest of the evening,
either. I wasn't going to wony about him-in New York he'd have been out al
night with the Sianese Hussy--so | cleaned up in the kitchen by nyself, and
hel ped Julian with his geography homework, and he hel ped me with nmy maths--he
_is_awhiz, just like he told ne when we net--and | talked to Meena on the
phone for a little, and went to bed early.

| woke up right before Mster Cat came into my room |'d left the door a
little way open, besides the wi ndow, so naybe there was a draft noving
something. | sat up fast, groping around for my bedside |anp, thinking
boggarts and pookas and Hedl ey Kows. But when | felt Mster Cat in ny room |
didn't bother with the light, not then. | said, "You rotten, niserable cat,
you scared the hell out of ne! You get your butt on up here right now"

| slapped the bed hard, and a nonent later | felt himlanding, heavy and
light at the sane time, down by ny ankles. But instead of wal king up to ne,
the way he always does, he went _prrrp?_, and in another nonent something el se
| anded on the bed. And | can't describe this properly, because there wasn't
any _weight_to it--not a thunp, not a rustle, not the smallest stir of the
bl ankets. But there _was_ something beside Mster Cat on my bed, and | al npst
knocked the lanmp over turning it on. And the only reason | didn't screamthe
whol e damm Manor down was that | couldn't get ny breath. | didn't think I'd
ever be able to get ny breath again.

It was another cat. A long-haired, short-Iegged, blue-gray cat with
deep-green eyes and a wi de, pushed-in sort of face--a Persian, for God' s sake.
| don't like Persian cats nmuch, but that wasn't the problem The probl em was
that | could see through it.

Ckay, not quite _through --it wasn't really transparent, but alnmost. Its
outlines were a little fuzzy, but Persians |ook Iike that anyway. It | ooked
dar ker beside Mster Cat, lighter when it noved and had my bl anket behind it;
and when it sat down for a nmonment to scratch, | lost it altogether in the
nmoonl i ght shining on the white wall. When Mster Cat nudged it with his
shoul der, it opened its mouth and this tiny, tiny, faraway meow came out. Not
a real neow. More like an old yellow ng nmenory of a meow.

| was cold. | was so cold that | could feel it in my fingernails. Mster
Cat kept prodding that _thing_toward nme, and | kept scooting away, till | was
as flat up against those fancy brass spindles as | could get. But it cane on
making that little distant cry that didn't get any |ouder close to. It had
really pretty eyes, but | couldn't see the lanplight in them or nme, or
anyt hi ng but deep, deep green

It was a fenual e--anybody could tell _that_watching Mster Cat fussing
and nudgi ng and carrying on around her. | didn't stop being scared, not wth
the way her shape wouldn't stay quite in focus, and the way her. . . her

_texture_ kept shifting, so you couldn't ever get a real fix on just what
color she really was. But | was starting to get curious at the sanme tinme | was
scared. | didn't try to touch her, even though she was solid enough for M ster



Cat to rub up against. | didn't want to know what she felt 1ike.

When | finally got ny voice, | said to her, "So it was you, huh? You're
the one he chased all over the east wing and up the stairway. Wll, you sure
must have shown hima good tine, that's all _I_ can say." She | ooked straight

back at nme, and if the rest of her was a little undeci ded, those eyes weren't.
| didn't doubt for a minute that she understood what | was sayi ng--better than
M ster Cat, even. You tend to think |Iike that when you' ve just been waked up
in the mddle of the night by two cats, and one of themis a ghost.

Because that's what she was, that green-eyed Persian--1 never doubted
that, either, though |I hadn't ever seen a ghost, or believed in them or even
_thought _ about believing in them O thought about cats having ghosts. But it
was the only thing she could_ be--it's |like Sherlock Hol nes saying that once
you elimnate the inpossible, whatever's left has to be the answer, no matter
how weird it is. | alnbst forgot to be scared, | was so anxious for it to be
morning, so | could tell Meena.

Ghost or no ghost, M ster Cat obviously thought his new girlfriend was
the greatest thing since the can-opener. He was showi ng her off to ne, purring
and crooning like an idiot, waltzing around her on the bed, practically
turning somersaults. She seened to be enjoying it, but | didn't |ike seeing
himthat way--it rem nded ne too much of the changes in Sally. | said, "GCkay,
okay, | get the picture, settle down already. | just hope the Sianese Hussy
never hears about this, that's all."

The Persian cane up close to me then, without any pronmpting fromM ster
Cat, and she | ooked right into ny eyes. Mster Cat does that all the tine, but
this was different. Those green eyes were |like those stairs to the third
floor, but wi thout the boards bl ocking the way. You could feel yourself

leaning, tilting toward them beginning to clinmb. . . only I didn't want to.
No tenptation, no hesitation. | shook ny head, and | said, "Forget it. |'m
tired and 1'mgoing back to sleep. You can stay if you want, | don't care.
Just be quiet, don't nmess around. We'll talk in the norning, whenever."

And | did pull the covers up and wap the pillow around ny head and fal
asl eep again, with a ghost-cat on ny bed, and nmy own cat fussing over her to
make a conplete fool of hinself. | think | was nore disgusted with himthan |
was scared of her. Mster Cat in love is not a pretty sight.

She was gone when | woke, and M ster Cat was snuggl ed under nmy armj ust
as though he hadn't spent the night doing God knows what with God knows what.
When he saw | was awake, he started running through his usua
cool -cat-in-the-nmorning routine: the long stretch, the tongue-curling yawn,
the serious scratch, the careful touch-up wash, and _then_, finally, it's the
big bright eyes and what's for breakfast? | just |ooked at him the way he
| ooks at me sometines. | said, "It's no good, give it up. | know everything."

But | didn't, and he knew | didn't. He canme over and bumped his head
agai nst my hand, once only, and | said, "All right, but don't think I'm
forgetting," and we went to see about breakfast.

Ten

| haven't worked on this for a few days now. Tony's dance conpany mnade
it as far west as Salisbury for once, so we all spent the weekend there and
caught every performance, even though he only danced in a couple of numbers.
And then he cane hone with us and stayed until Sally and Evan took hi mback to
London, |eaving Julian and ne in charge of each other. Julian wants to see
what |'ve witten in the worst way, and | keep noving it around, hiding it
fromhim stashing it at Meena's sometines. Even Meena's just seen a few
pages, because it's not ready. |'m stuck between who | think I was and who
think I am between what happened to nme and what | think really happened. Al
| wanted was to get it all down and done with, and now | don't know. Maybe |'m
t he one who's not ready.

Trying to wite about seeing the ghost of a Persian cat doesn't exactly



clear the mind, either. As |'ve already said, if ghosts were possible, naybe
it was _all _ possible, everything--boggarts, Hedley Kows, UFGs, alligators in
the sewers. Ms. Chari, Meena's nother, was in an earthquake once, and she
said it felt as though the ground under her feet had all turned into water.
That was how | felt after Mster Cat brought his new girlfriend around. |
didn't tell Meena after all, or Sally, or anybody. Not because | thought about
whet her they'd believe me or not. | just did not want to deal with it. |
didn't want to tell nyself, even

But | did come within _that_ nmuch of telling Tony. A few days after all
thi s happened, he found me in a back pasture getting a cricket [esson from

Julian. | can hit--1 don't see how you could _not_ hit, with a flat bat--but I
can't pitch worth a damm. Bowl, | nean. Julian was showi ng me how to turn ny
wrist so the, ball bounces away fromthe batter, when | |ooked around and saw

Tony wat ching us. That made ne nervous, but he wasn't interested in making fun
of me. He waited until Julian asked himif he wanted to play, and then he

said, "Not right now, but 1'd like to borrowlenny for a bit. I'mtrying to
wor k something out, and | need a partner. Just for a few mnutes, | promse.”
"I can't dance," | said. My heart started pounding, and | was running

with sweat, that fast--not because of Tony, but because of the whole idea of
danci ng. "Take Julian, take WIf--take _Albert_. You don't want ne, believe
ne."

Both of themignored me. Julian said, "You can have her, but only if |

get to watch. | want to see Jenny dance."

"Not a chance," | said, just as Tony said, "Done, it's a deal. But you
have to be _quiet_."

They were still arguing about whether it would be all right for Julian
to giggle if he didn't actually say anything, while | was being hustled off to
Tony's studio. | didn't put up much of a fight, mainly because | was curious

about what Tony actually did when he was pacing around in front of all his
mrrors, munbling to himself and sl amm ng doors. And there was one stupid
little part of me that kept wondering if maybe | _could_ dance--if naybe
pani cking twice on the gymfloor at Gaynor and running to the girls' john both
times to have dry heaves and cry in Marta's lap didn't nean | couldn't learn a
few noves. Maybe | wasn't born to boogie, but to float; maybe the nonent Tony
took my hand 1'd _know_ . | wondered if he'd try to lift me, and that was
scarier than ghosts or the third fl oor

It didn't work that way, of course. He just needed a body, sonething to

take up space in his imagination while he paced and nunbled. Al | did was
stand in one place, and Tony noved me or noved around nme, depending. Julian
woul d have done just as well, only Julian got bored early on and went to

practice his googlies. Tony didn't notice. Every once in a while he'd spin
away fromme, or he'd suddenly leap straight up and turn in the air, and cone
shivering down like a butterfly, and you could see the whol e shiny floor
turning into some kind of flower for himto I and on. Then he'd be Tony again,
shaki ng his head, really nad at hinmself for sone reason | couldn't inmagine. It
took a lot longer than a few mnutes, and he hardly said one word to ne, but
didn't mind. | liked himlike this.

Once, when he was either taking a break or trying to work something
out - -anyway, he was just sitting and staring--1 asked him mnore or less the
way Sally had asked nme, "lIs it better for you here?" He blinked at ne. "Better
than London, | mean. Wuld you still rather be living in London?"

Tony can | ook at you sonetinmes as though he hadn't quite realized just
how stupid you were until right now "For God's sake, | could be _studying_in
London. Studying with _real  dancers, watching real groups every night.
Meeting people--learning all the things |I'mnever going to | earn here." He
stal ked away from me across the room and then he turned around and canme back
to stand really close. "Of course, |'d never have a roomlike this in London
so whatever | |earned wouldn't do me a bl oody bit of good, because | couldn't
take it home and practice. So it's six of one, half a dozen of another, I
suppose. Wy do you want to know?"



"No special reason." | took a deep breath. "About the Manor--1 was
wondering, just out of curiosity--" God, |1'd make a terrible spy. "Do you ever
hear any noises at night? | mean, you know - _noises?_"

Tony practically smled, which he was not doing a |lot of in those days.
"The Manor's a very old house. They make noises."

"l don't nean those," | said. "I nmean ... | nean feet , dam it!
Gggles.”

| was expecting himto laugh at ne, but all he did was sit down on the
floor and start doing stretching exercises. He said, "Wen | knew we were
positively comi ng here, no way out of it, | went to the library and got out a
| ot of books on Dorset. History, agriculture, folklore, the lot. Do you know
that there are two whol e books on Dorset ghosts al one? The county's up to its
neck in hauntings, revenants--everybody who's anybody has a Phantom Monk, or a
screamng skull, or a Wiite Lady. Noises? | think if this house _doesn't_ have
a ghost, Dad ought to sue the Lovells for breach of contract. O sonething
like that."

It was the nost he'd ever said to ne since we'd been at Stourhead,
except for when he was throwing Mster Cat out of the studio. He realized it
at the sane time | did, and went back to stretching. | was getting up to | eave
qui etly when he added, "A lot of themdate from 1685, the Dorset ghosts.
Because of the Bl oody Assizes, you know. "

"No, | don't know " | said. "Wat's an Assizes, and why were these so
bl oody?"

Tony sighed. "They really don't teach you anything in those American
schools, do they? | thought it was just British chauvinism You wouldn't know
about Monmouth's Rebellion, then?" | just shook nmy head. "Ckay. Charles
Stuart--that's King Charles Il--had an illegitimte son naned Janes. No big
deal, as you'd say--quite common with kings, especially Charles. He
acknow edges him brings himto court, nakes himthe Duke of Mnnouth, al
very civil. Not that he's got a chance of succeeding to the throne--that's for
Charles's brother, the Duke of York, also named Janes. You _are_ follow ng
this so far?"

"James I1," | said. "The dorious Revolution, 1688. They teach us a few
t hi ngs."

"Ch, very _good_," Tony said. | couldn't tell whether he nmeant it, or
was being sarcastic. | can now, usually. "Right. Janes ||l becones king in

1685, over any nunber of objections--nmainly because of his being a Roman

Cat holic, but also because he was always a nasty, treacherous piece of work.
Charm ng, though, when he wanted, like all the Stuarts--they lived on charm
Anyway, Mnnouth-- that's James's half-brother, the _other_ Janes--has been
hi di ng out in Holland, because of maybe being involved in the Rye House Pl ot,
but we can skip that part. Well, James Il hasn't been Janes Il for ten mnutes
bef ore Monnouth's landed in Lyme Regis and starts raising an arny to overthrow
him"

| said, "Wait a mnute. Lyme Regis? The tourist place, where we went for
Easter?" We spent a weekend, and it rained, and Sally caught cold show ng ne
where they'd filned _The French Lieutenant's Wman_.

"They hadn't invented tourists then," Tony said inpatiently. "It was a
port, they built ships, and Monmouth was big in the West Country, don't ask me
why. He went up to Taunton, in Sonerset, and declared hinmself king, but his
real followi ng was right here, the Dorset people who net himon the beach
Farmers, mners, fishermen, a bunch of Dorchester artisans and
shopkeepers--they were all mad about Monnouth. That old Stuart charm™

Most peopl e get flushed and red when they're telling you sonething
they're really excited about. Tony al ways gets very pale, even sort of shaky
sonmetines. He said, "They really did start a rebellion, Jenny, right here.
They were sure the upper classes hated Janes as nmuch as they did, and they
t hought the gentry would join them you see, with their horses and guns and
their noney and their private armes, and they'd all sweep on to London
together. But it didn't happen.”



He got up again and began novi ng--turning, stooping, sw nging around,
not quite dancing, but alnost. "It didn't happen. Mdst of the noble types just
never showed up, and Monnout h scarpered, did a bunk, headed for the border
the way the Stuarts always did. Left his little |lowclass believers out there,
hi gh and dry, and the king's soldiers cane down and crushed them ate them
alive. But James Il wasn't finished with Dorset. He was going to show Dorset,
once and for all, why you do not ever, _ever_ mess with a king. He sent them
Judge Jeffreys. Lord Chief Justice Jeffreys." A fast spin, not a pirouette,
but close to the floor, Iike a top, pointing at ne as he came up out of it.
"And that's your Bl oody Assizes."

When you grow up in New York, and your nmother's absolutely crazy about
old novies. . . Sonething clicked, and | said, "_Captain Blood . Errol Flynn's
a doctor, and he hel ps sonmeone who's been hurt--"

"In Monnouth's Rebellion--"

"And there's a Judge Jeffreys in a wig, who sends himoff to be a slave
on a plantation. _That_ Judge Jeffreys?"

"The very sane. He set up shop in Dorchester, at the Antel ope Hotel, and
he had hundreds of people hanged, drawn and quartered--" He stopped, and he
| ooked even pal er than before. "You know what that was?"

"Don't tell me," | said. | didn't know, not then, but fromhis face
knew | didn't want to.

"No. All right. But he had their bodies boiled and tarred, and their
heads stuck up on poles, and there were hundreds nore whi pped and transported
to the West Indies. Ch, he had a grand tine in Dorset, Judge Jeffreys did."
Tony | eaned against the wall and started putting his shoes on

"What happened? Afterwards, | nmean." | renmenber | felt dazed,
gi ddy- - maybe from what he'd been telling ne, maybe nore fromthe way he told
it, the way he | ooked and sounded. He grinned at me, and this tine he
definitely _was_ being sarcastic.

"Right, | forgot, you're an Anerican--there has to be a happy endi ng
around here somewhere. Well, in another three years, here cane the old
@ orious Revolution, and Janmes Il left town hastily, and went into business as

a public nuisance, which was the fanmly trade, you m ght say. Judge Jeffreys
suffered agoni es from ki dney stones, and died in the Tower."

"Good," | said. "That's a happy endi ng, anyway."

Tony shrugged. "Didn't stick any heads back on any necks." He picked up
a towel, nopped his face with it, and turned the light out. As we wal ked to
the door, he said, "But I'd think it left a deal of angry ghosts around this
part of Dorset. Noises would be the least of it."

Locki ng the studio--he did that to keep Julian out, and ne, too,
probabl y--he said, "Thank you for working with nme," which was nice, as if we
actually _had_ been dancing together. | thought he mi ght ask me again, but he
never did.

Mster Cat didn't bring his Persian | ady around to ny room again. W
sort of didn't talk to each other for a while--just came and went on our own
busi ness, ne as nmuch as him W've had secrets together since | was little,
but this wasn't like that. It's lonely when you know sonet hi ng nobody el se
knows, but it's exciting, too. That's the other side of the ground turning to
wat er under you. Stourhead Farmfelt like a conpletely new place, where every
sound m ght nean sonething different than 1'd thought--where suddenly every
_thing_, not just cats or people, mght be sone kind of ghost fromthree
hundred years ago. | really did want to tell people about it, and | really
didn't. If that makes any sense at all

One thing was certain--whatever it was that was playing ganes with us,
wasn't likely to get bored any time soon. During the winter it had been an
on-and-of f kind of thing--stuff in the kitchen spilled and sl opped or just
_vani shed_, a few nornings running, then nothing for a whole week or two. But
cone the warner weather-- about the time Mster Cat got sprung from



guar antine--the boggart started expanding its horizons. Fuel lines breaking in
the tractors and balers all the time, irrigation pipes com ng apart, just
where they were the hardest to get to, whole sections of Evan's fences

col l apsing for no good reason, Sally having apples drop on her head when she
wasn't anywhere near the apple trees, _something_ terrorizing Al bert, the

sheepdog, so on sonme days he wouldn't conme out of his kennel, |let alone go
back to the pasture. As for the marshy upper neadow that Evan kept trying to
drain . . . well, never mind, you get the idea. Julian said to ne once, "I'm

glad we know it's just a boggart. O herwise I'd start worrying."

What's funny is that we really _did_ know. Evan and Sally made a pass at
sounding like rational, realistic parents, talking about coincidences and
| ogi cal possibilities, but nobody paid any attention, including them This
wasn't West Eighty-third Street, this was old, old Dorset, and what we had had
to be a boggart; and the only chance you have with boggarts is catch themin
the act. Al the tales say they're night creatures, so Sally set up a
ki tchen-watch rotation, making sure that she and Evan had the graveyard shift,
and not even scheduling Julian at first. But he threw such a fit about being
left out she finally penciled himin with ne, fromeight to eleven. | told him
to bring his Snakes and Ladders game, because he's such a bad | oser and a
worse winner that | figured we'd stay awake, one way and anot her

The first nights, nothing, not on anybody's watch. Evan said that
figured. "He knows we're on guard, so he's going to sit tight for a while,
consi dering. But he'll nake his nmove soon, because he has to. Boggarts can't
resi st a challenge fromhumans, that's how they are.™

I remenber Sally asked, "What's with this _he_ all the tinme? Wiat if
it's a lady boggart?" Evan said they were always male in the stories, and
Meena- - her parents let her sit up with Julian and nme one night--said that in
the little town where her father was born there was a | ady boggart, or
browni e, whatever, that swept out the tenple at night. "Nobody ever saw her
but the priests would | eave a bowl of mlk out for her, and in the norning the
m |k woul d be gone and the tenple would be clean. Al the years ny father
lived there, every night, the sane.”

Tony wanted to know how the priests could tell the Indian boggart was a
female, if they never saw her, and Sally said because she cl eaned up after
hersel f, which you couldn't get a man to do at gunpoint, never nmind a nale
boggart. Evan said, "Right, then, we'll just call him_it_, let it go at
that." Julian said he wanted to play Snakes and Ladders, so he and | and Meena
played until Sally relieved us, and we didn't see a thing. That whole first
week, it nust have been

But maybe ten nights into the boggart patrol, the weather suddenly
turned bad. W'd had a week or so of pure summer, which is about the way you
get sumer in England--a week at a tinme, scattered around through the other
seasons. That night we got rain |like horses galloping on the roof, and we got
thunder that felt as though soneone were poundi ng the Manor with a huge
basebal | bat. Evan and Sally were actually out in the storm trying to protect
the new sapling fruit trees, and Julian was scared for them and | kept
telling himthey' d be okay, just _play_already--and in the nddle of all that
racket, we heard someone | aughing. Not a nasty, tittering kind of |augh, like
the ones 1'd heard in ny bathroom- this one was deep and | oud enough t hat
Julian and | both heard it through the thunder. W turned around so fast that
we knocked over Julian's Snakes and Ladders board, and we saw hi m

It was a _him, all right--1'd have known that much even if he hadn't
had a beard, just fromthe way he stood there with his thunbs in his belt and
hi s head back, |ooking around our kitchen as though everything in it was his.
|'ve seen three-year-old boys stand |ike that on playgrounds--you can't mss
it. He wasn't any bigger than a three-year-old, either: He cane about up
toJulian's chest, not counting his silly Seven Dwarfs hat with the green
feather. He was dressed |like a cross between the Seven Dwarfs and Robi n Hood,
in a kind of |oose red snock, but with the belt, and brown I eggi ngs
underneat h, and heavy little boots, ankle-high-- |I'd have taken them for Doc



Martens, except | don't think they nake themin boggart sizes. And there
wasn't a thing else in the world he coul d have been.

Julian had grabbed ny hand, and | could feel himtrenbling right down ny
armand into nmy stomach. He whispered, "Jenny, he canme out from under the
stove! How could he do that?"

| didn't answer. | just held his hand with both of mne, trying to stop
his shaking. Julian said, in this small, sad voice, "I don't _like_ this,
Jenny. "

The boggart | ooked at us for the first tine. You could tell he was
really, really old, but I can't say exactly how | knew, because he didn't have
any gray hair, and no winkles at all,just a fewlines on his skin, which was
red- brown, the same color as the new lettuce fields closest to the Manor. He
had a face like a goat's face--1ong and hi gh-boned, with the little curly
beard, and with big dark-red eyes, _w cked_ eyes. | don't nean _evil_, | mean
wi cked. | know the difference now

"Dun't ye goo a-ztaring," he said. "There's rude. Yer ma'd noo like it."

That's the way he sounded to nme the first tinme | heard hi m speak. He had

a deep voice for sonmeone so small, but it didn't seem out of place conmi ng out
of that face, that big chest like ny father's. He said again, "Dun't goo
a-ztaring at me. Else I'll turn the pair of ye into crabapples and toss ye to
the piggies. I will zo."

Julian gave a tiny whinper and burrowed against me with his eyes shut
tight, like Mster Cat. It took me a couple of tries to make my voi ce work,
but | said, "W don't _have_ any pigs, and you're nothing but a dorky boggart,
and you can't turn us into anything,"” all in one croaky rush. | don't know how
| got it all out--1 was just mad because he was scaringJulian, and enjoying
it. Boggart or no boggart, | know _that_|ook when |I see it.

The boggart's eyes twinkled. |'ve heard people say that all ny life, but
until then 1'd never seen anyone actually do it. Like a birthday-cake candl e
flickering far down a tunnel. He said, "Might be | can, maight be | can't.
Dun't be in such a fluster to chance en." He pointed at me with a thick
stubby forefinger. "M nd yerse'n, or what boggart's doone's naught to what

boggart will do." And he grinned at me like a horse with a nmouthful of gray
and bl ack teeth.
"Ch, please,” | said. "Trashing the kitchen every night, breaking down

fences, throwi ng apples at people--that's about your speed. You' d be hot stuff
at Gaynor Junior High." Julian was starting to get interested: He sat up

still huddling close against nme, and gaped at the boggart. The boggart nade a
face at him-Julian yel ped and dived into nmy | ap again--and the boggart
| aughed.

"Noo, noo, tha's naught but what boggarts is zet to do on this
earth"--only it came out _thik yearth --"no harmin it, ner zpite." He was

wavi ng that finger at ne, dead serious as Ms. Wlfe at Gaynor used to get

when she thought we weren't paying enough attention to the Congress of Vienna.
"But ye--tak shame to yerself, ye ought, grieving yer ma zo wi' yer zul ks and
yer pelts and yer nopen to be off back wheer ye do coomvrom And her a-worken
and a-werreten hersen to plain boone vor to nmak thikky farm be home vor ye, be

hone vor ye all. Tak shane, ye Jenny d ookstein!"
That's the best | can get it down, and that's all of _that_ 1'mabout to
do. I'd never heard old-tinme Dorset talk before, except in little scraps, |ike

when Ellie John says a shrivel ed-up apple's all quaddl ed, or says she doesn't

ho about somet hi ng, meani ng she doesn't give a dacmm. Or when W1l iam says the

weat her's turning lippy, which means it's going to rain. But nobody talks Iike
Thomas Hardy people, they haven't for ages. Evan says it's because of radio

and TV and novies. He'll go on forever about how regional dialects ought to be
treated |ike endangered species before everybody wi nds up sounding just |ike
everybody el se. But that's what people _want_, nost of them | knew that in

grade school
Anyway, | was so startled by his comng on like Jimy Cricket, the voice
of my conscience, that | forgot to be scared. | yelled at him "I don't



believe this. You' re the one who makes ny nother's life hell, and it's all ny
fault? Okay, _that_is _chutzpah_." Let himchew on ny native dial ect, see how

he likes it.

The boggart wasn't fazed a bit. "Noo, | do like yer ma, | do |like her
fine--she's a rare goodhussy, for an outlander, and pretty wi' it. There's
bottomto en." It took me the longest tine to figure out that hussyjust neans

a housewife in Dorset talk, and bottom s |ike honor, integrity. "But she's noo
rai sed her darter right, there's her zorrow. Proper darter, she'd a-zet hersen
first thing to riddle out what in t'world mght please a boggart. For us can
be pl eased, aye, us can be sweetened, na great trickses to it--any

ni nnyhamer' d a-figgured en out by naow. Any ni nnyhammer as cared, that's to

say." And he gave ne that horse grin again.

| was catching on slowy, nore to the rhythmthan the words. | said,
"There's a way to make you |l eave us alone? Wiat is it, what do you want? Tel
me, I'Il be onit--five mnutes, tops. Wat?"

But the boggart just shook his head. "Ben't that sinple, can't be.
_Think_, gel, use yer nogger--think like boggart, think Iike ne." He fol ded
his arms across his chest and stood there, reaching up now and then to play
with his little beard, |ooking nore self-satisfied than |'ve ever seen anyone
| ook. Including Mster Cat.

Besi de nme Julian whispered, "MIk." The stormwas still bangi ng away at
the house, rattling the windows until | thought the old frames woul d cone
apart, and Julian had to raise his voice. "MIk. Ellie John says her nother
al ways | eaves mlk out for the--the Good Fol k." He ducked his head back down
so fast that | hardly heard the | ast words.

That got a snort out of the boggart--it sounded |ike sonebody sneezing
with a nmout hful of hot soup. "_MIk?_ Noo, that's all trot, that is--what's
boggart want wi' mlk? Is boggart a suckling piggy, then? Is boggart calf or
| anb, chetten or poppy? Noo, and not Good Fol k neither. Try us again, Joolian

McHugh. "

Julian couldn't manage it, but he'd got ne thinking about the handful of
fairy tales | still renenbered in bits and pieces. | said, "Wait, wait a
mnute--hold it. . . . _Shoes! That's it--we make you a terrific pair of

shoes, and you're so happy with themthat you dance all over the kitchen, and
you never come back. That's it, right? Has_ to be." But the boggart was
spluttering and stanping his feet before I was half through

"Shoes, is it naow? Shoes, |ike themgreat clunmsy homm cks you fol k
wear, and me wi' a grand pair of kittyboots of nme own?" And he held them up
first one, then the other, to show Julian and ne the perfect little sort of
cleats on the soles, and the way the soles nestled into the uppers, as though
there weren't any stitches at all. They were old, like him but the best
cobbl er in Dorchester couldn't have natched them Let al one us.

"Again! Try us again!" He was having a fine tinme, spinning on his heels,
junping up and down. | hoped he'd stanp his way through the floor, I|ike
Rumpl estil tskin. Julian was whinpering again, and right then | wanted Sally
nmore than | had in a long time--and Evan, too--because this was all way nore
than | could handle. But |I didn't want Julian any nore scared than he al ready
was, so | put ny armaround himand told the boggart, "Enough al ready, we give
up, we don't want to play anynore. Just for God's sake tell us what woul d
pl ease you, so we can take care of it, and you can stop nessing with us, and
we'll _all_ be pleased. How about it, okay?"

| had a feeling that wouldn't cut a lot of ice, and I was right. The
boggart got really mad then. He stopped junping around, and he grabbed off his
dunb little feathered hat and slamed it down on the floor. "Noo, Jenny
A ookstein," he said, and that weird deep voice had gotten very quiet, and
scarier for it, "noo, ye'll play anwhile wi' boggart yet, acause | say ye wll.
Ye'll goo on a-thinking what m ght soften boggart's heart, what might charm
boggart to | eave ye be. Acause | say so." And he took a couple of steps toward
us, and Julian--1"11 always remenber this--Julian w ggled out from under ny
armand w ggled hinmself in front of ne. Scared as he was. I'll renmenber.



| never saw M ster Cat. You don't, until he's there. He hit the boggart
like a bolt of black lightning out of that storm |anding on his shoul ders
with all four sets of claws out and busy. The boggart squeal ed and | urched
forward--and here cane M ss Flufibucket, M ss Dustbunny, that Persian
ghost-cat, flashing up fromunderneath to rake at his face . . . with rea
claws? | couldn't say, even now, but the boggart screaned |ike a trapped
rabbit, falling flat, arnms wapped wildly around his head. M ster Cat pounced
on his chest, holding himdown, and the Persian stood off, ready for a fast
sl ash anytine he raised his head. You' d have thought they'd been doing this
sort of thing forever.

Julian was chanting, "Mster _Cat!_ Mster _Cat!_ Mster _Cat! " like a
mob cheering at a football gane, but | made himstop. Mster Cat was naking
t hat creaky-door, mess-wth-ne-and-die sound, the way he'd done to nme in
Heat hrow, and t he boggart was absolutely cowering and crying, "G 'moff ne!
G 'moff me, mssus! Boggart niver meant noo harm boggart was on'y
spoortin-like---gi'moff and ye'll nivver see boggart nore, | zwear!"

| couldn't help feeling sorry for him To sonebody two feet high, Mster
Cat has to |l ook |ike Bagheera the Bl ack Panther on a bad-hair day. Although
the one who seened to scare himnore was the Persian--he wouldn't even | ook at
her, but kept making funny signs with his fingers, nore or less in her
direction. Whatever they were supposed to do, they didn't. The Persian just
wat ched him |licking her left front paw now and then. | wondered if a ghost's
tongue coul d taste ghost-fur

Julian was tugging ny arm whispering, "Jenny, don't believe him don't
believe him He didn't say he wouldn't bother us, he just said we woul dn't

_see_ himdo it." Julian's going to be a lawer-- | don't think I've nentioned
t hat .

"CGot it," | said; and then, to the boggart, "Ckay, you, shut up and
listen. Shut _up_, or I'll have ny attack cat eat your face." Mster Cat m ght

| ose interest any time now, and | had to nove before he strolled off somewhere
with his hot date. In ny toughest, neanest New York voice | said, "Now No
nmore bullshit. You tell us right now what we have to do so we don't have any
nore aggravation fromyou. Right now, buddy, or that sweet kisser is |unch
nmeat." Jake and Marta woul dn't have stopped | aughing for a week.

It did wonders for the boggart, though. He scrunched behind his arns
even nmore, and started babbling so fast | couldn't understand himat first.
"Zpect acl es! Zpectacles, it is, so boggart can see past's nose again.
Boggart's old, he is, boggart's eyen ben't what they was--zpectacles, they

needs! Laive a pair on t'mat and boggart'll trouble ye no nore." M ster Cat
growmed in his throat right at that nonment, and the boggart _yeeped --can't
find another word for it. "Nivver no nore! May kitties coomget nme if | lie!"

| looked at Julian. He nodded. "They _have_ to keep their prom ses.
Ellie John told me."

"Ckay, then," | said, still doing the New York gangster. "One pair of
eyegl asses, onna mat tonight. Just remenber, duh cats know where youse live."

| bent down and picked Mster Cat off the boggart. Mster Cat didn't
like it, but he didn't argue about it. The Persian never nmoved, and | wasn't
about to touch her, not in nmy entire life. Again it struck me that the boggart
seened nmore frightened of her than he was of Mster Cat. He watched her al
the tine he was getting up and finding his hat, practically groveling if she

so nmuch as flicked an ear. | said, "She won't hurt you," but the boggart
plainly wasn't buying, and | got the feeling that he had reasons ol der than
was. He backed slowy away, still hunched and ready to run--then all at once

he strai ghtened up, set his hat on his head, and gave us the horse grin one
nore time.

"For yer ma's sake, a single word of advice, like. A warning." He
poi nted at the Persian, shaking his finger the same way he'd done at ne. "Ware
t'servant, ware t'mstress--and ware T' O her Qone nost of all." And you could

hear the capital letters on T'QOher Cone. Believe it.
"The mstress,”" | said. "Who's that? The Ot her One--1 don't know what



you' re tal king about. Who's the Ot her One?"
But the boggart |aughed |like a bathtub drain, and did a sort of weird

skip-jig on the kitchen floor. "A single word, a single word, | said, and that
ye've had. To'norn's to be zpectacles waiting for boggart on mat--and so
farewel |, Jenny d ookstein, farewell, Joolian MHugh. Farewell, farewell."

And he was gone, the way |'d thought only Mster Cat could vanish.
.Julian insisted he went back under the stove, flattening himself out--"Like a
pi ece of paper, Jenny, didn't you see?"--and slipping in through the little
space there was. Sally and Evan came sloshing in just then, and Tony cane
down, and we all got busy running around bringing themtowels, making tea,
putting their Wellingtons and their rain slickers in the bathtub. They were
all over nmud, even with the slickers, and Evan had a huge bruise on one
cheekbone where he'd fallen over something in the dark. But they'd saved the
new fruit trees. There wasn't a thing on the planet nore inportant, right
t hen.

They sat there in the kitchen, |aughing and hol di ng hands, | ooking
flushed and scratched up, and really tired, |ooking Iike kids--Iooking the way
Julian and | should have been | ooki ng, instead of sneaking gl ances at each
ot her and agreeing without a word that we wouldn't tal k about _our_ night for
a bit. The Persian was as gone as the boggart, but Mster Cat was sitting
bet ween us, tail curled around his feet, |ooking utterly bored and sl eepy.
Julian picked himup and held himtight, practically strangling him the way
he used to hug that gorilla he gave me. Mster Cat usually hates that kind of
t hi ng, but hejust purred and purred, while Evan and Sally drank their tea and
picked little twigs out of each other's hair.

El even

The boggart kept his word. After everybody'd finally gone to bed, |
sneaked back down and left an old pair of drugstore reading glasses Julian
kept trying to start fires with out on the doormat. They were gone in the
nmorni ng, and the kitchen was tidier than we'd left it.

The nighttine patrols dw ndl ed away pretty fast, once it was obvious
that the boggart had gone out of business. Julian and | never said
anyt hi ng--not even to each other, really. Julian nore or |ess decided that
he'd dreanmed the whole thing, which was just as well. He did spend a | ot of
time hunting around the Manor for that Persian |ady, though, and seriously
asking M ster Cat where she was. | still feel guilty about that. | should have
told Julian _sonething_.

| did tell Meena, one weekend when | was staying at her house and she
was teaching ne to put on a sari by myself. They're all six yards |long, and
there's a sort of blouse that goes underneath, and people fromdifferent parts
of India wap them around thensel ves differently, and throw the | oose end over

their shoulders in special ways. | was getting the hang of it pretty quickly,
except for the damm pleats, which | still can't get right, and which Meena can
do on herself in tw mnutes flat. | ook like a big pink horse in a sari, but
| don't care, | love them And Meena al ways says | | ook nice.

When | told her what happened with the boggart and the cats, she got
very quiet for a while. |I said, "Don't you believe ne?" and she said, "Onh,
yes, yes, | do, that's the trouble. That's what frightens ne."

"Come on," | said. "What _frightens?_ You're the one who grew up with

ghosts, poltergeists, all those stories you told me. Weretigers, for God's
sake. Wat's so specially scary about a boggart?"
"Not hi ng nmuch," Meena said. "In India. India's so old, Jenny. So many
t housands of years, so many things happening to so many people, so rmuch bl ood
and birth--so much death that some things |earned not to die, ever. The scary
thing would be if India weren't_ full of ghosts and spirits and old, old
curses. But England's not like that. | don't want England to be like India."
She was upset enough that she actually nessed up her own pleats and had



to do themover. | said, "Well, for alittle baby country, England's up to
here in weirdness. Eight nonths here, and |I've heard nore ghost stories, nore
| egends, fol ktales, whatever, than | heard in New York nmy whole life. | think
Engl and' s probably already |like India, blood and all. You know about
Monnout h' s Rebel | i on?"

Meena | aughed. "Ch, yes. In India we know English history better than
our owmn. It's so nuch snaller and neater."” She took ne by the arms then, and
| ooked straight into ny face. She said, "Jenny, | don't know what that boggart
meant about bewaring the servant, the mstress and the--that O her One. But
you have to promise nme that you'll take it seriously, what he said. You have
to prom se, Jenny."

Wth her deep-blue sari on and the blue dot on her forehead she could
have been | ooking at ne fromany time at all. 1'd never seen her like that.
said, "Yes, okay, | do, | promise, do the pleats ook all right _now? " But
Meena kept at it, notjust all that weekend, but in school, asking ne al nost
every day if | was minding the boggart's warning. If | was staying away from
the third fl oor.

That's what it came down to, after all. The third floor--still closed
up, blocked off, and likely to stay that way for sone while yet--was where
M ster Cat's Persian ghost hung out. Haunted, | mght as well get used to

saying it. She haunted the third fl oor, where he'd met her, and probably just
cane down on special occasions. And if she was the servant, the way the
boggart had said, then those other two were probably up there, too. And so was
nmy cat these days, npbst of the time--he showed up for meals, and he usually
cane rolling in past mdnight to sleep it off on ny bed, but for the rest of
it he might as well have been back at Goshawk Farm Cattery. |I'd known himto
be gone for a whole day, two days, on West Eighty-third, when the Sianese
Hussy was exploiting his body, but then I just had cars and trucks and
manhol es and crazies to worry about. Now he was spendi ng every waki ng nonent
on that third floor with ghosts, nonsters, sonething called the O her One. And
sooner or later, | was going to have to deal with it. Like making him quit
eating lizards, the summer Norris rented the house in Southanpton. You can't

| et your cat eat lizards, they're really bad for cats, and they're addictive,
and you have to get the cat absolutely off them cold turkey. Same way with

ghosts. | can testify.

Because, of course, | couldn't stop thinking about the third floor, and
not just because of Mster Cat, either. And the nore |I wal ked around thi nki ng
about it, the heavier it weighed on ne, literally. Norris took ne scuba diving

once, that Southanpton sumer--once, and never again, because | coul dn't
handl e it. The breathing-underwater part was fine; it was the weight, the
mass, the whole _bulge_ of the entire ocean, all of it, on ny head--that was
what | could not deal with. And the bulgy fact of the third floor was just
like that, another ocean, except that this tine | was going to have to cope.
Sooner or later. | didn't live in Long Island Sound. | lived at Stourhead
Farm

But there were all kinds of perfectly good reasons to put off dealing
wi th anything. The boggart was minding his nanners, and school was getting
interesting (though | wasn't about to adnmit it), and the weather was turning
good for nore than two days at a time, and Meena and Julian and I|--and Tony, a
couple of tines-- could have picnics on the downs. Once we picnicked in
Julian's Hundred- Acre Wod, but that wasn't such a good idea, though nobody
could ever say exactly why. It felt darker than it should have, even for an
oak forest; maybe because it was so warm and bright just beyond the trees.
What ever, we packed up our picnic halfway through and noved out into the
sunlight, and we never canme back

When | wasn't in school, | hel ped out around the Manor, |ike everyone
el se, but | dodged fiel dwork whenever | got the chance--and so did Tony, |
noticed pretty quickly. The Lovells were putting up enough noney that first
year that Evan could hire as much hel p as he wanted, and not need to press
Tony or Julian or me into service. The problemwas Julian: He kept



vol unteering the two of us, every time, for everything, no matter how nuch
threatened his life. He'd give me the big gray eyes and say, "But it's our
_home_, Jenny!" That kid still has no idea how cl ose he cane, once or twice.

Mostly we weeded, whacking away with our hoes between the ridges of
wheat and beans and peas and barl ey, sonetines even crawing to dig out stuff
growing too close to the plants. W hel ped scatter fertilizer, too, either by
hand or clinbing on the back of the tractor to make sure the stuff was
spreadi ng evenly. Just as he'd told the Lovells, Evan was absol utely obsessed
with getting nitrogen back into the soil--even Sally said there was only so
much tal king she could do about the nitrogen-fixing cycle. But he was finding
out he was a _farnmer_, which | don't think he'd really known before. Maybe it
happened like that with old Roger WI I oughby.

| don't remenber the exact day that | finally went up to the third
floor. You'd think I would, but I'mno good with dates--1 can't renenber ny
own birthday, |et alone anybody else's. | knowit was early in May, and | know
it was a Tuesday afternoon, because Sally was in Dorchester with her two piano
students--no, she'd picked up a third one by then. Julian had stayed in
Sher borne after school for some cricket match. Evan was over at a nei ghbor's
farm hel ping out with sone drainage problem and | think Tony was with him
Either that, or he'd stayed for the cricket match, too, |'mnot sure now

I was sitting under the chestnut tree out behind the dairy, witing a
letter to Marta, when Mster Cat's ghostly girlfriend trotted by. She | ooked
different in broad daylight--fainter, for one thing, and definitely
transparent, but nore real, too, naybe because it _was_ daylight. She got a
few steps past me, and then she suddenly turned and | ooked at ne.

I have never watched Lassie_on TV. Not when | was little, not when
was thirteen--1'd watch game shows, which | hate, rather than watch _Lassie_.
I'"m making a big point about that, so it'll be clear that | didn't imagine for
one mnute that she was trying to get me to follow her. | got up and foll owed
her just because | wanted to. Because | wanted to know what the hel
ghost-cats do on a warm Tuesday afternoon in Dorset. That's all. | rmay wonder
about it now, sometines, but it was _ny_ idea then

The Persian never | ooked back. She cut straight past the dairy, past
Evan's wor kshop, that used to be the cider house, and right under the nose of
WIf's pet billygoat (he had the tenperament of a werewolf and a thing about
M ster Cat, but he never saw her) into the Manor. | thought she'd just fade
t hrough the door, like a special effect, but she used the cat-flap Evan had
put in, the same as Mster Cat. It twanged back and forth a couple of tines
after she'd passed in, just as though a real cat had been there.

| was right behind her, practically stepping on her tail, but she didn't
pay me any nore heed than if I'd been a ghost myself. Straight up the stairs
to the second floor, straight toward the east wi ng, sw shing that
feather-duster tail behind her Iike one of those fans sl aves wave over
enperors in novies. The house was so still that | could actually hear her feet
paddi ng on the hard old floors--or maybe I wasn't hearing real footsteps but
t he ghost of footsteps, the shadow of footsteps. Hard to be sure, when you
don't know the rul es.

| was following her so closely that | can't say exactly when Mster Cat
materialized beside nme. He was just there, for once not scanpering after his
deceased Persian patootie, but stalking along at nmy heel, all dignity now,
sort of convoying me |like a tugboat, escorting ne--_where?_

At the foot of the east-wing stair, she turned again, and her eyes were
gl owi ng green as pine needles in sunlight. Mster Cat did go to her then, and
t hey stood nose to nose, not saying anything | coul d hear--just |ooking over
at me together fromtime to time. It got on ny nerves, so | finally said,
"Enough already. Let's do it." And | started for the stairway.

They went up ahead of ne. Once |'d pushed the boards and rubbi sh aside,
those two shot past ne and vani shed into the darkest darkness |'d ever seen--a
darkness that didn't have a thing to do with the sun rising and setting. An
ol d darkness that _knew_ itself. Wien | started up, | felt it tasting _nme_,



licking at my neck and ny face--daintily, carefully--the way Mster Cat will
lick at sonething he isn't sure he wants to eat. But | kept clinmbing, out of
pure plain stubbornness. |I'mnot proud of the cranky way | still get
sonmetines, but | can tell you it has its uses. There's a line in the Bible
about perfect love casting out fear. That | don't know about, but orneriness

will definitely do it every tine.

It was lighter on the third floor, because of the high wi ndow at the far
end. | could see clouds and sky, and the top branches of that sanme tree 1'd
been sitting under. The cats were hal fway down the hall, and | wal ked toward

them already feeling a sneeze com ng on, because the dust was so thick
everywhere. But a sneeze was fine, a sneeze was _ordinary_--nothing ghostly or
spooky about a sneeze. The third floor was turning out to be a floor, that was
all-- closed doors and cold dust, a couple of tottery old cabinets, a few
faded portraits hangi ng above curved sconces, candl ehol ders. D nmess, not

dar kness.

M ster Cat and the Persian were waiting for me, not at a door, but at a
narrow panel on the left side of the corridor. It wasn't any different from
any other section of the wall: same grungy oak trinmed with the sane ivy-|eaf
nol di ng, top and bottom w th the same chi pped, bruised satyr faces peeking
through at the corners. There was a bigger face about a third of the way down,
| ooking Iike a lion, or maybe a sunflower with teeth. The other panels had
that one, too, but this lion had little hollows for eyes, as though they were
supposed to hold bits of bright glass, or jewels.

Just as | got there, the Persian gave that distant meow of hers and
nelted through the panel, the way |I'd i mgi ned she woul d when we cane in from
outside. She didn't actually walk into it, though--she sort of gathered
herself into a shapel ess gray-green _mst_ for just a nonent, and then she
flowed right through, all at once. Five seconds--tops--and gone.

Mster Cat and | stared at each other. It's still the one and only tine
I've ever seen himlooking as bew | dered, dunmbfounded and fl at - out
fl abbergasted as | felt. He said, " _Prrrp?_" and | said, "How the hell do
| know?" No door knob, no hinges that | could see-- maybe to everyone el se who
reads this, that's a dead giveaway to a secret room but it wasn't for nme. |
felt over the panel, pressing hard on every single ivy leaf, or anything else
raised. | even tried pressing the lion-head' s enpty eyes, because why not?
Not hi ng. M ster Cat nmeowed inpatiently. | said, "I'm _trying_."

Then | thought, if there _had_ once been stones of some kind in the
lion's eyes, maybe they'd rested on something under the sockets. | dug in ny
pockets until | cane up with a paper clip, bent it straight, and started
poki ng around the hollows. Right eye, nothing--left eye . . . left eye, a
little hole at the bottomof the socket. . . a soft _click , and a | ouder
_click_ after that. . . and suddenly daylight around the nolding, and the
panel swi ngi ng back, very slowy. | remenber, | saw one corner of a painting,
and the legs of a chair.

M ster Cat was through the crack so fast you'd have thought his kibble
di sh was on the other side. But | stood right where | was, because there was a
third _click_--this one in ny head--and | realized that what was beyond t hat
panel had to be the roomthat we never could find in the house plan, or in any
of the paintings of the house; the room whose pointy w ndow never reflected
the sun. And when | realized that, | wanted to run, but | didn't. | stood
there, not noving, for maybe a nmonth, maybe two, and then | pushed that secret
door the rest of the way open

And there was Tansin.

Twel ve
She was sitting in a chair with her back to ne, |ooking out that w ndow.

The Persian was on her lap. | remenber wondering crazily if a ghost could fee
t he ghost-wei ght of a ghost-cat, since | hadn't felt a thing when the Persian



junped up on ny bed. Because there wasn't any nore question about the wonman
than the cat--1 could see the wi ndow through her, and the chestnut tree
t hrough the wi ndow;, and when she put the cat down and stood up to face ne, |
saw t hat her hair and skin and gown were all the sanme color, a kind of
pearl-gray, but with a light init, the way rain clouds can | ook when the
sky's al nost purple behind them She said, "Jennifer. Aye, | thought it would
be you to find nme."

I'd expected her voice would be as tiny as the Persian's neow, but
actually it was clear as could be. Low and soft, but absolutely clear, with

just a bit of what sounded alnost |like a Southern drawi. | couldn't answer
her. | just stood there.
She smled at me, and | guess that has to be when | fell in love with

her. There was so nmuch loneliness in that smle, but there was anusenment, too,
and understandi ng. She wasn't anything nore than understandi ng; she was held

t oget her by nenories of understandi ng, nmenories of laughter. No, of course
didn't know all that then. | didn't know anything, except that ny life was
never going to be the sane again. And that was fine with ne.

