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One






It started because of a facelift. A second facelift, actually. Caroline Meacham, after all, was now fifty-two, and her first cosmetic surgery had been twelve years ago, a fortieth birthday present from her husband, Jack. Or for him, Danas husband had chuckled back then at the thought that one of the trophy wives was beginning to tarnish in visible places.


Dana gripped the stem of the champagne flute. She stood with several ladies, semicircle, arced around Caroline, extolling the delicate work of Dr. Gregg (his first name, not his last, for none of the wives called him Dr. Rathberger).


A teeny tuck hereanother one here, Caroline explained to the women shed invited for cracked crab and conversation at Caroline and Jacks palatial home in New Falls, New York. Shed dubbed the meeting her rite-of-spring luncheon for her fifty closest friends, though there was no doubt the real reason theyd gathered was to view the new lift.


And my lips, Caroline continued. Remember how thin theyd become? The womenDana, Bridget, Lauren, and three others Dana knew Caroline deemed unimportantnodded as if they truly remembered Carolines pencil mouth. Well, Dr. Greggthe man is sheer geniustook a touch of fatty tissue from the cheek of my butt, and see how he plumped up my lips? She outlined the edge of her upper lip with the tip of a lightly frosted, manicured fingernail. She smiled.


Amazing, Lauren said, her Mikimoto triple strand of pearls clasped tightly to her neck, masking a hint of early wattle that Dr. Gregg surely would excavate as soon as Lauren got up the nerve.


Magnifique, Bridget added. They counted on Bridget to toss around French words and bring a flair of the EU to any party she attended. Despite that shed been in America more than two decades, it was something her husband encouraged.


Dana would have liked to ask how much the surgery cost, but in New Falls, no one discussed money. She tuned out the chatter, looked around at the tall crystal vases of artfully drooping yellow tulips, at the Matisse by the long window and the Renoir over the mantel, at the cluster of petite-ribboned hostess gifts that spilled from the Louis XV table that had cabriole legs avec pied de sabots (with hoof footsa favorite style of Bridgets). The gifts careened from the foyer into the music room where the ladies now stood, bundled in small groups of tennis partners, country club foursomes, and spa buddies.


There was Rhonda, who seemed over the top today, but apparently her doctor had just changed her meds.


There was Georgette, whod recently learned that, for twenty-five years, her husband had been an undercover informant for the IRS, when all along she thought he merely had a mistress.


There was Chloe, Carolines clonelike daughter, whose engagement ring was the size of Japan.


And there was Yolanda, who once had been their hairstylist, but now was one of them, sporting pink diamonds, a gift from her new husband, Vincent DeLano, whod been married to Kittywhatever happened to her, anyway?


There were pastel cashmere twin sets and massive solitaire diamonds (more carats than at Whole Foods) and peachy complexions and white, orthodontically correct smiles.


Dana sipped from her glass and wondered how soon they could leave. It wasnt the first time in recent weeks that she was simply bored.


As if reading her mind, Lauren spoke. I hate to break up the party, but Bobs coming home on the early train and hes bringing Mr. Chang.


Yi Chang was the new head of Xiamen Electronics (ticker symbol, XmnE), which most of the women there understood, because they were wed to the men who ran Wall Street or at least perceived that they did.


Well, Dana said, the three of us rode over together, so I guess were off. They kiss-kissed Caroline, waved to the others, and escaped without incident onto the front walk. They hiked around a string of European cars, clipped past a row of arborvitae and a lily-padded water garden, and climbed into Laurens big Mercedes before Dana dared to say, It has occurred to me that we just kissed Carolines ass.


They drove off in silence until they reached the main road, at which time Bridget said, Mon dieu, what have we become?





Three streets from Caroline and Jack Meachams, Kitty DeLano stood in the hollow living room of the ten-thousand-square-foot mausoleum that once had been hers, or rather, had been theirs, before Vincent had decided he liked a hairdresser better than he liked her.


She chewed the tip of a fingernail she could no longer afford to have manicured, realizing there really was a fine line between love and hate, sanity and insanity; a flimsy curtain that hung between man and wife like the veil of a bride, which, once lifted, revealed irreversible truth.


Vincent, of course, had given her everything, according to him: the boy and the girl from her womb, the furs and the jewels, the villa in Naples (Italy, not Florida), the too-large house in New Falls that was now empty of furnishings.


Most of all, he had given her status.


And while Kitty could do well enough without all the stuff (except for her kids, who had sided with him, because though they were grown up and successful, Daddy still subsidized their Manhattan apartments, their BMWs, their Visa cards), it was the status that could not be replaced.


She was no longer Mrs. Vincent DeLano.


She was no longer welcome in New Falls, not at the deli, not at the dry cleaner, not at Caroline Meachams rite-of-spring luncheon.