"I am Tamsin WI I oughby," she said. Wth the chair behind her, I could
see her better as she noved toward me. She wasn't tall-- ny height, nmaybe an
inch nore--and | couldn't have said rmuch about her hair or her eyes (except
that they were as delicately slanted as the Persian's), because everything was
that glimering gray color. And | can't say--even now -whet her she was
beautiful or not. Her face was a little round, and her mouth was probably too
wi de, with nmaybe a bit too nuch chin belowit. But | couldn't stop |ooking at
her, and | couldn't speak, not for the longest while. Tansin just waited,
never | ooking inpatient, never |ooking as though she was patiently being
patient. Time didn't nean anything to Tansin--that was the first thing | ever
really | earned about her

And the first thing | ever said to her, when | _could_ talk, was, "How
do you know rny name?"

She | aughed then, in a funny, breathless sort of way, like a child who's
been running for no reason, just to run. "La, indeed"--she really did say
that, la--"and how should I not know it, with you and your fam |y aboundi ng
this way and that, filling the air with all your sweet riot--your jests, your
| abors, your songs, and your quarrel s?" She pretended to count on her fingers.
"Your father is Evan, your nother Sal, your brothers Anthony and Julian. As to
Graynmal kin here, | confess nyself witling."

"His nane's Mster Cat," | said. Gaymalkin's out of _Macbeth_, which we
had at Gaynor, in Introduction to Drama, so | knew. "And Evan and Tony and
Julian aren't ny famly." 1'd never said it just like that, not even to Sally
when | was really pissed. | said, "They're ny step-famly, sort of."

Close to, | could see that the grayness had a slow pulse to it--
clearer. . . dinmmer. . . clearer. . . dinmer--like a heartbeat. Tansin was
| ooking at me altogether too shrewdly, considering she was dead and we'd j ust
met. But all she said was, "You' re not of Dorset--no, nor of England neither
I think. You'll be fromthe Col onies."

"The Colonies,”" | said. "Ch. Right. The Colonies. America, yes. There
was a revolution. W're an independent country now. | guess you woul dn't
know. "

Her hair was a mass of corkscrew curls, drawn up on top and spilling

down over her right shoulder. It didn't nmove when she shook her head. She
said, "This house has not always stood enpty, Mstress Jennifer--there have
been a nort of other voices than yours passing ny door, crying the news bel ow
my wi ndow. Well | know that Romi sh Janes is departed, and the Hanovers cone
| ong since, and those weighty men who visited nmy father by night as surely
dust as |. Col onies gained and | ost, powers arisen and fallen away, alliances
sworn, alliances broken, poor Dorset |long | osel as a Jacobus. . . Wat nay be
t he year now, child?"

| told her. It looked to ne as though she swayed for a monent, but maybe
that was just that conme-and-go pul sation of the grayness. "So late? So | ate,



and here am| still, when | should be as gone as James and. . . and Edric

Davies, and _him." | hardly heard the |last few words, they cane out in such a
whi sper. "Art certain, Mstress Jennifer?"

"I"'mcertain," | said. "And please, | wish you wouldn't call ne
Jennifer. I'mJenny--no _mstress_ about it. Everyone calls ne Jenny."

Tamsin W1 oughby smled a second tine, and everything in nme just
di ssolved into marshmallows and Silly Putty. | have _never_ been one of those
girls who's always getting huge crushes on older girls, but Tamsin . . . It

wasn't that she was so pretty--Meena's way prettier, if you want to nmeasure
these things. Maybe it was just the plain fact of her being a ghost, and

smling at me across three hundred years--1 can't say it wasn't. But what |
t hought, and what | still think, and always will, is that she saw ne. Nobody
el se has ever seen nme--ne, Jenny duckstein--like that. Not ny parents, not

Julian, not even Meena. Love is one thing--recognition is sonething else.

Tamsin said, "Jenny, then. You must remind me when | forget-- and | will
forget, because that is what | do, that is all I am You would think--would
you not?--that after so many, nmany years, surely there would be naught left ne
to forget, who' d seen but twenty sumers when | . . . when | _stopped_." She
al ways used that word. "Yet the voices under the wi ndow do tell ne nanes,
speak of changes and wonders--teach ne songs, even--and | |earn these things
for alittle, then, swiftly forget them too. As |I forget why | nust be here
at all."”

Witing the words down the way she spoke them it |ooks pitiable
somehow, as though she were asking for synpathy. But that wasn't the way they
sounded, not for a mnute, and it wasn't in the way she carried herself, nor
the way she | ooked at ne. The Persian cat was rubbi ng agai nst her foot, and
that was weird: one see-through inpossibility conforting itself by making
contact with another. | asked, "Wo's _she? M cat's practically left hone
because of her."

Tamsin really | aughed then, and it sounded |ike rai nwater plinking off
| eaves and flowers after the storm s gone by. "Her nane is M ss Sophia Brown.
I could never forget _that_, as long as we have been together. She's all grand
hogen-nmogen one nminute and a flirting flibbergib the next, but we fadge al ong
pretty smartly--at least until your fine black gentleman presented hinself.
I've never known her gloat so upon a |lover."

"Me neither," | said. "Mster Cat's got a girlfriend back hone, but I
thi nk she was just using him The thing is, he's alive, and your Sophia Brown
| don't know. | wouldn't exactly say they had nuch of a future."

"La, what odds nakes that to a cat?" Mss Sophia Brown and M ster Cat
were standi ng nose to nose, both of thempurring in conplete satisfaction with
their own taste in pussycats. As we watched, M ster Cat began washing M ss
Sophia Brown's face, and if there wasn't anything actually there to be washed,
or held still with a paw behind her right ear, he didn't seemto notice. |
wondered if ghost-cats got hairballs. | decided I wouldn't wonder about that.

Tamsin said, very quietly, "Cats have no cares for who's quick, who's.

stopped. Shall we be like then®"

W | ooked at each other. | said, "You snell like vanilla."

Tamsin's eyebrows went up, but one corner of her nouth twitched just a
bit. It seemed to ne that she was | ooking maybe a bit |ess transparent--I
could even see sonething like color in her face, and in the |ong,
cl ose-wai sted gown she was wearing, or dream ng she was wearing. "I snelled
you," 1 said. "Wien | was with Julian."

She'd forgotten. She stared at ne for a long nonent: _flickering._,
hal fway fadi ng, then pulsing stronger as it canme back to her. "Candl es and
singi ng--a strange tongue, but a sweet air. Aye, | do recall ne."

"That electrician kept saying he snelled vanilla in the Arctic
Crcle--in the kitchen, | nean. Was that you? Were you buggi ng t he worknen,
too, like the boggart and the rest of thenf"

" Bugging_.' Tansin said the word a couple of tinmes, as if she were
nibbling it, turning it over with her tongue. "Bugging--ah, as t'were a



harassment, a pl agui ng, a botheration. Nay, child, that was never ne--1 but
spi ed betimes upon your hirelings as they hanmered and tore at ny house,
vaporing endlessly the while. By and by I'd no heart to watch further, so
cane away and left themto it. Are you contented with their work, M stress
Jennifer . . Jenny?"

| couldn't tell if she was angry or not about what we'd all been doing
to the Manor. | said, "Evan--he's my nother's husband--Evan got hired to get
this place going again as a real farm To bring it back to life. It needed a
| ot of upgrading.”

Tamsin didn't bother exploring _upgrading_. She said, "To bring it back
to life. As though ny home, ny land, had stopped along with ne. It is not
so--you and yours know not hi ng of Stourhead Farm | warrant you, there's nore
true life_within these walls, between the fences that your stepfather spends
his days butting together--aye, and wal king your bean rows and appl e orchards
a' nights--than you' ve encountered in all the days of your own little life.
Corge nme _that_, Mstress Jenny!"

Ri ght then she | ooked practically solid, which is what happens to Tansin
when she gets excited or worked up about sonething. Her eyes were w de and

bright--they were blue-green, | could even see that now -and her voice made
the cats | ook up, just as they were settling into sone serious necking. All
could think to nunble was, "Well, the plunbing really did need some work, it

was pretty old. And the soil's old, too. Evan says the crops weren't grow ng
because the soil was so tired. W had to do _sonething_."
Tanmsin stared at ne. After a nonent, her eyes quieted down, and she

smled just a bit. "Truth enough, Jenny d uckstein. | ask your pardon. The
land is wearied indeed, and ny fine house is a ruin, a daggy relic of antique
times--as aml." She was starting to go filny gray again, still pulsing slowy
bet ween this room and sonewhere el se. She said, "Truth for truth, | amgreatly
gl ad of you and all your family--of your stepbrothers' tumult and your
mother's music. | amthe better for commotion, the better for aught that
rouses ne, fetches nme away out of this cloister of nmine. Othergates, | sit as

you found me, M ss Sophia Brown dozy on ny | ap--noonrise on noonrise, year on
year, age on age--until the forgetting shall have me altogether. But that rnust
not happen, must not "

Her voice was floating away, dissolving, and | was afraid that she
woul d, too. | asked, "What _is_ this room anyway? It doesn't have a rea
door, and you can't see in the wi ndow, just out." There was hardly any
furniture: just the chair, and a contraption in the corner like a trunk, but
with a bedframe for the lid. The painting |I'd seen fromthe doorway was a
portrait of a big, ruddy man in a wig and a long sort of waistcoat, standing
next to a shy-1ooki ng woman wearing a black gown and a frilly white linen cap
on the back of her head. | asked Tansin again, "Wat kind of a roomis this?"

Tamsin | ooked a little surprised. "This? This is Roger WIIoughby's
priest-closet. Nay, we were no Papists, but ny father--though he was al ways
good Charl es's nman--saw Rone bound to come in with Janmes, and persecutions
with it, and nothing would do but we rmust build our own hidey-hole for our own
chapl ain, should we ever have one. My father was a prodigious romantic, you
must know, Jenny, with a headpi ece full of notions ny poor nother never
fathomed. But we |oved himdearly, she and I, and it grieves nme still to think
how he suffered when

She didn't finish, and | didn't know if | ought to pronpt her to go on
| didn't have any idea what the rules were with a ghost. Did they only have so
much juice at atine, like a car battery? Wuld they just fade and go out if
you pushed themtoo much? When she sat alone with her Persian cat in this
room years at a time, the way she said--was she visible then? | said, "Wen
you di ed--stopped, | nean. That nust have been really awful, watching him
nmourning for you." Tansin didn't say anything. | thought | should probably
change the subject, so | asked, "Wio's the O her One?"

Tamsi n | ooked at ne as though _|I_ were the ghost and she'd just seen
~me_ for the first tine. | said, "W had some boggart trouble a while back



The cats took care of him'--Mster Cat and M ss Sophia Brown were chasing each
other around the room playing tag like kittens--"but he told me to beware of
the servant and the mistress--1 guess that's you and your cat--and the O her
One. Who's that, when he's at home and properly |abelled?" | picked up that
last bit from Julian.

A ghost can't really turn pale, but Tansin came close. She put her hands
out toward me, and | think she'd have grabbed nme by the shoul ders and shaken
me if she could. She said, "Child, Jenny, never ask me that again. Never ask
again, not of me nor of any-not of _yourself_, do you understand ne? Promi se
me that, as we stand here. Jenny, you _nmust_ pronise, if we are to be
friends."

Her fear--and she was terrified, ghost or no ghost--had brought her back
to being untransparent enough so that |I could snmell that odd whi sk of vanilla,
and even see a bit of a dinple under her |eft cheekbone. Her hair was a kind
of darkish blond, and her eyes had gone deep turquoi se, but the exact. shade
kept changing as | | ooked into them as though she couldn't ever quite
renenber the color they' d been. Sonething about that tw sted ny insides, and
I'd have prom sed her anything to confort her. | said, "OCkay, | won't. Cross
nmy heart, spit twice, hope to die--1 won't ask about the O her One anynore."

| knew |'d break that promi se when | gave it. Sometinmes | think Tansin
knew, too. But she cheered up right away, and after that we just tal ked,
wat chi ng M ss Sophia Brown and M ster Cat taking turns anbushi ng each ot her

until | really did feel that we were like that, totally unconcerned with who
was alive and who wasn't. | told her about New York and ny friends there, and
Norris, and how I'd felt about Sally marrying Evan and draggi ng ne off to

Dorset--1 was _pretty_honest, anyway--and about the boys, and Meena, and the

Sher borne School, and even about grubby old WIf and his goat. And Tansin
listened, and | aughed, and grew nore and nore visible--nmore present--until her
hair and the flows of her gown swayed with her |aughter, and | couldn't see
t hrough her at all, although maybe that was because the roomwas getting
darker. And | actually forgot what she was, just for that little tinme. | did.

For her part, Tansin tal ked nmostly about Stourhead Farm and about Roger
W1l oughby. "City man, nerchant, son and grandson of merchants, why he shoul d
have so fancied the life of the soil, who can say? Yet ny father believed with
all his heart that anyone, man or wonman, may | earn anything he truly w shes to
learn, if only his enterprise be a match for his desire. And if that were
never so for any other, yet it was true for ny father. For he was no farner,
but he made hinself over into one, and never was poet or painter gladder in
his trade. Indeed, | never knew a happier man."

| thought she nmight turn sad again, the way she had the first time she
spoke of her father, but instead she giggled suddenly, sounding just |ike
Meena when she tries to tell a joke and _always_ cracks up before she gets to
t he punchline. "Jenny, he | abored |ike any hero to cozen his neighbors into
draining their grasslands-- into daring, even for a season, to fertilize their
fields sone other road than letting their cattle do it for 'em Nay, but
surely you know farnmers by now'--and she dropped into an ol d-Dorset voice,
like the boggart's--"_Nah, nah, zir, nook's your man, there's nothing beats
your good ripe nook for not overztinulating the zoil, d 'ye zee? " W were
both [ aughing into each other's eyes, and the cats turned around to hear us.

"They heeded not one word of his advice," Tamsin said. "They went on
farm ng as they were used, and ny father farned as he would, and tine proved
himthe w ser, though I was not there to see." She | ooked away then, out the
wi ndow. | could hear Tony and Julian calling to each other sonewhere.

| asked, "How did it happen? | mean, you dying--stoppi hg-when you were
only twenty?" | didn't knowif that was sonething else |I shouldn't ask her
but you can't be _always_ changing the subject, even with a ghost. Tansin's
face did change when she turned back to nme--1 saw her mouth thin out and her
eyes | ost sone of their color--but she answered clearly, "A flux of the Iungs,
it was, a catarrh that grewto a pleurisy, then to a pul nonary phthisis. And
no one to blane for it but my own buffl ehead self, for lacking the wit to cone



inside on a wild night. Not a soul else to blame, and well-deserved."
That was all she said about it. Julian was yelling for me now, and when
| looked at my watch | was surprised to see that it was coming up on

dinnertime. | picked up Mster Cat, who wasn't pleased about it, and | ooked at
Tamsi n over his black head. She said, "W will neet again, Mstress Jenny."

"Yes," | said. "That's good. Can | just cone and see you here, like
M ster Cat?"

Tamsin smiled. "Indeed you may. O | might become M ss Sophia Brown and
seek you in your own chanber. You'll not be afeard?"

| shook ny head. Tansin reached to stroke Mster Cat's throat, and he
closed his eyes and purred as though he felt it. | said, "Could |I ask you one
t hi ng? When you tal ked about all the life in this house, and running around at
night all over Stourhead Farm | was wondering. . . what kind of life did you

exactly nean?"

Tamsi n | ooked at ne | ong enough w thout answering for Julian to bell ow
twice nore. Finally she said, "I will show you. Wien | cone to you, | wll
show you. "

Thirteen

Nobody. Not even Meena. Al the way down the stairs--all the time | was
putting the barriers back in place--all during dinner-- as soon as | had a
mnute to nyself | was going to call Meena and tell her everything about
Tamsin W1 oughby, ny own ghost on the third floor. | alnost did it the next
time | saw her at school, and I _alnmost_ did it when | spent a whol e weekend
in London with Meena and her parents. But it was like Julian and nme with the
boggart, only nore so. Keeping secrets, knowi ng sonething that no one else in
the world knows, no matter how powerful or smart or beautiful they are--it's
deadly addictive. At least it is for me, and it's sonething |I'm going to have
to watch out for all nmy life. Not that a secret like Tansin is likely to comne
al ong ever again. | know that, too.

| wanted to go right back up there the next day, after | got home from
school, but | didn't. It wasn't so nuch that | thought she'd mind; it was nore
me needing tine to believe , to take in what |1'd seen, who |'d been tal king
to--where |'d been, in a way. Because, up in that little hidden room her
father had built to hide Church of England ministers . . . up in that room
there were nonments when Stourhead Farm was practically just built, and the
first crops just in the ground, and Roger WI I oughby was out front roaring at
hi s nei ghbors about overgrazing, and Tanmsin and | were giggling together about

whom we'd_ like to be hiding up here, never mnd any chaplains. That's the
way it felt, anyway; and for days--three or four weeks, anyway--even after
cane down, | was sort of seasick in time, not conpletely sure of when | was.

Julian noticed it, but he didn't know what he was seeing. Like ne.

Meanwhil e there were finals comng up, and Julian forever after ne about
hel pi ng out on the farm and Meena having a kind of |ong-distance |ove affair
wi th Christopher Herridge, who sang in the nmixed choir Sherborne Grls shares
with the boys' school. Wiat | nean by long distance is that they nostlyjust
gazed at each other across a |l ot of heads and pews and violins, singing their
hearts out. It was very ronmanti c and dooned, because however large a fit
Chris's famly might have had about himdating an Indian girl, it would have
been a sneeze, a hiccup, a burp, conpared to what M. and Ms. Chari would
have done if their daughter brought an English boy hone to dinner. So Meena
cried a lot-- Chris was as cute as they cone, no question--and we hung on the
phone for hours, me doing ny best to console her. Really trying, too, because
| was wildly jealous of Chris, and | knew it, and wanted to make up to Meena

for that, sonme way. |I'd have days at a tine, back then, when it was just
i mpossi bl e to be human, whichever way | turned. | still have them once in a
whi | e.

| kept Tamsin to myself--even fromnyself, in a way, because |I'd nmake a



poi nt of not thinking about her at all until | was in bed at night. Then I'd
lie there and wonder what she was thinking about right at that nmoment, sitting
in her chair watching the nbon com ng up, not knowi ng or caring whether it was
tonight's nmoon or tonorrow s, or a nmoon froma hundred years ago. Most nights
M ster Cat would be on ny bed, but sonetinmes he wasn't, and |'d be sure he was
out with Mss Sophia Brown, being shown around all the old secret places of
Stourhead Farm And |'d decide one nore tinme that Tamsin never nmeant to cone
find me and show _me_ things--she'd just been being polite, the way | adies
were raised to be in sixteen-whatever. She was probably off with the cats
hersel f, none of themwasting a single mnute on me. Around then |'d indul ge
in one quick sorrowful sniffle and go to sleep

I'd been braced for disaster when the examresults were posted, so they

didn't | ook too bad the way they came out. Thanks to Julian, | sneaked through
mat hs, just barely; thanks to Meena, | did better than that in ny science
classes. | was dead in Spanish, never mnd that | had the best accent of

anybody--1 don't understand pluperfects and past inperfects in _English_. But
| ate up Literature and World History, and British H story, too--1 did al nost

as well as Meena, who'd been raised on that stuff. | was terrible in Ganes.
Coul d have been worse.
As for Stourhead, | still wasn't paying a lot of attention, for all the

grunt work Julian had me putting in, but crops were comng up thick and fast
everywhere you | ooked, so | figured the farmhad to be back in business by
now. But Evan wasn't a bit happy. |'d hear himtalking to Sally at night,

al ways saying the sane thing. "I _knew_ it was wong, fromthe beginning. |
was trying to inpress the Lovells--showing off, just bloody show ng off, after
all that talk about not expecting nmiracles. | should have gone ahead and done

what | was neaning to do in the first place. But the Lovells would have backed
off, and I was afraid of losing the situation before | even got started. But |
_knew_, Sally."

I'd usually have tuned out by then--1 really don't |ike eavesdroppi ng.
Besides, | wanted to go on knowing as little as | could get away wi th about
Stourhead Farm even jf | had to live there. So | had no idea what was
bot heri ng Evan, and | managed to keep Sally fromtelling me, which she'd have

done in a second. 1'd lived through an English winter and an entire year of
Engli sh school. | had ny cat, 1'd picked up a best friend and--face it--a kid
brother; 1'd net a boggart, and | knew a ghost. Dorset or no Dorset, | had a

sumrer comng to ne.

And we actually had a genuinely hot sunmer night, somewhere around the
m ddl e of June. Dorset does not have a whole | ot of hot nights, no matter what
the day was |ike. Cone sundown the tenperature drops off fast, and the air
al ways feels nmoist, even when it hasn't been raining. That's because of the
Bristol Channel--you can't ever get away fromthe Channel in Dorset, even
inland. It's not unpleasant, itjust never feels to ne like real sumer.

But that evening was pure funky, sticky, breathless asphalt New York. M
clothes felt as though they'd been ironed right onto ne. Everybody wlted,
even Sally, who can look like crisp lettuce in the worst weather. Julian got
some kind of prickly rash all over him and fussed until he had to go to bed.
Evan and Tony kept nmking nore | enpnade, drinking so rmuch of it that you could
al nost see it evaporating out of their pores, like a mst. Mster Cat flopped
down on his side with his I egs out behind him the way a dog does, | ooking
smal | and danp. When | sat by himand petted him he rolled over, away from
me, so | stopped. Too damm hot even for that.

Finally I got up and walked a little away fromthe Manor by nyself. |
felt like Mster Cat: too hot to be around people. The moon hadn't risen yet.
| stood still under a tree whose | eaves weren't stirring an inch, and |istened
to utterly nothing, which was the strangest thing of all. 1've already said
that it's _noisy_in the country, once you know howto listen, and a
conpletely silent country night is scary in a special way. No insects, no
frogs, no ows, not so much as a creak or a clunk, or a faraway scurry--none
of those nanel ess ni ght sounds you get used to, living on a farm And the



silence builds and builds, until it becomes a sound by itself, until it's just
like one of those West Eighty-third Street jackhamers, and all you want is
for it to _stop_. As though sonething were going to fly apart, burst, split

wi de open, any minute now, but you can't tell what it's going to be. Like

t hat .

Tamsin cane toward me through the trees. | hadn't noticed it up in the
hi dden room but outdoors in the darkness there was the faintest sort of gl ow
about her, greeny-violet, the way seawater gets at night sometines. You can
see it a surprising way off, and at first you think it's fireflies. Mss
Sophia Brown didn't have it--1 can't say if even all human ghosts have it. The
three I ever knew did.

"Good evening to you, Mstress Jenny," she said. "You see, your nane
remai ns." She was wearing a different gown to cone out in, this one puffy at
the sides, with sonething alnost |ike a bustle in back. | didn't like it as
much as the first one, but she'd renenbered bunches of ribbons over her ears,
and those | ooked | ovely. She dipped ne a curtsy, and | actually made her one
back, which is tricky in shorts.

"I didn't know you ever left the house," | said. "Your room" It was
different talking to her outside: She seemed nore alive, if that makes any
sense- - dangerous, even, in a way.

When she smiled at ne, | felt her renenbering ne, just |like those
ribbons in her hair. "Oh, | may go where | choose, so | remain within the
bounds of Stourhead." Cose to, glimrering under those old trees, she | ooked
like a beautiful noth. "But what odds the freedom of a prison?"

There was a soft bitterness in her voice that | couldn't have inmagi ned.
| said, "I didn't know you felt that way about. . . | nean, it's your hone."
sounded |ike Julian.

"Aye, so it is. And will be while it stands--and after.’

Tamsi n put her

hand on ny arm the first time she'd ever touched ne. | didn't feel anything,
but | stared at her fingers against nmy skin the way people stare at newborn
babies. " _Oh, look at the perfect little nails, the darling little toes!_"

Tamsin said, "But Jenny, do we not every one |eave home when it conmes tinme to
find another? A father's home for a husband' s--is that not so? And that in

turn for a third, for the Iong hone where all will nmeet again at last. All
all . . . except such as are bound, ensnared, barred away forever from such
joy." The noon was just beginning to rise, and | could see her hand tightening

on ny forearm but there was absolutely no sensation

"I don't know what you nean," | said. "I'msorry." And | _was_ sorry,
because she'd been speaking to me as though we were the sane age, even out of
the sane century, with the same experience, the same understanding. And all |
could do was renmind her that | was thirteen, from New York, and didn't know

what the hell she was tal king about, and | hated nyself for it. | really
expected her to vanish right there--just forget me conpletely, |like one of the
pretty girls back at Gaynor--and | woul dn't have bl amed her for a mnute.

But Tansin . . . Tansin only |looked at me with such pity in her

i magi nary eyes as | never sawin ny life, before or since. She said, "Child,
no, sure | amthe blind buzzard here--it's you nust forgive ny foolishness.

I ndeed, how _shoul d_ you know? How _shoul d_ you conprehend what | nyself
cannot ?" She cl apped her hands soundl essly. "It's all nystery anyroad, |ive or
die, |leave or stay. Let be--did | not prom se to show you the true Stourhead
ni ght ? Come, so." And she put her armthrough nine

No, | didn't feel that either--1 couldn't have, | know | didn't-but I
_thought I did, and | can't explain it any better than that. She | ooked so
solid, not transparent at all, and her eyes were as bright as Julian's when

he's got a surprise for you. At the time |I'd have sworn up and down that |
felt the pull and bunp of another human body in the bend of ny arm and when |
thi nk back on it now, | _remenber_. Like Tansin renenbering the world.

| yelled back to the house that | was going for a walk. Sally called
that she might want to cone with ne, but | pretended | hadn't heard. Tansin
led me down the rutted tractor path that runs to the south fields, but she



turned away fromit before we got there, toward a row of huge beech trees that
the Lovells kept after Evan to cut down because nost of them were hal f-dead.
Evan wouldn't do it. He said they were as old as the Manor, and bel onged there
as much as we did. By day they | ooked a nmess--all bald and tw sted and
sheddi ng bark, putting out heaves on one branch in ten--but now they stood up
over us like fierce, proud, horrible old men. No, | don't nean _horrible_;
nore |ike people who've suffered so much that it's nmade them nean. But Tansin
was so happy to see them she let go of me and ran ahead, floating through the
nmoonl i ght, not quite touching the ground. Wen she reached the first tree she
swung around it to face me, and if the trees |ooked |Iike nen, she | ooked as
young as Julian.

"Still here--oh, still here!" she called--hal fway singing, really. "Oh,
still holding to Stourhead earth, they and |I." She hooked her arm around the
tree and swung again, as though she was dancing with it. | knew she coul dn't
have touched it, felt the bark or the dry | eaves, any nmore than | could have
felt her arm against mne-- but nobody | ooks as beautiful, as joyous, as
Tamsi n | ooked right then when they're feeling nothing. _Nobody , ghost or not,
| don't believe it.

"I saw ny father plant these trees,’

she said as | came up with her

"Jenny, they were such minikins, hardly saplings--truly, | rmust bend down to
pet them good nmorning, as | do Mss Sophia Brown. And see them now, grown so
great and grim-stripped and battered by the years, yet still here,
unyi el di ng." She wheel ed toward the beech trees again, asking them "Wre you
waiting for me then, little ones, all this time? Wuld you ask ny sanction
before you fall? Well, | do not grant it, do you hear me?" Her voice didn't
change at all; she might just as well have been talking to nme. "Nay, if I'mto
stay on, so shall you--and | ameven older, so you'll mnd what | say. Wiles

| remain at Stourhead, you're to keep ne conpany, as Roger ny father bade you.
Hear!"

There was the tiniest flick of a breeze just now beginning to stir, and
that's probably why the trees seened to be bowi ng their raggedy heads to her
Tamsin turned back to ne. She said, "Beeches are kind, beeches will help if
they can. Elders, too, and even ash, if you speak them courtesy. But ware the
oak, Jenay, for they love nen no whit nore than they | ove the swi ne who eat
their acorns. Ware the oak, _always ."

It sounded as nmuch |ike a command as when she'd told the beech trees
they couldn't die as long as she was at the Manor. | said | would, and Tansin
took my arm again. "Now, Mstress Jenny," she said. "Now | will take you to
nmeet anot her ol d conpani on of nine."

| tried to find it the next day, that path Tamsin took me by in the hot
darkness, but | never could. It had to be on Stourhead Farm because she
couldn't pass its boundaries, and it had to be somewhere near the barley
fields, because they take a ot of water and | could hear the auxiliary punp
wor ki ng. There's a regular path, of course, that runs right to the fields, but

that's not the one we were on, | know that. Six years, and |'ve never been
able to find it again, no nore than |I've ever found that feeling of utter
absolute, total safety that | had walking with Tanmsin that night. |'m as

scared of the dark as anyone el se--with nore reason--but not then, not wth
Tamsi n beside ne, glimering and | aughing, teasing nme that ny famly had | et
the path go to hell. "La, what a shaggy tumble it's becone, where once one saw
clear to the high road. What horses then! aye, and how we heard their
hoot heats for miles, as it seemed, before the brave carriages whirled into
view Well, well, never fret, dear Jenny, it must have been | ong ago, I'lI
warrant." But she wasn't _sure_ it was |long ago--she was still listening for
those horses. You could tell.

| don't know when it hit ne that we weren't alone. First | |ooked around
for Mss Sophia Brown and Mster Cat, but then | realized soneone or sonething
was pacing us,just off to nmy left. | can't say how | knew, because | couldn't
see it, whatever it was, and it didn't make any sound. No crackling brush, no
grow --no breathing, even--but the thing was close, and | would have been



scared out of ny mind if |I hadn't been with Tamsin. She put her arm around ny
shoul ders, which |I couldn't feel any nore than I'd felt her hand on ny arm
but I was glad of it just the sane. She said quietly, "Do not fear. There is
no danger."

W stood together, waiting. | didn't know for what, but | wasn't afraid,
because Tansin had said not to be. W stood there, and after a while the thing
that had been wal king with us canme out into the noonlight.

It was a dog, the biggest dog |'ve ever seen, the size of a cow It
| ooked |i ke the Hound of the Baskervilles, except that it was totally
bl ack--so bl ack that the noonlight made it | ook even bl acker, as though it was
soaking up the light and turning it to darkness inside itself. Its eyes were
glowing red, but it didn't | ook savage: nore like really dignified, alnost
sad. | whispered to Tansin, "Wat is it? Wat kind of dog is that?"

"That is the Black Dog," Tamsin said. | just blinked at her, which
seened to surprise her. "The Bl ack Dog. He appears always as a warning."

"War ni ng about what?" Tamsin didn't answer nme. She noved toward that
huge creature, and | _thought_ he wagged his tail the least bit, but maybe
not. Her voice was different than when she talked to ne. She said, "Wy have
you cone, tell nme? What need for such as | amto beware?"

She beckoned to me w thout taking her eyes off him but | couldn't nove.
I _ knew | wasn't scared, but my legs didn't. Tansin turned and saw how | was
standing, and called softly, "Jenny, to nme! No harm no harm" as though she
were coaxing a skittery animal. | went to stand beside her, and | nmade nysel f
| ook straight into the Black Dog's red eyes.

To this day | don't have any idea what the Black Dog is. Maybe he's
nothing nore than a presentiment, a way of telling yourself to watch out for
somet hing you al ready know to watch out for. | could believe that if he hadn't
| ooked so real--he even _snelled_ like a real dog. |'ve never yet had a
presentinent that snelled.

Tamsi n asked hi m agai n, "Wy have you cone?" He didn't bark or whine,
the way dogs do when it's killing themnot to be able to talk. But she
listened to his silence, and once she nodded. She gl anced sideways at ne, and

| said, "What? | don't understand a thing!" and when | | ooked back again the
Bl ack Dog was gone.
"Well," Tanmsin said. "Passing strange." Her voice was so soft | could

barely hear her. "This is passing strange, Jenny. The Black Dog is come to
warn us both, though of what |I'mnot aware. He cane just so to Edric and ne,
but nmy understanding failed us then. It nust not fail again."”

"Who's Edric?" | asked her, but she didn't answer. The noon was so
bright that | could even make out a snmall frown |ine between her eyes, and
that nelted me nore than | can wite down now. The idea that she coul d nake
hersel f renenber sonething as hunman as a frown, with everything el se she was
trying to hold on to.. . . | wondered suddenly if Mss Sophia Brown ever used
to paw her eyes open in the norning, three hundred years ago, the way M ster
Cat does with ne.

"It's late," | said, "Sally's going to start worrying. | guess we can
meet your friend another tinme." Tansin | ooked at nme wi thout answering. There
was a nonent when | felt like the ultimate idiot, talking about |ateness and
worry to a ghost. But then she said, "Indeed, ny own nother was greatly given
to apprehension,"” and we started back.

She didn't talk much on the way, but she stayed visible and distinct in
t he darkness, which | took to nean that she was thinking hard about the Bl ack
Dog. Which was why | did sonething I shouldn't have done, sonething she'd nmade
me promise |'d never do. | asked her, "Do you suppose the dog was warni ng us
about the O her One? You know, |ike the boggart?"

The nonent the words were out of ny nouth | was desperately hoping she
woul dn't recall what I'd prom sed. But | just had to | ook at her, and | knew.
I was sure she'd be furious at me--and for a bit she was, which was
frightening, because with a ghost you can really _see_ a feeling, all the way
down. Somebody who has to renenmber all the tinme what feelings are isn't going



to be any good at hiding them Tansin |ooked at me for a long time wthout
sayi ng anything, while | was apol ogi zi ng and apol ogi zi ng for mentioning the
O her One at all. Finally she smled, and it was all right, like that, the
same way it had been absolutely, horribly wong a mnute before. That's how it
al ways was with Tansin.

"He is gone," she said. "Long gone, Jenny, hong away past returning,
even that one. And if he did, be sure that | would know of it. The Bl ack Dog
is wong."

"Well, who was he?" | asked, but that was pushing it. Tamsin turned and
started on, and although she seenmed to be barely drifting through that sludgy
air, | had to skip to catch up with her. She said, "Jenny, all that matters is
that he is not . Wrds are dear to ne, and he will consune no nore of mne
The Bl ack Dog is wong, and your boggart is wong--be greatly thankful, and be
still.” And | was, the rest of the way, until the lights of the Manor cane
into view through the branches of Tanmsin's beech trees. They seened very far
away, although they weren't really. |I think that was the first time | was even

alittle homesick for someplace that wasn't West Eighty-third and Col unbus
Avenue--even for the people who had snatched West Eighty-third away from ne.
It was an uneasy feeling, and I didn't like it.

Tamsi n stopped before we reached the trees, putting her armout in front
of me. For a monent | thought the Black Dog was with us again; but _he_ never
made a sound, and there are too many dead | eaves under the beeches for a big
animal to nove quietly. Tansin whispered, "Stay" to ne; and then, |ouder
"WIl you have forgotten me so soon, old friend? Not you, surely?"

There was a sudden raspy grunt up ahead, and one |oud crash in the
undergrowt h, and sonet hi ng darker than the night hoped away beyond the line of
trees. It | ooked as big as the Bl ack Dog-bigger--but | couldn't make out
whet her it was running on two legs or four. It turned once to | ook back at us,
and its eyes were yellow as gold. Tamsin said softly, "A pity."

"What's a pity?" | asked her. "What was _that? " Tamsin pretended not to
hear ne. She did that a hot when she didn't want to answer a question, just as
| did with Sally. She said, "And yet, one turn around Stourhead Farmin your
fair company, and here are folk |I've not seen since ny father died, waiting to

wel cone ne. Not only those two, but others, others. . . | think you nust be ny
good fortune cone to find ne, and calling yourself Mstress Jenny." She nmade
to ruffle my hair, and I will swear to this day that | felt the one little
breeze of the night cooling nmy sweaty neck. | know it had to be a coincidence.
I"'mnot saying it wasn't.

"What ot hers?" No chance. Tansin said, "Child, we will part here, an it
pl ease you. Your nother will be waiting, and I. . . | have affairs heft too
hong untended. Stay on the path, and it will have you hone before you can say

my nane entire, which is Tanmsin El speth Catherine Maria Dubois WI I oughby. |
will come for you again."

Even this close to the Manor, | wasn't crazy about being left alone in a
ni ght that was turning out to be practically as inhabited as West Eighty-third
Street. But | didn't have a vote--Tansin blinked out with her last word, and
made ny way home, | ooking over ny shoulder a hot. Sally tried to be angry with
me for being gone so long, but it was too hot. Julian was still up, fussy and
m serable, so | read hi mone of his WIliambooks until he fell asleep. |I took
the book to bed with nme, because | was afraid | wouldn't be able to sleep
either, but I was, and | dreaned all night of the Black Dog.

Fourt een

Ni ght's never been the sane for nme again.

I"lI'l never know exactly how wandering over Stourhead Farmw th nme at
ni ght becane a habit of Tansin's--if ghosts even _have_ habits. She'd be
there, waiting by the South Barn or under the chestnut tree behind the dairy,
every two or three evenings; and sonetines it felt as though we were two old



| adies out for their regular constitutional stroll, the sane way they'd been

doing for years. But for me, each tine had to be the first--1 couldn't ever
afford to take our neetings for granted, even if she could. Tamsin m ght
forget me any time at all, just forget forever to cone and find nme, and that

woul d be that. So whenever | snelled vanilla and caught sight of her, glow ng
so gently in the twilight, snmling to see me (she was al ways careful never to
pop out of nowhere, like a ghost in a movie), all ny insides would junp right
up froma standing start, the way crickets | eap up out of the grass. | suppose
"Il be that way about a man someday, but it hasn't happened yet.

The thing is, we were the only people who knew what noved around the
Manor and the farmafter nightfall, Tansin and nme. | mean, Julian did see the
boggart, and Sally's always had her suspicions, but nobody _knows_ , not even
after everything that happened. Right nowit's about ten o' clock, and |I'm
witing this in Sally's nusic room which she's very sneakily turned into the
nost confortable place in the whol e house. Tony's dancing in Edi nburgh,
Julian's off somewhere with his newest girlfriend, and Sally and Evan are in
the North Barn with Lady Caroline Lanb, who's due to drop a calf tonight, and
al ways needs conpany. Your typical rural Dorset evening. Nothing much going on
t hat Thormas Hardy woul dn't recognize

And if | just stand up and walk to the front door, and open it, and | ook
out si de, past the courtyard, past both barns and the dairy and the cowpen and
the workshop. . . out there in the dark there are creatures noving around who
have been out there since before the Manor was ever built--since before there
were people in Dorset, for all | can say. And |'ve seen them |'ve spoken to
them I've run fromthem and two of them maybe saved ny life, and rmaybe nore
than nmy life. You can pave Dorset over from Cranborne to Charnmouth, G 1Iingham
to Portland Isle--they'll still be there, conme nightfall. | really know this.

The funny part is that before we got here Stourhead Farm came that chose
to being declared an SSSI (Site of Special Scientific Interest), because of
one particul ar species of vole that doesn't seemto exist anywhere but in this
part of West Dorset. \Wich would have meant the end of Stourhead--you can't
farman SSSI--but there isn't a country in the world that has a Strangeness
Preserve, so we were all right. Nothing that lives on our hand counts as an
endanger ed speci es.

Since | couldn't ever know for certain when Tanmsin woul d show up, |
al ways had to go by feeling, and whether | had it right or wong, it made for
sone bad noments. Once we were all in the car, bound for a novie in Yeovil,
and | backed out at the last mnute-- literally junped out on the
driveway- - because | suddenly just _knew_ that Tamsin was waiting for nme. She
was, too, that time, but it took a ton of explaining when everybody got hone.
And when | went out at night--"to stretch ny legs," "to clear ny head,"
what ever excuse | used--1'd have to deal with Julian at one end, wanting to
cone with me, and Sally at the other, because she never fell asleep until she
knew | was in the house. One time | was on the phone to Meena, and | saw a
pal e shiver at the window that | was _sure_ had to be Tansin, and | just cut
Meena off--just hung up and ran outside to be with her. But it was sone sort
of bird, a nightjar, whatever, and | had to call Meena back and apol ogi ze.
never did that again, hang up on Meena, even when it was Tansin.

We covered Stourhead Farm on those wal ks, Tansin and |, and soneti nes
the cats, chasing each other practically under our feet and vani shing again.
Tamsin just wafted al ong beside me like dandelion fluff, |like a toy balloon

that got away. The truly amazing thing was that she absolutely renenbered
every field, every crop: She'd say things like, "Ah, you' ve let this nmeadow go
back to rye-grass; my father was forever making trial of the French grasses--

| ucerne, sainfoin and those." O, again, "I vow, Jenny, how wonderful well
they do drain in these tines of yours. W'd no such pipes and cuhverts, no
such si phon engi nes--only spades, only ditches filled with stones and branbl e.
Oh, could ny father have seen those _pipes! " And she'd actually sigh, and
we'd nove on. She was a country girl, all right, Tansin WI | oughby, dead or
alive.



The sheep weren't ever aware of her when we'd cross their downhand
pasture (sheep are barely aware they're sheep), but she used to scare the hel
out of the collie, A bert. Nothing short of foxes threatening a new | anb ever
roused that dog; but whenever | passed by with Tanmsin, he'd race to head us
of f, plant his feet and go into an unbelievable frenzy of barking until he
actually lost his voice. And that did scare the sheep, so we stopped wal ki ng
there.

She wanted to know _everything_about me, about Sally and Evan and the
boys--even Norris, even the Lovells. Especially the Lovells, come to think of
it--she knew the farmwasn't in her famly anynore, but she didn't have a clue
about the hands and changes it had passed through in the last fifty years.
expl ai ned what | could, which wasn't a |ot. Tanmsin seemed to understand nopst
of it; but when | started in on the twentieth century, she wasn't nuch
interested. It took me a while to realize that for all her father's noney,
she'd never once been out of Dorset, except for a couple of holidays in Bath;
for all her education, Dorset was the world, and all she really cared about
was how nuch Dorset had changed. She said it herself: "Jenny, Jenny, what
should | do in this place where | am-stopped--but dreamny |ong dreamnms of

what was? Yet | need to know what _is , | nust know, if | amever to--" She
broke off right there, and didn't say anything nmore for a long tine.

| told her the hills were still there, and the butterflies and
wi | dfl owers, and the evening fog off the Channel. | tal ked about dark, soft

little coonbes |like the one where Julian caught his foot in the stream about
barns and cottages that she'd have recogni zed, and farms where |'d _seen_
horses pulling binding and threshing nachi nes so old that Thonmas Hardy
probably hel ped uncrate them | went into a whole |ot of detail about the tinme
Meena and | met a man in the woods naki ng sheep hurdl es by hand, weaving split
hazel stens together and singing to himself. And | never said a word about

pl owed- up heat hl and and air pollution and housi ng devel opments on the hills.
What for?

"I'f I could but |eap these bounds of mnine," she kept saying. "If | could
wal k ny Dorset but once, one tinme only, before | pass to... to wherever |
shoul d be. Dear and close as it chips ne yet, Stourhead is no nore ny honeg,
nor has been since Edric--"

And she'd quit there, every tine, like a record with the needl e caught
in a scratch. And I'd ask her again who Edric was, and Tamsin either woul dn't
answer or she'd change the subject entirely and tell me how her nmother used to
make conserves out of rose heaves and sugar, or how her father kept bees. "He
woul d say to ne, 'Catty'--for that was his pet name for ne--'Catty, girl, if a
man woul d be sol aced, if he would find respite fromdaily harassnents and
grievances, |let himobserve these creatures at their |abor. _There's_ ammesty
for you, _there's_ plenary absolution for all sins, all sorrows.' Ch, | do
think of himstill,Jenny, and | am so sad that the bees are gone."

Whi ch may all have been her way of keeping me from asking any nore
guestions about Edric--or even the Oher One--and if it was, it worked. Ghosts
can't cry, but | about did, every tine she remenbered something that small
fromthree hundred years ago. The nmore tine we spent together, the nore things
like that came back to her--just as she herself was growi ng clearer, easier to
see. Her father called her nother "Mgpie," short for Margaret, and the two of
them privately called him-roaring Roger WI I oughby, the Prodigious
Romantic--"Sir Fopling Flutter," after sonmeone in a play. Her favorite horse
was a mare nanmed El egance; her favorite snell came fromthe | avender hedges
that her nother planted all along the front of the Manor. They're | ong gone
with the WI I oughbys, of course, like her father's beehives.

She' d had an ol der sister who died of the Black Plague--the sanme Bl ack
Pl ague we'd had to study in British History--"and how | failed of catching it,
| amsure | do not know, Jenny, for we slept together always. Her nane was
Maria, so | put it straight into my own nanme, thinking to make ny nother |ess
forlorn. But she grewterrible woth with me and beat ne, which she never did,
and bid me not ever use mny sister's name so again. But | kept it anyway." That



one time | thought she renmenbered tears.

She was | ooking for someone, | knew that; soneone she really especially
wanted me to neet. | thought it nust be that old friend of hers who'd hoped
away through the beech trees, on two legs or four, that first night--the one
with the gol den eyes. | asked her about it, but she wouldn't ever say.

Whenever we passed an oak grove--especially Julian's Hundred Acre
Wod--she'd warn ne agai n about oak trees. "It is a thricecut coppice, Jenny,

for all these seemvirgin. Twice was it cut before nmy time, and once since,
and each time saplings sprang fromthe stunps with speed uncanny. The old of
these parts, they've a saying, '_Fairy folk are in old oak_,' and a thrice-cut
wood har bors Oaknen, always. Never, Jenny, never step foot under oak after
sundown. " She nade me prom se that one over and over

Which is why when | first saw the billy-blind I went probably six feet
straight up. He wasn't in any oak grove, but standing on a barrel in the North
Barn. He was about the same size as the boggart, but slighter, not as burly.
He wore a sort of old-style suit, with an eggpl ant-col ored cravat fluffed
around his neck, and a waistcoat to match. No hat, thank God. | don't think
could have handl ed a hat. Ankles crossed, one hand in his pocket, bracing the
other against the wall--a nmini-Jimy Cagney, Sally's all-time favorite. Only
in the nmoonlight slanting through the wi ndow behind him he | ooked nore I|ike
that English actor who played LongJohn Silver in the old D sney novie. Robert
Newton, that's it.

Tamsin i ntroduced us, very formally, like people neeting at a party or a
fancy dinner. "Jenny, this is the billy-blind. The billyblind, | have the
honor to present to you Mstress Jennifer duckstein." | alnmpst didn't mnd

the Jennifer when she said it.

I'd had a | ot of practice with curtsies by now, so | made hima really
deep one and he put his right hand flat on his belly and bowed. Then he
strai ghtened up fast and said, "Qughtn't wear your hair all strained back |ike

that, child--doesn't suit, doesn't suit. Take ny advice, you'll conb it
forward."'

He had a Dorset accent, but not old Dorset, not |like the boggart. You
could hear the _Z's_ buzzing around in there, and the _I's_ wanting to cone
out like _oi _, but I didn't have any trouble understanding him Wat | _did_

have trouble with was the whole notion that a two-foot-high Robert Newton was
telling me what | ought to do with ny hair. | said, "Look, M. billy-blind, I
really appreciate your interest--"

Wl |, he turned absolutely pink at that. Fuchsia. He pulled hinmself up
as tall as he could, and he actually stanmped his foot as he shouted at ne,
"I"'mnoo _Measter_ billy-blind! You call me _the_ billy-blind, sanme's her
does, that's what you call me! | amthe billy-blind!"

| took a step back, he was so angry, but Tansin noved in in a hurry.
"The billy-blind, she's but young and nmeant no harm | was just so nyself when

first we net, you'll renenber."
That cal med himdown a bit, and he tidied his cravat and snpot hed out
his vest. "I do that, | renenber. No bigger than the billy-blind, you were,

and no nore manners than a hedge-pig." Now he was all rmush, that fast, with
real tears in his eyes. He bowed to nme again and said, "Your pardon, M stress
Jennifer--"

"Jenny--"

"M stress Jenny, then. You've all ny apol ogies, but you' d do better to
take nmy advi ce about your hair. And now |l'mat it, yellow s noo your col or
Green's what you want, mnd ne, greens and blues. The billy-blind knows."

And he just went on like that, nonstop. He told ne ny sinuses would
clear up if | ate red clover, and that | wouldn't keep waking up with
headaches if | noved ny bed to the other side of the room "And there's noo
use in your friend, the dark girl, greeting her eyes out for that boy in
choir. Wole family be gone away cone fall, noved off to Afriky sonewhere. You
tell her _the_ billy-blind said so."

| said | would. The billy-blind gave nme a really long stare, studying ne



all up and down. His eyes weren't Disney eyes at all, but they weren't w cked
either, like the boggart's. They were nore like jewelled passages |eading a

| ong way backward or a long way forward, | couldn't tell which. He nodded
suddenl y.

"Aye, you'd be needing the billy-blind' s counsel, the pair on ye." He
was | ooking at Tamsin now. "You want to sit still, that's what you want. Sit
_still_, don't be running about so." Gving a ghost |essons in deportnent
sounded li ke the dunbest thing |I'd ever heard of, but Tamsin nodded. The
billy-blind turned back to me. "You," he said. "You'll do best to stay away
fromthat place. And stop eating them grapes."

| couldn't take it in. | gaped at himlike a baby bird. | said, "_What_
pl ace? And what's wong with me eating grapes?”

"You'll be eating themall," the billy-blind said calmy. He went back
to talking with Tanmsin, and | was too busy blushing to hear what they were
sayi ng. Because it's perfectly true about me and grapes. | always _nean_ to

| eave sone, but |I'mjust not reliable.
| was going to ask himagain about whatever place | was supposed to stay
away from but right at that nmonent | heard Evan's voice saying, "Jenny? Is

t hat you?"
Tamsi n went out the way a match goes out, and the billy-blind was
t hrough the wi ndow and _gone_ in a blur of eggplant. | turned and saw Evan

standing in the doorway, absently runpling his hair the way he was al ways
doing. He said, "W were getting a bit anxious."

"I lost track of time," | said. "Sorry." I'd gotten a hot better with
Evan by then. | didn't blame himanynmore for wecking ny life-- | even had
| ong stretches when | thought maybe he hadn't wecked it at all. But | didn't
like him _knowing_that, and | had an uneasy feeling he did. I'd invested a
ot of time and thought and energy in hating Evan. | wasn't ready to call it a
waste and let it go. That's how | was then.

"I was | ooking for sonmething," | said as | cane out. Evan gave ne a

funny | ook. Back then the North Barn was nore of a glorified storage shed, al
farm machi nery and things under tarpaulins, and nysterious old barrels Iike
the one the billy-blind had been standing on. But Evan didn't push it, and we
started back toward the Manor together

Even in the darkness | could see he was |ooking tired. He said, "Your
not her worries about these night wal ks of yours. | do nyself. It's easy to
step into sonething, a furrow, and break an ankle, if you don't know where
you' re going."

"I"'mcareful,"” | said. "I really do know this place pretty well by now "
O course the nmoment | said that, | tripped--not in a hole, but over Mster
Cat, flopped right down in ny path, the way he does sonetines. He yow ed at
me, and | yow ed back at himto _watch_it, stupid _cat_, and he scatted away

into the brush with his feelings hurt. | figured we'd make it up at bedtine.
Evan started to say, "I think it'd be a good idea if you had
someone--Julian or Tony--" but | headed himoff by asking if he knew what a

billy-blind was. You can al nbst al ways sidetrack Evan with a question |ike
that, about |egends or folklore. The boys do it all the tine.

"Billy-blinds?" He shook his head and smled a little. "Lord, | haven't
heard that word in years. Wo told you about billyblinds?"

"Just a friend," | said. "Soneone at school. She said they're supposed
to give advice?"

Evan | aughed. "That they do. Your billy-blind absolutely hives to give
advice. Doesn't matter what subject, never mind the time or the place or the
person--the billy-blind will tell you what to do, whether you ask or not. It's
their nature, and there's only the tiniest problemwith it. They aren't always
right."

| asked if there was only one billy-blind at any one time, like the
phoeni x. Evan said he'd never heard that, nor that you had to call each one
_the_ billy-blind. "But nmaybe it's different in Dorset. There's a |ot of
regi onal variation anong British boghes. Like the way our boggart j ust



vani shed--1've never heard of that before. You maybe make a deal with
boggarts, but you don't get rid of them"

He was glad we were talking, and it was easy to keep him from asking any
nore questions about ne wandering the farmat night. | felt a bit guilty about
that, and guilty all over again for not telling everyone what had really
happened with the boggart. But Evan was telling ne a story about a Yorkshire
famly who noved fromtheir farmto get away froma boggart, only to find that
they'd brought it along with them And | was thinking of Tansin, and wondering
again who Edric was, and what the Black Dog and the billy-blind knew t hat we
didn't. And where Tansin was supposed to be, instead of here, where |I wanted
her to be.

Al the same, | was feeling guilty enough that | actually asked Evan a
guesti on about hinself before we reached the Manor. "What is it that's not
going right with the farn? | hear you and Sally tal king, but | don't
understand. It's |ooking great, as far as | can see.™

Evan stopped in his tracks and blinked at nme. | don't think he could
have been nore amazed if Tamsin had wal ked up to himand tried to buma
cigarette. He messed his hair again, sighed, stared around vaguely, and
finally said, "Jenny, people have been plowing up this land for over three

hundred years, and the soil's exhausted, played out. It's hosing topsoil, it's
starved for nutrients, and what it's been given is bloody rivers of chenica
fertilizers. | went along with that style of farming this whole |ast year

because the Lovells expected it--because the land's literally addicted to it.
Maybe it | ooks good to you now, but the yield s half what it should be, and
it'll be less next year, less than that the next. It's nmy fault, and |I know
what | have to do. And |'mscared to do it."

W were at the house by then, and Evan wal ked i n wi thout saying another

word to ne. | waited around outside for a bit, hoping for a quick nonment with
Tamsin. But she didn't show, so | went up to bed, waiting for Mster Cat
instead. No luck there, either. | |lay awake forever, holding Julian's funky
old gorilla, with ny head too full of too many things to think straight about
any one of them |'d have settled for snickery little voices in my bathroom

right then, just for the distraction

But | nust have fallen asleep sonetinme, because | was awakened by M ster
Cat going round and round wi th something outside. | know that sound he nakes
when he's in a fight: low and evil, like a saw cutting bone. | stuck ny head
out of the wi ndow and yelled for himto get up here, and he canme scranbling in
a nonent hater, while something | couldn't see clearly scuttled out of sight
under Evan's Jeep. Mster Cat was panting hard, and his eyes were as red as

the Bl ack Dog's. There was blood high on his chest. | wanted to look at it,
but he backed away from ne and settled down to licking the wound, stil
growming to hinself. He was still doing it when | dozed off again.

He was fine in the norning, cool and sleek as ever, though he stil
woul dn't let ne inspect the slash on his chest. | went into my bat hroom and

started doing things with my hair, trying to see what bangs would | ook Iike. |
got Julian to help nme nove the bed.

Fifteen

A coupl e of weeks later, Christopher Herridge told Meena his famly
woul d be moving to Africa in Septenmber. Meena cried nore than ever, and | felt
terrible, because I'd _known_, and maybe | could have found _some_ way to warn
Meena even a little, to soften the blow But | hadn't said anything, because
Evan had warned ne billy-blinds don't always get things right. More secrets.

| didn't see Tansin for some while after that night. Every evening |'d
find some reason to wander off to the places where we usually net, but she
wasn't ever there. Once | even went up to the third floor and spent maybe hal f
an hour wal ki ng back and forth outside the secret door. | could have opened it
and wal ked in, but | didn't. It's hard to explain why now. Mst of nme m ssed



Tamsin in a way |'d never mssed anybody--not Marta and Jake when | started
school here, not even Mster Cat when he was in quarantine--but one small part
of me was scared utterly out of its mnd, because this was getting too big for
me, and | knewit. One night | had a dream about that big gol den-eyed creature
Tamsin called "old friend," and another night | dreaned about the O her One.

She'd told me he was gone, vani shed, but the dreamdidn't think so. | was back
at her door, and this time | pushed it open, and _he_ was waiting, sitting in
her chair. | didn't see his face, but it was him

To keep fromthinking about her so nuch, | started being hel pful around
the Manor. | cleaned up nmy room wi thout anyone's having to ask me, and then |

went ahead and cl eaned the boys' rooms, which got themboth mad at ne--Julian
especi al |y, because his spiders got |oose. After that | hung around Sally,

vol unteering for every damm thing she needed done--washi ng, cooking, weeding
her little kitchen garden and stirring up the conpost pile--even refinishing
musty old furniture or running errands to Evan out in the fields, when she
couldn't stand it and had to get rid of me. | made everybody really nervous
during that stretch, including Mster Cat. He'd either disappear for the whole
day--probably with M ss Sophia Brown, whom| didn't see either--or else he'd
foll ow me around, saying sarcastic things in Siamese, which he only ever
speaks when he's really mad, or when |'ve surprised him Mster Cat hates
surpri ses.

Tony was the one who called ne on it. He just came straight up to nme one
aft ernoon when | was out hangi ng | aundry and asked, "All right, what have you
done?"

| had a nout hful of clothespins, so | had to rmunble, "Drying your damm
hegwar mers, you really want to know. And your sweaty old Fabrizios." Tony goes
t hrough tights Iike Julian through crawy things.

"You' re being good," Tony said. "You're being unbelievably, unnaturally,
abnormal Iy good. Julian's the same way when he's done something really awf ul
nobody knows about yet. Let's have it, Jenny."

| got furious, of course. Tony can still do that to ne once in a while,
sni ffing out something absolutely true and getting it totally wong. | said
wasn't _up_ to anything, and hadn't _been_ up to anything, and what the hel
did he know about anything, and about Monnouth's Rebellion--did he think old
Roger W | | oughby m ght have been involved in it? Tony's harder to sidetrack
than Evan, but you can do it.

"Roger W I I oughby? Possible, but | doubt it, rather. He wasn't
gentry-born, but he wasn't a little Dorset yeoman, either. He'd have known
what the Stuarts were like, and he'd probably have waited to see how thi ngs
fell out." He runpled his hair, exactly like Evan, and added after a nonent,
"But 1'd bet at |east some of his farmhands took off w th Monnmouth, poor sods.
Why do you want to know?"

"Just curious," | said. "Just wondering about stuff." Tony gave ne the
kind of ook Mster Cat gives me when there's only dry kibble in his dish, but
he left it alone. I went on hanging | aundry and thi nki ng about Tamsin. As nuch
as she'd told me about herself-famly, childhood, the farm the Bl ack Pl ague,
even the name of her horse--there were pieces missing. | could feel their
shapes sonetinmes, when we were together, actually feel the enpty outlines of
thi ngs she wasn't telling me. | didn't know if she'd been around for the
Rebel | i on, or what she'd thought about it when it was happening. O why the
billy-blind had warned her twice to sit still--or why she hadn't cone inside
on a wld night, and died of it, for that matter. | didn't know what questions
| ought to ask her, and | didn't know what questions | didn't want to hear the
answers to. Only that | wanted to be with her

Late one July afternoon, | went off for a walk by myself, feeling
gl umpy, which is one of Julian's words for being stupidly m serable. Meena's
not her had been supposed to drop her off with us to stay the weekend, but
something fanmly canme up and she had to cancel at the |last mnute. Between
that and not being sure if I'd ever see Tamsin agai n--and not even know ng
where the hell ny cat was--1 was glunmpy enough to realize that | hadn't been



this glumpy in a pretty long while. Wich only made ne gl unpier, dunmb as that
is.

There's a place | still go to when I'mfeeling like that. It's on the
downs, above the sheep pasture, what's heft of a shepherd's hut. No roof, one
wal |, a few foundation stones, a fewrainy splinters of a floor. Evan thinks
it's a hundred years old, no nore, but it could just as easily be from
Tamsin's time, you can't tell. | hike out there, and | sit on the ground with
nmy back against that last wall and the sun on ny face--or the fog, either--and
| watch the butterflies and feel sorry for nyself. Love it.

| was amazed to see the black pony grazing peacefully right by the old
hut. There's never anything bigger than a rabbit on that |ong slope, except
for the sheep, away off--but there he was, stocky and small as the New Forest
poni es, and black as Mster Cat hinself, alnpst purple in the shadow of the
wall. No saddle, no bridle, no shoes, nmane and tail stiff with burrs, he never
| ooked up as | cane near, being so careful not to spook him "Look at _you_,"
| said, keeping ny voice really low. "You're wild--you're a genuine wld
horse. Hello."

The bl ack pony didn't even flick his ears. | said, "You're also a
_mess_. |'ve got a friend named Meena--she'd spend a whol e day currying you,
conbing you out. Me, | couldn't care less, I'mnot much into horses, Just
shove over a bit, | want to sit down."

He rai sed his head then, and | saw his eyes. They were golden as the
ri sing noon, before it turns pahe and small; they had | ong horizontal pupils,
like Whf's billygoat, and they were too big for that shaggy, shanty face. And
they held me. They made me cone cl oser, one step after another, until | had
one hand in that branbly mane and was just about to scramble up. | knew what
he was, | renmenbered what Evan had told nme--_a fine black horse, absolutely
bl ack, inviting you to get on his back and take a ride_--but | couldn't |ook
away. He blew softly through his nostrils and nibbled ny sleeve, just like a
real horse

| heard Tansin before | saw her. " _Ah, no! " and it sounded like a
trunpet, ghost or not. "That I'Il not have! Get fromhim Jenny!"

The big yell ow eyes let go of ne, and |I stunbled back so hard | al nost
fell down. Tanmsin blew by me as though a hurricane were driving her and bl azed
up between me and the bl ack pony, clearer and nore solid than |I'd ever seen
her, even in daylight, she was so angry. "Rogue, scoundrel, swi nger, is it
thus you'll dare treat my friend? Wien you' ve seen us together, when |'ve
called you tinme and time to acquaint with her--"

And the bl ack pony spoke.

"I do not cone when | amcalled. You knew that once." H s voice was deep
and even--no whinny in it, nothing like that--and his nmouth didn't nove at
all. But there wasn't any question that it was hi mspeaki ng. The voi ce went
exactly with those eyes--the sane eyes |'d dreaned those first nights at
Stourhead Farm-it went with the way he held his head, with just a slight
quirk in the neck, as he |ooked at us, and with what | felt |ooking back
which was a weird kind of calmfear. Nobody's going to understand that. | knew
what he was, and | knew he was dangerous--m |l es nore dangerous than boggarts
or billy-blinds or voices behind the bathtub. But |I wasn't afraid of him |
shoul d have been, but | wasn't.

Tamsin was still steaming, absolutely furious. "When | knew you, |I'd her
age, and you never would have done with me as you planned for her. You were
kind to children then, Pooka."

"I have never been _kind_ to any," the black pony answered her. "I aml,
and | do what suits ne. You understood that, too, Tansin WI | oughby." But he
| owered his head briefly before her, and she reached out to touch him-just

for a second--before she renenbered that she couldn't. He said, "I did not
grieve you gone. | cannot. But it suits nme to see you again."
She wasn't letting himoff that easily. "Aye, well, it does _not_ suit

_me_to find you cozening ny Mstress Jenny to nmount your back and be hurled
into sone mre, niles fromher home. She is ny friend, as nmuch as you



were--nore--and you'll treat her as you did nme, or answer for it. Jenny
Ghuckstein, she's called." She whi pped around to face me, one armthrown wide,
burning bright as a lacy cinder flying up the chimey. "Jenny, this creature
is the Pooka. Pay no mind to the shape he wears, for he's none of his own, and
no soul neither. Ware himever, trust himnever, but when the wind' s right he
has his uses." She turned back to the black pony. "Say, have | proclainmed you
fairly, then?"

"I ndeed." The bl ack pony was cropping grass, not |ooking at either of

us, not even raising his head when he said, "I see you, Jenny d uckstein."
Not hi ng nmore than that.
"Come," Tansin said to ne. | wanted to stay and talk to the Pooka, or

anyway hang around and watch hima while |onger, but there wasn't any arguing
with Tanmsin in that nood. She swept ahead of ne without |ooking back, and
foll owed her over the downs. | turned once, but the shadows around the ruined
hut had | engthened a lot, and | couldn't see the black pony.

"Evan told nme about pookas,"” | said when | caught up with Tanmsin. "I
thought it was just a story." Tamsin didn't say anything. | said, "He wouldn't
really have hurt me, would he?"

"CGod's death, who knows what a pooka will do?" Tamsin's answer canme so
short and hard and inpatient that | actually stopped in ny tracks, as
surprised as |'d been to hear a pony speak to ne. She knew right away, even
t hough I was wal ki ng behind her, and she stopped herself and actually put her

arnms around ne, which she'd never done before. | felt a tiny vanilla breeze on
my skin, nmoving in ny hair.

"Dearest Jenny, forgive me, forgive. | was nost affrighted, as |I've not
been since. . . since | was just so affrighted for another--1ong ago, when

was as you are. My anger was never at you, but with myself, who even then knew
far better than to call a pooka _friend_." She stepped back fromne, and she
sighed a little. "He is no one's friend--no one's--yet he proved truest friend
to nme once, when none were by. You may trust himwell enough now, Jenny, for

he knows you as nine--but never forget that you will never know _him. The
Pooka's nystery even to the Pooka, | think."
"He really can change his shape?" | asked. Tansin nodded. | said, "Could

he | ook like you, or like ny nother? O Mster Cat? | need to know "

"Always you may tell the Pooka by his eyes. Al else changes, not
those." The setting sun at her back struck right through her just then, and
made her face glow and trenble like a candle's flane. | can still see her. She
said, "He will not bait you again with such sport, have no fear. One day you
may yet ride himto a safe ending, and no thorn bush. Cone, Jenny, your dinner
will be cold, surely."

I think about that, too, her bothering to consider ny needing to eat,
when she coul dn't keep centuries straight in her ghost of a mnd. She woul dn't
say anything nore about the Pooka the rest of the way, because she was set on
teaching ne a song her sister Mria had taught her--the one who died of the
Plague. It was a ripply, sinple tune, repeating and repeating |like a birdcall,
but I've forgotten nost of the words. It starts out like this:

" _Oranges and cherri es,
sweet est candl eberri es--
who will cone and buy?
who will cone and buy?
Daughters | have plenty,
ten and twel ve and twenty,
fit to please the gentry--

who will conme and buy ?_"
I wish | renenbered all of it. | still go around singing the bits I
renmenber to nyself, because sonetines the rest of a song will cone back if you

do that. Maybe if | could call back the whole song, Tanmsin would conme with it,
the way she was then, shivering so brightly in the sunset. It's not right to



wi sh that, but | do.

When we were al nost at the Manor, | said, keeping my voice as light as |
could, "So many weird things running around on just this one farm Pookas,
Bl ack Dogs, boggarts, billy-blinds--"

"Qaknen," Tansin interrupted. "_Renenber_, Jenny. And the A d Lady of
the El der Tree--though you'll not see _her_, surely, and nore's the pity of
it. Even the Pooka steps aside for her when she noves."

"Oaknen, right," | said. "Oak groves and QCaknen. And the little
what evers | heard in the bathroom and probably whatever M ster Cat was
fighting with the other night. I don't want to know anythi ng about nean old
| adi es--1 just want to know, are there a whole hot nore? | mean, is this
normal for England, or is it just Dorset?"

Tamsi n | aughed that spring-rain laugh of hers. "Alas, ny poor
Jenny--awash in hobgoblins, besieged by bogles. Truly, there are no such
creatures in your New York?"

"Only in junior high school,” | said. "Never nind. Just introduce ne as
t hey cone al ong."

Julian ran out of the house, yelling, "Jenny! Jenny, _dinner!_" |
expected Tansin to vanish Iike a shot, the way she al ways di d when there was
t he | east chance of anyone else seeing her. But this tinme she stepped back
until the shadows hid everything except her eyes and the swing of her hair.

Her voice was really quiet. She said, "My Jenny, | will never see your own
land, yet well | know night's as dark there as in Dorset. And night is not
ours, and never will be, not till all is night. | tell you it will not,
Jenny--never any nore ours than the sea, for all we plough and harrow up that
dar kness. What yet swinms in the deepest deep, |'m sure none can say--and not
even the Pooka knows all that may nove beyond the |ight. But you have friends
t here now-do but renmenber that, and you'll cone to no harm You have friends

in the night, dear Jenny."

About then Julian caught sight of nme, and started waving his arms and
bel | owi ng, "Jenny, Jenny, conme on, it's cock-a-heekie!" He knows that's ny
favorite soup, ever since Evan's sister Charlie taught Sally how to nake it.
He cane running and threw his arns around nme, and started draggi ng ne toward
t he house, telling ne about sone experinment he'd been doing with sliced
cucunbers, sugar, and three snails. I'd gotten so | could usually feel it when
Tansin heft me, but | never felt it this tine. | think she stood there in the
shadows and wat ched us go.

After dinner, Tony and | washed up, and then | went outside and sat in
t he double swing that Evan had rigged to a branch of the old wal nut tree near
the tractor garage. The evening was still warm practically balnmy; we hadn't
had one of those since the sweltering night when | first wal ked with Tamsin.
was | ooking around for her without really expecting to see her, and | was
keepi ng an eye out for other things, too--maybe the Pooka, maybe the

billy-blind. I still wasn't sure he was right about bangs.

Evan made that swing with a nice high back, so it's really easy to fal
asleep init. | dozed and woke a couple of tinmes, and the second tinme | had a
bad dream | was still in the swing, in ny dream and it was still night, only

now t he Manor was really far away, practically on the horizon. There was
someone wal king toward nme, slowy, his face half in shadow, half in noonlight.
| tried to junp off and run, but the swing turned into the Pooka, and | was on
his back and couldn't get down. The Ot her One cane right up to the Pooka and
mount ed right behind ne, wapping his long arns around nme. | screaned, and
Sally said, "Shush, baby, it's ne, it's just ne. You were |ooking so
adorable. "

She was in the swing next to ne, with nmy head bunpi ng on her shoul der
My skin was really cold, nmy mouth was dry, and my neck hurt. Sally said, "You
| ooked so nuch the way you did when you were little, | just couldn't help
gi ving you a hug."

I munbl ed somet hing and sat up, trying to straighten nmy hair. The noon
was hi gh, which al ways nmakes the night darker here, | don't know why. Sally



told me Meena had called, and | said I'd call her back tonorrow. W stayed in
the swing for a time, not saying nuch, but Sally kept trying to cuddl e ne and
_look_at ne at the same tinme, and you can't do that, not the way Sally | ooks
at you. Finally | said, "What? Say it already, and let's get sone sheep
What'd | do?"

Sally got ahh indignant. "Nothing--you haven't done anythi ng--why are
you so _suspicious?_" She went on like that a bit longer, and then, w thout
mssing a beat: "It's just that you've beconme so--so _solitary_lately. Going
of f by yourself so rmuch, not asking Julian or anyone to cone with you.
Julian's feelings are really hurt, did you know that? And Meena--Meena's been
noticing it, too. She asked me about it when she was over the last tine."

| felt horrible. | said, "I'll talk to her. 1'll do sonething with
Julian, we'll play croquet or something. It's just that |I've been sort of
needi ng to be al one these days. To work a few things out."

She didn't imrediately ask, "Wat things?'--Sally's rmuch cool er than
that, and much trickier, too. She nodded, and didn't say anything right away;
but when | started to get up out of the swing she said, "Could | help? Is it
something | could maybe--1 don't know.. .just tell me, Jenny. If it is."

These days | have a pretty good idea why Evan fell in love with ny
nother. Norris, too, for that matter. Back then. . . back then, what the hel
did I know about |ove and grown people? But | did have ny nonents, once in a
great while, and that was one of them | |ooked at _her_ for a change, staring
hard t hrough the darkness, seeing the dead leaf in her hair and the notheaten
collar of that gray cardigan she'll never give up on, seeing that her eyes
were as wide as Tanmsin's, and brighter in the noonlight. | flicked the |eaf
away, gave her a kiss on the cheek, took her hand, and we wal ked back to the
house.

"I just love that swing tree," she said. "I always feel it's holding ne
inits arnms, and |'msafe as long as | stay there."

"It's the last one of those old walnuts,” | told her. "There used to be
a dozen. Roger W I I oughby planted them when his first daughter was born."

Sally opened her nouth, closed it again, and went inside. | stayed on
t he doorstep a nmonent |onger, wondering if Tamsin mght still be near. Even
with the moon, and with lights in the Manor w ndows, | couldn't see nmuch past

t he barns, except for the bulk of an old sprayer Evan had told WIf to get rid
of a month ago. Just beyond it, two golden glints could have been a | ot of

t hi ngs besi des the Pooka's eyes. Tamsin had told ne | had friends in the night
now, and | went up to bed telling nyself that, over and over.

Si xt een

A couple of nights hater, half an hour after his bedtine, Julian cane
padding into ny roomto say he couldn't sleep and would | tell hima story?
Sally and Evan were in Dorchester for dinner and a novie (no infants wanted,
t hank you very much), and in those days you'd get a bedtine story out of
M ster Cat faster than you would out of Tony. But Julian's always had ny
nunber--and anyway, it wasn't much payback for a passing grade in maths and a
stinky stuffed gorilla when | needed one. | made himget back into bed first,
t hough, and prom se he'd go to sleep after _one_ story. He's as crafty as a
boggart about the small print, but he keeps prom ses when he nakes t hem

Between Sally and Norris, | know a | ot of stories--I even know sone
Indian fairy tales that Meena's told nme. But that night | couldn't get
started, and | knew why right away. My mi nd was so full of Tansin's shadow
world that |'d been dream ng about her and the Pooka al nost every night--and
about the Oher One, too--and | couldn't get into witches and princesses and

dragons, even for Julian. So just on an inpulse, | did something really dunb.
Even for ne.
"Ckay," | said when he got settled in. "Once upon a time there was a

girl who lived at Stourhead Farm right in this house where we |live now. Her



nane was Tansin WI | oughby."
Because suddenly | wanted to talk about her. Not to tell anyone,

exactly, not to try to explain that she was still here with us in the Manor
but nmore like Tony telling nme about James Il and Judge Jeffreys--real people,
along tinme ago, but still real to him | guess | thought if | made Tansin

someone in a story for a child like Julian, it mght be all right.

"I's this a true story?" Julian demanded. "How do _you_ know?" He was big
on how do- you- know? that sunmer.

"Sonmebody told ne about her,"” | said. "You want to hear this or not?"
Julian pulled the blankets up over his face, leaving just his eyes peeking
out. | said, "Her father was Roger WI I oughby, the guy who started this farm
Her nmot her was called Margaret, and she had an ol der sister naned Maria. Two
brothers, too, but | don't renenber their nanmes. But it's all true, and if you
even _think_ 'How do _you_ know?' 1'll shove those bl ankets down your throat
and heave you for the vultures. You got that?"

"Mmph, " Julian said, but he nodded.

"She was the youngest child,” | said. "The farmwas too small for her
famly to be really rich, but they were a hot better off than nost people in
Dorset three hundred years ago. They had servants, and there were a hot of
farmworkers, and Tansin had a tutor and a horse named El egance. The wor st
thing that happened was when her sister Maria died of the Black Pl ague--t hat
was terrible for her, for all of them" Julian was staring at ne, and
realized |'d better slow down, rein in, or there'd be too many questions
waiting the monent | stopped for breath. | said, "This was her room matter of
fact."

Actual Iy, Tamsin couldn't ever remenber which bedroom had been hers, but
she thought Evan and Sally's room m ght be the one. But it gave Julian
somet hing el se to think about while | went on. | told himhow different the
Manor | ooked in those days, and how the W I I oughbys raised |ots nore sheep
than the Lovells do now, and what it was |ike plowing and irrigating and
harvesting with nothing but hand tools. It was all stuff Tansin had told _nme_,
but | could always say I'd gotten it from Evan. That part went fine.

But then Julian had to ask, because he's Julian, "Did she ever get
married? Did she have chil dren?”

"No," | said. "No, she never did."

"Why not ?" The bl anket was all the way down off his face now

"Because she died very young."

"Ch, no_." Julian's eyes actually started to fill up. He took stories
absolutely seriously, even at ten, and | kept forgetting that. "Did she get
t he Bl ack Pl ague? Li ke her sister?"

"The Pl ague was nostly gone by then,” | said. "It was some kind of hung
trouble.” | renenbered Tansin tal king about " _a flux. . a catarrh that grewto
a pleurisy. . . pulnonary phthisis_ | said, "She was twenty years old. |
t hi nk she got caught out in a storm sonething like that."

Julian was quiet for a while. |I thought he m ght be falling asl eep, and
| was just getting ready to sneak out when he asked, "Jenny? Did she at |east
have a boyfriend?"

He wanted her to have been happy, even a little bit. That damm ki d.

Before | knewit, | heard nyself saying, "Yes, she did, | know that for a
fact. H s name was Edric Davies."

| didn't know a thing about Edric Davies. | made it all up, just because
of Julian. Davies is a Wlsh name, so | told Julian he was a Wl sh fisherman
who wandered all the way down to Dorset and fell in love with a wealthy
farmer's daughter. | said that Roger WI I oughby wasn't about to have his only

girl marrying a penniless fish-jockey. He wouldn't let Edric even cone to the
house. But Tansin used to slip off and neet himanyway, in a ruined shepherd' s
hut on the downs. Use what you've got, right?

"You said they didn't get married." Julian had turned on his side, head
propped on his hand, alert as a damm chi prmunk. Not a chance of hi m dropping
off until 1 finished the story sonmehow



"Well, they wanted to," | said. "They ran away together one night, and

Roger W | | oughby had dogs out hunting for them" | hated badnmout hi ng Tansin's
father, knowi ng how nmuch she loved him but 1'd gotten myself into this story,
and | had to get out of it some way. "It was storming and raining, the way it
gets here in the winter, so the dogs lost the trail, but they got |ost too,

Tamsin and Edric. He wanted to take her hone, but she wouldn't let him She
said she'd rather die than go back."

Julian was wi de-eyed, hardly breathing. | was pretty caught up nyself,
considering. "lIs that how she di ed? Tamsin?"

| thought about the Other One, about the face in ny dreans that |
couldn't ever quite see. | said, "No, not then. There was a man, an ol der nan.
He took theminto his house, out of the storm and they thought they could
trust him But he fell in love with Tansin, too--or anyway he wanted her--and

he killed Edric. They fought a duel, but what does a fisherman know about
duel ing? The man killed him™

| practically had tears in ny owm eyes, it had gotten so real, and it
expl ai ned so much that Tamsin wouldn't tell ne. Julian whispered, "Wat about
_her?_ \What happened to her?"

"She ran out into the storm" | said. "Back into the rain and the w nd
and everything. They found her body the next day, and old Roger W|I I oughby
died of a broken heart." | threw that in |like an afterthought, something

extra. Lost to all shanme, as Meena woul d say.

Julian slid back down in the bed. He asked, "How do you know?" but the
guesti on was a shadow of its usual snotty self. | told himl'd heard the story
fromElie John, who'd just cone to work part-time for Evan. Ellie John's very
nice, but she's a _big woman with a sort of gruff voice, and Julian was a bit
scared of her in those days. | figured he wasn't likely to check on ne.

"That's a _terrible_ story," he said, the same way he used to say, "That
was a _scary_ novie," and with just the same satisfaction. "Did they ever get
that man--the one who killed poor Edric?"

"No," | said. "Dueling was | egal then, | think. Anyway, who cared about
one Wl sh fisherman? | guess he got clean away with it, whoever he was. Go to
sl eep. "

| tucked himin, gave hima quick little nuzzle--he wasn't el even yet,

you could still get away with it--and headed for the door. Behind nme | heard a
munbl e, "Quess he's dead by now, that man."

| turned at the door. "Well, it's been three hundred years. _|'d_
guess. "

"Too bad. Wsh he was still alive, so we could kill him" And with that

childish dreamon his childish |lips, ny adopted baby brother went bye-bye.
ti ptoed out and went back to ny room

But now _|I_ couldn't sheep. 1'd made that whole story up, like | said,
just to occupy Julian, and told himit was true without turning a hair. But
t hi nking about it | started wondering if it could be at all near the truth of
what really happened with Tanmsin and Edric Davies. Wat _was_ she doing out on
a night wild enough to cause her death? And who was Edric if he wasn't her
lover? And if the Oher One wasn't his rival for Tamsin.. . but | didn't want
to think about the Gther One any nore than | had to. He was all right in a
story, but not out of it.

Sally and Evan weren't back yet, and Tony was in his studio. | gave
sl eep half an hour, and then | got up and dressed again and went outside to
hunt up the billy-blind.

W'd met himin the North Barn, but | didn't imagine himliving there
like the boggart in our house. | figured he'd have a place of his own--a
burrow or a den, or even a treehouse--sonewhere near the Manor. | didn't know
how to find him-1 hoped maybe |I'd get |ucky and have hi m come | ooking for ne.
Dogs like Albert don't feel right if there isn't at |east one sheep around to
herd sonmewhere. Maybe it was the sane with billy-blinds and peopl e.

It was a mld night, with an apple-snelling breeze naking the new net al
sheds squeak and grunbl e; but there was autumm way down under it, like a



little cold current nibbling your ankles when you're swinming. | didn't go
beyond the main buildings. | just wandered nore or less aimessly, trying to

| ook |i ke someone in huge need of advice, which wasn't difficult. Dairy,

not hi ng--North and South Barns, farmwrkers' parking |lot, tractor shed,

not hi ng- - wor kshop, not hi ng- - namel ess shed where you stash the stuff that
doesn't belong in any other shed, nothing. Mster Cat kept me company for a
whi | e, pouncing at shadows |like a kitten, but then he got bored and just never
cane back out of one shadow or another. | was watching out for the Pooka, and
for whatever it was Mster Cat had gone a few rounds with the same night | met
the billy-blind; but there didn't seemto be anybody but ne prowing around

St ourhead Farm that night. Today that would tell me sonething.

He was the one who found nme. | was trudgi ng back to the South Barn
thinking that | hadn't checked the |oft, when he actually tugged on ny pants
leg. "You'll be looking for me, no doubt," he said, when | got back from
wherever 1'd junped to. "Cone, |'ve been expecting you."

Wai st coat, fluffed-up cravat, and this tine a long coat, like the kind
gunfighters wear in Westerns. | have _never_ found out where he lives, by the

way, or who does his laundry. He led nme, very inportantly--your average
billy-blind can strut sitting down--over to a stack of scrap |unber, hopped up
onto it so he could | ook down at nme, put his hands on his hips, and announced,
"Well, 1'lIl tell you one thing, child, and that's not two--nowt but porter and
an egg will help that hair. Porter and a brown egg, there's your ticket. | use
it meself, and |l ook at nme, would you?"

He did have a great head of curly hair, about the color of stonewashed
jeans. | said, really carefully, "I"Il try it, the billy-blind, |I promse
will. But that's not what | was wanting to ask you about."

"Aye, well, it should have been," the billy-blind growl ed, just I|ike
Robert Newton. "It's as well you sought ne out, mnd, for |I've nmeant and neant
to speak sharply to you about your friend. The WII oughby."

"Yes!" | said. "Yes, that's it, that's what | wanted to ask!" The
billy-bhind grinned like a magician who's just shown you the card that he
couldn't possibly have guessed you chose. | said, "There's so much | want to
know about her, and she won't. . . | nean, |ike how she died, or why she keeps
sayi ng she's supposed to be sonewhere el se--or where the Gther One fits into
all this. And Edric Davies." | was talking so fast | ran out of breath, while
the billyblind stood on that pile of wood, not noving, not saying a word. "And
why did you tell her twice to sit still, and what place is it | should stay
away fron? You're the billy-blind around here--you tell ne."

The billy-blind wasn't smiling anynmore. |If you just |ooked at his face
i ke anybody el se's, he could have been twenty-five, fifty, sixty. I'm
terrible at guessing ages, anyway. But when you stared into those jewelled
eyes--1 couldn't have told you what color they were, then or now-you had to
realize that he was ol der than Tamsin, way older. He said, "I give advice
lass. | don't explain. There's different."

"Ch," | said. "Well, couldn't you just once nake an exception? | mean,
she's your friend, and it's _very_inportant."

Snort. "My friend, oh aye--yet she'll not heed the billy-blind's
counsel , never, not she! Sit still? Don't | see her traipsing the night with

you, showi ng herself to any who'd wish her ill? Don't I, then?"
Snort. Stanp. Billy-blinds don't just hand out advice, it matters |ike
mad to themif you take it or not. | said, " _Wio_is it who wishes her ill? If

| knew _that_, maybe | could do something, get her to stay out of sight the
way you want. \What would it hurt you to tell?"

| was starting to snort a little nyself, and the billy-blind was | ooking
al nrost amused. "Al ways so, always so. The ones |I fancy, they never know how to
behave with the billy-blind. Not her, not you, always so." Wen he scratched
his head with both hands, | still think | maybe saw a pair of bunpy horns, the
same color as his hair, but maybe not. "Well, I'Il say this nuch to you, for
that's a good girl, Tansin WII|oughby, manners or no. But you've roused her
that's your doing, and that shifts things, that makes things to nove, d'ye



see? And | can't signify what's to come of it, indeed | can't, but there's
_looking_ now, there's waking and hunting besides hers, _beyond_ hers. Do you
see, girl?"

H s eyes had hold of nme the way the Pooka's yell ow eyes had done, except
that these eyes were al nost pleading, alnost human for that noment. | said,
"That's the Gther One." The billy-blind didn't answer nme. "But he's gone,"
said. "She told nme--Tansin told me. He's gone, and he can't cone back."

The billy-blind said, "You'll remenber to drink eight full glasses of
water a day. Grand for the system that is."

"I could have gotten that off a damm cereal box!" | yelled at him "What
about the Orher One?" But the billy-blind was | ooking past me, he was
listening to something | hadn't heard yet. When |I did hear it, | first thought

it was Evan and Sally driving in, and I went on telling nyself it was them as
long as | could, because | didn't want it to be what | already knew it was.
I'"mgoing to come back and fix that sentence hater

Most times, like I've said, it had to be a really fierce night for you
to hear the Wld Hunt in the sky. But this night was as calmas calm even
with that bit of a breeze, and that's what nmade it so terrible. Because
suddenly they were up there, right overhead, the horses and the dogs, the
howl i ng and the horns and the rattling hoof beats, the screechy |aughter that
didn't sound like wild geese for a damm m nute--all of it, all of it. And
wasn't safe in the house, behind walls and a wi ndow with Julian hol di ng ny
hand too tight, but out on the open ground, where they could see me-- and they
saw nme, | _felt_it--_that_was the storm their awareness bursting over ne. |
stood where | was, not because | was brave, but because there wasn't any room
under the woodpile, with the billyblind already there. | just stood alone in
the storm 1like Tansin, |ooking up

Anyway, | _was_ alone until Mster Cat |anded on ny shoulder. | hardly
felt him | was so paralyzed, until he dug in his claws and shoved in close to
nmy neck and yow ed |i ke a banshee at the WId Hunt. Hi s fangs were bare to the
gunms, and his fur and tail were fluffed up so he | ooked twi ce his normal size;
and if those Huntsnmen had understood Si amese, they'd have turned and cone for
us in a flash. But Mster Cat didn't care if they did--he was ready to take
themall on, and the horses, too. Maybe he was just showing off for Mss
Sophi a Brown, but 1've never been so proud of him

They didn't turn. They passed over. Probably it didn't take nore than
ten or fifteen seconds, which | read sonewhere is all the tine dreans are
supposed to take, at nost. They passed over, and the rage of their passage

faded off toward Sherborne, and | stood still, straining after them 1|istening
for a sound I'd never heard before when the Hunt went by. It was a voice, a
man's voice, but shrieking in such awmful terror that | almnmost couldn't tell it

was human. We don't have pigs at Stourhead, but the Col faxes do--they're the
next farm over-and you can hear pigs screaming all that way when they know
they're about to be slaughtered. It's horrible, it's the nost horrible thing
know, but it sounds nmore human than that voice, that night, flying just ahead
of the WId Hunt.

They were gone. Mster Cat quieted down to the kind of growl he'd use
for sone idiot dog, and the billy-blind craw ed out of hiding, |ooking scared,
but not the | east enbarrassed at having grabbed the one bit of shelter for
hinself. He cleared his throat. "Aye, so, advice you want, advice you'll have
Stay clear of _them, stay away fromthat place |'ve told you about--"

"You never did, you never said _what_ place--"

"--and you'll stop _rousing_ the WII|oughby, stop wal king out with her
There's no good can cone of it, now but danger for you and worse for her. Let
be, girl, there's the billy-blind s advice for you-she was well enough till
you cane worreting at her--"

"No, she wasn't , and I _didn't_--"

"-and what's noving, what's waiting, it can't cone into that little
secret place of hers. It didn't know then, it can't know now -"

" 1t?_ \What, the WIld Hunt? No, you nean the Qther One, that's it,



right?" Mster Cat hissed in ny ear, because | was |osing ny cool again, but I
was mles past listening even to him "Wat _then?_  Wat _then_ are we talking
about ? What can't it know? What's waiting for Tamsin?" | was reaching for him
| was actually going to grab himand shake him | wonder what woul d have
happened if | had.

Headl i ght s bouncing of f the sky; the sound of a truck engine clinmbing
the hill. Evan and Sally. The billy-blind and | stared at each other in
absolute silence for a nonment. | couldn't read his eyes at all, but he didn't
seem angry at ne. He said, "You go back to school, don't be asking that big
Whi dbey girl for hel p--she don't |ike you above half. And sit near the w ndow
in that Spanish class." He had to yell that last bit after ne, because | was
al ready heading for the house, with Mster Cat boundi ng al ong beside ne. W
were in bed--nme still in my jeans, but with my eyes tight shut-- by the tine
Evan and Sally cane in.

Nei t her of us slept that night, not me and not Mster Cat. He knew a | ot
better than | what he'd been chall engi ng, and now he crept under the bl ankets
with me and snuggled into nmy arnpit, and stayed there. But every tine | |ooked
at him his eyes were open, and all night he kept npbaning really softly to
hi nsel f, no matter how nuch | petted himand told himwhat a hero he was. He
only stopped doing it after Mss Sophia Brown showed up toward norning--she
just _appeared_, popping into sight like a silent novie projected on a

bedsheet. | al nost junped out of bed when she got under the covers, too, and
curled herself right next to Mster Cat. But | didn't, and that's the way the
three of us stayed until the first cocks went at it before dawn. | remenbered

a snatch of an old, old ballad Evan sings with Sally soneti nes:

_The cock doth craw, the day doth daw,

The channering worm doth chide_ .

| don't know what a channering wormis, or what it's chiding about, but
the song's about ghosts. M ss Sophia Brown stood up and stretched herself,
just like a real cat, and she gave Mster Cat's nose one quick hick and
di sappeared. And | fell straight off to sleep, and got a good five or ten
m nutes before Julian barged in to tell ne it was stupid cantel oupes for
breakfast (Julian hates fruit), and he wanted to go visit Al bert and the sheep
afterward. There are days, even now, when |I'mquite proud of nyself for
letting Julian live. Because there _were_ options.

Sevent een

W started school again sharp at the begi nning of Septenber, and we
handed runni ng. The English don't believe in easing you back into the
classroom-1 had all | could do just to keep hal fway even wi th peopl e who nust
have been studying all summer. The boys were pretty much in the sane ness:
Tony hadn't done a thing but dance, and Julian had nostly been doing very
wei rd experiments and readi ng Asterix com ¢ books in French. As for ne,
there's not much to say. | was ready for _sonething_that fall, but it wasn't
Sherborne Grls.

As the billy-blind had advised me, | kept away from Penel ope Wi dbey,
and grabbed a seat by the wi ndow in Spanish class. (Yes, ny grades _did_ go
up--not a lot, but sone.) \Wen anyone asked nme how |I'd spent the summer, 1'd
roll ny eyes and sigh, and do my best to | ook too expensively debauched for
words. It didn't work worth a dam--everyone knew | didn't have a
boyfriend-but | |iked doing it anyway, just because |I'd never have dared to try
it at Gaynor. Meena said it enbarrassed her, but it made her | augh, too. Wich
was good, because Chris Herridge was gone, and they hadn't even been able to
get together for a decent farewell scene. She hardly spoke in class, and
hardly ate at all, and she stopped nmaki ng any sound when she cried, which
bot hered me nore than anything else, |I don't know why. So then | started



cl owni ng around, especially at school, doing and saying every silly thing
could think of to get her at least to smle. | got called for it a lot, unti
Meena made ne stop. But it did help--after that, sonetimes, | could just |ook
at her across a classroomand she'd giggle a little. So that was sonethi ng.

The Dorset rains were even worse that fall than they'd been the year
before. They actually started before harvest was quite over, which neant we
were all helping out in the fields--Sally cancelling her piano | essons, the
boys and nme right after school, and Evan and the hands goi ng nonstop, dawn to
dark, getting in as nuch of the crop as we could. It was nmuddy and col d and
endl ess, and mserable, and I broke all my nails, but | still did as nmuch work
as Tony and Julian. Then we went and hel ped with the Col foxes' harvest. They
had a bigger farm but not as many workers, and they lost nore than we did.

|'ve never been that tired. It got so just lifting ny feet to get from
one field to another-one _row_to another--felt Iike way nore trouble than
just standing still in the rain forever. | didn't catch cold, like Tony, or
pull a nmuscle in ny back, |like Evan. Wat | did was, | stopped thinking. I
st opped t hi nki ng about everything except slogging along this row, cutting
thi ngs of f stal ks, scooping sodden bl ue-black things up fromthe nud, wi ping
rain out of nmy eyes, noving on to _that_row | |earned nore about Thomas
Hardy that harvest than | ever learned in any literature class. Alot of his
peopl e stop thinking, too.

One of the things | didn't think about was Tansin--Tansin and the ni ght
world she'd introduced nme to. No, that's not true. Sonetinmes, when | was nost
worn out, it was really easy to see myself being one of the people who'd have
wor ked for Roger WI I oughby, and all the WII oughbys after him trudging their
hills, plowing their fields, talking old Dorset, having children, |osing half

of themat birth, Iiving on bread and cheese and beer, and whatever they could
glean after the harvest; getting through one winter like this after another

the best way they could--and still sonmehow feeling |like part of the WII oughby
famly. It confused ne--1 didn't knowif Tamsin was to blame for the way they

lived, just for _being_a WII|oughby, or whether she'd never had any nore
choi ce than any of them

I worked until we'd saved what we could fromthe rains, and then | had
to catch up with ny school work, which took until practically Christrmas. Either
way, it was weeks before | went back to that secret roomthat Roger WI I oughby
had built to hide his chaplains in.

| saw the Pooka twice. He was different each tine: Once he was a little
red fox in the shadow of a tree, watching as Tony and | were trying to sal vage
a few scrawny ears of corn fromthe nuck; and the second time he was a deer
stepping as elegantly as Mster Cat along a row of soggy cabbages, nibbling
here, noshing there. Tamsin was right--you couldn't m stake the eyes, even at
a di stance. And when he | ooked straight at me he knew me, just as Tansin had
said he would. He didn't speak, or come toward nme, or do anything that a fox
or a deer wouldn't have done, but it was him | wasn't scared, and | wasn't
thrilled either. | was too dam tired.

M ster Cat and M ss Sophia Brown went on being an item though nobody
knew t hat except nme. Nobody el se ever saw themtogether. Sonme nights I'd have
no cat in ny room because he was out sonewhere in the wind and rain, carrying
on with her; sone nights I'd have them both piled together on the quilt, and
I'"d just lie there watching them sheep, the hive cat and the ghost, and
Julian's gorilla. At least Mss Sophia Brown _|ooked_ asleep, but of course
["lI'l never know. Tansin never exactly slept, | know that, but she did doze now
and then, in a sort of way. She tried to explain it to ne once.

"Jenny, have you known it ever, that zone between aware and asl eep when
dreans float through you--or you through them-as though you and they were of
t he sane substance? Beyond control, beyond words to name them yet there's an
exchange, a penetration, for all one knows themto be basel ess phantons. So
with ne, often, as | wait by nmy window And is what | see truly what _is?_ or
are these visions of what has been? what might be? | can never tell."

She was sitting on the edge of ny bed when she said that. 1'd felt her



there, as deeply as | was sleeping--the way | always felt M ss Sophia
Brown--and | opened nmy eyes to see her petting the cats. They purred and
stretched under her hands the way cats do when anybody, an ordi nary person
strokes them Everything' s different with cats.

Tamsi n gave a sort of half-enbarrassed | augh, nothing like the way she
usual |y laughed. She said, "In fair truth, Jenny, you and your Mster Cat are
nmy touchstone, ny Pole Star, ny ground bass of existence. But for you two, 1'd
have no notion at all of which way lay reality, happed round as I amin ny
dreans and ny neardreans. This is why | cane seeking you tonight."

| didn't know how to tell her that I'd been afraid of opening her door

and finding the O her One waiting in her chair. | nuttered, "W've been
hel ping to get the harvest in."
Tamsi n nodded. "Aye, we did just so, even when | was small. It rained
the sane then, if that's any confort."
"And I'mtrying not to rouse you," | said. Tansin | ooked at ne as
bl ankly as any living, breathing human could have done. | said, "That's what

the billy-blind warned nme about. He told ne | was waki ng you up, the way we
talk and visit and go for wal ks, and that rousing you meant rousing something

el se, other things, |I don't' know what he neant. Maybe you do. | don't know
anything--1 just want to keep you safe. From whatever."

Tamsin went on petting Mster Cat and M ss Sophia Brown, and she didn't
answer ne. It was too hard to keep my eyes open, so | let themfloat shut.

Tamsi n began to sing her sister's nursery song:

" _Apricocks |I'mselling,
peaches, plums and nel ons,
who will cone and buy?
who will cone and buy?
Daughters |'ve so nmany,
Jean and Joan and Jenny,
selling two a penny--

who will conme and buy? "

| opened my eyes agai n when she sang ny nane. She was smling, and there
was never one damm thing | could do when Tansin sniled. It's hard to say why,
especi ally when you figure that we're tal king about a guess of a nmenory of a
snmi | e--how does a ghost recall teeth, or what happens to the eyes when the
mout h corners turn up? But maybe that was exactly it; maybe Tansin's snile got
me the way it always did because three hundred years of Tamsin went into that
smle. Anyway, all | could manage was to say, "l've mssed you. | niss you
nmore than | mss _anybody_ --people back in New York, anybody. But you're
supposed to sit still, the billy-blind kept saying it. | just don't want to
get you into trouble."