And now Vincent lay at her feet, dead on the floor, a trickle of blood oozing from his left ear, a gun slack, still smoking, in Kittys right hand.














Two







That was how the New Falls Journal described
 the crime scene in the paper the next day: that the former wife of futures trader Vincent DeLano was found standing over the corpse, a trickle of blood oozing from his left ear, a gun slack, still smoking, in Kittys right hand.


Dana sat at the breakfast table and stared at the newspaper. She supposed theyd referred to Kitty as Kitty because it was a small town and it wasnt really socially appropriate to call her Mrs. DeLano since she was no longer wed to Vincent but Yolanda was.


But a murderer?


Kitty?


Of all the women in New Falls, Kitty was one of the least likely. She kept a nice house, raised two acceptable kids (an unattractive yet quite talented physician and a startlingly gorgeous redheaded supermodel), and never made a public fuss, not even when Vincent walked out on her in the middle of dinner at Rosas with half the town looking on.


They had been friends once, Kitty and Dana. They had served together on the town arts council and on the elementary school PTO. Kitty had been with Dana the day Dana decided to go blond (a big mistake; she since had reverted to her natural, premature silver, a look her husband said made her green eyes even more radiant). More importantly, it had been Kitty whod been at Danas the day the huge oak tree was struck by lightning and fell through the roof and into the sunroom and knocked Dana out. Kitty did CPR and called the fire department and kept Dana calm until the ambulance got there.


But that had been a half dozen or more years ago now. Before life had changed, Kittys especially.


Dana looked at the clock: seven-fifteen. She wondered whom she should call first. Steven was in San Francisco today, or was it L.A.? No matter. He wouldnt appreciate being awakened at four-fifteen even for the news of Kitty and Vincent. She could call her sons (any or all three), but Michael was probably dashing from his Dobbs Ferry apartment to catch the commuter (like his father, he was a tireless worker), and the twins, Sam and Ben, might have their phones turned off because wasnt that what college students did when they were trying to sleep? Surely it was too early for them to be at classes, even at Dartmouth, where studies seemed to matter.


God, she hated her empty nest and how it fostered such a restless malaise.



With thin resignation, Dana realized that because her family was inaccessible, that left Lauren. Bridget. Maybe even Caroline, who must have already seen the story. Caroline, after all, rose most days at dawn, then ran two miles before the commuters began clogging their shady, stone walllined back roads. The fact that it was the day after the luncheon would not alter Carolines schedule. Plenty of people had no doubt been hired to deal with the aftermath.


Dana eyed the cordless phone. Shed never cared much for gossip, a carryover from when shed been a senior in high school and her fathers name had kept popping up in the newspaper of their small Midwestern town:


POLICE UNION BOOKS FAULTY


UNION HEAD QUESTIONED


GEORGE KIMBALL ARRESTED FOR EMBEZZLEMENT


He pleaded guilty and was sentenced, ten years in prison, two years probation. In the meantime, Danas middle-class life disintegrated. She missed her senior prom (who on earth would go with her?), lost all her friends, and had been shipped off to an elderly aunts on Long Island, where she finished high school by corresponding with her teachers.


After the shame-dust had settled, it seemed easier to stay where shed been transplanted. She was accepted as a continuing ed student at Columbia. She studied hard and made it into the school of journalism the same month her aunt died, leaving her a little money and a lot alone. She had a brief stint as an investigative reporter for the New York Post, but after what her family had been through, courtrooms and crime made Dana uneasy. So she took a job as an assistant-to-an-assistant editor at Fortune magazine, where she met Steven Fulton, Harvard BS in economics 70, Wharton MBA 72, while interviewing him for a story on Investments for the New Generation.


Within months they were married, and Dana no longer had to worry about writing headlinesor about having her father make them. By that time it had been years since shed spoken to her father; by now it was decades.


She took another sip of coffee, reread the article, and realized that if it hadnt been for gossip, however, she would not have met or married Steven, but might have remained rooted in Indiana and married Mr. Nobody.


Gossip, she decided, had ended up serving her well, if well meant unlimited credit at Neiman Marcus and modest, but adequate, trust funds for her kids. If well meant a decent, if not perfect, marriage, a healthy family, a place as Mrs. Steven Fulton at the respectable New Falls table.


Yes, gossip had served Dana well.


As for Kitty DeLanowell, Dana wondered, Kitty had once been a good friend, so would it really be gossip? And wouldnt it be better than sitting around her too-empty house waiting for someone to come home?





Caroline, Dana said into the phone with feigned nonchalance. I wanted to say thanks for the delightful luncheon yesterday.


Its too early in the day for thank-yous, Caroline replied. You must have seen the paper, too.


One thing Dana had instantly recognized about Caroline when they met at a Newcomers meeting twenty-five years ago, was that Caroline was always in the know, the puppeteer for the New Falls social life. Dana sighed. Do you think she really killed him?