Tamsin patted ny leg through the blankets. | didn't feel it--1 wanted
to, but I didn't--but _she_did, some way, | could tell. | could. She said,
"Jenny, | have never mssed but four folk, if by that you nean being nore
aware of their absence than of ny own presence. Now of those four, three are
as long stopped as |--ny father and ny nother and and she actually rmunbl ed
the next name--_Edric_--on purpose, like ne when | don't want to be
under st ood. For just that noment, just that nmoment, Tamsin Ehspeth Catherine
Maria Dubois WI I oughby was exactly ny age.

She went on, really quietly, "But that fourth--that fourth is a child
fromthe colonies, a living 'girl whose world can only be one of ny dreans,
but whose soul sonehow takes ny soul by the hand. Dear Jenny, it is too hate
for the billy-blind. I _am wakened, and I _am already in trouble, and
there's naught for it but to see it through, come wind, come weather. Yet | am
glad--is that not strange?"

I was wi de awake myself now. | sat up in bed, joggling Mster Cat, who
didn't like it. "Well, it's ny fault, so | have to see it through with you.
And even if it weren't and | didn't, | would, you know that." Tansin sniled at



me again. | said, "But you have to tell nme sone things. You know that, too."

"Yes, Jenny," Tamsin said, but she didn't say anything el se for what
seened like a long tinme. Qutside, one of the cocks crowed, but not because the
day was dawing, like in the old song--cocks go off |ike car alarnms, at al
hours. It was raining again, so maybe that did it. | couldn't hear any other
ni ght sounds through the rain, but for a noment | _thought_ | heard what
_m ght _ have been the chick of unshod hoofs across the new driveway, and
wondered if the Pooka was watching the house. | hoped he was, though
couldn't have said why.

Tamsin said, "Edric Davies is a mnusician?" That happened a |ot--her
meaning to state a fact and having it cone out a sad little question.
actually said, "No!" before I could stop nyself-- that's howtotally I'd fixed
nmy face for Edric being a Welsh fisherman. | said, "You nean, |ike ny
_nother? "

"Indeed, just so." Tamsin was really delighted by the idea, you could
see. "A nmusic naster, |like your nother, teaching his art and playing for grand
balls and brawls alike, all through the county. My father _would_ have ny
portrait done when | turned nineteen, and Edric was thus engaged for ny
entertainment while I rmust sit for the painter. So it was."

Anot her nusician. Up to here in nusicians ny entire life, and here cones
anot her one--keyboards, yet. A fisherman, a sailor, a gypsy tinker would have

been nore romantic than one nore damm piano player. "Shall | say what he sang,
Jenny? | tell his songs over to nyself, like a nun with her beads, and could
nane you every one, when | cannot always recall the hue of ny own hair. 'Lawn
as white as driven snow,' 'Onbre de non amant,' '\Vous ne sauriez, nes yeux,'
"Still 1'"mw shing,' 'What can we poor females do? --you see, you see how
remenber ?"

I'd never seen her |ooking the way she | ooked now. It wasn't just that
she was absolutely clear, perfectly distinct, as solid and real and _alive_
for that nonent as Mster Cat snoring between us. Wat it was was a |ight,
that faint, faint ghost-light all around her, growi ng bright enough to throw
nmy shadow on the bed. | don't believe in angels and hal os, and |'ve never seen
anyone's aura, but Tamsin |ooked like all that stuff when she tal ked about
Edri c Davi es.

"My parents quite approved of him" she said. "As singer, as nusico--as
a gentleman, even, for he was better educated than they, while never naking
show of it, and they'd have been shaned to have himeat with the servants. But
had t hey known what was passi ng between our eyes, while the hired dauber
toiled away and nmy nother knitted in a corner. . .Jenny, we said no word of it
to each other--what need? It was our good fortune that the painter was sl ow
and clunsy, and cross with it, and nust be forever scratching out and starting
over. My father grew inpatient, but as for Edric and ne, we'd have stopped
time and the world in that nusic room could we have done so. Perhaps we did.

I think sonetines we did."

| didn't know how to take it. | never used to get squirmy about ot her
peopl e's big romances--as nmany crushes as | saw Jake Wahkowi tz through, |et
al one Meena's broken heart over Chris Herridge. But this was sonething
al together else, this wasn't anything | knew anything about, and | didn't even

know how to | ook back into Tansin's eyes. | said, "So you ran off together."
Tamsi n sighed so softly that | alnost didn't hear her, because of the
rain. | still don't understand how ghosts can make sounds at all. "W had such

pl ans, Jenny. It was to be Bristol first, then to Cardiff, where Edric had
fam ly, and where we might be nmarried-- and then London, oh, London! There was
work for a nusician, and friends who m ght yet arrange an introduction at
Court--for James does prize nmusic, I'll grant himthat."

She'd do that sometines, slipping between past and present, like a radio
at sundown, when the little faraway stations start com ng in. Now she said, "I
| ove himso, and dare tell none. | fear to sleep--what if |I should cry out his
nane, and ny nother or a servant hear? My parents will be destroyed to hose
me, and | will surely be destroyed to think of themfinding me gone--but



there's naught for it, Jenny, there's naught for it. Bristol first, then
tonmorrow ni ght, and chance the elements.” The rain started falling harder
right on those |ast words. Dorset weather is _very_ dramatic.

"And you got caught in the storm" | said. It was working out
practically the way |I'd nade it up, except maybe for the duel. But Tansin
shook her head, coming back to the present tense so hard that her outline
shivered like a candle flane.

"A storm yes--a stormit was indeed, but not the one we knew to
beware." She put her hands on mine, so that | could see our fingers |aced
together even if | couldn't feel it. "There cane a man to Lyne Regis. Lyne
Regis, the eleventh of June. | could never forget that, not if | had been
stopped twice as long as | have. 1'd forget Edric's voice ere | forgot the
el eventh of June."

And | knew. Tony hadn't told nme the date, and we hadn't gotten up to it
in British Hstory, but | knew | said, "Mnnmouth's Rebellion."

"Was that his name? Monnout h?" Tansin thought about it for a nonment,

t hen shrugged. "Very like. There were fol k who foll owed his banner, crying
that he should be king. My father was not of their number." She |aughed a
little. "He said to me, 'Catty, never you go trailing after a Stuart, not one
step. The best of themlove their dreans, the worst | ove none but thensel ves,
but no Stuart born cares for you, or for me, or for any of the poor fools who
| ove them Follow a nmoontouched zany, follow an _ignis fatuus_, but never a
Stuart. Mnd what | say, little one." "

It was making sense, it was even better than ny story. | said, "But
Edric followed him Edric went with Mnnouth."

"No, not Edric," Tansin said. "Not he, but his pupil, Francis Gollop
For Edric did take students, as does your nother, and Francis was all his
pride. A yeoman's son, nothing nmore, but he _would_ learn the harpsichord, and
Edric told ne often that Francis had the sane gift of love as his own for the

musi ¢ he played. He said . . . he said that was better than having cl ean
hands, better than quick, slender fingers. Ch, Jenny, | do renmenber
everyt hing!"

There was joy in her voice, but nore pain--even | could tell the
di fference, even back then. It woke M ss Sophia Brown up, or whatever; anyway,
she cane and put her paws around Tamsin's neck, the way M ster Cat does wth
me. "Right. So this Francis joined Monmouth's Rebellion. But Edric _didn't_ go
with him"

"Nay, Edric went after him Francis's nother cane pleading to him on
her knees, that he would bring her son home--but be sure that Edric would have
gone to find himhad she never done so. For he was greatly fond of the boy,
and had no mnd to hose himto such nadness. 'What cares music who's king?' he
woul d ask me, expecting no answer, and getting none. 'Thieves, murderers, the
hot of them crowned and uncrowned alike. Francis's left hand, Francis's
i nprovi sations-these are worth all the thrones of all the world, all the kings
and queens, all the bl oody wetched seaports, frontiers, principalities. And
the worse for that idiot boy if he doesn't knowit. I'll fetch him strai ghtway
back, for his nother's sake and ny own. The kings shall not have this one.""

For that monent | could actually see Edric Davies. That can happen with
ghosts, when they're thinking of a person who neant as nmuch in their |iving
days as they did to thenselves. Tansin's face _changed_--not a |lot, but just
enough for me to glinpse a pointed, off-center nose, a chin |like a football
and cheekbones you coul d borrow nmoney on. Long dark hair, not quite shoul der
| engt h--eyes nuch darker than Tansin's . . . a quirky face, sort of |opsided.
Not at all handsome, but nice. Then Edric was gone and she was hersel f again,
looking a little lonelier for the nenory. She said quietly, "But they did.
They did, Jenny."

| didn't know ny throat was hurting until | tried to talk. "He was
killed? Francis?"

"At Sedgenoor, fighting on foot against mounted men with swords. Edric
found his body in a ditch, still clutching a broken shepherd's crook. It was



over by then, Monnouth already taken, and rebels ordered | eft where they fell,
for the dogs and the ravens. But Edric would not have it so, and he brought
Francis by night to his parents on a handbarrow " She was smling now, holding
M ss Sophia Brown chose. "I was never so proud of himas | was when we buried
Francis in a wheatfield, with his nusic and that broken stick at his side.
Even ny father said it was well done."

It was too nuch. It was all too nuch, and it was all com ng too fast,
and it was too _real_, at three or whatever in the nmorning, with a ghost
sitting on ny bed, petting her ghost-cat and renenbering. People running and
shouting and falling, horses scream ng, arnored nmen battering peasants down
into the mud of neadows and pastures | actually knew -and Tamsin's Edric
Davi es, Edric the nusician, who wanted nothing to do with any of it,
struggling in the sanme rainy Dorset darkness as this, pushing his barrow al ong

lanes lined with bodies just |ike the one he was lugging hone . . . it was
still _happening_ in her voice, everything that had really happened here three
hundred years ago. It wasn't ne naking up a silly story about Tansin and Edric
for Julian--it was real and right now, and I couldn't handle it. | started to
cry.

Tamsi n took ny face between her hands. It _seemed_ to nme that ny hot
skin cooled just a bit when she did that, but what do |I know? | was busy
gul pi ng and coughi ng and hiccuping, trying to hold it all back, because | was
afraid of waking people, and because | can't stand to cry in front of anybody,
even her. She said, "Little one, Jenny, hush, hush, there, never mnd," but I
couldn't stop, and she didn't know what to do--poor Tamsin, how could she? So
finally she went back one nore tine to that song her sister taught her

"Wat ercress and qui nces,

fit for kings and princes,
who will cone and buy?

who will cone and buy?
Daughters all are married,
far away they're carried--
woul d that one had tarried--
who will conme and buy?"

Whi ch gave ne time to sniff and burp (I _always_ start burping Iike nad
when |'ve been crying), and wi pe my eyes on the sheet, and nutter, "They stil
woul dn't let you marry Edric."” Tanmsin didn't answer. | said, "Wat happened to
Edric?"

| think she would have told me right then--no, | know she woul d have--if
Julian hadn't wandered in, rubbing his eyes and holding a couple of his French
conm ¢ books. He said, "Jenny? Wiy are you doi ng that?"

| didn't know whet her he neant crying or burping, or just being
awake--you can't ever tell with that kid. Tamsin was gone before he was
hal fway t hrough the door, and my room suddenly felt really dark again, and

al nrost started bawling again, but | didn't. I told him "I can't get back to
sleep, and '"'mso tired," which was true enough. And Julian said, "M, too. |
know what--1'11 make chocolate mlk and I'll _read_ to you!" Julian would sel
out the entire British Comobnweal th for chocolate milk. I'mjust nmentioning it

now, in case he ever gets into power.

So he went to the kitchen and stirred up chocolate mlk for us both, and
then he curled up on ny bed and read me both of his Asterix books--doing al
the different voices, naturally. Mster Cat was pissed at him because M ss
Sophi a Brown had vani shed with Tansin the nonent Julian showed. But he got
into Asterix after a while, and | dozed and woke and dozed until dawn. Julian
fell asleep at ny feet sonewhere along in there.

Ei ght een



The rains don't exactly _stop_in a Dorset winter--there's a reason so
many pl aces are call ed Puddl etown, Tol puddl e, Piddl ehinton, Piddletrenthide,
and |ike that--but they do ease up fromtine to tinme. Once he could get out to
the fields, Evan started nounding up strips of earth straight across the nuddy
stubble and rotten |l eftover bits, everywhere there was going to be any
planting. "To keep the soil warm" he told Ellie John and Seth--right, Seth
was there by then--and they stared at him and then told everybody el se about
it, and _they_stared, but they went ahead and did what he told them The
fields | ooked weird when it was done--welted up |like an attack of hives--and
the Lovells damm near got hives thensel ves when Evan invited themto conme down
from Oxford and take a | ook. But Evan didn't care. He was as cool as M ster
Cat with the Lovells that tine.

"It's called no-till farmng," he told them "I studied it fairly
extensively when | was in the States. Very nmuch the new thing. Very popular in
the M dwest."

The Lovells weren't buying. They particularly weren't buying Evan's
expl anation that with this method you don't do any plowing at all--just lay
the seeds down on the ground and wal k away. Not really wal k away; you need to
be using special inproved seeds, and just the right anobunts of the right kinds
of fertilizer. Sometinmes you don't get as big a crop the first year or two,
because the ground's so used to disks and blades harrowing it up. And if it

sounds for a minute as though I know what |'mtal king about, forget it. | just
live here

Tony and | were on floor-nopping duty when Evan laid it on the line for
the Lovells. "I knowit's hard to imgine, after so nmany m |l ennia of people

all over the world doing exactly the sane thing with their land. Good soil or
bad--you turn it over, you break it up, you hack furrows into it, you sow -you
weed, you spray, you harvest, you market, you start over, world w thout end."
He shook his head solemmly. "All those centuries, basically unaltered.

Amazi ng, when you think of it."

Masses of Lovells glowered back at him (Actually, they never canme nore
than three or four at a time, but they always managed to |l ook like an entire
Board of Directors.) One Lovell said, "Nothing wong with that. Gvilization's
al ways built on people farnming their land."

"CGivilizations change," Evan said. "People change. And | and

changes--that's what |1've been trying to make you see. This soil, this earth
we' re standing on has had the equival ent of a hurricane blowi ng through it
every year for a thousand years. There's nothing left. | want you to

understand this. _There is nothing left_. The only reason Stourhead Farm and
all the farms in West Dorset produce so much as a dandelion, a bl oody burdock
leaf, is that they're absolutely saturated in chemical fertilizers. Zonbie
farms, the wal king dead!" The Lovells' nouths were hangi ng open |ike

st eanshovel jaws. Evan said, "If you're serious about wanting to restore
Stourhead to what it was when the | and was young, then you're going to have to
change with the land. This is what's needed, and this is how |'mgoing to be
managi ng here from now on."

A big bald Lovell was the first to stop spluttering. He said, "And
suppose there's not a thing we can do about it."

Evan sniled. "You're ny enployers. You've always got a choice."

The Lovells didn't exactly call for a time out and a huddl e, but close
enough. There was a |l ot of silent shrugging, grunting, head shaking, nouth
twi tching, hand spreadi ng, and general eyebrow athletics going on, while Evan
| eaned back in his chair and stretched his |l egs, just as though none of their
antics neant a thing in the world to him Wen he | ooked over and saw Tony and
me | eani ng on our nops and watching, he gave us a |ong, slow w nk. Cool as
M ster Cat.

And he got away with it. The bald Lovell finally grunbled, "M ght have
_said_ sonmething . . well, in for a penny, in for a pound, hey?" and the rest
of them went al ong. Evan could have two years to try out his no-till nethod,
with an option for a third year if the second crop at |east equal ed this |ast



harvest. It didn't seemlike nuch of a shot to me, but it was plainly all he
was going to get out of the Lovells. He told themwhat kind of new equi prment
he'd need, and how much it would cost, and the Lovells pissed and npaned sone
nore, but it came out consent. Evan got themto put everything in witing
before they left, just in case.

"They could have fired you," Tony said afterward. "They coul d have
bl oody bounced you, right on the spot. W'd have been back bunking in wth
Charlie."

Evan shook his head. "They'd lose at |east a year and a harvest finding
anot her manager this late--they knowit, and I know it, and they know | know.
_Now , on their way home, they'll start looking around in a hurry, but it'lI
keep them busy for a while. Al 1've done is buy us a bit of time, which was
all I wanted. Who's for chess? Julian, I'll give you a rook, how about it?"
Evan woul d have nade a great chess hustler, like the ones in Central Park, if
he weren't a crazy farner.

Later, with the rain com ng down hard again, with the lights going on
and off and the TV conpletely dead, and everyone piled together in the nusic
roomlistening to Sally playing Rolling Stones songs the way Bach or Schubert
or Mahl er woul d have done them | asked on an inpul se, "Evan, does anybody
know anyt hi ng about Roger W/ | oughby's fanily?"

Evan was | eani ng agai nst the piano bench with his head resting lightly
on Sally's leg. By now |l was al nbst used to seeing themlike that, as though
they'd been married forever; it only got to ne once in a while, when | was
of fguard or in sone kind of npbod. He said, "It depends on what you want to
know, Jenny. | could show you a copy of Roger's will, which is quite detail ed
about who gets what, and | could describe the changes his ol dest son, Gles,

made when he took over the farmin 1699. But that's not what you're after, is
it?"

"No," | said. Tony was propped on an el bow, thunb-westling with Julian
but he was watching me really curiously, which is why he was |losing. | said,
"What about the other children? There were the two boys and two girls, only
one of themdied of the Black Plague." _That_ was a m stake--now _everybody_
was | ooking at me. Well, in for a penny, like the Lovells. "I nean, that's
what | heard, anyway. | was just wondering about the other daughter, and
about--1 don't know . . if any of themcould have gotten nixed up in
Monnout h' s Rebellion or anything like that? Tony doesn't think so, but | was
wonderi ng. "

If human life on this planet ever depends on whether or not | can tell a
l[ie without blushing, humanity had better start packing. | wasn't even
lying--1 was just trying for casual, and | can't even do that w thout my whole
face spontaneously conbusting. Everybody was polite about it, though, and
nobody asked any of the questions I'd left nyself wi de open for. Evan did give
me a long | ook, way too thoughtful--Tony gets it fromhim it just occurs to
me now -but all he said was, "You should talk to old Guy Guthrie."

Sally stopped playing for a noment. "The man at the market? \What woul d
he know about the WI I oughbys?"

"Quy @uthrie knows everything," Evan said. "Everything about Dorset,
anyway. The Celts, the Romans, the people who cut the Cerne Abbas Gant in the
turf, the ones who lived in Miiden Castle, the ones who went with
Monnout h- -t he Tol puddl e Martyrs, Thomas Hardy, Barnes, the lot. _And_ their
ghosts." | must have dropped nmy teeth, because Evan sniled his |ong, slow
snmle at ne. "He collects ghosts, old Guy does. Hobs and bogl es too--get him
to tell you about the Scream ng Skull of Bettisconbe Manor--but nostly it's
Dorset history, the bits and | oose ends that don't fit into books. He'll know
about the WI I oughbys."

He did, too. _Does_, | mean: GQuy Quthrie's still alive, still doesn't
| ook any nore than seventy-five--though he's got to be ninety-- still wears
Sherl ock Hol nes tweeds and ul sters, and still works part-tinme at the
Dor chester Museum though you don't see himrunning the cattle auctions at the
farmers' market the way he used to do. He lives alone in Puddl etown, a few



m | es east of Dorchester, in a stone cottage that snells of old books and a
nice old dog named Clem Sally dropped ne off there one Saturday afternoon
when she had pupils to see.

M. Quthrie served ne nilky Indian tea, the way they have it at Meena's
house, and little cakes, the kind that taste |ike sweet sand, and which you
can actually feel rotting your teeth while you're eating them He's a tal
man, with a big broad face, Crayol a-blue eyes, and a hayrick of white hair
that used to be red. He poured tea for hinself, |eaned forward, and asked ne,
"Now why on earth would a child Iike yourself be wanting to know about Tansin
W | oughby?"

Sally hadn't told himabout Tansin--she couldn't have. She'd sinply
gotten his phone nunber and called to say that her daughter was very
interested in the history of Stourhead Farmand the WI I oughby famly. And
there he sat, smling a little over the rimof his teacup, and getting

straight to the heart of things first crack. | said, "Well, | didn't mean
Tamsi n--1 mean, not _just_ Tansin--"

"OfF course you do," M. Guthrie interrupted ne. "Tell me, does she stil
snell of vanilla?" | sloshed tea into ny saucer, and M. GQuthrie's snile got
wi der. He said, "lI'msorry, my dear--that was a silly parlor trick, and | do

apol ogi ze. But you see, Tansin WI I oughby has appeared a nunber of tinmes over
the last three centuries. Always to young wonen--girls, really, none very much
ol der than yoursel f--and al ways acconpani ed by the scent of vanilla." M.
Quthrie was born in the north of England, not the west, so his accent isn't
really Dorset, and people tease himabout it, but I liked it right away. He
said, "Please do tell nme about her."

| didn't tell himeverything | knew, but just to be able to talk about
Tamsin at all was like early spring in M. CGQuthrie's little parlor. \Wen
said that 1'd spoken with her, and that we'd gone wal ki ng together, he didn't
answer ne for a while. Then he said, very carefully, "As a rule, Mss
A uckstein--ah, Jenny, then--as a rule the sightings of Tansin WI I oughby have
usual |y been very brief, and _always_occurred within the walls of the Mnor
itself. And no one has ever reported--ah--any sort of actual conversation with
her. Are you absolutely sure ...?" He let his voice trail away then, the way
peopl e do when they're too polite to call you a liar, so they offer you a way
out. Like in all those English novies Sally took me to, when they |eave the
villain alone with a drink and a pistol. | said that | was telling the truth,
and he gave a sigh, |eaned back in his chair, and didn't speak for another
while. But it was a different kind of not speaking.

"The story of Tamsin WI I oughby," M. CGQuthrie said, "is to ny mnd the
nost romantic | egend between Wnchester and Exeter. | call it a | egend because
t he people involved were nost real, but every other aspect of the tale is
guesswork, there's no other word for it. It begins with a chap who was
apparently engaged to play to her while she was having her portrait painted--"

"Edric Davies," | said. | didn't mean to say it--it just came out of ne,
that fast. M. Quthrie looked at nme. | said, "He was Wl sh--1 _think ."
Because it was his story to tell, after all.

"Edric Davies," M. Quthrie said. "Yes. Yes, he was indeed a Wl shman.
O course they fell in love, quite properly--what sort of a |legend would this

be if they didn't?--and nade plans to el ope together, since her famly would
never have consented to such a marriage." He stopped, narrowi ng his eyes,

whi ch made them | ook even brighter. "You know all this, |I can see."

| nodded. "She told nme," | said. "I'mreally not making it up, M.
Quthrie.”

M. Quthrie sighed again. "Eigh, dear, | rather wish you _were_. Because

I know what to do with fabrications, Jenny, with all the ridicul ous nonsense
that al ways collects around stories like this one of Tanmsin WI I oughby. |
sieve themout, |ike one of your American goldm ners--1 shake themup and turn
themon their heads, and | shake them sonme nore, and in tinme all the silliness
and all the superstition sift through and sink. And nost of the tine there's
nowt nore than that to the business, but once in a while, once in a while.



some bit of gold is left behind, and that's what | collect, do you see? Those
tiny flecks of inexplicable truth that won't dissolve, won't wash away." He
smled again, a little sadly now. "It's not a very big collection, for as |ong
as |'ve been at it, but you're welcome to what's there."

As far as he knew, Edric Davies had been |lost in Mnnmouth's Rebellion
When | told himabout Edric's student, Francis Gollop, being the one who went,
and how Edric had gone after him and brought the body home by night, he gave a

funny, nice little yelp, the way Julian still does when the crossword puzzle
suddenly falls into place. "_That_ accounts for it!" He set his cup down too
hard, spilling tea hinself, and clapped his hands. "_That_accounts for it!"

"What ? Accounts for what?"

"Why, for the way he disappears fromthe story," M. Quthrie practically
shouted. He hopped to his feet--then saw | didn't have a clue what he was
carrying on about, and he [ aughed and sat down again. "Jenny, in all the years
|'ve been aski ng Dorset people about the ghost stories their parents and
grandparents told them 1've cone across four versions of the tale of Tamsin
and Edric. And in every one of them Edric vanishes into the Rebellion and
Tamsi n never | earns what becomes of hi m-nobody does. Maybe he was kill ed,
maybe Judge Jeffreys had hi m hanged or transported; maybe he sinply fled to

safety in Wales. | nust tell you, it's never felt right to ne. Wong _shape_
to the story, Edric never coning back. Wong shape."
"Well, he did," | said. "He canme back, all right, and he buried Francis

&llop in a wheaffield. But I don't know what becane of himafter that. Tansin
won't ever say."

"She died," M. Quthrie said. "Maybe that's all that happened." There
was one little sugary cake left, and he waved it to me, but | wapped it in a
paper napkin to take hone to Julian. A kid gives you his dam gorilla, you
have obli gati ons.

| said, "I don't believe that. And you don't either.” M. Quthrie didn't
answer right away. O em wandered over and sl obbered on ny shoes. | scratched
his ears, keeping Julian's cake well out of range. Once M. CQuthrie started to
say sonething, but then he didn't. The old stone cottage got really quiet, but
not scary. You could hear a clock ticking somewhere, and snell sonething on
the stove, and a bird scratching for shelter under the eaves. | studied a
framed photograph on an end table: three little girls, each one holding a
doll. They rnmust have wanted themin the picture, too, the same way | stil
don't like to be in a photo without Mster Cat. | need all the diversions and
evasi ve maneuvers | can get.

"Do you know anyt hi ng about Judge Jeffreys?' M. Cuthrie finally asked
me. | told himwhat Tony had told ne about the Bl oody Assizes, and he nodded
his head, but he was sort of shaking it at the same tinme. He said, "You can't
i magine him You can't inagine what he did here. The Irish still damm each
other with the Curse of Cromwel |, because of the terrible way he drove them
off their land, and the thousands and thousands who were kill ed when they
resisted. W in Dorset could call down the Curse of Jeffreys on our enem es,
but we never woul d--no one coul d deserve that, and it's no nane to be
conjuring with. On, | talk about himto the tourists all the tine, but | don't
_think_ about him do you see? | don't like to think about him"

He was | ooking flushed and agitated, and _old_ for the first time. He
saw nme seeing it and snapped his fingers to call Cem calmng hinself sone by
snoot hing the dog's nessy coat. | alnost didn't hear hi mwhen he said,
"Jeffreys knew the WI I oughbys. |I'm sure he knew Tamsin."

My entire inside turned to ice-cold mashed potatoes, that fast. Wen |
could talk, I said, "No. No, he couldn't have. Roger W/I I oughby stayed out of
the Rebellion, they didn't have anything to do with it. I _know_ that."

M. Quthrie's northern accent was getting stronger, and his rough, easy
voi ce had turned pinched and harsh. "Jeffreys convicted an ei ght-year-old girl
of treason. He raved at her in his courtroomuntil she collapsed and died. He
didn't _care_ who was involved with Mnnouth and who wasn't. King James had
sent himdown to nake an exanpl e of Dorset--he was after the whole county, not



just a handful of m serable peasants. He was a bloody terrorist, Jenny. CGuilt
or innocence didn't matter tuppence to Judge Jeffreys.™

G emyel ped, and M. Guthrie | ooked down at his hand, clenched hard in
the dog's fur as though it were somebody el se's hand. He |l et go and petted
Cem crooning and apologizing to him | said, "You can't be sure. That he
actually knew them Her.'

"He kept a diary," M. CQuthrie said. "Not a real diary--nore of a
schedule, you'd call it. A few scribbled notes on the trials--you woul dn't
want to read those--but nost are social things. Visitors, dinner invitations.
He was a very popul ar di nner guest during the Assizes, the judge was."

| stared at him | said, "That's crazy. Wth everything he was doi ng
every day?"

"Well, that's precisely why." M. Quthrie nade hinmself smle. "Just you
think about it. Here's a man can send _anyone_, anyone he chooses to the
gal l ows or worse. Conmoners can't offer himan evening's entertai nnent, but
the gentry can. Whuldn't you want to keep in his good books--make certain he
doesn't decide you m ght have _thought_ about supporting Monmouth, even for
five mnutes together? Oh, take nmy word, they fought to have himto their
hones, people like the WIIoughbys, people far greater than they. That's how
it was then, during the Bl oody Assizes."

| didn't want to hear what he was going to tell me. | |ooked at ny watch
to see when Sally would be back to pick me up. M. CGuthrie said, "H s journa
is in the County Museum There are several entries for the WII oughbys."

"She woul dn't have had anything to do with him" | said. "I don't care
how many times he came to dinner, | don't care _what_ he could have done to
her famly, she wouldn't have talked to him _looked_ at him You don't know
her." | was getting red-faced nmyself, | could feel it--not gracefully around
t he cheekbones Iike M. CGuthrie, but pop-eyed and smeary and awful . | said,
"I"msure that sounds incredibly dunb, saying | know soneone who's been dead
for three hundred years, but | _do_."

"And | know George Jeffreys--Baron Jeffreys, Lord Chief Justice Jeffreys

of Wwem" M. Quthrie answered. "Haven't | |looked in his face, forty years,
time and tinme, and seen what that poor little girl saw? Haven't | |ooked in
his face?"

He was on his feet now, though | don't think he knew it, and he had to
grip the back of the chair to steady hinself, he was trenbling so. For a
monent | was sure he neant he'd actually _seen_ Judge Jeffreys, just as | saw
Tamsi n. But then he went on--quickly, as though he knew what | was
t hi nking--"There's a portrait in the Lodgings. Ask themto show you."

It got awkwardly, enbarrassingly quiet again after that, and | couldn't
think of a thing to say, except to ask if | could have sone nore tea. M.
Quthrie seermed relieved to go and nake it. | sat there, so caught up in
i magi ni ng Judge Jeffreys at Stourhead Farm dining with the WIIoughbys in the
Manor, that | kept forgetting to stroke em Then he'd shove his head into ny
hand for attention, and 1'd get back to ny job. But all | could think about
was Tansin, Tansin | ooking across the dining table, seeing that nman staring at
her. Because he woul d have stared. And she'd have | ooked straight back into
his face, like M. Cuthrie, and seen what she saw. | didn't taste that second
pot of tea at all.

Sally was tired fromteaching when she came to get me, and | felt guilty
about it, but | talked her into taking ne by the Judge jeffreys Restaurant,
back in Dorchester. The Restaurant is on H gh West Street, around the corner
fromthe Antel ope Hotel, where they held the Bl oody Assizes. It's a
three-story, half-tinbered building, all stone and oak, over four hundred
years old, and it's so real that it |ooks absolutely fake, if you can figure
that. Judge Jeffreys's picture is on the sign hanging out front, but you
really can't nake nuch out of it, except that he's wearing a wig. |'ve passed
it any nunber of times without giving it any thought, even after Tony told ne



about the Assizes.

But upstairs, in the Lodgi ngs, where he slept and wote in his journa
and where people probably cane to beg himfor their lives, or their children's
lives--upstairs they have the portrait M. Quthrie was tal king about. It was
| ate, and the Lodgi ngs part was cl osed, but the restaurant people knew
Sally--she eats there a lot, in between pupils--so they showed us up and | eft
us alone. And we stood there and | ooked at Judge Jeffreys together

The thing | wasn't the least bit prepared for was that he was _pretty .
| can't say it any other way--he was out and out pretty, that nad, evil man.
And he was _young --the painting wasn't done at the tine of the Assizes, but
maybe seven or eight years before, so he'd have been around thirty at the
nost. It's alnpst a woman's face: delicate, calm even thoughtful, with big
heavy-1i dded eyes and a wonan's soft nouth. You can't possibly inmagine that
face scream ng and ragi ng and foam ng--which is what everybody says he
di d- - sent enci ng peopl e by the hundreds to be hacked into pieces, and ordering
their heads and quarters boiled and tarred and stuck up on poles all over
Dorset. There's no way you can see that face doing those things.

| told Sally that, and she said, "Wll, you know, in those days
portraits didn't necessarily |ook nmuch like the people who were paying for
them Aiver Ctomwell's _supposed_ to have told a painter that he wanted to be

shown warts and all, but | don't think that was ever much of a trend. 1'IlIl bet
nobody was about to chance painting Judge Jeffreys the way he _really_
| ooked." She put her arm around ne--1 guess because of the way | was staring

at the portrait. "Too bad they didn't have Pol aroi ds back then, huh?"
But he did |ook like that. He | ooked exactly like that.

N net een

The WIld Hunt was out al nost every night that second winter in
Dorset--or that's the way it seened, anyway. Mdst of the tine |I'd be awakened,
not by the horsenmen, but by Julian scranbling frantically into bed with ne, or
by Mster Cat slamm ng through the window | always left partway open for him
Once or twice Meena was staying over, so it would be all of us huddl ed
together: Mster Cat hissing and growing, Julian trying not to whinper, and
Meena doi ng her best to stay cool and logical. Wiich is tricky when you're
dealing with that crazy how ing and baying and | aughing, all riding on an icy
wi nd that never seened to come from any one place. Nothing with feathers
sounds like the WIld Hunt, and everybody knows it. | _know_everybody knows
it.

And Meena heard the other thing one night--that awful, hopel ess
al nost - human wail crossing the sky just ahead of the Hunt. Julian didn't hear
it, but Meena's face went al nost transparent, as though you could see right
t hrough her brown skin to the trenbling underneath. She said, very softly, "W
have denpns in India, denons with a hundred terrible heads--even denons that
can be gods at the sanme tine, it depends. W don't have _that_. W _don't_."
She wasn't over it in the norning, like Julian; she didn't get over it for
days. It's still the one time |'ve ever seen Meena afraid.

O her people were hearing the Hunt too--there was even a squib in the
Dor chest er paper about it. The Col faxes, next farm over, said their chickens
couldn't sleep and were off their feed; and at school everyone told me their
parents were really spooked and pretending not to be. It didn't matter whether
they believed in the WId Hunt or not--it was _there_. People are different
about stuff like that in England.

I'd been frantic to go find Tansin the sane night after I'd talked with
M. Quthrie and been to the Lodgings with Sally. But | couldn't, not then, and
not for nore than a week. There was school, and there was fixup stuff around
the Manor--as there is to this day, it's _never_ done with--and there was
al ways the farm The Lovells had cl anped down hard on Evan's hiring budget, so
Tony and Julian and | got pressed into nmore fieldwork than anybody'd bargai ned



for. In some ways the no-till business was easier for us than deep pl owi ng
woul d have been; in other ways it was a |lot nore delicate, because you have to
use _exactly_the right anmount of fertilizer--you can't slather it on
anynore--and we had to be sparing with the seeds because the new ki nd Evan
needed were really hard to cone by that first year. And the weather never quit
bei ng mean and nessy. That's another thing that accounts for a | ot of Thomas
Har dy.

Finally I had the Manor nore or less to nyself one afternoon-- Evan and
Sally were working, Tony was | ocked in his studio, and Julian was at a school
friend s house, the two of themtotally involved in sone experinment | didn't
even want to think about. | couldn't find Mster Cat anywhere, so | figured he
must be off with Mss Sophia Brown. The WIld Hunt never bothered her, by the
way. If it got too noisy overhead, she might open one eye and yawn, but that
was it. You could plop Mss Sophia Brown down on an iceberg, and she'd
probably burst into flane.

| grabbed a paper clip and went up the east-wing stairs to the third
floor. It was as confortably desolate as ever, dimas it was, even in

m dafternoon, | could actually see Mster Cat's footprints in the dust on the
floor. | found Tansin's door, straightened the clip, poked around in the
lion's left eye, heard the double click, and I was in the secret room | could

do it alnost as fast now as M ss Sophia Brown coul d pour herself through the
panel .

Tamsin wasn't there. | called for her a fewtines, which was silly, and
then | wandered around the little room investigating the bedfrane-chest
conbi nati on, staring at the painting of Roger and Margaret WI | oughby for a
long while, looking for Tansin--and finally | sat down in her chair. | felt
like her, a little bit, sitting there, looking out into a world that couldn't
see ne. | saw the chestnut tree, and the clouds heaped up like fresh |laundry,
and | saw the back of a woman going into the dairy, and WIIiam sl oggi ng past
inthe mud with a feed sack on each shoul der. | thought about New York, |
t hought about having been in Dorset for a whole year and a half, and about
being practically fifteen and a Fourth Forner, and what Marta and Jake woul d

say if they could see ne doing no-till farmng. Tamsin's chair was nore
confortable than I'd expected, and the roomwas warmer than it shoul d have
been, considering the weather outside. | fell asleep

When | opened ny eyes, | was | ooking straight into Judge Jeffreys's
face.

It was the portrait at the Lodgi ngs cone perfectly to life: robes, brown
wig, white lace at the throat, gentle expression and all. Even the hands were
right, long and graceful and. . . _reposeful_ as Tanmsin's hands. It's a good

thing I saw the eyes before | screamed, because |'d have brought the whole
east wing down. But the eyes were angl ed, golden, nocking, and | didn't
scream | said, "Evan warned me you had a really crude sense of hunor."

Judge Jeffreys shrugged lightly, and the Pooka said, "My hunor suits ne
wel | . What el se should concern ne?"

"Not hing, | guess," | said. "But could you please |ook |ike sonething
different? Anything, | don't care what--just not _him, okay?" The Pooka
shrugged agai n, and becanme M ster Cat, crouched at ny feet, tail whipping back
and forth. | yelled that time--not screamed, there's a difference, just yelled
"W!'--and the Pooka chuckled. |I can't describe that sound, as well as | cane
to know it: The best | can get into words is that there's never any snmle in
t he Pooka's laughter. But he did change hinmself into Al bert the sheepdog, and
| was grateful for that.

| said, "You ever turn into things that hide under bathtubs?"

The Pooka sat back on his haunches and lolled his tongue out, which is

the other thing Albert can do. "No fear, Jenny G uckstein, | do not often cone
peepi ng at you or yours. | amhere with word for Tansin WI I oughby."
"Sorry, she's in a neeting," | said. "You want to | eave a pager nunber

or sonet hi ng?"
The main trouble with shapeshifters is that it's too easy to forget what



they really are and get careless. The Pooka didn't turn into sone other form
but sl obby old Al bert suddenly reared up over nme like a grizzly bear, drooling
bl ood, those gi veaway eyes gone streaky-red and his chi pped yellow teeth

bul ging his mouth. That tine, all right--that tinme | screaned, and | knocked

Tanmsin's chair over, trying to get to the door. . . and then it was just old
Al bert again, the only dog who snells like a wet dog when he's dry. The Pooka
said, quite calmy, "I amno billy-blind, Jenny G uckstein."

"No," | agreed. | was pretty shaky. | said, "I"msorry. | honestly don't

know where Tansin is."

"Wth the dancer," the Pooka said. "She watches the dancer."

| couldn't take that in. "Tony? You nmean she's in Tony's studio right
now?"

Al bert always seens to be grinning like an idiot, but the Pooka was
definitely overdoing it. "lIndeed, she had always a great fancy for galliard or
brawl , or even a running-battle, such as men dance with swords. It often
conforts her to watch the dancer."

And like _that_ | was jealous. My God, | was roaring jeal ous, how ingj
eal ous, Gaynor Junior Hi gh School jealous--horribly, disgustingly jealous.
_Tamsin belonged to me--1 was her confort, nobody else . | didn't have a

mnute to brace nyself; it rushed ne |ike one of those waves that slans you
down and tunbles you in so many different directions you can't renmenber which
way the air is--there was a nmonent where | was really fighting just to get ny
breath. It was absolutely horrible, and | was so ashaned

And the Pooka knew. He didn't say anything, but | took one | ook at that
stupid old dog's face and | couldn't |ook at himagain. | said, "Wuld you
m nd? Sonebody | don't actually know, please."

The Pooka nodded politely, and turned into sonething that woul d have had
me wetting my pants at sonme other time. It was nore or |ess a naked human from
t he wai st down--and so hairy | couldn't tell if it was male or fenale--but the
upper part was |like a huge stoat or weasel, with a weasel's short clawed
forel egs, a weasel's hunped back, masked face and pointed nuzzle, and a nmouth
way too full of white teeth when it put its head back to laugh at nme. It said,
"WIl this do, Jenny d uckstein?"

The weird thing is, | couldn't be bothered with it. The way | was
feeling right then was so much worse than any nonster the Pooka coul d have
cone up with that | just nodded and said, "Fine, sure," as though he'd been a
waiter asking me if my dinner was all right. | said, "How come Tony can't see
her ?" Because |'d have known if Tony had seen Tansin. | can't say why |I'd have
known, but | would have. Jeal ousy has its own awful magic.

The Pooka said, "Not everyone is given to see such as Tanmsin WI I oughby.
I ndeed, not every ghost can perceive another. As for your brother--"

" Step_brother--"

"Your brother sees his own ghosts," the Pooka said. "Dances yet
undanced, paces invisible to others that he nust set down on the air for them
There is no roomin his vision for Tamsin WI I oughby, just as you cannot espy
the spirits who come to partner himwhen he calls."” He gave ne a weasel's
chattery grin, and added, "And so be easy, Jenny G uckstein."

| had nyself pretty much under control by then. The shame and anger at
nmysel f hadn't gone anywhere, but | figured | could face themlater. "Well, if
you know where she is, why didn't you go there to give her your nessage? Wy
cone to ne?"

"The message is as well for you." The Pooka cane closer. He snelled |ike
an entire weasel, not just half of one, and he towered over ne in this shape,
but I wasn't afraid. He said, "You are the first she has ever spoken to."

"I know that," |I said. "M. Cuthrie told ne."

"It was not wise, that." Far beyond the cold, thoughtless flare there's
al ways sonething a hittle Iike sadness in the Pooka's eyes, only it's not safe
to look for it. He said, "Wsdomis no concern of mine--but for the dead to
linger so long that they cone to have speech with the living . . . this is not
_right_. The | east of boggarts would know that."



| remenbered the way M. @Quthrie had | ooked at me when | said that
Tamsin talked to ne. | said, "Then you tell ne where she's supposed to be.
Because she doesn't _know ."

The Pooka shook his fierce weasel head. "Not here. It is dangerous, it
makes wrongness, and in tine other wongness foll ows. Sonewhere a single
stream runs backward--one tree flowers in deep winter--in one nest a hatchling
devours its parent. A door meant to close behind Tamsin W/ I oughby bides
open." He didn't say anything nore for a nmonment: W just stood | ooking at each
other, ne and this conpletely inpossible creature in a roomonly cats could
find. The Pooka said, "This concerns ne."

"Well, ne, too," | said. "Watever it nmeans. Look, she knows she
shouldn't still be here--it's not |like she _wants_ to stay. Sonething's
hol di ng her, there's sone kind of _reason_. Maybe you ought to be concerned
about that, instead of trees and doors and baby birds."

The Pooka | ooked at ne for a long tine. Wasels have eyes |ike round
mar oon pi nheads, but the Pooka's eyes were as yellow as ever, and just as deep
wi th danger. The weird thing was, though, that he al so seened the |east bit
unconf ort abl e- - enbarrassed, even--which was ridicul ous. W hadn't spent a | ot
of quality time together, but if there was one thing | already understood, it
was that the Pooka doesn't get _enbarrassed_. He's the Pooka.

What he finally said was, "That is not in nmy power."

| said, "What? Ch, _please_ ."

The Pooka actually alnost smiled, | think--it's hard to tell with
weasel s, even big weasels with human legs. He said, "I do not |ie about such
t hi ngs, Jenny d uckstein. If | could have been of help to Tansin WI I oughby, I
m ght well have done so long ago, but | cannot. It is forbidden, which is only
to say inpossible. She is not of nmy world."

" Please_, "I said again. "She's a lot nore of your world than she is of
m ne or anyone else's. She's |like a damm tour guide to your world, for
heaven' s sake."

"Tours ... | have seen such things," the Pooka said, which surprised the
hell out of me. Though I guess it shouldn't have, when you think about it.
"But this guide belongs no nore to the world she reveals than do those who
trudge behind her. Quick or dead, Tarnsin WIIoughby remai ns human, and even
" --and when the Pooka said _even | _, you _heard_it-- "even | cannot guide
her in her turn. | mght as well be the Black Dog, silently foreboding, or
m ght be the billy-blind, forever offering the right advice at the wong
time." The weasel -head | eaned over me; the Pooka's gol den eyes drew ne up and
in. The Pooka said, "Quick or dead, there's no hel ping a human, but if anyone
is to succor Tamsin WIIoughby, it nust be you."

And if anything could have snapped ne out of the blank enchantnent the
Pooka's eyes always laid on me, that was it. | junped back, right away from
him | yelled, "_Wat? "

"Only you. And no chance of that unless you conme rightly to understand
her plight--which you do not, no nore than she." The Pooka got bored with the
weasel and becane a little gray rabbit with yellow eyes. He said, "Listen to
the Wld Hunt. The WId Hunt will tell you what you nust know. "

"The Wld Hunt," | said. I'"mnot even sure the words actually came out.
The rabbit sat up on its haunches and began washing its face and fluffing its
whi skers, just the way cats do

"Listen to the Wld Hunt, Jenny G uckstein,” it said again. Then it
turned and | eaped straight through that pointy dark window, in a flurry of
wi ngs that | ooked too big to fit. And left ne standing alone in Tansin's room
which didn't snell at all of vanilla when she wasn't there.

So that was also the winter when | learned a | ot nore about Tony's



dancing than | ever expected to. If Tansin was spending tine in his studio,
maybe | wouldn't be so jealous if | were there with her, at least trying to
under st and what she got out of it. Tony was _not_ crazy about the idea, even
though 1'd already been in his damm studio, and let himtry out his noves on
me, and generally behaved a | ot better than his brother. | could have told him
that there was a ghost watching himget into his tights and put on the

| egwarmers that Sally had knitted for him but | didn't. It took us a while,

but we cut a deal. | pronised to sweep the floor when it needed doi ng, and
absol utely never to comment unl ess asked. And not ever to bring Mster Cat.
Personally, | think he'd been ready for a long tine to have soneone see

himpracticing. He just would have liked it to be someone who understood what
the hell he was trying to do. Sally and Evan both | ove nusic, but even Sally
doesn't know much nore about dance than | do. Poor Tony. Wirking by hinmself in
a real vacuum-no one to study with, no one to talk to himor trade ideas
with, hardly ever getting even a glinpse of real dancers--he finally had to
settle on me as an audi ence, the best of a bad lot. _Maybe .

And he coul dn't know that he had another one, a better one than all his

fam |y put together. | didn't see Tansin the first time | dropped in when he
was working. (1'msaying "dropped in" because | tried hard to nmake it
casual --just sort of sidling through the door, don't mnd ne, and sidling over

to sit in acorner.) | could snell her, but it took a while before | made her
out, alnost invisible on a chair that Tony was using for some of his
stretching exercises. She wasn't nore than a few inches away from hi m- when
he braced his foot on the chair to bend over it, he actually stepped through
Tamsin's own foot, and the hem of her white dress. It was a ni ghtgowny sort of
thing, and she |l ooked like a little girl init, staring up at Tony as he
touched his forehead to his knee, then straightened, then did it again, and
again. Usually he wears a headband when he works, but he didn't have it on
that day, and his sweaty brown hair kept flopping into his eyes. Once or tw ce
Tamsin lifted her hand, as though she wanted to brush it away.

It took ne a while to get her attention, because she was so totally
caught up in watching Tony at work. He didn't do anything terribly gl anorous
or dramatic: It was all fits and starts--a slow half-turn here, a sudden
little run there, or a burst ofjunps, and then nost likely a shake of the head
and a munble, and he'd be trying it over a different way. It wasn't dancing,
it was _making_ a dance, which is about as boring as naking anything, unhess
you're the one doing it. Believe ne, | know

But Tanmsin couldn't stop |ooking at him couldn't stop _breathing_ with
him if you can inmagine that, considering that she didn't breathe. The nore
she watched, the clearer she grew, until she was practically as distinct as
Tony, and still he was too absorbed to notice her. He was using the chair as a
center to work around, now spinning away fromit, now sort of bouncing off it,
now actually picking it up and dancing with it--holding Tansin in his arns,

t hough he didn't know. He didn't see her, and she didn't see me, and there was
a nonent when | really couldn't have said just whom| was jeal ous of.

Then it was past, and Tanmsin did notice me, and came to be with nme in ny
corner while Tony went on dancing with the chair. She didn't ook |ike such a
little girl now, but someone closer to ny age, or Meena' s--that's it, she
| ooked |i ke Meena watching Chris Herridge playing football. She said without
| ooking at me, "GCh, Jenny, but he's a springald, your brother--a gerfalcon, if
ever | saw one--"

" _Step_brother. You _know_ he's my stepbrother.” | was whispering as | ow
as | could but Tony said, with his head practically touching the snmall of his
back, "No comments fromthe cheap seats. That's part of the deal."

"La, stepbrother then, what of it?" I'd never seen Tanmsin this wound up
"Jenny, |1'd no notion--we never had such a node when | " Tony was
scribbling something on a yell ow pad--he has his own kind of dance
not ati on--and Tansin watched himat it, fascinated, not taking the |east note
of me. "How Edric would |l ove this," she whispered, so low | could hardly make
it out. "Edric would play such nmusic for such dancing."



"He's just practicing, for God's sake," | said. "Listen, | have to talk
to you." Tony turned and pointed at ne. He didn't say anything, but | shut up
and waited it out, until he'd worked hinself down to a dripping rag--Tony
never knows when to quit, even now that dancing's what he does all the tine.
Then he said, "That's it, show s over," and linped off with a towel around his

neck to take a shower. | really thought Tansin was going to follow him but
she cane outside with nme instead.
February still, but this was one of those gentle afternoons that Dorset

slips in now and again, even in the nmddle of a mserable Dorset winter. Two
of those in a row, and tiny green and white things start peeking out of the
mud, and | always want to run around pushing them down again and yelling at
them "Don't fall for it, stay low, it's a trick!" It is, too, always; but
right then it was what people here call a soft day, with a breeze pushing
against me like a dog's wet nose. Tansin's white dress seened to flutter a
little, even though it couldn't have.

"He's there every day," | said. "But you know that." Tamsin didn't
answer. | said, "lI've never seen anybody that obsessed about anything. | mean,
school's just sonething that gets between himand that studio."

W were wal king down toward the dairy, and WIf passed nme, hunping a
coupl e of fence posts along on his shoul ders, actually doing sonething. He
gave me a weird | ook, hearing me talking to nyself, and turned around slowy
to stare after me, so the fence posts _clonged_ against a metal stanchion
Sonebody yelled at himto bl eeding-Christ _watch_ it.

Tamsin said again, "Edric would have played and pl ayed." She was qui et
now, and maybe not as distinct, as different fromthe air, as when she'd been
wat chi ng Tony. She said, "Jenny, it is not any dancing | know, what your

brother does. | see no formor course to it, no rule that I mght follow no
design that | understand. And yet . . . and yet | _dance_, Jenny. Past any
fathom ng of mine, | see your brother dancing, and I, too, I, too. . ." She
put her hand to her breast, as though she could touch herself. "I feel, Jenny.
It cannot be, but | feel."

I was good then. | like remenbering that | was all right. It didn't
matter if it was Tony's dancing and not ne being with her that made her
renenber she was sonmewhere still human, the way the Pooka said. | |ooked
straight at her, shinmmering in the pale sunlight |ike dew al ong a spi derweb,
and | said, "Yes, Mstress Tansin. | know you do."

| headed us back toward the chestnut tree where |I'd been witing to
Marta the day | net Tansin, a hundred years ago. | sat on the danp ground, and
Tamsi n fl oated down beside ne, careful and precise as any well-brought-up
young seventeenth-century lady settling herself. | said, "He's Judge Jeffreys,
isn't he? The Oher One. | have to know, Tansin."

She vani shed. Instantly. One second of the purest terror and plain shock
|'ve ever yet seen on a human face, whether you could see bare chestnut
branches through it or not--the next second, so _gone_ you could practically
hear the air snapping to behind her. | junped to ny feet and yelled after her
top of my voice, not even thinking what | was doing, "You cone back here!
Tamsin W1 oughby, you cone back!" To this day, | can't believe | did that.
Three peopl e and a goat whi pped around and gaped, and M ster Cat and M ss
Sophia Brown strolled out of the dairy together and gave me a Look. M ster Cat
al nost seened to be apol ogizing for me. "She gets like that, it's
enbarrassing, |'msorry. Just ignore her."

But | wasn't letting Tanmsin get away with it. After dinner that night I
went to the secret room-Tony wasn't in his studio--but she wasn't there.
pl unked down in her chair, bound and determined to wait her out, until it got.

| guess _scary's_ the only word. 1'd _never_ been frightened in Tansin's
room before: But this tinme, as the last light went, all the shadows seened to
be drawing in around that chair, and each of them | ooked nmore Iike Judge
Jeffreys than the one before. | knew how stupid it was, but knowi ng didn't
hel p. The night nmist was gathering, and it nmade a soft, raspy sound when it
stirred against the window | knew that couldn't be happening either. My nouth



was getting drier and drier, and | kept feeling like | had to pee. You can't
think strai ght when you're like that. The mist was coming into the room
t hrough the | eaks around that ancient wi ndow frame. It felt cold and sticky,
and it snelled of sour bedsheets.

Bet ween one rustle and the next, one nore tongue-tip of cold air against

t he back of ny neck, | just suddenly host it. | ran out of the room down the
hail, with the old dust not quite nuffling the echo of ny footsteps, and down
the stairs, and | didn't stop runfling until | alnost fell over Julian. He was

trying to get a rubberband-powered nodel plane to take off and fly straight
down the corridor, but it kept spinning in circles on one wheel. Julian never
has any luck with things |ike that.

"Tranple ne and |I'Il put a curse on you," he warned ne in that rasping
little runble of his. He was into putting curses on people then--1 think he
got it fromElieJohn. "All your hair will fall out, and you'll always want to

sneeze, only you won't be able to." Evan used to go on at himabout it, but it
never did any good.

"Don't tal k about curses,” | said. "Not here. Just shut up about curses,
Julian." | think I was actually shaking. |I know | was yelling.

Julian | ooked really hurt for a noment--1'd never once raised ny voice
to himbefore--and then he _saw , the way he still does sometines, even now

that he's a foul teenager, and he just cane and | eaned agai nst ne w thout
sayi ng anything. He got sonething sticky and permanent on my sweater, but what
the hell.

Twent y

Tanmsin cane to nme late that night. Not in my bedroom I|ike the other
time, but in ny damm bat hroom when | was standing naked at the mrror
munbling to nyself, just checking the danage. These days | can | ook pretty
straight into a mirror, not flinching away or naking idiot faces; but back
then it took me weeks to work up to sonething like that, staring head-on at
what I'mgoing to be staring at for the rest of ny life. Skin actually not too

hi deous for once--maybe Sally's right about the climate. Hair . . . well, the
billy-blind s brown egg just nade a mess, but the porter actually hel ped sone.
Shape absolutely hopeless--live with it, that's all. Too rmuch nouth, too

little nose--nakes my eyes | ook too close together, but | don't _think_ they
are. No, eyes probably okay-- eyel ashes too damm stubby. Meena's got such
pretty eyel ashes. Live with it.

| didn't see Tansin in the mrror--ghosts don't reflect--but | knew she
was there even before | snelled her. She was bal ancing on the edge of the
bat ht ub, poi sed on one foot--doing Tony, for God's sake!--and | caught ny
breath to warn her not to | ean against the curtain rod, because it cones down
if you |l ook crosseyed at it. | _was_ going to be enmbarrassed or annoyed or
somet hi ng at bei ng caught and inspected like that, but Tansin smled, and al
| said was, "Were'd you go?"

Tamsin didn't answer that right away. She | ooked ne up and down very
t houghtfully, not smiling now At |last she nodded firmy and she said, "I
remenber. "

"You renenber _what? " | got back into ny bathrobe, not because of being
shy or anything, but because of drafts. Tamsin went on studying ne in a way
she hadn't ever done--so clear for the noment that | alnpst couldn't see the
shower curtain behind her. So clear that what | _could_ see was sonething |'d
never noticed before: a crooked right eyetooth, crowding just a bit over the
tooth to its left, whatever it's called. Not grotesque, not a deformty--just
something | didn't expect, and it startled me. And Tamsin knew.

"We call it a wolf tooth," she said. "I cannot say what your tine's nane
for it mght be. But the hours | spent staring at it in my glass--oh, Jenny,
the foolish years! My parents were kind, but what could they do for ne, save
pretend it made no matter and increase ny dowy? And well they m ght indeed,



for a daughter who never smiled at them let alone at a suitor? Wen ny father
told me he'd engaged a painter for nmy portrait, | wept all night to think of
it, and | vowed that I'd no nore smle for himthan for the hangman." Her

voi ce softened then, and she remenbered a face even younger than nine, the way
she did sometines. "And | kept my word, too, Jenny, for it was never the
painter | smled at."

"You've got a beautiful smile, for God' s sake," | said. "I never saw a
smle like yours. 1'll do anything--1 nean, _people_ would do anythi ng when
you smle.’

And Tansi n pounced--she even sort of swooped her head down close to
mne, like a butterfly |anding on something sweet. "Aye, well then--and your
eyel ashes are in no way too short, and your eyes are perfectly set in your
head, and your nouth is a womanly nouth, a sister's vowon't." | didn't take
it inat first, that word, _sister_. Tamsin said, "Mstress Jenny--1 call you
so a' purpose, mnd--you've all the makings of a proper beauty, and a
synmpat hetic heart beside. Trust me, there will be nore than one man cones to
grief over youin alittle tine."

My womanly nout h was hangi ng open, and all | could think of was M.
Hamel | and Introduction to Drama. But Tanmsin went on | ooking at ne as proudly
as though | really were her sister, dressed for a ball in her borrowed
clothes, instead of ny nildew old bathrobe. Mster Cat |ooked |ike that when
he was first showing Mss Sophia Brown off to ne.

| asked her again, when I could talk, "Were did you go? Wen | asked
you about JudgeJeffreys? Way did you di sappear |ike that?"

She didn't do it again this time, though you could see how much she
wanted to. She went all filny and indistinct, fragile as a dragonfly wi ng, but
wi t hout any color, and w thout that pulse of light that she always had. But
she stayed visible, and she _seemed_ to take a long breath and let it out
agai n, though she couldn't have. She whispered, "I was afeared.”

"He's gone," | said. "He's gone, and he can't cone back, you told ne
that. He died in 1688, three years after you." Tansin had grown so faint in
the air that | renenbered being a kid watching _Peter Pan_ and cl apping ny
hands wildly to save Tinker Bell fromdying. | said, "But he was here, | know
that. You remenber him"

"He canme often to dine with us.” Tanmsin's voice wasn't even as |oud as
t hose squeaks and chitterings |I'd heard under the tub. "My parents despised
himto their souls, but what could they. . . ?" She broke off for a noment,
and then she burst out, "My father feared no man born, you must know this, but
in the presence of that-- that. . . Jenny, |1'd not have known him he was
grown so small, as though all the marrow were out of him And my nother the
same, tiny and white, not able to swallow so nmuch as a bit of bread, and her
hand so cold. . . and himsnmling at ne across the table, peelirig oranges to
make ne share with him and tal king, talking, all evening |ong, about the
_things_ he'd done that day. The _things_, Jenny."

Robe or no robe, | was freezing, and ny throat was closing up on ne. |
got her out of the bathroomand into my room and we just sat together on the
bed, with Tamsin's voice going on in the dark, soft and tonel ess, and
couldn't even put nmy armaround her. "Courting ne, fromthe very first--there,
at ny parents' table, before their eyes--and taking such grand pleasure in his
know edge that there was naught they could do against my Lord Justice George
Jeffreys. And | eaning forward, whispering, offering slips of orange between
his fingers, like to a man feeding a pet bird. | see himstill, Jenny. | see
hi m now. '

"He was sort of handsonme, wasn't he?" | said. "Pretty eyes." Tansin was
staring at me. "I nmean, in his pictures, anyway."

I f nobody ever again, for the whole danmm rest of ny life, |ooks at ne
the way Tamsin did then, 1'll be just as happy. | honestly thought she m ght
never be going to _speak_to ne again, but after about a year she said,
"Pretty eyes. So they were--nor did he ever take themfromme in all that
time, not for two minutes together. Edric would be playing, and the



portraitist daubing and scratching, nmy father snoring--and those _pretty_ eyes
so softly on ne . "

"He came to see you being painted?" | should have figured that--Mena
woul d have. "So he saw Edric, and. . . he saw Edric and you?"

"He saw everything." She began to sound a little nore like the Tamsin |
knew t hen, speaking faster and with a bit of expression back in her voice.
"Aye, he knew the truth of us, | think before _we_did! He never spoke word to
Edric, but whiles that gentle gaze would rise to take the two of us in--never
nore than a nmoment, a single breath-- and Jenny, the _pit_, the fiery, filthy
cavern just below that gentleness! Afterward--himhaving taken his |eave at

last--1'd weep and shiver all night, and bite my fingers with fear, and no way
Edric could ever cone to confort ne. And one still night--once only, somewhere
in the house--1 heard my nother weeping as well."

| felt like Edric, unable to cross three hundred years to hold her and
say, _It 's all right, it ~s all right. | won't let anything bad happen_, as
t hough that woul d have helped. Al | could do was ask hel pl essly dunmb things
like, "Did he ever get you--1 mean, were you ever alone w th hin®"

"Always," Tansin said. She was turning her hands over and over in her

| ap, and she | ooked like a child being scolded for sonething she hadn't done.
She said, "Jenny, when he was in this house, it made no matter who el se was
here. Not servants, not ny parents--not Edric, even. Dissolved, _vanished_,
every one, leaving ne alone. . . there was nothing but him no one to stand
bet ween us, do you take ne? And no hope, for all knew he would surely ask for
me when his horrible Assizes was done, and who in Dorset would say Judge
Jeffreys nay? Who woul d dare?"

She tried to grip ny hand, and |I felt that little cool breath that

somet i nes happened between us. "Do you wonder | fear himstill, Jenny, even to
speak of ? Do you wonder | forget?"

"No," | said, "no, of course not, of course | don't." Her snell had
changed--not vanilla now, but sharper, drier, alnost making ne sneeze. | took
a ganble. | said, "But Edric said nay, didn't he? No_, | nean. Edric dared.”

A big, fuzzy noth was thunping and fl oppi ng agai nst the w ndow, j ust
crazy to get to the faint ghost-light, which was the only brightness in the
room | pushed again, like the nmoth. "You did run away. You rmade your plans,
just like the first time, and you ran away together. _Tell_ nme, Tamsin."

| didn't call her often by her name; maybe that's what got her
attention. She | ooked straight in ny eyes, and her voice grew stronger, with a
calmpride in it now She said, "Yes. W chose our night once again."

| didn't exactly junp in the air and yell ny head off for GQuy Guthrie
and Julian--"1 was _right!__Yes! They _did_ run away! | was _right! _"--but I
cane pretty close. Tanmsin said, "No | adder to ny casenent, no whistles or
birdcalls for signal. W were to neet in twilight, at a crunbling old cow byre
to which ny parents knew ne accustomed to walk in the evenings. Little margin
it left us before our flight were noticed--but the portrait was near done, and
Edric had two days' hire left at best. No choice, you see."

Qutside, in the hallway, Sally: "Jenny? You still up, babe?" Nights when
she can't sleep, she prows Iike ohd Al bert, making certain that all her sheep
are tucked in safely. | munbl ed sonet hi ng about working on an ora
presentation for school. She didn't especially believe nme--1 can al ways fee
that with Sally--but she just called, "Wll, get some sleep sonetine," and
left it alone. | really, _really_ like my nother

"I was clever, Jenny," Tansin said. "I walked out to the byre the day
before, and there conceal ed a portnanteau contai ning a change of cl othes and
sturdy shoes as well. No food--Edric was to bring that--and no keepsake but a

mniature of ny sister, Maria. \Which was not theft, for ny father gave it ne."
Tamsi n was al ways picky and preci se about things |ike that. After a nonent she

added, "l saw the Bl ack Dog that day."
Better and better. | hadn't even thought to put the Black Dog in the
story. "He came to warn you not to go," | said. "But you went anyway."

Tamsin was far away, not |ooking at ne now, but ages beyond ne. "I



cannot tell you his errand, nor how | responded, for | hardly saw himat all
so full I was of plans and dreanms and terrors. Next day's weather was cool and
blow, with a snell of rain. My father and brothers were in Dorchester, not to
return till late afternoon--nmy nother was advising a friend s daughter on her
weddi ng. | canme down the stairs for the last time as bold and trenbling as
though I were already a bride nyself, saying farewell to all | loved, all
under st ood, wal king away with my husband. | wept, dear Jenny, and | bl essed ny
famly a dozen tines over and begged their forgiveness, and | wal ked away."

| saw her, you know. did. Probably partly because of the way ghosts
_change_ when they renenber something that intensely--but I'lIl swear forever
that it was nore than that. Her eyes were brighter than I1'd ever seen them
bright as flowers in noonlight, and she was _there_in them three hundred
years before--she was on the stairs in this sane house, so frightened she
could hardly stand up, and so wildly happy, and so brave. It was there still,
that nmonment, in her own eyes.

"But you didn't go to nmeet hinf? What _happened?_" My voi ce sounded |ike
adry little cricket chirp, far away. The room had grown darker; or maybe that
was Tansin's brightness gathering-- | don't know. | thought she'd take a I ong
time answering ne, but she didn't.

"I did set forth to neet Edric," she said. "But he was not the one
met." M ss Sophia Brown appeared on her lap half a second before M ster Cat
eased through the wi ndow and poured hinmself into mne. They were both | ooking
very pleased about one cat thing or another, and pronmptly settled down to
washi ng each other's faces. Tansin said, "l had taken but a dozen steps beyond
nmy doorstep when he was there. Snmiling, bowing over ny hand, nurnuring that he
shoul d be properly disappointed to find ny fanmly gone from honme, but could
not, so enchanted was he at this chance to speak with me in sweet solitude."
Her voice had dropped into a nasty dry whisper, |like insect w ngs rubbing
toget her, and she kept going back and forth between that voice and her own as
she tal ked.

"I told himthat ny parents would return quite soon, and that he m ght
await themw thin and wel come. He answers ne, nay, but he'll pass our farm
quite by and rate such hospitality poor stuff indeed if 1'd not bide him
conpany a while. And truly he means nore by that than the nere words. There's
naught in England to hinder himfromdeclaring ny father Monnmouth's fell ow and
agent - - naught but his fancy for me, and well he knew _| _ knew it. W |ooked
each other in the eyes, Jenny, and both of us knew _all_."

She | aughed suddenly, which spooked ne about as much as if she'd cursed
or screamed. "Aye, there was a droll nonent, if you will, set snug in horror
like a currant into a Yorkshire pudding. | told himl was in the habit of ny
evening stroll, and he replied on the instant, he was bound to convoy ne, to
see ne safe fromjust such vile rebels as he'd that day been sending by the
score to neet their black Master in hell. And ere | could speak, there's ny
armtight through his, and himguiding ne down the path to the byre where
Edric waits for ne." She | ooked at ne as though she'd just now renmenbered
was there, and she smiled, alnost nockingly. "As good as a play, is't not,
Jenny?"

And it was that, all right. | couldn't speak for _seeing_ her: alone,
armin armw th that soft-eyed nonster, himbending down to her, breathing on
her, noving her along . . . and her unsuspecting lover in the cowshed: a rebe
hinsel f, or the next thing to it. | just about managed to croak out, like

Julian, "What did you _do?_"

"Do? | did nothing--a blessed wet rock did it all. The rain had
begun--ny ankle turned--1 fell, drawing himdown with me." The | augh was
closer to a gasp this time, as though she was falling again, right there. "He
bore ne back to the house, arranging ne on a couch, and propping up ny ankle,
tender as a nurse--indeed, | believe he would have sal ved and bandaged ne, had
| let him And all the while crooning to ne, vow ng he's never been so
ensorcelled, and I rnust truly be a witch, and he knows what to do with
wi tches. And then he | aughs, to show 'twas all nmeant as lovetalk. | think it



was, Jenny. God's nmercy, but | think so."

She stood up, pushing Mss Sophia Brown off her lap (the Persian reacted
just as indignantly as though she'd been a real cat), and wal ked to nmy w ndow.
['lI'l always wonder what she saw, standing with her back to ne, |ooking out
into one night or another. | could see the noon through her |eft shoul der

"He spoke to me of marriage," she said quietly. "Mrriage and
hangi ng- -t he sane voice, the same passion, 'twas all one to that man. Ch, aye,
he was al ready wed, but what of that? his wife was rotten with consunption
unlikely to last the year. | would be a baroness, the lady wife of the Lord
Chi ef Justice, living a life as far above this junped-up croft as it would be
above a shepherd's hut. Land, society, horses, servants--and himnerely the
first among those, ever at ny side, as now, asking only my |ove and approval."
She turned, and when she smiled this tine | saw the crooked wolf tooth. "Oh,

it does cone back in your presence, ny Jenny," she said, "it comes back. There
was a reason the cats brought you to ne."
"And all that time you were worrying about Edric," | said. "He was

carrying on, proposing to you and everything, and you nmust have been just
frantic, thinking about Edric--"

Tamsin | aughed a third tine, and this one cane out dry and snall and
rueful. "Oh, aye--nor was | the only one. For of a sudden, between this fond
word and that, Judge Jeffreys's hands were gripping nmy arns |like fetters, and
his face was kissing-close to mine so | could only see his eyes--his great,
gentle, terrible eyes. Hs lips did hardly nove when he spoke to ne again,
saying, 'And as for that twangling fool in the cowshed, you need have no
di smay on his score. He never purposed to wait your com ng, but was gone from
there ere you had set out. And | know this, Mstress WI I oughby, because
passed that way com ng here.' H's hands on nme, Jenny. | cannot feel, and yet |
feel them now. "

| felt themmyself. | said, "He knew? About Edric and Francis Gollop and
everyt hi ng?"

"He knew," Tansin said. "He held me there, and he told nme what he knew,
and told ne further what fate Edric and nmy father nerited, who had know ngly
har bored a dammed rebel against H's Majesty Janes |1--aye, and even dared
renove the body for the Christian burial it had forfeited, in direct violation
of the King's own command. Ch, Jenny, Jenny, it cones back."

How can | wite what she | ooked |ike--ny Tansin--nmade so bright by her
own nenory, and cringing away fromit at the sane tine? She said, "He went on
on, half raving, half singing--now swearing eternal adoration, now threatening
horror to ny entire famly if | were denied him After a tinme | but half heard

him Jenny, so hard was | listening for ny father's returning--and for Edric
as well, come at last to carry ne safe away. But there was no one, and the
rain fell harder."

| couldn't just sit still. | dunped Mster Cat, stood up and went to

her, standing as cl ose--_kissing-close_, she'd called it--as naybe the Judge
had been that day; so close that the ghost-glimrer seenmed to fall right on ne,
i ke noonlight. Tansin touched nmy hair, but | couldn't feel it.

"I ran," she said. "The nonment those hands | oosened on nme in the
slightest, | was up and out, splashing and sliding toward the cow byre once
again, for | would never credit that Edric had abandoned ne. Behind ne | hear
_him_calling furiously, but | dare not |ook back, hard as it was to keep ny
bal ance on the wet stones. | fall, | fell--the ankle turns grievously under ne
a second time-- and | was near crawing when at |last | reached the byre." She
turned away, back toward the wi ndow. There hadn't been any rain that day, but
the buil dings and fences and bits of machinery | could see were all glinting
in the moon |ike new grass.

Tamsin said, "Edric was not there. My portmanteau was there still--and
his traveling bag beside it--but not he. | stand in the rain, holding to the
byre door, staring and staring within--and then | truly run, Jenny, |lame ankle
and all. | cannot say where_ | ran, for ny wits were as gone fromne as

Edric, whose nane | shrieked into the stormuntil | fell. This tinme--or



per haps the next, or the next--1 lay where 1'd fallen."

I couldn't say anything, and she didn't speak again for a |long while.
' Twas the Pooka found nme, else |I'd have stopped there. He'd taken the guise of
nmy brother Hugh, but | renmenber yet those yell ow eyes | ooki ng down at nme as he
carried me hone. My nother put me to bed."

Saying that, she suddenly realized that | was standi ng barefoot beside
her, and she got really upset, alnost angry with me. "Get into bed yourself,
child, at once! AmIlto have you catching a chill and dying of it"--and that

was the one_tinme she used the word-- "as | did? _That_1'll not have." Just
the way she'd said it to the Pooka when she cane flying to rescue ne. In the
m ddl e of everything, | was absolutely thrilled.

"That's how it happened,” | said. "It really _is_like ny story, sort
of ."

Tamsin blinked in puzzlement at that, but she went on talking. "I
i ngered some days--just how long, | cannot say, for they swamall around ne,
the days, in and out, like fish. My parents and brothers were always at ny

bedsi de, whenever | should open ny eyes; and _he_ cane every day, his |abors
at the Assizes done, to clasp nmy hand and gaze tenderly upon ne by the hour
But my nother made sure never to heave nme alone with him dread him as she

m ght, for she guessed sonething of what had passed between us. Indeed, it was
he who was nearest when | drew ny last breath in this world."

I'd gotten into bed by then, and she nmeant to sit on the edge, but she
couldn't doit. It was as though she'd suddenly forgotten sitting, forgotten
what bodi es have to do so they can sit down on a bed, or in her own chair in
her little secret room She |ooked frightened--anyway, | think she did,
because she was beginning to fade, and it was hard to be sure. | said, "Tel
me. Tell me what you renmenber." Because | _knew_ it was inportant, though
couldn't have said why, not then

She tried to tell nme. "He spoke,"” she said. "He | eaned chose--for a
nmonent he was Edric, but the eyes . . . the eyes betrayed him. . ." Like the
Pooka again, | thought weirdly. Tanmsin said, "He whispered to ne. He took both
nmy hands in one of his, and he | eaned over ne, and he _whispered_ . "

And she was gone.

I couldn't even call after her, for fear of waking someone. But |
couldn't just fluff ny pillow and crash, even if |I'd wanted to, which I
didn't, because | knew what |'d dream So | sat up and hugged my knees--and
Julian's gorilla--and I thought about things until norning cane.

Twent y- one

Spring cane the way it does in Dorset, like a really small child hiding
behind a curtain to pounce out at the grown-up world for a nmonent, and then
dash right back into cover. Tony's mnustache actually took hold, and Julian
quit sleeping with the stuffed turtle that was Elvis' successor. The first
no-till crops | ooked pronising--although Evan kept warning us and the Lovells
that there'd probably be a yield hit this year, until the soil got used to the
new regi nl e. But when he spaded up a chunk of black dirt, it crunbled pretty
easily in his hand, and there were a | ot of earthworms, which even | knowis a
good sign. Evan said it was too stiff by half, wouldn't be proper for a couple
of years yet, but he | ooked happy.

The April nights were way too cold to go wal king with Tamsin, so
nmostly went to her room (which was cold enough--we didn't have any heating in
the east wing then), or in Tony's studio, where she used to watch him
practicing and sigh now and then: a long, liquid, three-hundred-year-old
adol escent sigh that used to enbarrass ne even nore than it nade ne jeal ous.
Tony never heard it, never noticed it at all, and tried really hard not to
notice nme. | envied himhis gift and his devotion, and | envied him Tansin's
wor shi p; but for once that seened to be happening far away, in some ot her
region of nyself. | had bigger, scarier fish to fry.



She didn't remenber a single word that Judge Jeffreys had said to her on
her deathbed. She didn't even renenber a lot of the things she'd already told
me; that's how hard she shrank away fromthinking about that man, three
centuries later. | made things worse because | kept asking her if it could
have had anything to do with Edric Davies. Because | couldn't get rid of the
i dea that Judge Jeffreys might have met himat the cow byre on his way to the
Manor to make his awful proposal to Tansin. And Edric m ght have been younger
and maybe even stronger, but he woul dn't have stood a chance. | knew that
nmuch.

It took ne a while to understand that what she _did_ renenber was her
desperate anger at Edric for not being there when she scranbl ed up that
rai nsoaked path, not coming to protect her when those hands were pinning her
arms. She felt it still, that anger, but by nowit was all mxed up with three
hundred years' worth of regret and confusion and fear--three hundred years of
never _knowi ng . Quy Quthrie says that there are ghosts who go mad after their
deaths. | don't know why Tansin didn't.

That cow byre isn't there, of course--nothing left but a kind of

i npression of the floor. 1'd never have found it if Tamsin hadn't guided ne
out there one afternoon when | should have been helping Sally in her garden
There wasn't anything to ook at, but |I stood still for a long tine, trying to
see into the past the way Tansin did. But | couldn't find a foothold, a place
to begin imagining.. . except nmaybe one thing. The wild grasses had | ong since
taken the place back conphetely; all but a single small area, about the size
of a bath mat, bare and bald as a brick. | pointed it out to Tansin, and she

said it was right where the door had been-- naybe a few inches inside and to
the right. Some things she renmenbered |ike a photograph after all the years. |
just couldn't ever be sure which they'd be.

"Seens weird, the grass not growing in that one place," | said. "I
wonder what woul d cause that."

"My nother says--" Tamsin began. She stopped herself, and then she said
it again, very deliberately. "My nother says that nothing will grow where a
nmurderer lies. Or where a virgin has been martyred--for she inclines just a
bit to papistry on sone points, does ny nother. O where the WIld Hunt has set
foot."

| froze on the spot--it actually felt as though hands had reached out of
the tall grass and grabbed ny ankl es. The whol e notion of those mad, | aughing
hor senen wheel i ng down fromthe night sky, leaping to earth, stalking this
ground where | stood, where Tansin WI | oughby had come runni ng desperately to
find her man... to find _what?_ You'd think seeing the Wld Hunt close to
woul d be sonething that stayed with you, but Tansin went conpletely blank on
that--all she renmenbered was Edric's absence and the Pooka carrying her hone.
But | kept standing in that enpty place, staring at the patch where nothi ng
grew.

On the first hal fway warm weekend Meena and | went on a plcnic. Julian
wanted to come, but he also wanted to go to a big football match in
Dorchester, and football won. Meena brought an Indian box lunch for the two of
us, and | chipped in Sally's stuffed nushroons, which Meena adores, and a
thernos of iced coffee. W got started |ate, because Dr. Chari had an
energency to handle at the Yeovil hospital before she could bring Meena, so
Sally told us not to worry about getting back, as long as we were honme for
di nner. She did want to know where we'd be picnicking, and | told her probably
around the Hundred-Acre Wod. Not in--not after that first tine--but sonmewhere
around.

It's a good hike to the Hundred-Acre Wod: uphill, pretty rmuch, but not
_too_ uphill, and the path nmostly runs through |and that probably hasn't been



cultivated since Roger WIIoughby's time. Al kinds of berries growing wild,
and sone el mand ash trees that [ ook even ol der than Tansin's beeches, and a
lot of snug little dells just perfect for spreading out the tablecloth and
unrolling the mats. Meena sang songs from Indian novies as we wal ked. She says
they're incredibly silly, but I"'mgetting so | like them After that we sang
practically the entire score of _My Fair Lady_.

It was a nice picnic, maybe the best we ever had. W took our tine about
everything--didn't even start eating right away, but dozed in the sun a bit,
"l'i ke bears comi ng out of hibernation," Meena said. She'd brought a book of
poenms with her, and we took turns reading a few aloud. | can't remenber which
ones now, but it was fun.

W' d skirted wide around the Hundred-Acre Wod when we cane up to find a
picnic spot; but by the tine we were ready to start home, the | ate sun was
shining on it at an angle that made the young new oak | eaves glow |ike
eneral ds, and the forest itself | ook golden and sl eepy and magi cal. Meena kept
gl ancing over at it while we were packing up the picnic stuff, and all of a

sudden she said, "It would be so nuch shorter to go back straight through the
Wod. Let's do that, Jenny."

"Let's not, how about that?" | said. "You _hated_the place--we all did.
Very bad idea."

Meena scow ed. She doesn't do it well, but it's cute. "I was scared,"
she said. "I don't like being scared. It'll bother me until | do somnething
about it."

When Meena gets | ocked in on sonething, that's the end of it. She'l
al ways listen, she's always polite, but you mght as well not bother. Even
Chris Herridge would have found that out, sooner or |ater

W were halfway to the Hundred-Acre Wod, meking good tinme on the
downhi Il wal k, when | saw the Bl ack Dog.

He was fl anking us on the right, keeping between us and the Wod.
Daytime or not, he | ooked just as black as he'd | ooked in noonlight, and naybe
even bigger. Not a sound out of him-no bark, no breath, no footsteps in the
grass--nothing but those red, red eyes fixed on me. | stopped where | was. |
sai d, "Wat do you want ?"

Meena was wal king a little way ahead of me. She turned around, blinking.
"What? Did you say sonething, Jenny?"

The Bl ack Dog had stopped wahki ng when | did. | asked again, |ouder this
time. "What the hell do you _want?_"

"Jenny," Meena said. She canme up to ne, partly bl ocking my view of the
Bl ack Dog. "Jenny, who are you tal king to?"

"The Bl ack Dog, for God's sake. Don't you see hinP?" Because Tansin's one
thing--1 can inmagi ne how some peopl e mght not notice a w spy, transparent
ghost, even if she's practically sitting in their laps, the way she al ways was
with Tony. But the Black Dog | ooks like a solid chunk of m dnight that

sonmebody hacked into the shape of a dog. Gther people _have_ seen him | know
that, there are books. | still don't understand how it all works.

"The Bl ack Dog," Meena said. She turned to | ook where | was pointing,
and then back at ne. "Jenny, | don't see anything." She was keepi ng her voice

as even as she could, the way people do when they're really worried about you.
"I don't see a dog."

"It's all right,” I said. "I'll explain." | noved her out of the way,
very gently, and | asked the Black Dog again, " What?_ Wat _is_it?"
Not hi ng. | don't know what | expected--he'd never made a sound, even to

Tamsin, or told her anything useful, except to watch out for sone aggravation
or other. But when | started wal king again (with Meena sticking close and
| ooki ng anxi ous), so did he, always edging us away fromthe Hundred-Acre Wod,
like Albert steering those idiot sheep. |'"'mnot quite _that_dumb, so | told
Meena, "The Bl ack Dog al ways comes as an onmen. He's telling us to stay out of
t he Wod. "

Meena stopped studying nme as though | were crazy and just started to
| augh, standing there with her hands on her hips. "And that's it? That's what



all this is about? You don't want to cut through the Wod, so--_voilal _--here
cones the Black Dog to warn us off. _Really_ , Jenny." She was trying to | ook
stern and severe, but she was giggling too much to pull it off. She said,
"Well. You and the Black Dog will just stay out of the Whwod, and Iwill be
waiting for you at the Lightning Tree," which was a stormsplintered al der
where we'd veered away fromthe oak forest on the way up. "Just don't take too
long. I want ny tea." And she started straight off into the Wod, walking
right past the Black Dog. He didn't nove to follow her, or block her path
again--didn't even | ook after her, any nore than she | ooked back to see if |
was com ng. Just at ne.

Wl l, there wasn't any damm choi ce, obviously. | net the Black Dog's red
eyes, spread nmy hands, lifted ny shoul ders, munbled, "Yeah, | know, | know, "
and foll owed Meena. | | ooked back once, and of course he was gone. He'd done
_his_ job.

| walked a little way into the wood, along the path Meena had taken.
Tamsin had only made nme prom se never to wahk in an oak forest after sundown,

and we still had plenty of daylight left. But oak forests are different from
pi ne woods. Under the pines it's dark and cool alnost fromthe nmoment you step
into their shadow, but with oaks, at first you still feel that you're wal ki ng
in sunlight. For a while. Scuba diving's like that, | renenber: warm and
sparkly near the surface, with the light drifting down through the water; but
t he deeper you go, the scarier it gets, until it's icecold night and going to

be night forever. That's the way the Hundred-Acre Wod is, once you're inside.

Meena was al ready half out of sight, bending to duck under an
over hangi ng branch, when | saw the red cap.Just the one, with no face under
it, no body. It looked |like a toadstool--no, nore like a fat red thunb bobbi ng
up from behind a scrubby berry bush and di sappearing so fast | wasn't even
sure |'d seen it. | stopped in my tracks--still just on the edge of the wood,
and | called to Meena, but she didn't hear ne.

| couldn't tell if the second red cap was the same as the first or
different: It popped out of a rotten |og--bloodred, sticky blood just starting
to dry--and gone again. | yelled then, as loud as | possibly could, "Meena!
CGet back here! _Meena! "

To ne it seened as though the oak trees were swallowi ng up ny voice, but
a nonent | ater Meena reappeared around a bend in the narrow path. "Wat? Did
you call ne, Jenny?"

She hadn't seen the red caps at all. | didn't want to scare her, so
lowered ny voice a little. | said, "Come back here. Please. Now "

Meena stared at ne. "Ch, don't tell me the Black Dog has nmade anot her
appear ance? Jenny, you can do what you like, but I amwal ki ng straight through

this wood and out the other side. That's all there is to that, | nmean it."
My throat was dry and tight, and | was shaki ng, goi ng burning hot and
then absolutely icy by turns. |I told her, "Meena, if you take another step, |

wi Il drag you back out of this place by the hair. And | mean _that_, and you
know | do."

She did know. | spotted another red cap over her shoulder, flirting
t hrough branches, quick as a squirrel's tail, no chance to get a fix onit. |
was frantic for Meena to _nove_, but she only stood | ooking at me for what
felt like hours. Then she started back along the path toward nme, wal ki ng
slowy, not saying a word.

" Move! " | said, but she wouldn't come any faster. | was afraid she'd
stop altogether if | pushed her any nore, so | just stood waiting until she
reached ne and stal ked on past. Wen her hair brushed my face, she jerked her
head away.

Just before we cane out of the Hundred-Acre Wod, | turned and saw a
face. It looked like nelted candl ewax, the col or of bacon fat, except for the
bl obby red nose. The eyes were round as a doll's eyes, and they watched us
froma hole in a hollowtree with a no-color hatred that made nme stunble
agai nst Meena. There was a snell, too, | remenber, all around us, like a
refrigerator that really needs cl eaning out.



Meena saw the face, too. We didn't say anything to each other. W just
got out of there. When we | ooked back at the forest, we didn't see a single
red cap anywhere, but the branches of the oaks were lashing as wildly as
t hough a storm were on the way. Beyond the fence, where we stood, the air
wasn't nmoving at all.

Meena and | did start running then, and we didn't slow down until we
were conpl etely out of sight of the Hundred-Acre Wod, and we didn't talk for
a while after that. The sun was setting fast, but | could have gotten us hone
inthe dark. Finally I said, "I'msorry | talked to you that way."

"Well, you had to, didn't you?" Meena said. She stopped wal ki ng and
turned to face nme. "You _knew_ we shouldn't go into the wood," she said. "A
thing came to warn you--a Bl ack Dog, or whatever it was. You tried to tell ne,
but I wouldn't listen."

"It's hard to believe stuff like that, first off." | couldn't tell if
she was still nmad at nme or not--and with Meena you know-but | had an uneasy
feeling, |ooking at her.

"But what you _aren't_telling ne is how you knew. And you haven't been
telling me for a hong time now." She was nad, all right, but mad in a
different way than |'d ever seen her, level and cold. She said, "Talk to ne,
Jenny. "

| can't remenber what | answered, and it doesn't matter--1'd probably be
ashaned to recall whatever | tried to get away with. Meena just stood there
| ooking like that, saying, "It's been going on for nmonths--even Julian's
noti ced the way you've been behaving. How stupid do you think I am Jenny?"
So, at last, | told her about Tamsin.
I _would_ have told her--1 was _planning_ to, whenever the right nonent

cane up--but the fact is | hadn't, and she was ny best friend, and she had
every right to do what she did, once |I was through, which was to chew nme up
one side and down the other in that sanme flat, un-Meena voice. | took it

wi t hout a word, not |ooking at her, until she ran out of gas, and then | just
said in the silence, hoping | wasn't going to cry, "Meena, |I'msorry."

Meena said, "You could have trusted me. | don't nmean just to keep your
secret--1 mean to believe you. O all people, do you think I don't know about
ghost s? About night creatures? About spirits, fairies, things that can change
t heir shape?" Her eyes were getting brighter and brighter, and | was afraid
_she_ was going to start crying, which would have been even worse than ne.

"You _know_ | would have believed you, Jenny."

| couldn't say anything. W stood still, the two of us, both _twanging_
like fiddle strings about to go, and ne wishing | were dead. Only tinme in ny
life so far I've ever wi shed such a thing, but I'lIl knowit if it happens

again. Then Meena began to smile, just a little bit, brushing the back of her
hand very quickly across her eyes. "But you went after me," she said. "You
followed ne into the wood, even though you were warned not to. You brought mne
back. "

"Well, I"'mnot _all_ dork," I munbled. "Not all the way through." So
then we _both_ cried, and we hugged each other, and we went on hone together
not saying much. Wth the lights of Stourhead Farmin sight, Meena suddenly
turned to me and asked nme, "Jenny, what do you think they wanted with us,

t hose things--what did you say she called then®"

"Cakmen," | said. "I _think_those were Gaknen, but | don't know what
the hell they are, or what they'd have done. | don't know anything about this
pl ace, Meena. | thought | did, but | don't. You renmenber that if | ever start
saying | know. "

The first time | brought Meena to Tansin's secret room Tamsin wasn't
there. | was starting to get as junmpy as the billy-blind about all her roam ng
around- - because it was ny fault, I'd started her doing that--but Meena was
fascinated by the hidden lock, and by that little closet with the one dark
wi ndow, and | was too busy explaining everything to her to worry nuch then.



But |ater we sneaked a gl ance into Tony's studio and didn't see Tansin there
either, and that's when it started to get to nme. | kept thinking about Judge
Jeffreys--the Gther One, whatever that really neant--and all the bew | dering
t hi ngs the Pooka had said about me being the only one who could help. | told
Meena all that stuff, too

But Tansin did show up, just before Meena had to go hone. W were
sitting in that double swing Evan had nmade, waiting for M. Chari to
arrive--and |like that, there she was, perched between us on the back of the
swing, smling at me in that way that always turned ny insides to chocol ate
syrup. | said, "Meena, she's here."

Meena whirled around, her face actually flushing wi th excitenent.
" Were_, Jenny? Show ne!"

| pointed grandly and nade ny introduction. "M stress Tanmsin WI I oughby,
this is nmy dear friend Meena Chari. Mss Meena, | have the honor to introduce
Tamsi n Ehspeth Cat herine Maria Dubois WI I oughby, of Stourhead Farm" And
bowed and waited for themto discover each other.

But it didn't work out like that. Tanmsin was shaking her head sadly, and
Meena was | ooki ng wi de-eyed in all directions, still asking, "Were, Jenny?
VWhere is she?" 1'll never forget the sound of her voice right then. Like a
little girl growing nore and nore afraid that the parade or the show or the
party has already started wi thout her

She hadn't seen the Black Dog. She didn't see Tanmsin. | didn't know what

to do. | asked, "Can you snell her?"
Meena nodded. In the sanme snmall voice, she said, "I know she's here.
just.. ." She let it trail off. Tanmsin | eaned forward and put her hand on

Meena's cheek. Meena stiffened where she sat, and her eyes got very w de. She
| ooked at ne, and | nodded, and Meena said, "Ch," but not so | could hear it.

| had to turn ny head away for a monent. | didn't think I ought to see her
l'i ke that.

"It's not fair," | said. "It should be you."

That snapped Meena out of it fast. "Wat? Wiy? Because | _I|ook_
ri ght ?--because you think I _look_I|ike someone who should be able to see

ghosts? You have to stop that, Jenny, right now It's degrading to you, and it
makes me feel really bad. She chose you to talk to, when she's never spoken to
anyone else, and if that doesn't tell you sonething about yourself, then |

don't know what will. | think that's ny father coming."
It was. Meena stood up and turned toward where she thought Tansin was
sitting--1 had to nove her just a little. She said clearly, "Good-bye. I'm

happy that you speak to ny friend Jenny. She's the best person you coul d have
on your side, you can take nmy word for that." She stopped for a nonent,
touchi ng her cheek, and then she said, "If you can hear me--1'm on your side,
too." Then she ran to neet M. Chari, and | stood with Tansin, watching her

go.

Twent y-t wo

Tamsi n scol ded me about the Gakmen. 1'd thought Meena had really worked
me over, but after Tansin got through, there wasn't enough left to recycle.
"Wtling, gomreril, |ogger-head, are you mad then? After all my cautions, to

wal k in that accursed wood of your own choice, _knowi ng?_ M stress Jenny

A uckstein, what can have possessed you? What cloud came over your brain-pan
tell me?" There was a | ot nore. She was so furious that she |ost all her usua
transparency--she | ooked as solid as Sally while she was laying into me. | was
so fascinated to see her like that, I know | m ssed sone great
sevent eent h-century words.

It didn't help at all when |I pointed out that I'd only gone in a little
way, and only after Meena--that | couldn't let her go al one just because she
woul dn't pay any attention to ny warning. Tamsin ran right over that one.
"Never gainsay ne, child-- it was for you to keep her out of danger in the



first place. There's where you should have laid hold of her hair, the very
nmonent she spoke of entering the wood." Ch, she was sizzling, she was
wonder f ul !

In time she cool ed down (though she renenbered how angry she'd been--and
why--wel| after | expected she'd have forgotten). She stood in front of me and
touched ny cheek, the way she'd done with Meena.

"Jenny," she whispered. "My dear M stress Jenny, do you not yet know

that | fear losing you even as | fear. . ." She didn't finish, but started
over. "Dear Jenny, you well know the perils of your own world, but now you
wal k somewhat in mne as well, and you nmust heed what little | can tell you of
it. There are worse than OCaknmen abroad in what you call night."

"I love it," | said. "I don't care what's running |oose in your world,
love it a lot nmore than nmine. | love wal king around at night, even when |I'm

not with you, just knowi ng Even in the daytinme, everything's different,
because | know. "

"No," Tamsin said sharply, "no, you do not know, " and we were right back
at why | shouldn't have |let Meena set one foot into the Hundred-Acre Wod. But
her heart wasn't nearly as much in it: She kept fading, reappearing, fading
out again, as though she were being pulled back and forth between her own tine
and this one, nmenories grabbing at her this way, things she wanted to tell nme
yanki ng her back the other way. Finally she just gave up and vani shed, but
even that wasn't quite right--she didn't blink out instantly, but lingered for
a nonent, a soap-bubble Tanmsin, with dust notes falling through her sad eyes.
| didn't see her for days after that.

| saw the Pooka a lot that spring, though: never again face-to-face in a
room but always froma distance, in the shape of a bird, a hare, a badger
rolling along on its toes, a young red deer with the velvet still on its
antlers. He m ght not be able to be any help to Tansin, but he was definitely
keepi ng watch on the farm-or on her and nme. Meena said fromwhat | told her
about him the Pooka renminded her a little of Hanuman, the Mnkey King: w se
and strong, and very m schi evous, but always on the side of good. | wouldn't
have gone that far--1 still wouldn't, even after what he did for us--but | was
glad to see him Mre glad than not, anyway.

Because somnething _was_ noving around Stourhead Farmthat spring, just
as the billy-blind had warned nme, and finally even | could feel it. It wasn't
only my on-and-off dreans about Judge Jeffreys, and it wasn't Mster Cat's
occasi onal nighttime go-rounds with things that always seened to have too nany
| egs and weren't ever there when | went down in the norning to check out his
body count. It wasn't even the WId Hunt baying across the sky time and
time--once | even halfway slept through it, | was getting so used to them It
was Tansi n.

She was increasingly restless, in a way |I'd never seen before. By now
knew her as well, | guess, as you can know soneone who di ed three hundred
years before you were born. | usually knew where she was likely to be if |
couldn't find her in her roomor Tony's studio--out talking to those beech
trees of hers, or curled in Evan's swing with Mss Sophia Brown, and probably
Mster Cat as well. Once in a while she liked to be in the kitchen when Sally
or Evan was cooking. She couldn't explain exactly why to nme; one tinme she
said, "I have no sense of snell, but an _imagination_ of smell--can you
conprehend such a thing, Jenny?" | couldn't. Tansin said, "Besides, there's
confort in a kitchen, always, for ne as much as any other." That one | did
under st and.

But lately I couldn't tell, not only where to find her, but just how
she'd be when | did. 1'd see her sonetinmes in places where |'d never cone
across her before: wal king the fields anong Evan's workers, or sitting at
Sally's piano with her poor transparent hands stretched out over the keys, as
t hough she coul d nake them nmove up and down by plain will. Mst often, when
spoke to her, she'd wheel around, |ooking absolutely terrified, and vanish. It
woul d take ne forever to get her to cone back, and _then_ generally she
woul dn't know me, sonetines for a couple of days. Once she didn't even know



M ss Sophi a Brown.

The worst thing was, | had a terrible feeling that | knew why it was
happening to her. _She_ certainly didn't, and there wasn't any point asking
t he Pooka or the billy-blind--neither one of themwas worth a damm at sayi ng
anyt hi ng useful straight out, anyway. So | tal ked to Meena.

I'd kept my pronise about that, even though I was so rmuch in the habit
of not saying a word about Tamsin to anyone that it was really work. But it
was worth it, too: Not just for the plain relief of dropping all ny fears and
confusions in someone else's |ap, but because of who that soneone was. | said,
"It's the O her One, Judge Jeffreys. The billy-blind kept warning ne. Meena,
he's not gone, the way she told ne--he's sonewhere close by, and the nore
restl ess she gets, the nore active, so does he. And she knows it, or she
hal fway knows it, and she's so frightened she can barely hold herself
together. That's what | think, anyway."

W were in the Charis' kitchen, and Meena was showi ng ne how to nmeke a
_pillau_. Over her shoul der she said, "You think he mght still be here, stil
waiting on earth, because of his obsession with her? Is that howit is with
ghost s?"

"Is it? You' re the one who grew up with them-you tell ne. |I'mjust
starting to wonder if maybe _she's_ held here because of some obsession of her
own. Sonething to do with Edric, with what happened to him | don't _know,
Meena. "

"In the south they put coconut mlk in with the stock," Meena said. "MW

not her doesn't do that, but | like it. Do you know what | wi sh?" | didn't say
anything. Meena said, "I'd like to see that painting of her."

"I asked her about it once," | said. "She didn't have any idea where it
m ght be, after so long. |I've |looked for it a fewtimes, but if it's in the

house I'mnnot seeing it. Anyway, | don't know what help it'd be. She says the
guy was a rotten painter."

"This isn't an art class. Watch now -when you put the rice in for
frying, you have to do it with your fingers, so the grains fall separately.
_Watch_, Jenny! | still think it mght tell us something the painting.

So we went | ooking. Whenever Meena was over for an afternoon or a
weekend, we slipped off and went through the Manor--east wi ng, west w ng, al
three floors, and every damm room we could get into, including ny lady's
chanmber, just in case Roger WI | oughby'd been into hiding nore than chapl ai ns.
Not hi ng. Meena was all for scraping off sonme of the older portraits, on the
chance that the one of Tansin m ght have been painted over, but | was afraid
to try that. We did pry a lot of them Qut of their franes, though; and we
spent a whole miserable day in the cellar, digging blindly around under
incredibly dirty drapes and sheets, and layers of rotting cloth that crunbled
away to bl ack powder the moment you touched it. Nothing. Wherever that
portrait of Tamsin was, if it was still in the house, we'd never find it.

It wasn't in the house. It was hanging on the wall in the Judge Jeffreys
Rest aur ant .

I'd never gone in, out of pure snobbery, so | wouldn't have known. Meena
had, and she'd actually noticed the picture, but of course she didn't
recognize it. The only reason | ever saw the thing was that Sally dragged ne
into the Restaurant one afternoon when we'd been shopping for a long tinme, and
| was suddenly hungry enough that | didn't care where we ate. Even under the
sign with that man's dreadful gentle face on it was all right with ne.

The portrait hangs in a dark corner at the rear of the Restaurant, so
didn't see it until I was on nmy way to the john. Then | about wet nyself right
there, but the ironic thing is that | forgot | had to go. | just stood staring
at the painting--not _seeing_ it, you understand, just gaping, slowy
realizing what it was. Because there couldn't be two |like that: Tanmsin
W I | oughby, nineteen years old, but |ooking not rmuch ol der than mne--naybe
because the | oose white gown she wore was a bit too big for her--with her hair
done up high in tunbly curls, the way she renenbered it, and her eyes full of
someone who wasn't on the canvas. | don't know how the painter got it, as



awful as he was supposed to be, but sonmehow you could see Edric in the turn of
her neck and the lift of her chin. Just across the room playing for her
trying like mad not to turn his own head, and turning anyway.

It took forever for Meena and ne to get into Dorchester together, unti
we nmanaged to arrange to neet her father at the university for dinner. That
gave us tinme to have tea by ourselves at the Judge Jeffreys Restaurant, and we
stood in front of the portrait of Tansin for a long tine, neither of us saying
a word.

"I's that really how she | ooks?" Meena's voice was very qui et and young.

"Yes," | said, "exactly. Except sonetinmes, when she forgets."

W didn't say anything nmore for some while after that, and then Meena
sai d, "There's sonebody else."

| said, " What?_ No, there isn't. _\Were? "

Meena poi nted. The painter had posed Tansin in a chair with a tall,
narrow back and no arnrests. There was a snmall table to her right, with a book
open on it, and to her left a bigger table with sone kind of beaker nade of
copper, or even gold; the painting was too old and dirty to be sure. Meena
said, "Look at that. Cosely, Jenny."

In the surface of the beaker--and you had to squint to be sure it wasn't
one nore snudge on the canvas--1 could just dimy nake out a face. Only part
of a face, really, but |I didn't need nore than a part. | felt my hand at ny
nmout h, though | couldn't renenber how it got there.

"He's in the portrait," Meena said. "The painter put himin."

| didn't waste tinme saying no, no, inpossible, it couldn't be. It was
him all right. Maybe the painter thought it hel ped the conposition sonmehow
nore likely he did it out of flattery; nost likely Judge Jeffreys ordered him
to do it, and who was going to refuse? But why did the Judge--the O her
One--why did he want_ to be in Tansin's portrait? The man m ght have been
conpletely loose in the flue, but when it cane to Tansin he didn't do anything
wi thout a reason. So we just stood there, Meena and |, | ooking and wonderi ng,
whil e our tea got cold.

On our way out of the cafe to nmeet M. Chari, we ran into Ms.
Fallowfield. | was always running into Ms. Fallowfield back then. She |ived
alone on a tiny farmnot far fromours, nostly growi ng apples, pears,
cherries, and | think wal nuts. How she nanaged everything by herself, nobody
could quite figure, but she never hired anyone to help with the harvest, or

with the grafting and fertilizing either. Atall, skinny woman who coul d have
been sixty or ninety-five, all knobby bones and bundl es of gristly nuscle,
with no lips--just a down-curving slash, Iike a shark--and bright, hard bl ue

eyes. She wore jeans, thick woolen shirts, and arny boots, w nter and summer,
and she al ways had a kind of Russian fur cap cramred on her head, rain or
shine, sunmer or winter. Wth earfl aps.

| didn't like her much, but Ms. Fallowfield liked me_, in her
extremely weird way. The reason for that was that one tinme the yippy little
dog she always carried in a pocket of her duffel coat--it |ooked like a kind
of pink possumw th nange--got |ost and wound up at Stourhead Farm with
Al bert the collie about to turn himinto dog jerky. Al bert's _very_
territorial. | scooped the nasty thing up--it bit the hell out of ny
finger--and took it hone to Sally, who called Ms. Fallowield, and she cane
right over and got it. | still remenber shivering to see it scuttle up her
sl eeve like a nouse and dive into her pocket. |I'd never seen a dog do that
bef ore.

"Thank 'ee," she said to me. "I wn't forget." And God knows she didn't.
She kept turning up, fromthen on, in the fields, or stunping along a back
road or a Dorchester street--where she didn't belong any nore than a boggart
woul d have--or crossing our |land to check out Evan's no-till technique. And
somehow she' d al ways conme by atjust the right time to stop me and ask how
was doing in school, or howa city girl was getting along on a Dorset farm
t hese days. Her voice went with the rest of her: It sounded |ike chunks of
coal rattling dowmn a chute. But |1'd stand and answer her questions as politely



as | could. I was always polite to Ms. Fallowfield.

This time she just grunted, "Nut seen you in here before, | han't. Wo's
this one?"

| introduced Meena. Ms. Fallowfield gave her one swi ft up-anddown sweep
with those small blue eyes, but didn't say anything. | said, "W go to school
together. W were just in for tea. Very nice tea. Great scones.”

Ms. Fallowfield s dog--or whatever--stuck its head out of her coat
pocket and yipped at ne. |1'd saved his miserable |life, and he hated ny guts
fromthat day. She scratched his head with a hairy forefinger, tilting her

head and squinting sideways at me. She said, "Been looking at "er." It wasn't
a question.

"Her," | said. "Yes. Never saw that picture before. W were supposed to
study it for class.” I'ma really stupid liar when I'mnervous, but that's the

only tinme | lie.
Ms. Fallowfield said harshly, "Right bad 'un, she was. Family suffered
untold grief, along of that girl."

| wasn't having that. | didn't know | wasn't having that until | heard
nmysel f saying, "That is not true." Meena says | turned absolutely white, which
woul d be a change anyway. | said, "Tamsin WII|oughby |oved her famly! She
never did _anything_to harmthenl Shewas the one who suffered, and she's
still suffering, and you don't know what the hell you're tal king about!" |
didn't even realize what I'd done until | saw Meena's face, | was that angry.

Ms. Fallowfield didn't answer me. Instead she smiled, which |I'd never
seen her do before--1'"mnot sure anybody ever had, fromthe work her face

nmuscl es had to do to squeeze out a kind of pained twitch around her nouth. But
it wasn't a mean smle, and the blue eyes seened sonehow | arger for a nonent.
Just as hard, but maybe a little |arger. Then she turned her head and said
somet hing to Meena--not in English--and Meena's nouth fell open, and Ms.

Fal lowfield clunped on into the Judge Jeffreys Restaurant.

"What was she speaki ng?" | demanded. "Wat | anguage was that ?"

"Tam | ," Meena said faintly. "Wth a Madras accent."

"What did she _say? " Meena shook her head, and then she snmiled a little
bit herself, alnost like Ms. Fallowfield.

"She said, 'Keep an eye on her.' "l waited. Meena bl ushed--she can't
even lie by om ssion. "Actually, she didn't say _her_. She said, 'Keep an eye
on that child--she's not fit to be let out alone.' But she wasn't making fun
of you, |I'msure she wasn't. There was sonething el se, something about her."

"Ch, right," | said. "Let's go neet your dad."

| kept going back to the Judge Jeffreys Restaurant whenever | was in
Dorchester. Mostly | was with Sally, but she canme for tea, and | was there to
stare at that portrait of Tansin. | got to the point where | literally knew
every brush stroke that made up that painting, fromthe hundreds of fussy
little ones that created the highlights in her hair and every detail of her
gown, to the half dozen or so that put Judge Jeffreys on that gold beaker

wat ching Tansin forever with his mld, tender eyes. | wasn't |ooking for
anyt hi ng exactly--1 was waiting for the picture to _tell_ nme sonething, which
is different. And it did tell me something terribly inportant, but | didn't
understand. | couldn't possibly have understood then, but | still think I

shoul d have.

Tamsin couldn't tell me a thing, of course. Al she remenbered of the
pai nting sessions was Edric, and Edric's mnusic--she didn't even know that
Judge Jeffreys was in the portrait, too, and | could see her forgetting it

al nrost as soon as 1'd told her. | actually thought of bringing Tony to | ook at
it, because of himknowi ng so much about Dorset history, but | decided agai nst
risking his curiosity. As for asking the Pooka or the billy-blind . . . no,

there wouldn't be any point to that. The Pooka was right--it was ny problem
ny business. And | hadn't a clue.
The weat her got warnmer, even in Dorset. Weat and barley, corn and peas



and hay were popping up in Evan's unplowed fields, fruit trees were bl ossoning
overni ght, and Meena and | had to start dodgi ng football and field hockey
again. Mster Cat was shedding his first real winter coat all over my room
(he'd never needed to grow one in New York), and swaggered Stourhead Farm i ke
Roger W/ I oughby. Sally finally got her first vocal student, in Franpton; Tony
actually found a ballet class in Dorchester started up by a retired, slightly
al coholic Sadler's Wells dancer; and Julian the Mad Scientist discovered what
happens when you run experinents involving the electrical conductivity of
water in the Male Faculty toilets at Sherborne Boys. Evan yelled at hi m about
it, but it made hima celebrity for the rest of the term and | was proud to
be his sister.

Me, | went to see Guy Quthrie again, to ask if it seemed the |east bit
odd to _him, Judge Jeffreys's face being reflected in Tamsin WI I oughby's
portrait. But the nost even he could tell ne was that the thing had al ways had
a strange sort of reputation, almost fromthe tinme it was painted. "Maybe it's
owi ng to her dying so soon after, or perhaps it does have to do with
Jeffreys--hard to say these days, when he's become such a cash crop for
Dorchester. In any case, the last WIIloughby left it for the Lovells, and the
Lovells gave it to the Restaurant." He chuckl ed suddenly. "Very nearly the day
it opened, as | recall."

| said they certainly didn't take rmuch care of it, and M. CGuthrie
nodded agreenment. He said slowy, "They're afraid of it, too, | think, but
they don't know why. They won't put it upstairs, in the Lodgi ngs--they keep it
i n shadow, they never clean it, and | think they'd leave it for the dustnman
tomorrow, if they could. But it's Dorset history, it's part of the atnpbsphere

they sell--they can't quite nake thenselves get rid of it. | don't know
whet her that's any use to you, Jenny, but it's the best | can do."
Vll, it was and it wasn't. It convinced ne that | was right to feel the

weird way | did about the portrait, but it didn't get ne any closer to
understanding why . So | finally gave up on it, and on the Judge Jeffreys
Rest aurant, and on anybody being nmuch help to ne but me. And | went | ooking
for Tansin.

It was still chilly to be wal king out at night, but there wasn't nuch
choice if | wanted to be with her, restive and fretful as she'd becone. No
nmore sitting in her chair, both asleep and awake, decades at a tinme--now she
was truly haunting the Manor, wandering endl essly, upstairs and down, | eaving
a hint of vanilla in the laundry, or the Arctic Crcle, or Sally's nusic room
giving Julian scary, bew | dering dreans and giving Evan a sense of being
constantly followed in the fields by sonething he didn't want to turn around
and see. Tony conplained to ne that |lately he couldn't concentrate in his
studi o well enough to choreograph junping jacks for a Phys Ed class. He bl aned
me for it, which figured.

As for Sally . . . Sally just watched ne and didn't say rmuch. It's taken
along tine for me to realize that 1'd probably never have | earned how smart
that woman is if we hadn't nmoved to England. She knew _sonet hing_ was goi ng
on, and she knew ne, and she _alnobst_felt the connection sonewhere. She'd
have understood Tansin better than | ever did, ny nother

One flukey warmevening in May, | spotted Tamsin from a di stance,
whi ski ng across a cornfield |like a scrap of laundry blown off a clothesline.
When | ran to catch up with her and she turned to face ne, for a nonment | was
nmore frightened than the Cakmen coul d have made ne. She was _tattered_, as
t hough dogs had been tearing at her, ripping away her nenories of herself.

There were _hol es_ between shoul der and breast, | renenber, and anot her one
gapi ng bel ow her waist . . . and you couldn't see through them-there was
_nothing_ on the other side. | read about black hol es now, where conets and

pl anets and all the light in the universe get sucked in forever, and | think
of those holes in Tamsin.

" _Who are you?_ " Her voice was |like a wind over ny own grave.

"It's me," | said. Squeaked. "Tamsin, it's me, it's Jenny. Don't you
remenber ?"



She didn't, not at all, not at first. Her eyes were still Tansin's
bl uegreen eyes, practically the one undanaged thing about her, but | wasn't
there. And | was twi ce as scared then, feeling nyself being drawn into those
bl ack holes, and all | could think of was to squeak out those first |lines of
the song her sister Maria had taught her:

"Oranges and cherri es,
sweet est candl eberri es- -

who will cone and buy?
who will cone and buy . . .?"
Nothing . . . and then--very, very slowly--she cane back. It's hard to

describe now. It isn't that she becane clear and whol e and solid, recognizing
me, because she didn't; what happened was that the old transparency returned,
little by little, until you could see irrigation pipes and skinny young
cornstal ks through her, and | was as overjoyed as if she'd come back to nme in
the flesh. The hol es--or whatever they really were--faded as her nenories
knitted t henmsel ves back together; when she | ooked at ne again, her eyes took
me in, and she snil ed.

"M stress Jenny," she said. "I'faith, but how rmuch ol der you've grown
since last we net." It hadn't been that long at all, though | surely felt a
deal older than | had when |I'd run after her. "Jenny, did | know you at first?
You nust tell me truly."

"No," | said. "Not right away." Tansin was al ready nodding. | said,
"What _is_ this? What's _happening_ to you?"

She wouldn't quite look at me, and that was just about nore than | could

bear. | held ny hands out to her, which was sonething we'd gradually begun to
use as sign language for a hug. | didn't think she'd remenber, but she put her
own hands out, slowly. She whispered, "I do not know. It comes on ne often
now. "

"There's a reason,"” | said. "There has to be. Something' s happening, and

maybe it's a good thing. Maybe it neans you're breaking | oose, about to get
out of here at last. To go wherever you' re supposed to be." But | said it
pretty lanmely, because | was afraid it was true, and it's hard to sound
encour agi ng about sonething you hope isn't going to happen. Even if you're
ashaned of yourself.

Tansi n shook her head. "I would know if that were so. This is far other
this is a rending such as | have not known, and each tine there's |ess of ne
cones back able to say where | have been.” It was turning chilly: Alittle
wi nd bl ew through her, and | snelled her vanilla and the nusty scent of the
green corn together. Tansin said, "Jenny, | amafraid."

"Il help you," | said. "I will. W'll stay together, I'll watch you
every mnute, some way, SO any tinme it starts comi ng over you, |'ll be there,
"Il remind you." But it was crazy, and we both knew it. Tansin didn't say
anything. | said, "lIt's my turn to make dinner,"” and we started back toward
the Manor, but she vani shed before we were out of the cornfield. | called her
nane, and | thought she answered me in the wind, but if she did, | never
caught a word

The cornfield was pretty near the Manor--1 could see the |lights and both
chi meys fromwhere |I stood--but with Tamsin gone the house seened as far away
as New York, and with a deeper, colder sea between nme and it. | wasn't scared,
but I was afraid that | was going to be, so | wal ked fast--not running--and
kept telling nyself that 1'd be hone in a mnute, in a warmkitchen with
people all around ne and Sally pissed because | was late. And | was
practically on top of the Black Dog before I saw him

I can feel himnow, nost of the time, the way Tamsin could. It's a
little like snelling rain a whol e day away, or |ike knowi ng the phone's goi ng
to ring. But then he was just there in front of me, where he hadn't been a
second before: big as a Harl ey-Davidson, and so _black_ there has to be
another word for it; people just call himthe Black Dog because they don't



know t he real word. Nothing--not a cave, a mne, not the bottom of the ocean
not even deep space--is the color of the Black Dog.

"Cet _away_," | said. "No hard feelings, but the last thing | need right
now i s one nore bad onen. Excuse me, okay?"

He noved aside to let ne by, but when | started on, he wal ked along with
me, pacing nme exactly as he'd done at the Hundred-Acre Wod. | was really
hosi ng patience fast with nythical creatures, and I told himthat as he padded
besi de ne. "What the hell use are you, for God's sake? Go around predicting
all kinds of trouble and danger w thout ever telling people what to | ook out
for--what good's that? 1'd rather not know, you know that? You wouhdn't be any
damm help if trouble showed up right now, anyway." The Bl ack Dog wat ched ne
out of his red eyes as | bitched at him and he seened to be listening, but he
never made a sound.

He stayed with nme past the front gate, past Evan's swing and Sally's
garden. That did shut me up in time, because whatever he was supposed to be
warni ng ne against, it had to be near When he stopped, | munbl ed, "Sorry about
t he Cakmen," and he gave ne one last fiery stare before he stepped away into
t he shadow of a shed. Mster Cat shot out of it in a hurry, turned, and hissed
at him then stalked over to ne to conplain about the conpany | was keeping
t hese days. | picked himup and started toward the house.

I was cl ose enough to hear dishes clattering and Julian singing "I'm
"Ennery the Eighth, I am | anm--which is ny fault, because |I taught it to
hi m - when sonebody said ny name, and | turned.

He was standi ng al nost exactly where the Bl ack Dog had vani shed. He wore
the sane robes and wig that he had on in his portrait, the one upstairs from
the Restaurant. | could see his face clearly in the light fromthe
ki t chen--pal e and handsone and young--and he was smiling at me. H s voice was
dry and whi spery, just the way Tamsin had said--it sounded |ike tissue paper
burning. | shouldn't have been able to hear it fromthat distance, but I
could. He said, "I amhere. Tell her." Then he bowed to me and snapped
of f--you could practically hear the switch chick--and Sally called for ne, and
I went on into the house and did the best | could to help get dinner together

| didn't sleep at all that night. Sometine between noonset and dawn,

M ster Cat woke up on ny bed, stretched, grow ed, went to the wi ndow, nade his
pr epar e-t o- meet - your - Maker - however - you- concei ve- hi m noi se, and | aunched
hinself. | said a word I'd | earned from Tansin and t hrew on ny bat hrobe

It was a good thing | was awake, because what M ster Cat had backed up
against the right front tire of Evan's car was Ms. Fallowfield s repulsive
little pink dog-thing. It was whinpering and showing its fishy teeth, while
M ster Cat |ashed his tail, deciding whether he wanted steaks or filets.
grabbed himup, tossed himin the house, grabbed Ms. Fallowfield s dog,
slapped its nose when it tried to bite nme, and sat down on the front step to
wait for Ms. Fallowfield. |I figured she'd be along any time now

Twenty-t hree

Actual ly, she showed up just around dawn, when | was about to throw her
pi nk beast into one of the sheds for safekeeping and try to sal vage a couple
of hours' sleep. But | heard those arny boots on the gravel before | even saw
her, and | got up and went to nmeet her. The dog squirned so rmuch in nmy arns as
she got nearer that | had to let go, and the thing hurled itself through the
air--a lot farther than it should have been able to--to plop into the pocket
of her duffel coat |like a slamdunk. Ms. Fallowfield bent her neck and said
somet hing sharp to him but |I didn't catch the words.

"I can't figure why he conmes over here," | said. "I nean, he doesn't
know anybody." The monent it was out | realized how dunb it sounded, but Ms.
Fal l owfi el d made that funny, painfull ooking al nost-snile again.

"Happen he might," she grunted. "A chicken, nmebbe, a sheep. N vver know
with that one--he's got sonme strange friends, he has." She was | ooking at ne



when she said that, and you could have cut yourself on those blue eyes. She
said, "Second time you' ve delivered him™"

It seened a strange word to use. | hadn't told her about snatching her
pet practically out of Mster Cat's claws, but | was too tired to wonder how
she knew. Probably happened all the tine with that creature. | nunbled, "No
trouble,” and started back toward the Manor. Ms. Fallowfield wal ked al ong
besi de ne.

"Evan's up, if you want to see him" | said. "I heard hi mnoving around
a while back." She hardly ever said a word to Sally, but she seened to |ike
tal king to Evan about drainage and manure. Ms. Fallowfield shook her head.
She didn't say anything nore until we reached the door and | said good-bye and
started to go in.

Abruptly she said, "Coomover to my house sonmetine. Scones." She didn't
wait for me to answer--just turned around and tranped off. | watched her al
the way out of sight. She never | ooked back, but that dog stuck its head out
of her coat pocket and snarled at ne.

| didn't tell Tansin that |1'd seen Judge Jeffreys. | didn't have to. She
_felt_ him the way Mster Cat had sensed the pink dog's presence on his
prem ses. But where Mster Cat's natural feline response was to renove every
trace of the intruder fromthe planet, Tansin fled. She was less and less to

be found in her secret room less and less in the house at all. Wen we first
met, she'd told nme that she could go anywhere within the boundaries of
St our head Farm now she caroned around the place like a pinball, or like a

hanster on a very big wheel. Sonme days | tracked her down, and nost of the
time she knew ne when | did, but not always. The black holes didn't come back
or anyway | never saw them GCenerally, she |ooked Iike the Tanmsin she
renenbered, only a bit nore. . . tentative. | can't think of another word.

But she was frightened alnost literally out of her mind, and she
couldn't tell me why. You have to try to understand what that might be |ike
for a ghost, the way | had to. That's all she was, after all, as |I've been
sayi ng--nmenory, recollection, _mnd_--and here she was, so terrified of
anot her ghost, or of the person he'd been, that she couldn't even renenber the
cause of her fear. | kept pushing and pushing her, whenever | had the chance.
"I't's nothing he did to you--it's Edric, sonething about Edric." Tansin would
shake her head vaguely, wearily. "Sonething he _said_, then. Watever he said
to you when you were sick, when you stopped. The last thing you heard him
say--it'll come back, _think_ about it."

But she _couldn't_ think about it, that was exactly it. | |earned even
to avoid speaking that man's name, because each time it would bl ow straight
t hrough her, scattering her |ike clouds before a Dorset gale, and then
woul dn't see her for days at a time. | think it took her that long to gather
Tamsi n agai n, and each tine was harder

| told Meena what there was to tell about ny seeing Judge Jeffreys,

i ncludi ng what he'd said about having cone for Tanmsin. She didn't agree with
me that Edric had to be at the center of the trouble. "Jenny, have you ever
heard of Occamls Razor? My father always tal ks about Occamls Razor--he can
drive you crazy with it. It's a phil osophical idea that says, |ook first for
the sinplest solution--don't make anything nore conplicated than it has to be.
I think you are doing that with Tansin. It's that horrible man she is
frightened of, and well she should be. He is the one you saw, not Edric. This
is nothing to do with Edric."

"Maybe," | said. "Maybe not. | keep wondering--how cone he's back
anyway? The Pooka says ghosts don't return, once they're really gone--how did
he manage it? It's inportant, Meena, sonme way. | knowit is."

Meena put her hands on nmy arms. "Either way, you are to stay out of it.
Under st and ne, Jenny."

She sounded so totally unlike herself--so nuch older, so tense and
bl eak--that | gaped at her for a noment. "I have to help her. Nobody el se can



hel p her but rme.
Meena gripped ny arns tighter. "How will you help her? Wat plans do you
have? You don't have any plans."

"Yes, | do," | said. "I can't be with her every mnute--it's all | can
do to keep up with her, the way she's zigging and zaggi ng around the pl ace.
But if | can keep a watch on _him, if there's sone way | can stay on _his_

trail--"

"No!" Either Meena actually shook ne a little or else she was trenbling
so hard that | felt it myself. "Jenny, this is Iike ne and the Hundred-Acre
Wod--1 really will drag _you_ away by the hair this tinme, if | have to. |
don't care about your Tamsin, whatever happens to her--1"msorry, but | don't.
| care about you."

For one really crazy minute | al nost inmagi ned Meena actually being
jealous of Tansin and nme, the way |'d been so w hdly jeal ous about Tansin's
fascination with Tony. _That_notion passed in a hurry, and | was just ne,
flushed and clunmsy as always, trying to say sonething that woul dn't sound too
stupid. "I know you do," | said. "I nean, | really do know. " Not nuch, but
that's me, every tine. "But he's dead, and |'m alive--what can he do to ne?
I've never understood people being scared of ghosts. Poor Tamsin can't even
touch ne."

"Tamsi n doesn't w sh you harm" Meena said stubbornly. "You will not go
near him Jenny. You have to prom se ne."

"I can't do that," | said. " _I'm sorry."

W | ooked at each other. Meena finally sighed, and | aughed a very little
bit, and stood back fromne. "WIlIl," she said. "In _that_ case."

* * *

If it hadn't been for Mster Cat, | don't know what night have happened.
He'd plainly been having the sanme sort of problemwi th Mss Sophia Brown that
I was having with Tanmsin. |I'd see themtogether once in a while, and sonetines

get a glinpse of her by herself, trotting off on one of those inportant cat
errands that even ghost-cats have. But she didn't sleep on ny bed with Mster
Cat anynore, or materialize to join us when we were hunting through the Manor
for Tansin. Mster Cat was distressed about it, too, and kept saying so,
loudly and constantly. | told himl couldn't do a damm thing about it, and he
said he already knew that, but still.

Meena and | had started with some notion that the two of us could
somehow keep track of Judge Jeffreys's com ngs and goi ngs, and stay close to
Tamsin that way. Not a chance, not even with school out. Meena spent as mnuch
time at Stourhead Farm as she could get away with, but her fam |y had
Cot swol d-vacation plans, no way out of it; and anyway, she wouldn't have been
able to see Judge Jeffreys--she was just deternmined to be there when | did.
When | | ook back at us, all | can do is laugh. Now that | can

One thing that hel ped was the fact that Judge Jeffreys wasn't nearly as
easy moving around the farmas |'d expected he would be. Tansin had |ived her
whol e short life there: three centuries dead or not, there wasn't anything she
didn't renenber about Stourhead--at |east, when she wasn't panicky. But Judge
Jeffreys stuck pretty close to the Manor when he appeared--maybe because he
was afraid of getting |ost, maybe just because he knew she'd have to return
sooner or later. | still don't know how it really works wth ghosts.

M ster Cat knew. He began to come | ooking for ne, day or night--not even
bothering to stay cool, but bursting in with a fullthroated, full-tilt,
red-alert Sianese yow --and | |earned to drop whatever | was doi ng, make
what ever excuse | could get away with, and follow himdown to the cellar, up
to the Arctic Grcle, out to one of the barns--the North Barn, usually--or
even to Sally's garden. For his own personal reasons, Mster Cat had taken the
case.



And _he_ was always there, wherever Mster Cat led ne: tall and still,
| ooki ng much nore like a living person than Tamsin did. Maybe that was because
of the robes and the wig (wigs, really--he remenbered three or four styles);
or maybe it was that he knew what he wanted, dead or alive, so being dead
didn't nake any difference to him the way it did to Tansin. Meena thought he
didn't know he was dead. She said there were a |lot of ghosts like that in
India. "They come marching in to dinner and expect to sit down with everyone.
O they get into bed with their wives or husbands, because that's where they
al ways slept. It's very sad."

Not hi ng sad about Judge Jeffreys, not in his own tine and not now. He
hung around, pacing a bit now and then, nurnmuring to hinmself sometines, but
never the |least bit inpatient, never anything but waiting. | don't think he
knew for a m nute whether he was standing in Albert's water dish or Sally's
tomat o patch, and | know he didn't see the farmworkers as they passed hi m by,
or Evan, Sally, Tony, or Julian, even if he was in the kitchen when we sat
down to dinner. Nobody el se ever saw him of course--although Julian kept
| ooking right at himand shaking his head a little, as though there were sone
i nsect buzzing around him But of everyone and everything on the whol e dam
farm Judge Jeffreys only saw ne.

Even after everything that happened, | still think those were the worst
monents of all, those tines when he'd stand behind ny chair, or beside ne
while | was washing dishes and _talk_to me in that rustly voice of his. It
wasn't that he said anything that creepy or terrifying; nostly he just
repeat ed over and over, "I have cone for her. Tell her." But what he _felt_
like, there at ny shoul der, whether he spoke or not. . . | don't know how to
wite about that. The best way | can put it is that the presence of him
rustled like his voice, like an attic full of old dead bugs: the enpty husks
of flies in ragged spiderwebs, still bobbing agai nst the w ndow-the beetles
and grasshoppers that froze to death winters ago--the dusty rinds of little
nanel ess things stirring on the floor in a draft, crunching underfoot wherever
you step. Judge Jeffreys didn't just _sound_ like that. He _was_ that.

| couldn't speak to him not with people there--besides, nost of the
time | couldn't have gotten a word out if 1'd wanted to. But once, when | was
by mysel f, waiting outside the South Barn to neet Julian for a cricket
| esson--1 saw himcoming toward ne over the young grass, the way |'d dreaned
it and wakened to find Sally holding ne. Nowit was real, and everything in ne
wanted to run, but it was funny, too, because Mster Cat was stal king right
besi de him | ooking as professional as Al bert when he's got his sheep al
lined up. Judge Jeffreys ignored him

| spoke first--1"mstill proud of that. | said, "You won't find her. And
if you could, you couldn't touch her. You can't do anything to her." |
squeaked a little on the last bit, but otherwise it cane out all right.

Judge Jeffreys smiled at ne. He had a tired, thoughtful, _attentive_
kind of smile, as though he really was considering the nmerits of what 1'd
said. Tony told me that a | ot of Dorset folk who were tried at the Bl oody
Assi zes honestly believed that he'd understood their innocence and was goi ng

to let themgo. He said, "She will come to ne."
"Ch, no, she won't," | said. "Not ever." My voice was still pretty
wobbly, but the words were clear. | picked up Mster Cat and hel d hi m agai nst

nmy chest, because | was shaki ng.
Judge Jeffreys said, "She belongs to nme. Since first | spoke her nane
and bowed over her hand--since first our eyes kissed across her father's

table.” | hadn't imagined he could talk like that. He said, "Fromthat nonent,
she was mine. She knew then--she knows now. She will cone."
Mster Cat snarled in ny arns. | thought it was because | was hol di ng

himtoo tight, but when | eased up he kept glaring at Judge Jeffreys and
maki ng that jammed- gar bage-di sposal sound of his. Judge Jeffreys pursed his
lips, made his own nocking _puss-puss_ sound at Mster Cat, and smiled again.
" Her_cat disliked ne also. | grieved that greatly once."

"Grieved?" | said. "Gieved over anything? You? | don't believe it."



Judge Jeffreys's chuckle was |ike the gasping hiss of our old steam
radi ator on West Eighty-third Street. "Aye, of a certainty, for the wetched
creature held nmore sway with Tansin WI I oughby than any notions of her
i mbecil e Monmout h-1oving father. | entertained certain hopes that she m ght
endear ne to her mstress by fawning upon nme, but she showed her detestation
so plain that | took a cordial pleasure in teaching pretty Puss to swm the
day followi ng the burial. She proved a poor pupil, but no nmatter. Tanmsin
W | oughby al ready belonged to me, as surely that beast bel onged to her."

| said, "She loved Edric Davies. She hated you with all her heart. You
had to know that."

_That _ got him-only for a second, but it was sonething to see. The
handsome dead face absolutely convul sed, like sonething hit by a car, flopping
in the road. Qut of control. "That dammed Wel sh villain! That canting,
cozeni ng, rebel-1oving rogue! Jesus God, to see him-to sit watching, day on
day, as he plied his vile sorcery agai nst her susceptible innocence. A hundred
ti mes--a thousand!--oh, but | was hard put not to leap fromny chair and
strangl e hi mwhere he sat, twangling at the jacks and | ooki ng si deways,
| ooki ng, _looking_at her "

Tony says that he used to foam at the nmouth when he got properly up to
speed in court. | didn't think a ghost could do that, but | didn't want to
find out. | said, "They |oved each other. They were going to be married."

He stopped raving like _that_, on a dine, and he stared at ne in a new
way, really seeing ne. H s face smbothed itself out, getting back that gentle,
patient, alnmost fragile ook he'd had before. "Married, you say? Good God, the
villain would have betrayed and abandoned her ere they'd gone ten nmiles. But
she was the purest innocent ever drew breath, ny Tamsin." My stomach turned
right into a bowing ball when he called her that, in that voice. "Wat could
a shining angel know of the snares and ruses of so licentious a knave? | will
bl ess the name of the Almighty for three centuries nore, and three yet after
those that | was in tine to offer her an honorable | ove and a marri age such as
no junped-up tradesman's famly could have dared i magine. As to Master Davies,
he fled before me as a denon flees the face of the risen Christ. | told her
so, at the last. She died in my arms, at peace, know ng herself cleansed and
free. "

And here cones anot her one of those nmonents that | wish | hadn't
prom sed nyself to wite down honestly when | got to it. Because it's very

enbarrassing to say thatjust then, just for a bit, | believed him even
knowi ng what he was. Or maybe | believed that he really had | oved Tansi n--or
at least that _he_ really believed he had. |I'd never met anyone like him He

was conpletely out of ny |eague, that's all.

But then he blewit, even so. He'd been keeping a little distance
bet ween us--as though he didn't want to get too close to Mster Cat--but when
| said, "No, she's not at peace, and she won't ever be at peace until she
finds out what happened to Edric," he took two Iong, floating strides and he
was there, towering and whi spering, his face suddenly gone dim al nost
featurel ess, and his eyes glaring white. | tried to back away, but | couldn't
nove.

"I tell you again, Edric Davies is gone," Judge Jeffreys said. "Rebel
seducer, false Welsh traitor to his anointed king, Tamsin W/II oughby need
concern herself no longer with fears of the scoundrel's returning. |'ve seen
to _that_, by God."

He was standing so close to me that | could feel things like little
static sparks crackling between us. | couldn't see anything, but |I've read
since that that can happen with ghosts and people. It never did with Tansin.
Judge Jeffreys's voice had gotten very quiet. "A great power was granted ne

when we net last, Edric Davies and I. | was the unworthy instrument of the
Al mighty, hunbly privileged to speed himto such a doomas all the saints
toget her could never lift fromhim There will be no return fromwhere Edric

Davi es is gone."
People wite and tal k about their hair standing on end, their hearts



standing still, their blood freezing in their veins. | never knew what that
meant until then, when all of it happened to ne at once. Between one word of
his and the next | was too cold to breathe, too cold even to trenbl e--and ny
mouth dried up and tasted |ike pennies. Judge Jeffreys | ooked down at nme from
the gray afternoon nmoon. He said, "She knows."

"No," | said. "Ch, no. No way in the world does Tansin W/ | oughby know
anyt hi ng about what ever happened to Edric Davies. No way in the world_."

| saw Julian trotting past the North Barn, |oaded down with cricket bats
and balls and stunps--he wanted us both to wear white flannels, but |
threatened to back out of our |essons, and Julian just loves to be teaching
someone something. | said again, really loudly, "She _doesn't_ know. You're a
liar."

He didn't like that. He | eaned over me, with his face doing that floppy,
melting thing it did before, and the sound that cane out of himwasn't words.
My legs turned to string--1 can't think of another way to describe it. 1'd
have sat down right there, flat on my butt, except that suddenly | was seeing
Julian through him which | hadn't been able to do a noment before. Then there
was only Julian, staring at me out of those inpossible gray eyes, saying,
"Jenny, you look all funny. Are you all right?"

"Yes," | said. "Yes, I'mfine." But | sounded funny even to ne.

"Because if you're _not_ all right, we can practice later," Julian said.
"Jenny, what is it? What's the matter?"

My baby brother. | didn't even send away for him | said, "Julian, knock
it off, 1"'mfine--a goose just wal ked over ny grave or something. Show ne what
a shooter is again."

The weat her got warner, Evan's no-till crops got taller and better
| ooki ng than he expected. The new corn was taking hold, the new wells were
punpi ng nore water than the old ones ever had, and the Lovells seened happy as
clams. Ch--and the "nmalaria swanp” in the upper nmeadows finally got drained,
probably for the first time ever. Evan's got pear trees there now

But there were other things happening, and only Mster Cat and | had the
smal | est clue about them (M ss Sophia Brown, too--she nust have known
everything, for sure.) You can't have two threecentury-old ghosts in the sane
pl ace without _unsettling_things, w thout sw nging that door between now and
whenever w de open. And what was begi nning to come through wasn'tjust Dorset
ni ght creatures, or nore of Mster Cat's scuttling sparring partners. W were
getting an altogether different class of scary now.

The first ones weren't ghosts--not unl ess whol e scenes, whole
_landscapes_, can be ghosts or have ghosts. | was washi ng di shes one norning
with Sally, the two of us arguing lazily over who played who in sonme old
novi e, when M ster Cat was suddenly on ny shoul der--digging in--and the
kitchen was filling up with hills, for God's sake. Sally didn't notice a
thing, which was just as well, since she was being crowded at the sink by
shadowy oaks that made the Hundred-Acre Wod | ook like a Christmas-tree farm
Me, whichever way | turned--with Mster Cat permanently wel ded to the back of
nmy neck--1 cane up agai nst great chal ky sl opes and banks of downl and, al
tilted on their sides, running away into the ceiling. Al transparent, of
course, gauzy as Meena's silk scarves, rippling gently when Sally or | wal ked
t hrough them as though we'd noved in front of a slide projector. No pl owed
| and, no aninmals, no people. Just the hills.

That was how it started, but it didn't stay that harm ess for very |ong.
Sone of the mrages were always ghostly, even flinmsier than Tansin, but others
| ooked so real that | kept junping aside to keep fromtunbling down a slope
that some WI I oughby had | evel ed, or from bunping into huge ol d boul ders
looming up in the cornfield or the sheep pasture. As long as it happened in



the house it was actually funny, especially with ne being the only person
aware of anything unusual. Once | forgot and warned Tony about the boggy,
weedy pond right in the mddle of his shiny studio floor; other tines, 1'd
stand blinking in the doorway of the nmusic roomwi thout coming in, until Sally
got really annoyed at me. But | couldn't see her because of the stony neadows
bet ween us, or the wld woods.

Qut si de, under an ordinary Dorset sky (generally a sort of w ndy
gray-lilac, spring or no spring) . . . outside was sonething el se. Qutside,
half the time | couldn't be sure where or when | was. |'d conme out of the
house sone norni ngs and every shed and outbuil di ng woul d be gone--everything
but the Manor itself. Nothing left but hills this way, a deep green coonbe off
that way, and maybe a gane trail between. Nothing for me to do but stay close
to the house until the mrages cleared away, which they always did, sooner or
later. It was al nost |ike being Judge Jeffreys, fromthe other side, with both
of us clinging to the Manor as the only truth in a world of fever dreans.
Anyway, it's the closest | ever canme to understandi ng anything about him

| keep calling them _mrages, dreans, shadows_, but they were nore than
that, and I knew it then. Meena knew, too, even though she couldn't ever see
them "They are visitations," she told me, "and | think they are perfectly
real. Not real here, now, but real in their own tinme and place, which is stil
goi ng on somewhere." She asked ne if | understood, and | said maybe you had to
be a H ndu. Meena said no, you didn't, but it would help if 1'd read a book by
soneone naned Dunne. | said | hadn't, and Meena said in that case |'d have to
take a Hindu's word for what was going on. | said _please._.

"I think what you are seeing is Stourhead Farm before it _was_ Stourhead
Farm" Meena said. "Long, |ong before Thomas Hardy and WIIiam Barnes--1ong
bef ore Roger W I I oughby noved down from Bristol. Before the Saxons, before the
Romans, before there were farnms here, before there were any people at all.

Sonmehow it is all unrolling for you, like running a novie in reverse--"
"Not for _me_," | interrupted her. "It's _him, it's not me, that's the
whol e point. He's the one making it happen, just by being here." | told her

what the Pooka had said about the wongness of Tanmsin's lingering on at the
Manor and speaking to ne, and Meena listened and nodded. "Yes," she said,

"yes, like what nost people think about reincarnation. They think, if you're a
bad person you have to return as a snake, a worm a cockroach, but it doesn't
work like that, it can't. You don't go backwards, Hi ndu or not--the world
could _unravel . Yes, | see, Jenny."

"More than | do," | said. "All _I_knowis that it can't go on. Wat
happens when _people_ start showi ng up?" Meena didn't know. | said, "And I'II
tell you sonething else--those visitations, or whatever, they're getting nore
solid every tine. | can still walk through them-but what about when | can't?
Meena, is the seventeenth century com ng back for real, for _good?_ And
everywhere, or just here?"

"No," Meena said. "Absolutely, positively not_. Not possible." She took
nmy hands and held themtightly between hers, and that felt conforting, but
what | saw in her face didn't nake ne feel any better. She stayed over that
ni ght, but she didn't want to hear anything about the stretch of heathl and,
ashy-purple with noor-grass and ling, that floated into my roomlike Mary
Poppi ns while we were |ying awake tal king about boys. | don't know whether she
fell asleep, but after a while | couldn't hear her voice anynore. | just |ay
hol ding M ster Cat and feeling nmy bed under nme, but |ooking up at a
t housand- year-ol d sky that couldn't be there, and snelling rain that had
fallen a thousand years ago.

There was a young Lovell, just about my age. | didn't know about him
until it was too |ate.

Hi s name was Colin. He cane down with a bunch of Lovells one afternoon
to bug Evan about exporting or sonething. Colin |ooked |ike a string bag of
yams, his skin was worse than nmine, he whined |ike a gnhat, and he homed in on



me |ike a heat-seeking mssile. Julian hacked himwith a croquet mall et
accidentally on purpose; even Tony came out of his studio to glower silently
at him Tony's got a glower that blisters paint at fifty yards, but old Colin
never noticed. Hi s nose was w de open, as Marta woul d have said: He foll owed
me wherever | went on the farm and there wasn't a thing | could do except be
nice to him It was fun, in a way, feeling Iike a siren for once, but | could
have done without it right then, with the world of Stourhead Farm shifting
around ne so constantly that just crossing a barley field was like trying to
find your seat in a pitch-dark nmovie theater, where the only light comes from
the screen, and faces and scenery go flickering over you until you have to
stand still and wait for your eyes to understand and adjust. And with Colin
Lovel | buzzing after me | never had one instant that whole day to stand still.
Whi ch was why we ran slap into Kirke's Lanbs.

No, to be fair, it wasn't really Colin's fault. |I'd been getting
gl i npses of peopl e--as opposed to | andscapes--for a few days al ready, though I
didn't tell Meena about them Mstly | saw them from a di stance, either
driving sheep and cattle along roads that weren't there anynore, or plodding
of f somewhere through the rain in weary little groups of two and three. |
hadn't seen any real faces yet, or heard voices. | didn't want to hear voices.

What happened was this: | was showi ng Colin through the new wal nut
orchard, and he was pretending to know a | ot nore about grafting than he
did--he really was trying to inpress me--and between one dam minute and the
next, the entire orchard seened to fly away, and we were standi ng on what felt
like that path I'd wal ked with Tanmsi n and never found again, the one where she
renmenbered waiting to see the visiting carriages conme sweeping into view on
the high road. It was foggy and cold, and there were huge, shapel ess figures
nmovi ng all around us, meking ne back up close against Colin. He liked that,
because he thought | was being friendly, but | was too scared to tell himto
pi ss off because | knew what those creatures were. They were big nmen riding
bi g horses, and even through the mist | could tell that they were wearing
scarl et coats and pluned silver helmets, and jackboots, l|ike pirates. Like
sol di ers.

Colin was telling me how many different kinds of walnuts there are, and
why English walnuts are the best, but | was hearing the soldiers talking to
each other. They sounded very far away, but so did he; their voices were deep
and thin at the sane tine, and distorted, as though the tape were draggi ng,
but | could make out nost of the words. They were tal ki ng about the rebels.

" _Sedgempor, the week after Sedgenoor... ah, you should have seen
t he col onel then. Hanged a hundred of themin the market at
Bri dgewater--practically with his own hands, he did_ . . ."

". . . _Codso, do you tell me that? You weren't with himin Tangiers_--

" _Aye, Tangiers, and no bl oody Bi shop Mews there to prate of
i nnocence and force himto spare the lives of such filth_ . "

" _Agallows every three mles--every three mles, a gallows and a
chopper and a caul dron of pitch, you' d see this country quiet fast enough_ .

"Jenny? Jenny, did you know that your Anerican pecans are fromthe sane
fam |y as wal nuts?"

| snapped. | forgot where | was. | hissed at him "Colin, shut up! Don't
you know who these guys are?"

It's amazi ng, when you think about it, but I've never yet had anyone

| ook at nme as though |I were genuinely crazy. | mean, when you really think
about it, there should have been dozens by now But all |'ve got is the nmenory
of Colin, gaping at ne and starting to back away, honestly expecting ne to
start drooling and foam ng and junp at his throat. | guess he'll have to do.
He said, "Jenny, what are you tal king about? They're just wal nut trees."

They were, too, and | knew that. | knew that, that's what I'mtrying to

explain. But | knew those soldiers, too, just as surely as | knew what was
ri pening on those trees. Tony had told me all about Col onel Kirke's
dragoons--"Kirke's Lanbs," they called thenselves--and it wasn't something you



forget once the history test is over. Kirke's Lanbs were the mlitary

equi val ent of JudgeJdeffreys, a lynch mob in uniform Judge, jury, and

executioners, the whole crew, and they didn't even need to wear w gs. Wen

i magi ned people like thembeing turned | oose in the Colonies, a century later
| don't think |I've ever been that proud again of being an Anerican

Colin kept backing off. "What are you _l|ooking_ at, Jenny? \Wat
_guys_--what do you mean? Jenny, there's nobody there."

"Ch, yes, there is," | said. "And they can hear us, too, so for Christ's
sake put a sock init." | was just saying that to keep himquiet--1 didn't
think Kirke's gang actually could hear us, away off in 1685--but three of the
dragoons reined in their horses and | ooked straight at us, right on the noney.
One of them had one blue eye and one brown eye; a second man had a scar
running fromthe left corner of his nmouth to his heft ear. A third was the
handsomest man |'ve ever yet seen, except for his mouth, which was I|ike

anot her scar, thin and white, a bloodless welt. 1'd know every one of those
faces if | saw t hem agai n.
"Voi ces," the scarred dragoon said. "I heard them"

The handsome one said, "Cornet Simmons, you're drunk as a fiddler's
bitch." H's mouth hardly noved.

Colin called, "Jenny, |I'mgoing back to the house. | think my father's
| eavi ng, anyway."

"There!l" Cornet Simmons said.
voice, | tell you."

There wasn't any stunp where | stood, but he was staring right into ny
eyes. His were a streaky blue--he was drunk, back there in the seventeenth
century, hunting rebels on the Yeovil road--and he kept blinking and shaki ng

_There_, by the stunp. | heard a bl oody

his head. . . but he saw ne. | know he saw ne.
The dragoon with the m smatched eyes | aughed suddenly: one short
machi ne- gun burst. He sounded cl oser and clearer than the other two, | don't

know why. He said, "Chosts, it's ghosts you're hearing, Sinmmons--and why not?
Country's full up, as many of themas the Col onel's nade around here."
"Aye, that'll be it," the handsome one said. "CGhosts. Chose ranks,
Cornet Simmons. Business in Yeovil tonight, and Taunton after. Chose ranks."
He didn't raise his voice, but the last two words cracked out across
three centuries |like bones breaking. The scarred dragoon hesitated for a
little--then he wheel ed his horse and followed the others, who were already
trotting on into the fog. But at the last nonent he spun the horse on its hind
| egs--practically popping a wheehie-- and rode at ne, grabbing for his sword

hilt. I can still hear the soft whir the thing made comi ng out of its sheath.
Behi nd him the handsone one shouted sonet hing, sounding really pissed.
I couldn't nove. | stood still and watched himconing for me. God, when

| wite this | renenber so much |I've never told even Meena--the crusted bl ood
in his nustache, the sl obber flying fromhis horse's nouth, the glint of
_somebody' s_ sunlight along the sword bl ade, the funny deep, hummi ng sound he
was making in his throat right up to the nonent when the sabre swept through
my throat. No, | didn't feel a thing--though the berry bushes just behind ne
hi ssed and rustl ed--but maybe the people he killed Iike that in 1685 or
whenever didn't feel anything either. Anyway, he swung his horse around,
stared right at me one nore tine, made one last sort of half-pass with his
sword before he put it away, and then he cantered off after the rest of the
Lambs, whistling loudly through his teeth. |I heard someone yelling back at
him but | couldn't see the others anynore.

| stood where | was, with the wal nut orchard drifting slowy into place
around ne again while | just _shook . Colin was |Iong gone, probably already
telling every Lovell within range that | was a serious doubl e-barrelled | oony,
and | saw his point nyself. Seeing Tansin, talking to her, having feelings
about her . . . well, you could call that a special case, and you could even
say that about Judge Jeffreys--at least | could. But neeting Kirke's Dragoons
on a road that only a ghost renmenbered, and believing that one of them was
aware enough of me to try to kill ne--no, | never told Meena about that. |



never told anyone until now

M ster Cat came flowi ng out of a bush, one of those sane berry bushes
that Cornet Simmons's sabre had set swaying. He did his stiff-1egged
Frankenstein wal k over to where the dragoons' horses had been standi ng.
_Woul d_ have been standing, if they and the old road had really been there. He
sniffed the ground very carefully, and then he scratched it hard with his back
feet, as though he'd just taken a major dunp. Then |I knew that |'d seen what
I'd seen, and | picked himup when he sauntered back to me and said, "Thanks.
I was having a bad ten mnutes or so there."

I put himon ny shoul der, and we started back through the wal nut
orchard, nme trying to think of something nice and sane to say to the Lovells
in case they hadn't heft yet. Suddenly Mster Cat stiffened, spat, got a grip
(my right shoul der | ooked like a dart board for two days), and made an
entirely new sound, |ike a bandsaw seizing up in wet wood. | had no idea he
coul d make a sound like that.

| turned to see where he was swearing, and got a quick glinpse of Ms.
Fallowfield s little pink dog-thing scuttling away fromus among the trees.
M ster Cat wanted down in the worst way, to rend and devour, but | wouldn't
let him | said, "Forget it, |eave him_alone_, we've got enough troubles.”
But M ster Cat bitched about it all the way hone.

Twent y- f our

That sumrer Sally landed a gig as musical director for a wonen's choir
in Yeovil. | liked that, because | could usually go with her and visit with
Meena whil e she was working; and _Meena_ liked it because she knows nore about
the Byrd and Bach and Dowhand stuff Sally had them singing than | do, and
was raised with it. Meena thinks nmy mother is the best piano player south of
Horowitz, and Sally's flattered by that, as who wouldn't be? It doesn't make
me jealous to watch themtogether; but sonetines it does make me wi sh that |
understood my nmother's nmusic--_really_ understood, down deep the way ny best

friend does. | talked to Tamsin about that once. | said, "Maybe it's not
possible if it's your nother."

Tamsin smiled. | don't really expect anyone ever to snmile at nme the way
Tamsin used to do. "Dear Mstress Jenny," she said, " _ny_ mother was such a

gardener as Dorset has never seen. There was no flower, native or no, robust
or tender, failed to thrive under her hands. Qur folk swore that Squire

W I | oughby's gardens flourished as they did because even the npbst delicate,
contrary bhoom fair worshi pped ny nother, and woul d have budded in the deeps
of winter to please her. Yet it was never so with ne--1 adnired flowers well
enough, but there was no intimacy between us, no liaison. And | sorrowed
greatly over this--oh, not for nyself, not for the poor blossons that dropped

their petals and began to die the first noment | | ooked at them -but because
so, _so_ wanted to know the truth of ny nother's joy in her garden. But |
never could, Jenny. | could only | ook on and admre, and wonder."

"I guess," | said. "But | just wsh--"

Tamsin's face changed then, closing against ne as |I'd never seen it do
since the day we net. She said, "Child, never speak to ne of w shes," and that
was the end of that.

Anyway, Meena and | spent a lot nore time at those choir rehearsals than
|'d ever bargained for, scrunched in bare-nmetal folding chairs at the back of
the auditoriumwhile Sally took those wonen through four bars of some cantata
over and over again. | told Meena everything | could--1 honestly didn't hold
much back, except the stuff | thought would only worry her--and she listened
carefully to all of it and told me how nuch the whol e busi ness worried her

"It's you and _him_ now," she said one evening. "It's not sinply a matter of
hel pi ng Tansin anynore, is it? It's you and him and | hate it, Jenny."
| said, "I read a story once about the way some cowboys used to trap

wild horses by wal king after them slowy, day after day after day. After a



whil e, the horses would get so frightened, so bew ldered, finally they'd just
stand still until the nen caught up with them That's exactly what he's doing
with Tanmsin. Waiting until she gives up and cones to him He's told ne."

"But she won't do it," Meena said. "All this tinme, and he hasn't seen
her once. She can hide fromhim she has the whole farm-"

"He can wait forever," | said. "She can't. I'mstarting to understand a
little bit, Meena, the way the Pooka said | had to. It's the painting--he got
hinself into that portrait of her, and | think somehow that connects them
that's why he's been able to hang on or conme back, whichever. O nmaybe it's
because she didn't heave when she was meant to--nmaybe that left a door open

for him |ike the Pooka said. | wonder what woul d happen if we could steal the
painting and just destroy it? That nmight be all it takes to set her free."
"And him, too?" | didn't have an answer. "Besides, Edric Davies is in

that picture too--in her face, in her eyes. He's not painted in, but he's
t here. What woul d happen to him wherever he is?"

"I don't know," | said. "I don't know how any of that stuff _works_." W
sat without talking for a while, listening to Sally trying to get her sopranos
to sing on pitch. Finally | said, "The Pooka told me the Wld Hunt would tel
me what | needed to know. How do you ask the WIld Hunt for advice?"

"E-mail," Meena said. "Faxes."

Actually, the Wld Hunt hadn't passed over Stourhead in weeks, al nbst as
long as | hadn't seen Tansin. You nostly hear the Hunt in the autum and
wi nter, not too nuch in spring. | asked Guy Guthrie why that was so, and he
peered over his glasses at ne and said, "Alot of people would tell you it's
because that's when the geese are traveling south, and between their carry-on
and perhaps the howing of a winter storm. "

"Yes," | said. "That's what Evan thinks."

M. Quthrie grinned. "But you don't. And what do _I_ think?" He woul dn't
say anything nore until the tea was ready--he nakes tea the way Evan runpl es
his hair and M. Chari plays with cigars he doesn't light half the tine. At
| ast he said, "Well, if | thought nmuch about such things, | _suppose_1'd
think that nore folk everywhere die in the cold nonths, as the year dies, and
perhaps the WIld Hunt have their best pick of poor souls to hound through the
sky then. Perhaps they seek themon the other side of the world, cone
springtime. There's not a great deal known about the WId Hunt, I'mafraid."

| asked him "Do they. . . are they on their own, or does somneone,
somebody- - "

"Direct then? Ah now, | can't tell you that for certain either, nor how
t hey choose their quarry. Sone say the Devil's their master-- in Cornwall
they're called the Devil's Dandy Dogs--and that you can find refuge fromthem
in churches, in prayer. Ghers will have it that there's no sanctuary once
they're on your track. Living or dead, saint or sinner--no sanctuary." He took
of f his glasses and | eaned forward, one hand scratching behind denms ears,
but his old blue eyes as intent on me as Cornet Sinmmons's had been. "Wy do
you need to know, Jenny?"

I think I told himl| was working on a folklore project for school. |I'm
not only a bad liar, |I'man over-elaborate one. | don't think he bought it for
a second; but just before | heft, he said, "There's one other belief about the
Hunt. 1've only conme across it a fewtinmes, and only here in Dorset.
Supposedly they can be _summoned_-- called down and actually set to run a
victimto his death--by someone who knows the proper spell, and has the

required force of personality to achieve it. But it's a risky thing to
attenpt, as you might inagine, and in any case the pursuit only lasts for one

night. So there'd be a bit of a chance of escape that way. | don't know if
you'll want to bother with that one for your project, though."

Bet ween that and what the Pooka had said about the WIld Hunt, | started
finding nyself | ooking out for them listening for them alnost in the way
that | | ooked for Tanmsin all the tine, and with just the sane result. The only

thi ng assuring me that she and M ss Sophia Brown hadn't vani shed for good was
that Judge Jeffreys hadn't. | saw himnost often in the norning and early



twilight, never far fromthe Manor: solid-hooki ng enough that you night take
himfor an ordinary person on first sight, but casting no shadow, notionless,
_waiting_ for Tamsin the way nothing human ever waited. He didn't speak to ne
anynore, but sonetinmes our eyes met froma distance, and the patient, patient
hatred in himwould slaminto me right below ny ribs. _He_ night be dead as
roadkill, but that hatred was every bit as alive as | was.

One day in md-August, when Dorset's as hot as it ever gets, and the
poor sheep lie down in each other's shade, Julian and | were out on the downs,
himtrying to teach Albert to fetch (Al bert does not do dog stuff), and ne
flat on nmy back, sane as always, eyes alnost closed, trying not to think about
anyt hing but a couple of blue butterflies about to settle on ny forehead. Then
they were gone, and | was staring straight up at Ms. Fallowfield. Practically
nobody | ooks good fromthat angle, especially a bony old woman in a big fur
cap, with no hips. She said nothing but, "Scones. Five mnutes. Bring the
boy." And she tranped off, the way she always did, as though she were breaking
a traih through the snow for people to foll ow.

Julian hadn't ever net Ms. Fallowfield. He cane running up to watch her
heavi ng, and when | told himwho she was, he wanted to know if there was a
M _. Fallowfield. | said | didn't think so, and Julian said, "I'l|l bet she
ate him ['Il bet that's what happened."” But he's crazy about scones, so he
hauled me to ny feet and hustled me after her. We didn't get there in five
m nutes--you can't possibly, fromthe downs--but it wasn't Julian's fault.

_She_ made it in five mnutes, though. I'd swear to that, because by the
tinme we arrived, she had those scones and nuffins hot fromthe oven--no
m crowave, no toaster--and set out on her kitchen table, along with half a
dozen kinds of jamand tea with clotted cream Her farmhouse was a funny
little place, wedged into a grove of white-flowering el der trees. Ms.
Fallowfield said it was about a hundred years younger than the Manor, but it
_felt_ older, maybe because it hadn't ever been renodel ed, or had anyt hi ng
added to it, so it was all one thing: dimand danp srelling, not ruch bigger
than a three-car garage, with ceilings so how that even Julian could touch
themif he stood on tiptoe. | remenber a few dried flowers shoved into a
nmedi ci ne bottle on the wi ndow, and candl ehol ders everywhere, although she mnust
have had electricity. Everything was built around the oven, which was huge
enough to heat the entire farmhouse, and probably half her orchards as well.

It wasn't any witchy hair, nothing like that--only nusty and chose and worn
out. The scones were the best | ever had, though

Ms. Fallowfield watched us eat, but didn't say nmuch. | didn't see her
pi nk dog-thi ng around anywhere. Wen Julian asked her if she'd always hived
here, she answered him "That | have, boy. Always." Wen he asked if anyone
lived with her, to help her take care of the farm she gave hima major Look
and didn't answer--just stuck out an armand indicated for himto try and bend
it. Julian told me later that he could have swng on it, wal ked on it, done
handst ands; that arm wasn't goi ng anywhere. "I'll bet she punps iron," he
said. "I'll bet she's got a weight room back there somewhere." | said he ought
to ask her, but he never got the chance.

A stormhit while Julian and | were getting ready to | eave, with ne not
a bit wiser about why she'd asked us there in the first place. It blew up with
no warning, the way it happens in Dorset, and all we could do was wait it out.
Ms. Fallowfield gave Julian a crunbly picture book that |ooked as though King
Arthur had teethed on it--Julian | oves _anything_ old--and she had ne sit with
her at that one kitchen wi ndow to watch the storm The rain was coming in
practically sideways, and the wi nd was shaki ng the house so hard that it
groaned in the ground like trees do. Ms. Fallowfield heaned forward, so
could hear her, and said, "Nothing to be feared of. She's got deep roots, this
house. "

Actual Iy, what she said was "thi kky hoose,"” |ike the boggart, but | had
the feeling she'd done it on purpose--just as she'd spoken in Tam | to
Meena- - and not shi pped back into Od Dorset talk. The nore | saw of her, the
less | could nake her out; all | couhd tell was that she knew_ it, and she



enjoyed it. "Put up wi' worse, house has," she said now. Then she added
something | couldn't catch, because of the wi nd, except for the |last words:
" and worse yet coning."

"What ?" | said. "_Wat_ worse?" Ms. Fallowfield only grinned at me with
her long gray teeth and turned away to | ook out the wi ndow. | repeated it--"
_What _ worse?"--but she didn't answer. Instead she suddenly reached back
grabbed my arm and pointed it where she was staring, into the roiling violet
heart of the storm She still didn't say anything. She didn't have to.

| heard them before | saw them or nmaybe it was that | couldn't take in
what | was seeing right away. They weren't in the clouds, but just bel ow them
so that the lightning flared over the faces of the Huntsmen and nmade their
spears and harness _twinkle , for CGod s sake--green and red and blue, like
decorations spinning on sone horrible Christnmas tree. There were dogs racing
ahead of them but they weren't any nore |like real dogs than the beasts they
rode had anything to do with horses. Too many |egs, some of them-like Mster
Cat's mdnight playmates--too many |aughing red tongues, too many faces that

were not hing but bone and teeth and fire-filled eyesockets. | pulled back from
the wi ndow, but Ms. Fallowfield wouldn't let go of ny arm

"Look, "she ordered nme, and | |ooked. Sone of the Huntsmen were nen,
sone women, sone neither, some never. Sonme wore arnor and hel mets; sone were
stark naked, carrying no weapons at all, stretched along their mounts' necks
like spiders. | couldn't make out any faces, not until Ms. Fallowfield
pointed with her free arm and then | could see themall. | still see them on
bad ni ghts.

Julian dropped his books and came running to be with me, but Ms.
Fallowfield said, "_Back_ you, boy," and he stopped where he was. But | could
feel him being scared and | onely, even though he couldn't see the riders, so
put my hand back for himto hold. He grabbed onto it, and the three of us
stayed like that, while the storm pounded down on Ms. Fallowfield s old, old
house and the WIld Hunt bayed and screamed over head.

It didn't last very long, considering how many of themthere were,

arching fromone horizon halfway to the other, like the opposite of a rai nbow
The stormdri bbl ed and pi ddhed off toward Dorchester, and the WIld Hunt faded
with it, though the Huntsmen's howing still flickered around the sky after

they were gone. Julian cane up chose beside ne, and Ms. Fallowfield patted
his head clunsily. "There, boy," she said. "There, boy." But she | ooked at ne
for a long time before she spoke to ne. Before she finally said, "You saw. "

| didn't say anything. | just nodded.

Because |'d seen too much and not enough, both. I'd seen the tattered
_human_ figure flying before the WId Hunt, and heard that desperate, hopel ess
scream once again, even through their clanor. | couldn't talk--1 could barely

breathe--and | couldn't | ook away. Once, in some science experiment back at
Gaynor, when | touched a piece of dry ice, it stuck to ny fingers, and the
cold actually burned them Ms. Fallowield s blue eyes were like that: They
hurt ny eyes, they hurt ny chest and ny nind to neet, but |I had to, until she
et go. At |ast she nodded herself, and said again, "You saw. Go home now. "

| don't remenber |eaving her house. | don't renenber a thing about
wal ki ng home with Julian, except that suddenly we were in front of the Manor
and he was still holding nmy hand tightly and saying, "I don't think | Iike
that old woman, Jenny. Do you like her?"

"Who cares if | like her or not?" | said. "It doesn't matter_if we
like her." And | pulled | oose fromhimand took off, running past Sally--who'd
been frantic about us being caught out in the storm-upstairs to nmy room |
didn't just lie down on nmy bed, | crawed into it, clothes and shoes and all,
and | pulled the blankets up as high as | could, and | hay there _not
t hi nki ng, not thinking_, until Evan cane and got ne for dinner. He asked ne if
I was all right, didn't believe a word of what | told him but didn't say
anyt hi ng. Evan's good that way.

| was perfectly charming at dinner. | talked a lot, and | nade jokes,
and | took turns with Julian tal king about Ms. Fallowfield s scones and her



wei rd house.Julian did nention that we'd thought we'd heard the WIld Hunt, but
| didn't back himup on that one, and nobody el se paid much attention. Sorry;
Juli an.

Sally had her Yeovil choir that evening, but | didn't go with her.
went up to the third floor, to Tamsin's room-with Mster Cat follow ng ne
every step of the way--and | let nyself in with my bent paper clip, like
al ways. Tansin wasn't there. | sat down in her chair and watched M ster Cat
sniffing out every corner of the roomfor M ss Sophia Brown, as though she had
her own snell for him ghost or no, the way Tamsin snelled of vanilla to ne.
Finally, reluctantly, he cane over and clinbed into my |ap, |ooking weary.
I've never seen Mster Cat |look just like that. Lazy, yes; pissed off,
sure--but not tired and sad. | stroked his throat, and under his chin, but he
didn't purr.

"Yeah, right," | said. "Sane here." | raised ny voice a little and spoke
to Tansin, wherever she was. | said, "I've seen him |'ve seen Edric Davies. |
know what happened to him" Then | sat still as Roger WI I oughby's secret room
dar kened around nme until | couldn't see the chestnut tree outside the w ndow,
or the window itself, or even Mster Cat silent on nmy |lap, but not asleep

| couldn't find her.

St our head Farmis about seven hundred acres, maybe a little hess--1've
already said that. That sounds like a lot, but I covered every dam one of
them on foot, |ooking for Tansin. Sonetinmes Meena was with nme, but nore often
| was by myself, just trudging fromone fence to another, fromthe creepy
fringes of the Cakmen's Wod--which was the way | thought of it now-to Evan's
wal nut orchard where |'d seen Kirke's Lanbs; zigzaggi ng between fields,
cutting across the downiand, actually getting lost in sudden fogs a coupl e of
times. Once | found a place that Evan hinsel f hadn't ever seen: a kind of
brambly nini -neadow, covered with a kind of grass whose nane | forget, but
whi ch doesn't grow anywhere el se on the farm There were wild apple trees,
too, nost of them dead, but a few still putting out papery bl ossons, al nost
transparent. | wondered if Roger WIIoughby had ever seen them or if he'd
m ssed them too, like us. It would have been wonderful to find Tansin there.

The worst of it was that | couldn't _feel_ her. |1'd gotten nmuch better
at that over tine: sensing her presence even when she wasn't around--in the
house, out in the fields, it didn't matter. Sometines | could feel her wanting
me, needi ng nmy conpany, needing to be around ne, which was a sensation |'m not
about to try to put into words, but it nade me nore vain than |I'I| probably
ever be again. Now, nothing--a kind of nothing | never knew existed, because
you have to have | ost sonething incredibly precious for that, and you have to
have not quite known how precious it was. | hadn't ever taken Tansin for
granted--not ever--but | hadn't known.

And watching _him waiting for her didn't help. He had all the tine in
the world; he didn't have to nove, or think, or pretend to be living a normnal
human life with a famly and a best friend and a cat, with chores to renenber,
and conversations to keep up. Al he had to do was wait for Tamsin to conme to
him |ike those cowboys. He knew she'd cone.

I _ wouldn't have known if it hadn't been for Mster Cat. And even _he_
woul dn't have known if not for Mss Sophia Brown. |'Il never have a clue where
or when she finally showed up--the inportant thing is that the two of them
found ne in nmy roomone bright, wi ndy afternoon, trying to get into the sari
that Meena gave nme to practice with. They didn't have to junmp around me, or
yow neaningfully: The noment | saw that fluffy blue shadow whose feet never
quite touched the floor, I was back in nyjeans and out of the house, running
like a maniac after the two cats, who were flashing across the courtyard,
scurrying between barns and tool -sheds as though their tails were on fire.
al nrost knocked Ellie John over, alnobst stunbled into a hal f-dug drai nage
ditch, _did_ crack both shins on a wheel barrow heaped high with fresh cowshit,
and swi vel hi pped around WIf's billygoat so fast he had no chance for a clear



shot at me. This one time in ny life, | noved the way Mster Cat's always been
trying to teach me to nove. | think he'd have been proud of ne, if he could
have been bothered to | ook back

Tamsin was in Julian's potato field, of all places. Julian's got no
interest in gardens, but he was experimenting to see if he could grow potatoes
the size of punpkins, which he was getting really close to before he got
bored. Hi s patch was right at the base of a hillside, with KEEP QUT notices
everywhere, so the place |ooked |like a construction site. Tansin canme drifting
down that hill and through Julian's warning signs, and | never saw anything
nore beautiful in ny life. When | dream about her today, npst often that's the
way | see her.

_He_ was there, standing at the edge of the potato field, watching her
cone toward him | have to say that he'd put on his Sunday best to receive
her: not his judge's robes, but a hong deep-red coat with absolutely dozens of
little buttons, a kind of broad white cravat around his neck, and a curly

brown wig that fell down past his shoul ders. d oves, too--fringed gloves, like
a novi e cowboy. He | ooked grand. He | ooked like a perfect match for Tamsin.
She didn't seemto be awake. | nean, her eyes were open, but it was as

t hough she couldn't renenber _sight_, or didn't want to. Something was noving
her down that hillside and slowmy across Julian's potato patch toward

hi m -noving her |ike a chess piece, |like a shadow puppet--and it wasn't her
own will. She was lovely in a way |I'd never seen her before--she m ght have
been all those shivering, transparent Dorset twilights bent into a human
shape--but she was dead twi ce over like this, somehow doubly gone, both from

the world and fromherself. I'"msaying all this now, ages hater, but at the
time | didn't think any of it. | just knew that she didn't |ook |ike Tansin,
and | ran.

It is_true, that thing that happens in dreans, where you run and run
harder than you ever could awake, but it's like running in water, and you
can't get anywhere. | ran toward that damm potato patch, waving ny arns and
calling like that woman | used to see on Eighty-third Street, shouting at the
cabs--and 1'll swear to this day that it took me hours to get a few yards
closer to Tansin . . . Tansin and Judge Jeffreys, him standing and smiling and
waiting for her, and nme yelling, "No! Don't go near him Stay where you are,
I'"mconming! _Tansin, no!_" until my voice shredded. | sounded |ike Julian by
the tine | reached his first KEEP QUT sign

Neit her of thempaid the slightest bit of attention to nme. Tamsin
floated to a stop in the niddle of the field, and they faced each other for

the first time in three hundred years. Judge Jeffreys said her nane-- "_Tamsin
W | oughby " --just that and no nore. In his nmouth, in that voice |ike dead
| eaves, it sounded like a curse, like a witch's spell

Whi ch you could say it was, | guess, because it started her noving

agai n. The ocean-col ored eyes were conpletely wthout light, enpty of any
menories; and the closer she got to him the |less of her there was--she was so
barely there that sometines | couldn't make her out at all against the green
hillside. A cobweb after rain, a breath on a freezing day--even those don't
tell you how it was to see her like that. My heart hurts now, just witing
this little about it, and it always wll.

It hurt to see Mss Sophia Brown, too. There was a | ady who coul d have
given Mster Cat lessons in cool: nothing in this world or that one ever
ruffled her fur, or disturbed her poise for half a second--whatever the act,
she'd al ready caught it, she'd been to the show, thank you very nuch. But now
she was frenzied, hysterical, |ooking back and forth from Judge Jeffreys to
me, meowi ng so desperately that | alnost heard her. M ss Sophia Brown was
asking for help, and she was asking the wong person

Judge Jeffreys spoke Tansin's name a second time. No mad | aughter, no
"Ha- _ha_, nme proud beauty, | have you in ne power at last!" Her nane, nothing
nore, softly, but it cracked across her |ike a whiplash, and that ragged
remmant of Tansin WI Il oughby tw tched toward hi magain. And right around there
| went seriously crazy.



| threw nyself between them-and that's definitely the word, because

tri pped over something and fell flat in Julian's potato patch, practically at
Judge Jeffreys's feet. (He wore high-heeled red boots, | remenber, with big
floppy red bows on them) Judge Jeffreys didn't |ook at me, not even when
stunbl ed up and started shouting at him "Get away from her! Get _away! " |
actual ly grabbed a rock--or nmaybe a potato, who renenbers?--and threw it at
him catching himright bel ow that el egant nose, bang on the nouth. O course
it went on through himand hit an old outhouse, but it's the thought that

counts. | placed nyself in front of Tamsin--as nearly as | could guess where
she was--and | yelled, "You can't touch her! You'll have to wal k over ne
first! Try it! Go ahead, just try it!"

Yes, | _know_ people only say things like that in novies, but that's al

that comes to m nd when you're crazy. Me, anyway. So there | was, scream ng ny
head off, snatching up fistfuls of stones and earth and God knows what and
hurling them at the ghost of a seventeenth-century psycho with great taste in
clothes. | did get his attention at last, though | can't say how he took that
savage focus off Tamsin | ong enough to give ne another long, narrow smle. He
said, "How now, girl? | cannot touch her, say you? But | _wll_ touch
her--here, in your sight--as the wetch Edric Davies never had power to do,
not with all her guiltless connivance. For | will make her a part of nyself--
will make her a _sharer_ in myself, intimte equal in deed and menory, unti
there shall remain no singular Tansin WI | oughby, but a greater Jeffreys

wi thal, a Jeffreys enhanced, not nerely possessing the object of his desire,
but _including_ her. See now, how 'tis acconplished. See now "

' m sl ow about some things. | know | am Meena would definitely have
caught on faster than I--hell, Julian and Tony both probably woul d have--about
the reason for Tansin's |ooking so dreadfully changed, and why he hadn't
needed to hunt her down. He had been hunting her, all these silent, notionless
weeks--he'd been drawi ng her back to him wherever she fled over Stourhead
Farm s seven hundred acres, by the pure power of want, by the power of hating
Edric Davi es beyond death, beyond whatever waits for everyone as he'd waited
for Tansin W1l oughby. | don't know if a ghost's ever done that--stopped the
whol e bureaucracy of passing on, whatever it is--right in its tracks, but it
shows you what's possible if you really put your mind to it. Inspiring,
actually, in a way.

And | can't believe--not now -that any ghost could do what he was out to
do: just assimlate, just _consume_ another ghost, take another spirit into
itself. But I don't know the rules now any better than | did then, and | don't
want to know. All |I'msaying is that back in that potato patch, with the sun
goi ng down and Tansin dwindling to nothing while | |ooked on, | believed him
If | hadn't believed him maybe |I'd never have thought to do what | did. 1've
wondered a | ot about that.

| caught the tiniest glimmer of a white dress out of the corner of ny
eye, and | turned away from _him_ and called out--and there wasn't ruch nore
left of nmy voice than there was of Tansin--"He gave Edric Davies to the WIld
Hunt! That's what happened, that's why Edric couldn't neet you! The WIld
Hunt's got him"

Not hi ng happened. Not hi ng happened to ne, anyway, though that wasn't
Judge Jeffreys's fault. For one instant | saw him as he nust have | ooked in
his courtroom not when he was foam ng and ragi ng, but right at the noment
when he pronounced the death sentence. The story is that he'd get suddenly
qui et--weary, alnost regretful--and that's when you knew you'd had it. That's
the way he was gazing at ne now, as though he really would have spared ne if
he could. The WId Hunt coul dn't have been any nore frightening than that
| ook.

| wasn't even sure if Tansin had heard nme--if there was enough Tansin

left to hear ne--so | shouted again, "lIt's true! |I've seen hinm Judge jeffreys
nmust have called down the WIld Hunt to take him | don't know how That's why
you're still here--because Edric needs you! We have to save him" | didn't

nmean to say we, it just came out.



And this tine she heard. She began to back away, she began to pul
agai nst whatever was reeling her in; she began to renenber her own real shape,
the color of her hair and her skin and her clothes, her own texture in the
worl d. | saw her growi ng Tansin again around that |ast poor fragment of
hersel f, until she was facing me, as solid looking as him wth her w de eyes
full of what 1'd just told her. She didn't speak, but she knew ne. She knew us
bot h.

Behi nd me Judge Jeffreys whispered, "No matter. It begins again."

"Ch, no, it doesn't,” | said. | turned around to say it right into his
delicate, sad, handsone face. "No, it doesn't, because she _knows_ now.
Finally, she knows what she's supposed to do, and she'll fight the WIld Hunt
and you to do it. And I'mgoing to help her. You'll never get near her again,
not if you hang around another three hundred years. You' ve had your shot."

"My _shot?_ " He laughed outright then, for the first tine. I wonder if
I"'mthe only person in history who ever heard Judge Jeffreys |augh. He said,
"Fool, what need for nme to wait another hour, when all that woman's inmmorta
soul yearns to lose itself in mne a thousand tinmes nore than it yearns for
heaven? This is the nmonment she was born for, and nor you nor Edric Davies, nor
any nmultitude of devils like you will keep Tanmsin WI I oughby from her destiny.
Behold it now "

He stretched his left armout toward her and he beckoned. He didn't say
a word, just crooked his forefinger once, snmling that sleeping-snake snmile of
his. M ss Sophia Brown opened her nouth for what nust have been the |ongest,
nost despairing cat wail | never heard. Mster Cat pressed as cl ose agai nst
her as he could, considering that she wasn't there, trying to confort her. And
Tansi n vani shed.

For a nonent ny insides fell off the Wrld Trade Center, because
t hought that was it--_all over, all over_--1 thought she'd merged with him
her tender ghost-light |lost forever in his endless night. But then | saw the
| ook on Judge Jeffreys's face, and | heard the wordl ess sound he made, and
wheezed, "Yes! Yes! _Yes! " | scooped up Mster Cat, and | danced through that
potato field with him-and |1'd even have tried to pick up Mss Sophia Brown,
too, but she'd disappeared the instant Tansin did. She probably woul dn't have
cared for being half-strangled and waltzed with, anyway. Mster Cat loved it.

And Judge Jeffreys came conpl etely unglued, as though he were back in
his court with a whole gang of Monnouth's rebels facing him instead of just
me and Mster Cat. It was a Rumplestiltskin fit, a Wcked Wtch of the Wst
tantrum it was Captain Hook dithering between rage and panic, slashing the
guts out of the nearest pirate at hand. "Devils, devils--devils, inps, denons
and cacodenons! | am God's own, and by the holy nanes of Jesus and Hi s Fat her
| charge you--back, back to your burning cesspools, back to your stinking pits
of abomi nation, back to your eternal filth and vileness! Tamsin WI I oughby is
mne to ne, and not all Hell itself shall keep us frombeing joined as we were
destined to be joined! Not all the |oathsone mght of Hell shall keep nme from
her!"

You don't have to believe in Hell. Al you need is to hear soneone who
really does, who believes in it this mnute, today, the way people believed in
1685--all you have to do is see his face, hear his voice when he says the
~word_ . . . and then you know that anyone who can imagi ne Hell has the power
to make it real for other people. | don't mean | understood any of that right
t hen--just barely do now-but at that instant | understood Judge Jeffreys, and
why | ought to be even nore frightened of him dead or alive, than I'd known
to be. There's a lot to be said for never quite grasping the situation

Then it was gone, that one flash of conprehension--and so was he, wth
his last words hanging in the air |ike the burned-out skel eton of
fireworks--and I was running for the Manor, still hugging M ster Cat agai nst
nmy chest, knowi ng beyond any doubt where Tanmsin had to be, and know ng t hat
_he_ knew, too.



Twenty-five

Except that we were both w ong.

She wasn't anywhere in the Manor--and by now | knew how to search that
house. _He_ rmnmust have been searching, too, though I never saw him The
billy-blind said he wouldn't be able to cone into Roger WI I oughby's secret
room-anyway, that's what it had _sounded_ |ike he was sayi ng--but the
billy-blind hadn't just seen Judge Jeffreys beckoning Tansin to her doom
conmandi ng her with no nore magic than her nane. | wasn't about to assune
t here was anythi ng Judge Jeffreys coul dn't do.

But there was a whole lot | couldn't do. | couldn't ask anyone for
hel p--not even Meena, not with things gone this hairy--and | couldn't lurk and
slide around home | ooking as though | were trying to rescue a ghost froma
crazy ghost judge who'd sonehow condemmed her boyfriend to being chased across
the sky forever by a howing pack of ghost huntsmen. There is no really good
time or way to break sonmething like this to sensible people like Sally and
Evan and--all right--Tony. Julian was weird enough to believe ne, but he was
also entirely weird enough to wind up running the Wld Hunt. Master of the
Hounds, or whatever. Unh-uh

And | couldn't go to Ms. Fallowield, either. That was ny first
i mpul se--after all, she'd shown ne what had happened to poor Edric Davi es,
which 1'd never have found out if she hadn't let nme see the WIld Hunt with her
eyes. But | didn't dare assune that she was on ny side, or on Tansin's, or
anyone el se's but her own. The one thing | knew for sure about Ms.
Fallowfield was that | couldn't take one thing about her for granted.

| didn't tell Meena about Edric, but | did tell her about Tamsin's
face-of f with Judge Jeffreys. Meena was too smart to be optinmistic: She knew
way too nuch about Indian ghosts. She said, "Jenny, you nust be so careful
nore careful than ever. Now it's not just Tamsin--now it's personal. He will
harm you if he can."

"Thanks," | said. "Exactly what | needed to hear." But Meena | ooked so
worried that | told her, "I don't think either of us are going to see her
again, himor me. | think she's broken free of him and free of the Mnor
too. | really do think that was it."

Wiich | didn't think for a mnute, but Meena seened to feel better, so
| felt better. But what | knew was that this tinme | couldn't afford to wait
for Judge Jeffreys to locate Tansin, the way |'d been doing. This tine | had
to get to her before he did, and the only edge | had was that | knew Tansin
better than he did. O | thought so, anyway, but maybe | was totally wong
about that, too--maybe | didn't, couldn't, mean any nore to her than any ot her
unreal figure in this half-dreamworld she'd lingered in. But | had to believe
| did; and | had to believe that if dead, mad judge Jeffreys could call Tamsin
to him so could I. | just had to find the right place and the perfect nonent.
And t he words.

It took a while. The secret roomwasn't it--1 had a sense that Tansin
woul dn't ever cone back to that room-and no other place in the house felt
right. I was going to have to find the one spot in the seven hundred acres of
St our head Farm where the daughter of Roger WI I oughby m ght choose to make her
stand. Because she wasn't running from Judge Jeffreys, not this time. She was
going after Edric Davies--she was going to find Edric and rescue himfromthe
WId Hunt, whatever it took, however she could. Like | said, it took ne a
while to understand, but once | did, then |I knew where she'd be.

A lot of stuff got in the way of ny finding her, though. It's funny now,
but at the tine | was at |least half-convinced that it was all Judge Jeffreys's
doi ng, all the delays and distractions that |anded on me together right then
School was starting again, for one thing, and there was farmwork to hel p out
wi th al nost every day--hoeing and singling, nostly. (That was one thing about
Evan's new no-till system-the weeds were crazy about it, especially
thistles.) And Tony picked that time to use ne again as a sort of dressnmaker's
dunmy for sone new dance; and Julian got left off his form s cricket team and



tagged after nme nore than ever, being m serable and naking mournful plans to
bl ow up the school. | tal ked himdown to a schene involving piranhas in the
wat er supply, but it was so conplicated that | think he lost interest.
t hi nk.

So between one dam thing and another, it seened a lot |ike forever
until |1 was finally free to go search for Tansin. By then | was out-and- out
frantic--and unable to |l et _anyone_ see it--because there was not only no
reason why Judge Jeffreys woul dn't have thought of the same place, there was
one major hell of a reason why he would have. | hadn't seen him since the
shootout in the potato field, but ten angels could have sworn that he'd |eft
town on the two-fifteen train, and | wouldn't have believed them For all
knew, he was shadowing nme this time; so there was sonething else driving me to
that ruin of a seventeenth-century cow byre, with nothing remaining but a bald

scorch mark near where the door had been. Because that was what it was, | knew
it for sure now. the footprint of the WId Hunt, called down by Judge Jeffreys
to hound Edric Davies far from Tansin WI | oughby, if he survived at all. That

was where they found himwaiting for her, as he'd prom sed he woul d.
And that was where | went to find Tanmsin, one evening after dinner, wth
everyt hing anyone could possibly stick ne with out of the way. Sally stopped

me, all the same--1 was actually opening the door when she called to ne, "Take
a brolly, it's going to rain."

"No, it's not," | called back. "Ellie John says it's not, and she al ways
knows. "

"Take it anyway--do ne a favor." Sally came close and put her hand
lightly on my arm "Were are you off to?"

"No pl ace special. just wal king around, to clear ny head. 1'll be back
soon. "

"You' ve been doing a lot of that,"”
head. Is everything all right?"

| don't get great whopping visions and insights into the human
condition--1 don't think I'mmmade |ike that--but for one nonment | did have an
i mge of thousands, millions of nothers all over the world asking their
daughters the same question at that same monment. | said, "Fine, I'mfine,
really,” and Sally said, "Don't be out too long, | don't care what EllieJohn
says," and | said, "Right," and | practically ran out of the house, in such a
hurry that | forgot to take the unbrella. It wouldn't have hel ped.

Tamsi n was exactly where | thought she'd be, though I couldn't nake her
out right away. She sat huddled like a sad little girl in what would have been
a far corner of the cow byre: Al there, all fully present--not |ike she'd
been when Judge Jeffreys was dragging her into him-but so transparent that |
felt I could see through her all the way to Ms. Fallowfield s house anong the
el ders, or all the way to the seventeenth century. . . . It was a warm ni ght,
and very still, but there was heat l|ightning sputtering on the horizon

She knew nme when she saw me. She said softly, "M stress Jennifer. So you
are cone."

" Jenny_," | said. "No Mstress, no Jennifer. Just Jenny." | went and
sat down next to her, | said, "Yes, I'mconme. And we're going to tal k about
what happened on the night that Edric Davies _didn't_ cone for you."

Tamsi n shivered--or maybe that was a breeze rising. She said, "Jenny. |

Sally said quietly. "Cl earing your

know what you did. Until you called to me, | was lost, truly |ost beyond your
i magi ning. Wiile | renenber anything, | will renmenber--"

"Never mind that," | said. "Do you remenber _what_ | called? Wat |I told
you?"

She didn't reply for a few nonents, and when she did, her voice was very
low. "That the WIld Hunt ... that they took him Yes, | know -1 know that rmnust
have happened, and who it was sunmpned the Huntsnen--"

| interrupted her again. "This isn't about Judge Jeffreys--1 don't think
so, anyway. Yes, he's a bad guy, he's a psychopath, he's the only real nonster
|'ve ever met, and sonehow he | earned how to sic the Wld Hunt on a rival like
Edric Davies. But that would just have been for one night, and Edric's out



there still, running the way he's been running fromthe Hunt, night after
night for three hundred years. Do you understand ne?" Because | couldn't be
sure she was taking any of it in, sitting there so wi de-eyed. "No way Judge
Jeffreys could have done that to him-that took sonmebody el se. Sonebody wth
nore power than jeffreys, a kind of power Jeffreys never had in his whole
rotten life. Do you understand?" Tansin didn't nove or answer ne.

"I used to go nuts," | said, "drive nyself absolutely crazy, trying to
figure out what judge Jeffreys could possibly have whi spered to you when you
were . . . you know, at the last. Then | got to wondering about _you --if
_you_ maybe said sonmething to _him." | waited, but she didn't say anything,
so | just plunged ahead, point-blank. "Do you remenber? It's really inportant,

it mght explain everything. Even a couple of words."
No answer, no sense that she was trying to remenber a thing nore than
she wanted to. And suddenly | was really pissed at her, Tamsin or no Tanmsin. |

shouted at her. | said, "Dam it, you owe nme a damm effort! |'m knocki ng
nmysel f out to help you learn the truth, even though | don't want to, because
once you do learn, you'll go wherever you go, and I'l|l never see you again.
But 1'mdoing it anyway, because it's the right thing for you, and | |ove you.

Now you _think_, and you think _hard_, and you help _me_ for a change!" |
could have cut ny tongue out, even while | was yelling, but | only stopped
because of what was happening to her face.

When people wite about living people facing up to somethi ng shocki ng,
some awful nmenory that's just come back to them they always have themturn
pal e, bl oodl ess, or else they get weak-kneed and have to sit down, or press
t heir hands against their mouths and start to cry. Tamsin didn't do any of
that, and it wasn't that her face got twisted with horror or distorted with
fear, like in books. Tamsin's face _stopped_, the way she al ways tal ked about
herself stopping. |I'd seen her go really still at times, but that softly
pul si ng ghost-1ight would be there, if you knew how to | ook. But this was
different, this was sonmething so _else_ | don't think anybody's yet got the
right words for it. They just call it the stillness of death.

"O, Jenny," she said. "O Jenny."

| didn't say anything. | didn't breathe.

"O, jenny," Tamsin said. "I cursed him | cursed ny |love."

I was the one who began to trenble, the one who put her fingers to her
dry, cold nmouth. There was a hal f-nmoon rising behind clouds. The wi nd was
definitely picking up, and | could snell rain. Tamsin said, "Jenny, |
remenber. "

"Don't," | said. "Don't, you don't have to, |I'msorry."

But she didn't hear me. "I was in such despair. | so needed himto be
there--to be here, where we are--and he was not, and he had sworn, sworn to ne
. And | was _frightened_, Jenny--frightened of being abandoned to Judge
Jeffreys, frightened of such things as he might do to ny famly--and then
was sick and all a-fevered, and truly not in nmy proper senses. Jenny, ny

Jenny, | renenber.”

Her eyes were burning. | never knew what that neant before. She was
growi ng nore and nore clear and solid--1 couldn't see through her anynore. She
said, "l spoke evil words against Edric. | cursed himfor deserting ne, and

vowed that he should wait as | had waited, wait on forever and forever for
someone who never cane. Jenny, do _you_ understand me now?"

"Ch, CGod," | said. "Ch, no wonder you forgot." My teeth were actually
chattering, dunmb as that sounds.

Tamsin said, "The last breath of a passing soul has such power-- the
power of a transient angel, of a monentary denon. . . . And | loosed it
against him It was | sent himto his eternal tornment--1, not Judge Jeffreys.
My doi ng, ny doing--three hundred years." She was rocking herself slowy, |ike
a grieving old woman.

The big, warmdrops of rain were starting to fall, one at a tine, but
Tansin couldn't feel them and | didn't care about them O all the damm, dam
things, | wanted to see Evan. Evan would think of sonething. | said, "I don't



know what to do_. | don't know what we can do to save him"

Tamsin smled at ne. | know I've witten all over the place about the
way | felt when she smiled, but this one didn't turn ny heart and ny insides
gooey: This was a smile like Marta's, like Jake's, on ny last night on Wst

Eighty-third Street. An old friend sayi ng good- bye.

" Do, Mstress Jenny?" she said. "Wy, there is nothing for you to do,
havi ng ai ded ne so far beyond my deserving. What | do nowis for ne."

And with that the storm broke, and the WIld Hunt cane.

There wasn't a lot of rain, not like when Julian and | were caught at
Ms. Fallowfield s farnmhouse. This was nostly wet wind, but it was the
strongest wind |'ve ever been out in. It knocked ne back down when | tried to
stand, punching at me fromevery side; it slashed my hair across ny face and
into ny eyes so it stung like mad, and it shook ne the way |'ve seen Al bert
shake a poor little nole to bits before he tossed it up and swallowed it. |
saw Tansin's face, bright as the noon, if there had been a noon. She touched
her right-hand fingers to her renenbered lips, blowing me a kiss--and then she
was gone, swept away by the wind like a rag snatched off a clothesline.

| screanmed after her--couldn't hear myself, of course--and then did
something a ot nore useful, which was pushing nyself to ny feet. The WIld
Hunt was tight overhead, shrieking and banging and yamering like the D train
barreling uptown, but for once | hardly paid any mind to them | had one
glinpse of Tamsin, not being driven by the wind but riding it to neet the
Hunt smen, flashing |ike a meteor, up and out, on an angle that would intercept
t hem somewhere over the downland. Then | |ost sight of her for good, and
sank back down in total despair, because there wasn't any way for ne to catch
up, to be with her when she turned to deal with the WId Hunt and fight them

all for Edric Davies, if she had to. 1'd always figured I _would_ be there at
the end, wi thout thinking much about it, but I wasn't going to be, and
couldn't even cry about it, because of the damm wind. | _think_that's the

| owest |'ve ever been--though |I'msure there's worse waiting, as Ms.
Fal |l owfi el d woul d say.

The bl ack pony materialized slowmy out of the storm as though it were
drifting up fromthe bottomof the sea. It |ooked at ne out of its yellow eyes
and remarked, "I had thought better of you. Slightly better."

_That _ got me on ny feet fast enough. | yelled, "Pooka!" and stunbled to
hi m agai nst the wi nd, but he backed away, shaking his shaggy head. | kept

yelling, "You have to, you have to! | have to get to her!"
"Do you renenber her words on the day we net?" The Pooka's voice was as
cal mand | ow as though the WIld Hunt weren't still raging over us, and his

mane weren't trying to whip itself |oose by the roots. "She warned you never
to trust ne, never to nount ny back, for |I would surely hurl you into a bog or

a briarpatch and abandon you there. | amstill what | am jenny d uckstein."

| put ny hands on him | said, "I know, but | can't worry about it now.
just try to dunp nme somepl ace near where she's gone." And | grabbed his nane
and scranbl ed aboard, not giving nyself tinme to reconsider anything. | was
braced for matted, soaking horsehair, but the Pooka's back was conpletely dry,
even warm | actually yelped in surprise, and the Pooka sl anted one eye back
at ne in the usual w cked amusenent. Then he took off.

I"'mnot a big horse person, and | never have been. | know young girls

are all supposed to go through a stage of thinking about nothing but horses,
but there wasn't a lot of that on West Eighty-third Street. The boys both |ike
horses better than | do, and Meena's nuts about them-it's the only time she's

ever boring, when she starts in on horses. Not ne. | used to have a thing
about snakes, though, when | was really young. | still like them

But the Pooka isn't a horse. The Pooka is the Pooka, and he didn't run
like a horse at all. He didn't gallop, he _bounded_, like Mster Cat, like a

lion or a cheetah, the way |'ve seen themon nature shows. He was in top gear
around the second stride, driving off both hind | egs together, with his back
bowi ng under ne, noving in great flowing |leaps that nelted together into a
hunter's glide that felt as though it could outrun the Wld Hunt itself. |



flattened nmysel f along his neck, because the stormand his speed together
woul d have had me on the ground in a mnute if 1'd tried to sit up like a rea
rider. It was hard to breathe: Al | could do was grab onto his nane, and bury
my face init, while we tore through orchards whose branches al nost raked ne
of f his back, fields that | could only pray he wouldn't tranple, pastures
where sheep gaped sleepily up at us and the wind froze nmy fingers and pounded
at nmy face. | knew where we were, nore or less, but | was as groggy and stupid
as those sheep. Al | could do was hang on

The WIld Hunt was downwi nd of us, their nerve-nunbi ng how rmaking ne
want to throw nyself off the Pooka's back and crawl away into the dark and
wet, where they'd never find me. But each time | opened ny eyes, we'd drawn
closer to that terrible rainbow, because the Pooka was _traveling . The
hal f - nbon was a crayon scrawl on the horizon, and the trees on both sides of
us had blurred into a sort of grayish tunnel, but | could see the Hunt
clearly--and | could see Edric Davies now, running and running in the black
sky. The Huntsnen were so close behind himthat it seened to nme as though they
were playing with him that they coul d have caught himany time they wanted
to, but maybe not.

What did he ook like, Tansin's |lost |over? Wat do you think _you'd_
ook like after three hundred years like his? Horrible, right. 1'Il tell you
what's horrible. What's really horrible is that _1'd seen worse_. | see worse
than Edric Davi es damm near every day, and so do you--on TV, in newspaper
pi ctures, in photographs we get so totally used to that they don't nake us
puke our guts out every tine we ook at them the way we should. There's only
so nmuch you can do to a person, to a human body, even if you're the WIld Hunt
or Judge Jeffreys. | grew up know ng that, and you probably did, too.

The Pooka said quietly, under the stormand the Huntsmen's baying, "It
ends here." And | saw Tansin directly up ahead of us, standing in a field of
young corn. Her head was thrown back, her hair fallen | oose--though she hadn't
wasted any tine remenbering how it would have bl own around--and she was
stretching her arns up toward the WIld Hunt, and Edric Davies. She was
calling, crying out words, but |I couldn't hear them because of the wi nd.

But the WId Hunt heard. The riders out in front, so close on Edric
Davi es's heels, swng away from him banking straight down toward Tansin. The
others foll owed as they caught sight of her, filling the sky with their spears
and their skulls and their scream ng | aughter, lunging forward over their
mounts' necks as if they couldn't wait to get at that small white figure in
the cornfield. But she never took one step backward--she kept on beckoni ng,
chal | engi ng them down, away fromEdric to her. | was too dazed and too scared
to be proud of her then, ny Tansin. But | dreamthat nonent sonetines, these
years later, and in the dream| always tell her

Then t he Pooka dunped ne. Nothing dramatic about it--he just stopped
dead and | shot over his head at about a hundred and fifty mles an hour, and
| anded on ny butt in soft nud, practically at Tansin's feet. | junped right
up, howing like the WIld Hunt nyself, but the Pooka actually bowed his head
to ne and | shut up. He said, "Here is your friend, and here is the Wld Hunt.
This is your affair, not mne. Tend to it, Jenny d uckstein.”

And he was gone, exactly that fast--1 thought | spotted a frog hoppi ng
away through the cornstal ks, but it was dark and crazy, and you can't ever
tell with the Pooka, anyway. Tamsin hadn't turned her head for a nonent,
because the first of the Huntsmen had touched down, the wet earth hissing
under their horses' feet. The rest were circling |ike stacked-up pl anes,
com ng in one by one, as they must have done when Judge Jeffreys called them
to the cow byre where Edric Davies waited for Tanmsin WI I oughby. The corn was
snoki ng where they tranpled it, and | wondered, somewhere far off, what 1'd
say to Evan when nothing ever grewin this field again.

They didn't keep up their racket once they were on the ground. Even the
hounds qui eted down and dropped back al ongside their nasters, and the
hor ses--or whatever they were--stopped foam ng flames, though they kept on
grow i ng very |low, mneaner than the dogs. Tanmsin just stood there, solid as a



living woman, _sniling_as each rider dropped to earth and noved in on her
You' d have thought she was wel com ng conpany at the front door

| didn't know what_ the hell she had in mnd, and the WIld Hunt snen
were as hung up as | was. They kept advancing, but they did it slowy, fanning
out alittle bit, as though she were Sir Lancel ot or soneone, ready to | eap at

t hem and now t hem down five and six at a time. | was just behind her, shaking
so hard | could barely stand, watching them conme on

["lI'l never know who they were. Who they had been. 1'Il never know how
you get to be a WIld Huntsman, nor if you have to be one forever. What |
renmenber--this is weird--is their smell. If Tamsin snmelled of vanilla, you'd
have expected these guys and their beasts to snell all nmeaty and hairy and
bl ood-sticky, like the lion house at the zoo. They didn't: Cl ose to, even the

worst of them the ones with no real faces, but only a sneary collection of
hol es and skin and cindery snot--even those had the faintest smell of the sea,
of fishing boats, and sails drying in the sun, the way you see themat Lyne
Regis. Maybe they were all old pirates-- who knows? The one thing |I'm sure of
is that | can't ever be afraid of anyone again. The WId Hunt gave ne that.

Tamsi n spoke to them proud and clear over their fearful stillness. She
said, "I take back what belongs to ne. You have no claimon him nor did you
ever. The evil was mine alone, and long will | be in atoning for it. | take
Edri c Davies back fromyou now "

The Huntsnen didn't do anything. They sat their horses and stared at
Tansin, and not one head turned when Edric Davies wal ked between themto her
side. I'd lost sight of himwhen the Pooka dunped nme, so |I'mnot sure exactly
where he'd been, but | can tell you that he wal ked as though he were afraid
t he planet woul d buck himoff at any noment, back into the sky. Tamsin hadn't
glanced at me once in all this time, but Edric did as he passed nme; and
al t hough he | ooked like an entire train weck all by hinself, he w nked at ne!
He w nked_, and | saw what it was that Tansin had | oved three centuries ago.
She took her eyes off the Wld Hunt for the first time, and she and Edric
stood there | ooking at each other, and they didn't say a thing. Not a hello,
not a cry of pain or synpathy, no apol ogi es--not one single word of |ove. They
just _looked_, and if sonebody ever |ooks at ne the way the ghost of Edric
Davi es | ooked at the ghost of Tansin WII|oughby, that'll be all right. It

won't happen, but at least I'lIl knowit if |I see it.
By and by, Tamsin turned her attention back to the Huntsmen. "We will
go," she said, haughty as could be. "You will pursue Edric Davies no further

nor me neither. You have no power here. Go back to your honme beyond the
Wi nds--go back to the bowels of the skies and trouble us no nore. Hear ne,
you!" And she stamped forward, right at them and swung her arns the way Sally
does when she's shooing Mster Cat out of the kitchen

For one crazy nminute, | thought she was going to get away with it. The
W1d Huntsmen seened paralyzed, in a funny sort of way: They mi ght al nost have
been human, ordinary Dorset people, sitting their shuffling horses in the
rain, sneaking sideways peeks at each other to see if anyone had a clue about
what they ought to be doing next. A couple of them even backed away, just a
step, but that's how cl ose she cane. | really thought she'd nake it.

Then Judge Jeffreys screaned.

Twent y- si X

You woul dn't have thought that soft, scratchy voice--a dead man's
voi ce--coul d make that sound. He was hanging in the air over the cornfield
like some awful glowing kite, and he screaned |i ke soneone losing a leg or
havi ng a baby--there was as much pain as rage in the sound, maybe nore.
couldn't even make out the words at first, sinple as they were. " _Never! _
They' Il not walk free of ne, neither of them _never!_ The Wl sh bastard fel
at nmy hand, there in the muck of the byre, which was nothing but his vile
due--and | did enjoin you by certain cantrips to harry his spirit away, which



was his due as well, as it ever shall be! Cbey ne! Living or dead, | command
you yet!"

Wien | think about it now, |I'msure even the WIld Huntsmen nust have
felt anyway the least bit bew | dered and pushed around, what with Tansin
runni ng them off on one hand and now Judge Jeffreys badgering themto get
after Edric Davies again. They weren't naking any sound anong thensel ves yet,
but their beasts were growing and shifting, and | saw the riders who had
edged away from Tansi n nudgi ng their horses back toward her. Judge Jeffreys
saw that, too.

" No! " he rasped, and the Huntsmen were still. That's when it struck ne
that he'd maybe had dealings with the Wld Hunt before Edric Davies. They
_knew_ each other, anyway--1'l1 always be sure of that rmuch. Judge Jeffreys

said, "The worman is nmine, as God yet wills her to be. The Wl shman is yours,
as Imean for him As for that one--"

He gl anced over ne, not at all as though | weren't there, but as though
nmy being there was sonething he'd al ways nmeant to take care of and kept
forgetting about. | got one last clear ook at his eyes--dead as newsprint,

t hey woul d have been, if not for the hatred that had been hol di ng hi mtoget her
all these centuries, the way Tansin's nmenories kept her who she was. Al _his_
menories were of pain and vengeance, and--l1'mreally ashamed of this-- there
was one noment, just one, when | felt sorry for Judge jeffreys. |I've never
said that until now

I never did find out exactly what he had in mnd for nme, because Tansin
cried out, "Jenny, fly, on your peril! "--and the next nonment she and | and
Edri c Davi es were abandoni ng ship and heading for the hills. O for the
wheat held, as far as | could tell, because | can get lost in a phone boot h.
Even in daylight, even when |I'm not being chased by the WIld Hunt.

And | just mght actually be the only living person in England who's
ever been chased by the WId Hunt. They made one |ong sound together, like a
fiery sigh of relief, and cane after us, not yelling now, but silent as the
Bl ack Dog. Wich was nmuch worse, strangely, because of course | couldn't keep
from | ooki ng back, and they always seened nearer than they were. But they
weren't racing through the clouds now, they were on the nuddy Dorset earth,
like nme, and if it sucked at ny skidding shoes and made ne fall twce, it
slowed their horses, too. The Huntsnen may have been ghosts thensel ves, but
t hose beasts were alive, wherever they cane from Maybe in the sky the w nd
and rain didn't touch them but down here they were as soaked as everything
el se, and having to pick their way over the crops they crushed and the ditches
and irrigation pipes under their feet, and they didn't like any of it. As long
as the fields kept slanting uphill, | actually had a bit of an edge.

Tamsi n never left my side. She could have flown on to be with Edric,
even if it meant running fromthe Hunt with himforever, as she nust have
known it woul d. But she stayed close to ne, |leading nme through the storm that
gli mer of hers al nost bright enough to see by. Every time | stunbl ed, she
reached out to catch ne, and couldn't, but the terror in her eyes always got
me back on my feet right away, yelling at her to go on, the way Edric was
calling, "Tansin, beloved, _hurry! " He'd have abandoned ne in a hot second,
if he'd had the choice--I know that, and | can't blame him He'd had the WId
Hunt after himfor a lot longer time than | had--or Tansin either--he knew
what we were dealing with, and all he cared about was getting Tamsin the hel
away fromthem But she wouldn't |eave ne.

I don't honestly know what kind of danger | was in. They'd been ordered
to get Edric back on the rails, and to bring Tanmsin to Judge Jeffreys, but I'm
not sure even the Huntsmen knew what he had in mnd for nme. But Tansin
did--1"msure of that--and she kept driving ne on when | could have | ain down
right there and gone straight to sleep in the rain and nmud. Absolutely crazy,
when you think about it: scranbling and stunbling through what peopie here
call a real toadstrangler of a storm with a ghost who couldn't even touch ne
trying to protect me from anot her ghost--who maybe coul d--and al so save her
ghost - boyfriend fromthe pack of inmortal hell hounds hunting us all. But |



think if not for her I could have wound up where Edric had been, and with no

Tansin to conme and find me. | think so. | don't know.
| remenber the nmaddest things about that flight; in fact, the nmad stuff
is about all | do remenber. |I'd swear | renenber Tansin singing to ne, for one

t hi ng--just snatches of her sister Maria's nursery song----.

"Oranges and cherri es,
sweet est candl eberri es--
who will cone and buy. . . ?"

I _know_ Tansin had us running through a deep place called Digby's
Coonbe--that's where | lost ny shoes--and | renmenber M ss Sophia Brown running
wi th us, bounding along like the Pooka, and keeping up, too. The rain was
flashing through her as she ran, turning her blue-gray coat to silver.

And | couldn't tell you for certain how we reached the Al pi ne Meadow
wi t hout crossing the wheatfield, because you can't, but we did. The nane's
just a joke of Evan's: It isn't alpine, and it isn't a real neadow at
all--maybe it was long ago, but nowit's useless to anyone short of WIt's
billygoat. It's just a huge stretch of brush and sinkhol es and tw sted,
nanel ess shrubs, with a few dead cherry trees left fromsone WIIoughby's

vision of an orchard. It's a blasted heath, like in _Macbeth_, and nobody goes
up there much. Evan says you could still do something with the |l and, but Evan
al ways says that.

|'ve never gone back to the Al pine Meadow since that night. | do dream

about it once in a while: ne scrabbling along out there in the storm wth the
rain bouncing off ne like hail and the WIld Hunt on ny track--sonetimes
they're right on top of me, sonetimes not--and it's so dark that all | can see
is those two lights fluttering just ahead. Tansin and Edric, tw nkling away
like Tinker Bell, for God' s sake. My | egs are unbelievably painful, and

can't get ny breath at all--it's like my lungs are full of broken glass-- but
Tamsin won't let ne give up, so Edric won't either, even though there's no

poi nt, no hope, no danmm _reason_. |'d rather breathe, |1'd rather breathe than
anything in the world, and those damm ghosts won't _let_ me. In the dream|'m
al ways angrier at themthan | amat the WId Hunt and Judge Jeffreys.

The Huntsnen's horses were still having trouble with the nud and gai ni ng
only slowmy, if they were gaining at all. But Judge Jeffreys was on us all the
way, swoopi ng and how i ng, popping out of the dark so close to my face that
I'd junp back and fall, and then slashing in at Tanmsin or Edric when they cane
to ne. And he was _hurting_them though I couldn't see how | don't know what
ghosts can actually do to other ghosts, but when the Ilight that pul sed around
hi m even came near them their own light would go dimfor a few seconds, or
whi p around and flicker as though the stormw nd was al nost bl owi ng t hem out.
| was really scared to see that, really frightened that they _would_ go out
and | eave ne al one; but they always canme back, bright as before. It just
seened to take a little | onger each tine.

The next-to-last time I fell, | tripped over one rock and turned ny
ankl e, and ny chin hit another one, or something that hard, and | didn't know
where | was, or who, until | heard Tansin saying nmy nane. "Jenny, you nust get
up, Jenny, _please_," over and over, like Sally trying to rouse ne for the
school bus.

"Can't," | munbled. "You go. Catch nme anyway."

The Horsenen were conming on, still not making a sound thensel ves, but I
could feel their beasts' hool beats, lying there. Beside me, Tansin said,

" No_. No, they will _not_ catch us, Jenny--not if you can only make one nore
effort. Only one nore, Jenny." | didn't nove. Tamsin said, "Jenny, please--I

prom se thee. One nore."

It was the "thee" that did it, of course. She'd never called ne that
before. | got up with my ankle hurting and ny head sw mm ng worse than the one
time Marta and jake and | got stupid drunk on Jake's nother's Courvoisier
Tanmsi n was on one side of me, saying, "Ch, brave, my jenny--only a little



now," and Edric on the other. He still wasn't a bit happy about ny entire
exi stence, but he was practically polite when he growed into ny ear, "Grl,
for _her_ sake." And | put ny weight on that bad ankle, and | started on

The one thing the stormhadn't had rmuch of up to now was |ightning and
thunder. _That_ all hit about the tine the ground | eveled off and the WIld
Hunt really began gaining on us. Tansin told me not to turn, but | twisted ny
head around once, and saw themin the flash, as though someone in heaven was
taking pictures. The lightning made them | ook notionless, frozen in the

monent, |ike the dead cherry trees, or the shrubby thicket com ng up just
ahead. Not Judge Jeffreys, though. He was di vebombi ng us worse than ever, and
he was screeching continually now 1 couldn't make out all the words, but nost

of it was jesus and God and the King, and Wl sh traitors a stink in the
nostrils of the Alm ghty. And Tansin bel onging to himthrough eternity--that
one | got, | heard himright through the thunder. And all the while he kept
snot hering Tansin and Edric's ghost-lights with his own, and every tinme they'd
be sl ower com ng back. Di nmer, too, now.

"Jenny, my Jenny--canst run only a little faster?" | didn't even have
the breath to answer Tamsin, but | think | maybe got an extra RPMor two out
of my legs. |I like to think so, but probably not.

But it wasn't any good. The wi nd had switched around so it was bl ow ng
straight in nmy face, and between that and nmy ankle buckling with each step, we
weren't even going to nmake that thicket before the WIld Hunt caught up with
us--as though we could have hidden there for one mnute. The Huntsmen had
started baying at us again the nonent the wi nd changed, which makes ne think
maybe they actually hunted by snmell, not that it matters. They sounded
different than they did in the sky: not as |oud, not whooping mani acally, but
_precise_ now, united, calling to each other. Like the Wst Dorset Hounds
bl owi ng their dunb horns when the poor fox is in full sight and they're
cl osing in.

And | couldn't run anynore. The last time | went down, it wasn't a
guestion of getting ne back on ny feet, and Tamsin didn't ask me again. Al
she said was "Here," to Edric; and to give himcredit, he didn't ever suggest
that they drop me and head for the border. At least | didn't hear him say
anything like that, because things were starting to slide away from nme now,
| eavi ng ne peaceful and sleepy, with ny ankle hardly hurting at all. | did
hear Tansin say, "Twas this place, _this_, exactly this. | amsure to ny soul
of it, Edric."

And Edric, with a sudden | augh that sounded very young, considering he
can't have done that for three hundred years: "Well, dear one, you are ny
soul, so there's naught for ne to do but bide with you." Mss Sophia Brown sat
cal My down beside nme, |ooked in ny face and said "Prrp?" just |like Mster
Cat, only small and faraway. Edric was saying, "--there's no know ng or
conpoundi ng her, nor there never was. She m ght as easily--"

Thunder and the wail of the Wld Hunt drowned the rest of it, just as
Judge Jeffreys's last gobbling squall of triunph seened to drown Edric and
Tamsin's lights together. Far away as | was, nunb as | was, | could _feel _
them going out this tine, as though a phone |Iine between us had been cut. It
hurt terribly--it hurt a lot nore than nmy ankle--and | think I called for

them | know | tried to get up--or anyway | wanted to, but that |ine was down,
too, and the WIld Hunt was on us. On _ne_, their beasts rearing right over ne
on their spider |egs, nonkey |egs, goats' hooves, hawks' claws.. . and the

weird thing was that | didn't care one damm bit. Tansin was gone, Tansin and
her Edric, and | didn't care what the hell happened to nme now

That was when | heard Ms. Fallowfield.

_Heard_, not _saw_, because | was lying the wong way, and | couldn't
even raise ny head, but | knew it was her. She was speaking in a slow, buzzing
| anguage that sounded like O d Dorset, but | couldn't separate any of the
words from each other; and | hardly recogni zed her voice, the way it rang on
the syllables |ike a hamrer on a horseshoe. All around ne the Huntsnen's
beasts dropped down to all fours--or all eights, or whatever--and the Huntsnen



got really quiet, a different quiet fromthe way they'd first been with
Tamsi n. Then they'd been puzzled, uncertain, practically enbarrassed--now t hey
were scared. Even in the state | was in, | could tell the difference.

There was anot her sound under Ms. Fallowfield s voice, and it wasn't
any of the Huntsmen. O Judge Jeffreys, either--he was watching silently from
one of the dead trees, wedged in the branches, a snagged kite now. The grow
was so low it seemed to be coming out of the ground, and it was so cold and
evil that the thunder just stopped, and the |ightning shrank away, and the
whol e stormsort of sidled off, scuffing its feet, pretending it hadn't been
doi ng anything. | got ny el bows under me, and | dragged myself around to | ook
at Ms. Fallowfield.

She was sonething to see. No Russian hat; the long yellowwhite hair
she'd had bunched up under it was rippling down her back |ike something alive.
No wool shirt, no Army boots--instead, a dark-green toga sort of thing, only
with full sleeves, fitting close round her tough, skinny body. Her face was
Ms. Fallowfield s, feature for feature, but the wonan wearing it wasn't Ms.
Fal l owfi el d--not the one | knew. This face was the pal e-gol den color of the
hal f-noon, and it was just as old: It |ooked as though it had been pounded and
battered for billions of years by neteors, asteroids, | don't know what; the
eyes weren't blue anynore, but black as Mster Cat, black to the bone. And
even so, she was dreadfully beautiful, and she was taller than Ms.

Fal l owfi el d, and she wal ked out of that thicket and toward the WIld Hunt the
way queens are supposed to wal k.

At her side was the thing that had growled. It was the size of the Black
Dog, and it had staring red eyes like the Black Dog, but that was it for the
resenbl ance. Nothing about it fit with a damm thing el se about it: | saw | ong,
pointed, |leathery ears and a head |like a huge bat, only with an alligator
muzzl e stuck onto it. The body was nore like a big cat's body than a dog's,
with the rear quarters higher than the front; but it had a sheep's woolly
coat, coming away in dirty patches as though the thing were nolting--and the
skin underneath was pink! And | guess the noral of that story is, be nice to
peopl e's disgusting, yippy little dogs. You never know.

Ms. Fallowfield--or whoever--didn't |ook at me. She pointed a | ong arm
at the Wld Hunt, at each Huntsman in turn, nmoving on to the next only when
that one lowered his eyes, until finally she was pointing straight at Judge
Jeffreys. He | ooked right back at her--he didn't flinch for a minute. He had
t he courage of his awful ness, Judge Jeffreys had.

Ms. Fallowfield said, "You. | know you." The Dorset sound was stil
t here, but her whole voice was different--deep enough to be a nman's voice, and
with that metallic clang to it that | could feel all along ny backbone. She
said, "I renenber.”

Judge Jeffreys didn't give an inch. He answered her, gentle, alnopst
apol ogetic, "I will have what is mne."

"The woman," Ms. Fallowfield said. No expression--just those two fl at
words. Judge Jeffreys nodded. "The woman," Ms. Fallowfield repeated, and this
time there was sonething in the voice which would have made ne a little
nervous. She held her other armaway from her side, and Tansi n was standing
besi de her, and the first thing she did was to snile at ne. And | couldn't
breathe, no nore than | could when we were running fromthe WId Hunt.

"And the man," that voice said. Ms. Fallowfield did sonething with her
arm al nost |ike sonething |I've seen Tony do, dancing-- and there was Edric
Davi es standing with Tanmsin. As though she had sonehow taken theminto
hersel f, and given thembirth again--not that she could do that, | nean they
were still ghosts... never mi nd. Maybe Meena can help ne with that sentence,
if I ever figure out what | was trying to say. All that mattered to nme then
was that Tansin was smiling at ne.

"The man belongs to _them ," Judge Jeffreys said, gesturing around at
the Wld Hunt in his turn. "The woman to ne." He night have been sharing out
the di shes at a Chi nese restaurant.

Ms. Fallowfield s dog-bat-alligator-sheep thing growed at him but



st opped when she touched its horrid head. She | ooked at judge jeffreys for a
long tinme, not saying anything. The night was clearing--1 could see a few
stars near the half-nmoon--but | was drenched and hurting, starting to shiver,
starting to be aware of it. Tansin saw. She started to cone to ne, but Ms.
Fal |l owfi el d shook her head. Edric noved closer to her, and there | was--cold

_and_ jealous. |I'd have hugged that creature of Ms. Fallowfield s just then
if I could have, for confort as well as warnth. Hell, 1'd have hugged a
Hunt sman

Ms. Fallowfield said to Judge Jeffreys, "I renenber you. Bl ood and
fire--soldiers in nmy woods. | remenber.”

"Ah, the great work," he answered, as proud as though he were pointing
out those tarred chunks of bodies stuck up on trees, fences, steeples,
housetops. "They'll not soon forget the schooling | gave them the rabble of
Dorset. | felt God's hand on ny shoul der every day in that courtroom and
knew t hey all deserved hangi ng, every last stinking, treacherous Jack
Presbyter of them And |I'd have done it--aye, gladly, with ny whole heart, I'd
have rid King Janes of all of them but the one. Al but her."

He never stopped | ooking at Tansin, even though she woul dn't | ook back
at him Edric Davies did, though, and the hatred and horror in his face
mat ched Judge Jeffreys's pride and maybe went it one better. Feelings |ike
that don't die; menories |ike Tamsin's menory of Edric and her |ost sister
don't die. That's why you have ghosts.

Judge Jeffreys said, "For her | would have betrayed ny post, ny King and
my God--indeed, | did so in ny heart, with never a second thought. That nakes
Tamsin W1 I oughby m ne."

I know it |ooks stupid, witing it down like that. But you didn't hear
him and | still do. He really would have done all that for her, you see, and
done it believing he'd burn in hell forever for doing it. He _hadn't_ done it,
and it wouldn't have made her his anyway, but you see why he'd have figured it
did. O | saw it anyway, at the tine. He was a nmaniac and a nonster, but
people don't love |like that anynmore. Or nmaybe it's only the mani acs and
monsters who do. | _ don't know.

Edric Davies didn't say anything--he just noved in front of Tansin, but
she stepped past himand turned to face Ms. Fallowfield. | renmenber
everyt hing she said, because they were the | ast words--but one--that | ever
heard her speak.

"I am Tamsin El speth Catherine Maria Dubois WI Il oughby," she said. "I
knew you when | was snmall. | was forever wandering and | osing myself in your
el der bushes, and your friend"--she nodded toward that patchy pink
gargoyl e--"woul d al ways find ne."

Ms. Fallowfield chuckled then, that coal-chute gargle | renenbered from
another world. "As _your_ friend was aye rescuing _him." She took her hand
off the thing and gestured toward ne, telling it, "Run see your deliverer
little "un." The pink thing ignored her, thank God. | had enough troubles
right then w thout alligator breath.

Tamsin said, "That one is my true and bel oved sister. _He "--and she
smled at Edric Davies in a way that squeezed ny heart and roiled ny
stomach--" he is ny love, and was delivered to the mercy of the WId Hunt
t hrough my nost grievous fault. Now |I'd have himfree of their torment, that I
may have eternity to do penance. O your great kindness, do for ne what you
may. "

Wrd for word. | couldn't ever forget. | couldn't.

She started to say sonething el se, but Judge Jeffreys's voice drowned
her the way his ghost-1ight had done. "Nay, they're not yours to dispose of,
those two! The Al mighty rendered them both into nmy hands, and you dare not
oppose Hs will!" As loudly as he spoke, he sounded practically serene--that's
the only word I can think of. He was playing his ace, and he _knew_ she
couldn't match it, this old, old lady with her weird, nasty pet. Belief is
real ly sonet hi ng.

Ms. Fallowfield smled at him That was scary, because it was |like the



desert earth splitting into a deep dry canyon, or |ike seeing one of those
fish that 1ook like flat stones on the ocean bottom suddenly expl odi ng out of
the sand to gulp down a minnow and fall right back to being a stone. Wen she
spoke, the Dorset was so thick in her voice | hardly understood a word. "Take
good heed, zonny. W was here first."

I don't think Judge Jeffreys heard her much better than | did; or if he
heard her right, he didn't take it in. He just gaped at her; but a sort of
_whinmper _ canme fromthe Wld Huntsnen, waiting where she'd ordered themto
stay. Even in the darkness, | could see Ms. Fallowfield s eyes: blacker than
the Bl ack Dog, black as deepest space. She said, "W was here when your
Al mi ghty woon't but a heap of rocks and a pool of water. W was here when
woon't nothing but rocks and water. W was here when we was all there was."
She smled at Judge Jeffreys again, and that tine | had to | ook away. | heard
her say, "And you'll tell ne who's to bide with ne and who's to hand back?
“You'll _tell _me? "

And Judge Jeffreys lost it, lost it for good, and I'Il tell you, | don't
blame him There's no way I'lIl ever again hear the kind of contenpt--the
_size_ of the contenpt--that was in those words. He went straight over the
edge, shrieking at her, "You dare not defy, dare not challenge. . . You'll be
as dammed as they, hurled down with the rebel angels--hurled down, hurled down

There was nore, but that's all | want to wite.

He was pl ai n gi bbering when he cane for Tansin and Edric Davies that

last tinme, stooping at themlike a hawk fromtree-top height. | can't guess

what was in his mnd--he mght have thought his rage woul d darken them put
themout, the way it had before, this time for good, before Ms. Fallowfield
could protect them As nuch as | saw of him as much as | feared himand hated
himand tried to imagine him finally | don't have any idea who he was-- just
what he was. It'Il do.

Ms. Fallowfield hardly noved, Judge Jeffreys was right over her before
she raised her left hand slightly and made a sound like clearing her throat.
And he . . . _froze_in the air. O maybe he didn't freeze; maybe the air
condensed or sonething, thickening around himso he couldn't nove, ghost or no
ghost. He stuck there, burning, like a firefly trapped in a
spi derweb- - al t hough what he really rem nded ne of was the fruit that Sally
cooks into lime-green Jell-0O for big dinner desserts. It's always |ime--I
don't know why--and the bits of peaches and pears always | ook like tropica
fish hanging notionless in the deep green sea. Except that the fish are

silent, and Judge Jeffreys was still scream ng his head off, though we
coul dn't hear hi manynore.
Ms. Fallowfield said, "I'mwearied of ye. Dudn't like ye then, wi' your

soldiers--dun't like ye no better now Of wi' ye, and dun't ye plague ne and
m ne nivver no nore. Hear."

| thought she was letting himgo with a warning--not even a speeding
ticket--and I was getting ready to m nd, because it wasn't right, it wasn't
justice, no matter who she was. But she hadn't been saying, "Hear," the way I
heard it--what she really said was, "_Here_." The way you call your dog.

And the WIld Huntsnmen cane to her. Their nonstrous beasts were actually
trenbling under them actually having to be kicked and goaded toward Ms.
Fallowfield and that animal of hers, and even the nost horrendous of the

Hunt smen t hensel ves were | ooking small and rained on. | still dream about
them like |I said; but when | get awakened by the pounding of my heart, | can
put nyself back to sleep by remenbering themthen, as terrified of Ms.
Fallowfield as | was of them And nme not scared of her at all, but pissed
because | thought she was going to | et Judge Jeffreys off way too lightly. |
can't believe it. | was really pissed at her

Ms. Fallowfield | ooked up at Judge Jeffreys for a long tinme wthout
sayi ng anything. He'd stopped his yelling and was wat ching her, poised
hel pl ess just above her in the flypaper night, his own ghost-light flickering
like a bad bulb. | couldn't help wondering if he mi ght be imagining what those
peopl e dragged up before himat the Bl oody Assizes nmust have felt, waiting for



himto sentence them . . hoping, crying, praying--looking into that gentle,

handsome face of his and _hoping_. Probably not. | don't think he had nuch
i magi nation that way.
"OFf wi' ye, then," Ms. Fallowield said again. "Till nebbe zonmeone

cares to conme for ye."

She didn't seemto nmake any gesture this tinme, and | didn't hear her say
anyt hi ng el se, but Judge Jeffreys was ready when the air turned himl oose. He
shot crazily backward |like a toy balloon when you Il et go of the pinched end,
growing so snall so fast that it seened as though we were racing in terror
away from him Maybe we were, in a way, Tansin and Edric Davies and ne. Not
Ms. Fallowfield.

She turned to the Wld Hunt, and she said one word. | heard it very
clearly, and 1'd forget it if | possibly could, but it'd be like forgetting ny
own nanme. He nust have renmenbered it, too--however he learned it; he used it
at |east once, I'msure of that. But | never, never, _never_ wll

The WIld Hunt gave one great how and went after Judge Jeffreys. They
took off like helicopters, rising straight up into the night sky in a kind of
wi ndbl own spiral; and in a weird way they nmade nme think of children just |et
out of school, running and yelling for the pure unreasoning joy of making
noi se. But they weren't children: They were the Wld Hunt, the pitiless
harriers of the dead, and they roared and wailed and | aughed their skirling
| aughter, and blew their horns and spurred their dragony horses on, chasing
t hat spark of desperation that had been Edric Davies for three hundred years,
and was Judge Jeffreys now It didn't matter to the WIld Hunt.

And it didn't matter to nme. It should have--1 know that--and it should
matter now, on nights when | hear themagain, the terrible Huntsnen in the
wi nd, eternally hounding a human spirit whose only crine was beingjust as
cruel as they. There'll never be a Tamsin WI I oughby cone to save Lord Chief
Justice Jeffreys of Wem Mst tinmes | go back to sleep

Things get a little blurry here--not the things thensel ves, but the
order they happened in. | can't renenber when | finally made it up on ny
feet--maybe | could still hear the horns of the WId Hunt, maybe not--but |
know it was while Tansin and Edric Davies were still there. Because it was
time to say good-bye, had to be, and | didn't want to make a stupid scene. So
| got up, all over nud and with ny ankle giving ne fits, and | linped toward
t hem where they stood with Ms. Fallowfield.

She was just Ms. Fallowfield then: everything back in place, fromthe
arnmy boots to the cold, sharp blue eyes, to the little pink horror squirm ng
in her coat pocket. No fur hat, though--that hair was still stream ng away
over her scraggy shoulders like the MIky Way. Her voice was strangely gentle
when she spoke to nme. She said, "Ye'll forget this, girl. Ye'll forget this
all.”

"No," | said. "No, don't make nme--1 have to remenber. Please, | have
to."

Ms. Fallowfield shook her head. "And have ye neet ne in the lane or the
mar ket tonorrow, and _know?_ \What | am -what we've seen this night, the two on
us--"

"I _don't_ know who you are," | practically yelled at her. "And | don't
care, either!" | pointed at Tansin, where she stood beside Edric Davies, so
beautiful | could hardly stand to |l ook at her. | said, "I don't want to forget
her. | don't care about a damm thing el se, but | have to renenber Tansin.

Pl ease. Whoever you are."

Ms. Fallowfield smled at ne very slowy, showi ng her strong gray
teeth; but when she spoke, it m ght have been to Tamsin, or nmaybe herself, but
not me. "Aye, and here's first 'un, here's first on "em Aye, | knowed they'd
be coom ng al ong any day, the childern as wuddn't know Lady of the El der Tree.
Zo, there '"tis. No harm"”

| remenbered Tansin sayi ng--CGod, a hundred years ago-- "_Even the Pooka
steps aside when she noves_. "I started in on sonme kind of dunb apol ogy, but
Ms. Fallowfield had turned away and Tansin and Edric Davies were comng to



me. It was awkward with Edric--there's not a whole ot to say to someone who's
been t hrough what he'd been through, and who's now going away forever with the

person who really did becone your sister for alittle while. |I was happy she'd
rescued him and happy that her task was done, and that she wouldn't be stuck
haunting the Manor anynore . . . but at the same tinme | hated hi mworse than

I'd ever hated Judge Jeffreys, and that's the truth. There--1've got that
down.

But he was all right. He said, "Tansin has told ne of all you did for
us, and of what night have befallen her but for you. If |I had the world to
gi ve you, we would never be quits." He smiled in a crooked, crinkly way that
Tamsi n must have |l oved at first sight-- no, that sounds nmean; it was a very
nice smle, really. Edric Davies said, "But | have nothing, Mstress Jenny

@ uckstein. | cannot promise that we will cone to you at need, nor even that
we will ever remenber your kindness, because | do not know what waits beyond
for us. I can only bless you now, with all ny human heart. Nothing nore."

And he was out of there. Just vanished, the way ghosts do.

Tamsi n picked up M ss Sophia Brown. She came very cl ose, and | ooki ng
into ny eyes, she said, "My Jenny," and then she bent her head and ki ssed
me--here, on the left-hand corner of ny nouth. And nobody knows better than |
that | couldn't have felt anything, because Tansin was a ghost--but nobody but
me knows what | felt. And I'Il always know.

Then she stepped back and was gone, and it was just ne and Ms.
Fallowfield in the dark of the Al pine Meadow that seemed so much darker now.
Me and the A d Lady of the El der Tree, as though | gave a damm. Ms.

Fal l owfi el d cupped ny cheek in her calloused hand, and she said softly,
"Forget, ye brave child. Forget."

And after that there's nothing but night--but thinning now, turning blue
and silver, and |I'mbeing carried sonewhere, like a baby. First | think it's
t he Pooka cone to get ne, but it's way too bunpy a ride for the Pooka, and
can smell rubber, which | hate. Wen | open ny eyes, it's Evan hol di ng ne,
wal king fast, with Sally on one side and Tony on the other, everybody shiny in
rain slickers. . . or are we already in the old Jeep? If we're in the Jeep
then I'mlying with ny head in Evan's |lap while he drives us honme, and ny feet
in Sally's | ap. Tony keeps tal king about the beating the fields have taken
fromthe storm-he's really shocked, the way things have been battered down.
Sally wants to hold ne by herself, so Evan can drive nore easily, but Evan
says, "No, leave it, love, she's asleep,” and | am

Twent y- seven

But | didn't forget. | haven't forgotten a thing.

I think that was Tansin's doing, the reason she kissed me at the very
last. | think she didn't want me to forget her, even if she doesn't remenber
me wherever she and Edric Davies have gone. How she did it, | won't ever know,
but I"'mpretty sure Ms. Fallowfield knows she did it. | don't see much of

Ms. Fallowfield anynore; when we do neet, she's the same skinny, agel ess |ady
in the duffel coat and the Russian hat, and she | ooks at ne with those cold

bl ue eyes as though she al nost recogni zes me from somewhere. As though she
were the one who forgot.

He wasn't from Dorset, you see. Judge Jeffreys wasn't from Dorset, he
didn't know about the A d Lady of the Elder Tree. Maybe things woul d have been
different if he'd known. Maybe not.

Sally told me it was Evan who got anxious about me being out with
weat her coming on--he snelled it, and he was already cranking up the Jeep to
start after me even before the stormhit. He wanted to go al one, because that

clunker only has a canvas top, and it'll shake your teeth | oose on pavenent,
let alone a dirt path. But Sally insisted on com ng--and so did Tony, which
surprises me in some kind of way even now. | asked himif he was afraid of

| osi ng his dance dummy, and he said that was exactly it. That's how you thank



Tony.

Anyway, they racketed around the farmfor hours, trying to figure
logically where I m ght have gone. The Al pi ne Meadow was the | ast place they'd
have t hought to | ook; but the beasts of the WId Hunt had left a track you
couldn't mss, even in the darkness, and Evan followed it on an inpul se,
bucketing the Jeep up through that scrubby desolation as far as he could,
until they had to get out and walk the rest of the way. Sally says they found
me curled up like a baby, soaked through and sound asl eep next to an el der
thicket. | should have gotten pneumpnia, but | didn't come down with so nuch
as a sniffle, even though | can catch cold on e-mail. | know she's stil
wonder i ng about that.

What's nmore amazing than ne not catching cold, though, is how few
guesti ons anyone ever asked ne about what the hell | was doing in the Al pine
Meadows, and why | hadn't had the sense to come in out of the rain. | really
expected Sally to put the screws to ne, but she never did, and I'lIl always
wonder if that was Evan's influence. | think Evan knows nore than he wants to
about the history of the Manor, and about what goes on around Stourhead Farm
at night--wild geese or no. But he left it alone, and Sally pretty nuch did,

t oo.

| had nore trouble with julian, who's got an incredible instinct for
these things. He kept asking if 1'd been with "that scary old woman," and why
those prints in the dried mud and tranpled cornstalks didn't really | ook |ike
the jeep's tire tracks. He stayed on the case for absolute weeks, until his
hormones finally kicked in, and he abruptly discovered girls. Thank God for
puberty, that's all |'ve got to say.

No, |'ve never seen Tansin again. | really didn't expect to. Wat's odd
is that when | dream of her--and | dreamof her a lot--the dreanms aren't
exactly _about_ Tamsin. She's _in_ them and | always know it's her, and
sonetimes we even talk, but she's not the center_ of the dream That's nore
likely to be the WId Hunt, or Judge Jeffreys, or even nyself. And the dreans

can be frightening, but they're never--1 don't know. . . they're not
_yearning_ dreans, not dreams of loss. |'mjust happy that she's there, and
that's all.

| asked Meena, nore than a year |ater, why she thought that was. Meena
knows al nost everything about the Al pi ne Meadow, except what happened to Judge
Jeffreys. She'd feel bad for him she wouldn't be able to help it. Meena
doesn't need that.

Anyway, | asked her at school one day, and she answered nme two days
| ater, because that's how Meena is. "Maybe you don't have that kind of dream
about Tamsi n because you don't have to. Dreans are | oose ends sonetines,
dreans are unfinished business, but there is none of that between you and

Tamsin. You are conplete with her, | think--you have her, really, for always.
You don't need to dream”

"Well, | don't _feel_like | have her," | said, "and | definitely don't
feel complete. | feel like Mster Cat, still |ooking and | ooki ng everywhere
for Mss Sophia Brown after a whole year. | feel |ike a whole damm _barrel _ of

| oose ends, Meena."

"But you're not," Meena said, and she was right. | went on renenbering
Tamsin all the tine, but not mssing her, not always longing to be with her
the way | used to be when she was in the little secret roomon the third fl oor
of the east wi ng, and nobody knew but nme. Mstly |I've been happy thinking
about her, these four years--alnost five now-and pretty proud of nyself, too,
because she needed ny hel p, and nobody el se could have done it, and | actually
didn't winp out or screw up. And she told ne | was beautiful, or anyway she

said | had "all the makings of a proper beauty." | never told Meena about
that, either.

The portrait of Tamsin and Judge Jeffreys is still hanging in the
Restaurant, as far as | know-1 don't go in there anynore. But | do go back to
Tamsin's roomevery so often, ne and Mster Cat. Once she was gone, | didn't

keep it a secret, but nobody was ever much interested. Sally thinks it's



cute--she calls it "Jenny's lair"--but the boys got bored, and |I'm not sure

Evan's been up at all. | sit in Tamsin's chair, and Mster Cat does his usua
tour of the room sniffing in corners and under the weird bedfrane-trunk
contrivance, because you never know. .. . But in a while he comes and junps
intony lap (a _little_ stiffly now, but | don't notice it, for both our

sakes), and we stay there for hours sonetinmes. Not doing anything, nmostly not
even thinking very much--we're just there, where they were for so long, even
t hough nothing of themrenmains. Mster Cat's always the one who deci des when
it's time to go.

St ourhead Farm s doing fine. There were a couple of years, after Evan
started using his no-till method, when the yield fell off a bit nore than he'd
expected and the Lovells started getting seriously skittish. But they picked
up the third-year option anyway, and that was when things began turning
around--you coul d probably grow pi neappl es and papayas in that soil now,
except for one or two places where you sonehow can't grow nuch of anything.
The Lovells are so stoked on Evan that they want himto take over another
di | api dated ol d property of theirs in Herefordshire. It's possible, |
guess--Evan can get restless when he's not fixing sonething--but | don't think
he'll do it. Sally likes it in Dorset.

And | don't know what nusical Dorset would do without Sally, at this

poi nt. Dorchester and Yeovil, anyway: She's directing choirs in both places
now, the last time | |ooked, teaching a class for accompanists at the
university, still taking a few private students, and--for relaxation--playing

with a _very amateur jazz quartet now and then. She's branching Qut, too:
This sumrer she's going to be handling the nmusic for a Ben Jonson masque
they're staging in Salisbury. | don't think you could get Sally out of Dorset
with dynanmite and a backhoe.

Li ke |I said sonewhere early on, Julian's the only one of us still hone,
with Tony nostly off dancing one place or another and ne here at Canbri dge,
where Meena's _supposed_ to be. Meena's back in India, for God' s sake, working
with a group that arranges |oans for village wonmen to start their own
busi nesses. M. and Ms. Chari are being good about it, but they're not a bit
happy, and she's promi sed to come back sonetine soon and go be a brain

surgeon. | mss her alot, in all the ways | don't really mss Tansin. W send
a lot of e-mail back and forth, when she can get to a conputer, which isn't
too often. I'"'mgoing to India to see her next Christnmas.

I'mat Canbridge, reading English history, to absolutely everyone's
surprise but nmy own. Because | was _part_ of English history for a while, in a
strange way, and it was part of me. It picked ne up by the neck and shook ne,
and it scared the living hell out of me, but it kissed ne, too. And afterward,
after everything, | couldn't stop wanting to know nore. About Tansin's tine
first, of course; but then I started working backward, and ny grades took off
like the WId Hunt, and here | amin Canbridge, biking to | ectures, neeting
with ny tutor, sharing digs with a girl from Uganda naned Patricia Mfol o, and
feeling like somebody in an English novel. And there's a boy--or | think
there's starting to be one--but that's ny business. | get enough static from
Julian as it is.

But | still feel |like |oose ends sonetines. Not a barrel, but close
enough. It's not just remenbering Tansin--it's that world | got a glinpse of
_because_ of Tansin: That night world where the Black Dog still wal ks the
roads, and the billy-blind waits for someone to give advice to, and the Gaknen
brood in the Hundred-Acre Wod over whatever it is Oaknen brood over. That
wor | d of moonlight and cold shadows where the Pooka is king and little
creatures giggle under ny bathtub. It's gone with Tansin, conpletely, and
wish I had it back. | don't want _her_ back, honestly--1 know she's where she
shoul d be--but that other, that night place, yes. The WIld Hunt doesn't ever
pass over Canbri dge.

But you never know. | saw the Pooka the last time | went hone.

It was late spring, and |I'd sneaked back to Dorset for the weekend to
hear Sally's Sherborne choir, and to inspect Julian's newest girlfriend. He



has terrible taste in wonen, but this one isn't too bad. Her name is D ana,
but that's not her fault, and she obviously thinks Julian's the ultimte end
of evolution, which he is not, and it's going to make hi meven nore inpossible

than he already is. But he's ny baby brother, and | like any idiot who treats
himlike the end result of evolution
The night before | left was practically warm and | went for a walk with

Evan and Sally--just a slow stroll to nowhere special, talking about the farm
and the choir and Canbridge, and a bit about Diana, and not at all about the
boy I'msort of seeing. Sally asked, "Did you ever think, back on Wst
Eighty-third...?" and Evan said, "I mght try a fewfruit trees in the Al pine
Meadow next year," and | told them about the time Norris sang in Canbridge and
hung around for a couple of days afterward. He took Patricia and nme out to

di nner at M dsunmer House every night, nade a mild pass at Patricia once, when
| was in the | oo, and whi sked off to sing in Dublin. He was very good about

not calling me Jennifer

Evan and Sally went back to the Manor after a while, making their usua
runni ng joke of warning ne to cone in if it started stormng. | stood watching
themwal k away with their arns lightly around each other's wai sts and Evan
reassuring Sally that nobody noticed the soloist going flat during the Hande
oratorio. Wien they were out of sight, | turned and wandered down the tractor
path to check on Tamsin's row of ancient beech trees. | always do that when
"' m honme, even though | know Evan won't cut themuntil he really has to. | see
Tamsi n best there, for sone reason, talking to them dancing with them
laughing like a little girl. It's just something | do.

The trees hadn't changed. They're as huge and three-quarters dead as
ever, and |I'mnot easy with themby nyself. They tolerated me when | was with
Tamsin; now they feel . . . not menacing, not |ike the Hundred-Acre Wod, but
conpl etely unwel coming. But | can't not go there, even though | never stay
| ong, because that's where | hear Tansin's voice nost clearly, saying, "Still
hol ding to Stourhead earth, they and I." Wth her gone, | think they'll start
to fall soon. She gave them perm ssion

| was turning away when ny foot bunped agai nst sonething, and | gl anced
down to see a hedgehog. They're all over the place at Stourhead:
grayi sh-browni sh, with silver-tipped spines, about the size of a kazoo, and
totally unafraid of people. This one | ooked up at me with angled yell ow eyes
and said, "Pick me up, Jenny d uckstein."

"Fat chance,"” | said. "I'd be picking those fishhooks out of ny hands
for a week. | know you."
"Pick me up," the hedgehog repeated, and after a nmonment | did, because

what the hell. The Pooka kept his spines down--they felt |ike rough silk
tickling ny skin--and studied ne the way ny tutor does when he's not quite
sure |'mever going to get a grip on the Corn Laws. He said, "You have grown,
Jenny d uckstein."

| blushed blotchy, sweaty hot, the way | hardly ever do anynore. "Well
| didn't have a lot of choice,"” | answered. "Hang around w th ghosts and
boggarts and the Wld Hunt--"

"And the A d Lady of the Elder Tree," the Pooka said. "You are fortunate
beyond your inagining. She cares even less for humans than |, but she wll
take a fancy to this one or that betimes. Not all can endure her regard as you
did." He curled up in ny palm the way hedgehogs will do. "And none see her

truly, as you saw her, w thout growi ng greater or shrinking quite small. You
have done wel|."

"I mss her," | said. "I mss you. | nmiss those nasty little nonsters
Mster Cat used to fight with at night. | don't nean _nmiss_, exactly, it
doesn't keep me awake. . . . | nean, | wi sh there were pookas and Bl ack Dogs

and what not around Canbridge, that's what | wi sh. O London, or New York, or
wherever 1'mgoing to wind up doing whatever |I'mgoing to wind up doi ng.
Sonehow, |'ve devel oped sone kind of nutsy taste for . . . for old weirdness,

| guess you'd say. _That's_what | mss, and | don't think I'lIl ever neet up
with it again. Unless | spend ny life in Dorset, or soneplace |like that, where



the nights are still different--still _dark_. But | can't do that, so | don't
know. | just _miss_, that's all."

The Pooka didn't say anything. | started wal ki ng away fromthe beeches,
back toward the Manor, but the Pooka didn't nove in ny hand. He didn't direct
me to go this way or that, or to put himdown, so | kept going along until |
heard Sally playing the piano, singing "Wat Shall a Young Lassie Do with an
ad Man?" and Evan singing with her. Then | stopped, and listened, and waited.

"Jenny duckstein," the Pooka said at last, "nystery belongs to nmystery,
not to Dorset or London. You are yourself as nuch a riddle as any you wll

ever encounter, and so you will always draw riddles to you, wherever you may
be. If there should be a boggart in New York, he will find your house,
assure you, as any pooka in London will know your name. You will never be
further from- what did you call it?--_old weirdness_ than you are at this
nmonent. And on that you nay have my word."

"Thank you," | said. "_Thank_ you," and | actually bent to kiss him but

his spines cane up with a nean whi sper, and | backed off. Then | said, "But a
pooka's word isn't good for rmuch. Pookas lie. Tansin told ne."

The Pooka kept his back spines up, but hedgehogs don't have any on their
bellies, so nmy hand was all right. "True enough, Jenny d uckstein. Pookas lie
as humans lie, but not to hide the truth. Never that."

"No?" | said. "Silly me. | thought that was why everyone lied. Human or
anyt hing el se."

"Of course not," the yelloweyed little creature in ny hand said. "Only
humans would lie for so drab a reason. Pookas lie for pleasure, for the pure
joy of deception, and so do all your other old weirdnesses--all those night
friends you pine for now Renenber that in London."

"Yes," | said. | felt tears in ny eyes, w thout knowi ng why. | said,
"Il renenber.”

"Yet sonetimes we tell the truth,” the Pooka added, "for very delight in
confusi on. Renmenber that, too. Set nme down here."

W were near Evan's swi ng, which was stirring very slightly in the night
breeze, like Mster Cat's sides when he sleeps. | stooped to put the hedgehog
on the ground, but it rose through ny hands in the formof a tall gray

bi rd--sone kind of heron, | think--and circled over me once before it flew
off, away fromthe light. | thought |I heard it say some |last thing that ended
with ny name, but that's probably just because | wanted to hear it so. | stood

there for a while, and then | wal ked the rest of the way to the Manor, because
I had to finish packing and get noving early.
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