Caroline laughed a short, sharp laugh. Who would blame her? Did you see Yolanda yesterday? Its not as if Vincent left Kitty for a Radcliffe alum.


Like the rest of them, Caroline was a snob. Unlike Dana, she had the right to be a snob, having been born and raised in another Westchester County town that was level with New Falls on the highbrow barometer. Unlike Dana, Caroline hadnt come there by way of Indiana.


With a twinge of guilt for having stepped onto a rung of the social ladder under spurious pretenses (not that any of them knew Danas humiliating past), she said, But do you think Kittys okay? I mean, good Lord, shes in jail.


I doubt if shes okay. Shes probably cold and scared as hell.


Danas father had said hed been cold. He never said if hed been scared. Should we do something?


Like what? I dont expect theyll let us bring her blankets. Besides, if we show up, shed only be embarrassed.


I think shes already been embarrassed, Caroline. By the divorce and everything. Of course, Caroline hadnt helped by inviting Vincents new, underage missus (Yolanda was barely out of her twenties) to the rite-of-spring luncheon, thereby perpetuating the notion that, in New Falls, men ruled.


But Dana had lived there long enough to know that was simply the way things had worked for generations, as if womens lib had never happened, as if this were not the twenty-first century and women had never been granted the right to vote, let alone to abort. The reasons were simple: The men did business with one another, played golf, commiserated. Their wits and their egosand who knew what elsewere measured daily by themselves and by each other, and their prizes were dollars and cents. At their sides were their prerequisite wivestheir Stepford Middle-Aged Mamasfine-tuned and well-oiled in diamonds and pearls, in cracked crab and champagne.


When divorce came calling, the men retained all the status; the women were paid off and cast out. Shunned. Brushed off like lint on navy cashmere, the way Kitty had been brushed off by Caroline.


It was sad, true, inevitable.


Does she have family? Dana asked, suddenly more interested in Kittys survival than in the gossip.


Her children, of course, though from what I understand theyve clung to Daddy and might not be sympathetic to her cause. She has a mother in a nursing home upstate. Other than that, I think Kittys alone. She said the word alone with a hint of sorrow and compassion that surprised Dana.


Does she feel it, too? Dana wondered. Does Caroline feel the same dreadno matter how seemingly remotethat she, that any one of them, was just one Yolanda away from being cast aside, too?


Caroline, Dana said as epiphany struck, we have to help her.


There was a pause of time and space and social class. Then the woman said, My husband would be furious.


Dana didnt think Steven would be as furious as Caroline thought Jack might be. Unlike most of the husbands, Steven saw the world the way it was. He often, in fact, laughed out loud at their own behavior as much as at the behavior of their friends.


Well, Dana said carefully, I understand. But I cant sit here knowing that Kitty is in trouble and that I might be able to help. It was hard to admit that, like the rest of them, she hadnt once called Kitty since the marriage broke up.


Caroline paused again as if she were smoking a cigarette with her new plumped-up lips. Give her my best was all she said.





It was spring, too warm a morning to wear the Polarfleece Dana had on. She could not, however, rid her minds eye of the image Caroline had planted there: that Kitty was cold and scared as hell. Besides, Dana didnt suppose shed run into the fashion police at the county jail where the newspaper article said Kitty was being held pending arraignment.


She wondered if the guards would let her give Kitty the jacket. Then again, she thought, as she wheeled her Volvo past the tall chain-link fence that was topped with barbed wire corkscrewed like a big, unfriendly Slinky, maybe one of Kittys kids had bailed her out by now.


She parked, she turned off the ignition, she got out of the car and locked it as if she were simply going into the market, or into the nail salon for a manicure. Unlike the other New Falls ladies, Dana did not find jail a foreign land.


She remembered the drill:


Name.


Drivers license.


Inmate number.


Crossing the parking lot, Dana zipped the Polarfleece, glad shed remembered to wear a jacket that did not have a hood. As she recalled, a hood was deemed a suspicious hiding place for a packet of cocaine or a loaded gun.


Pulling open the heavy glass door, Dana wondered where on earth Kitty had gotten a gun and when shed learned how to shoot.


The waiting room was harsh from too many fluorescent lights. A large, uniformed young man sat behind a desk next to a wall of computer screens. There had been no computers thirty-plus years ago.


What was familiar, however, was the air. It was stale and still, scented by bodies that had not been washed often or well enough. Dana knew if she closed her eyes, she might think she was back home, that it was Monday evening visiting hours, and shed come to see Daddy.


May I help you? the uniformed young man asked.


Dana blinked. Yes, she said, her voice just a whisper, as if not to disturb her long-ago ghosts. Can you tell me if Kitty DeLano is being held here or if someone has posted her bail?


The young man smiled. Well, that was certainly something else that was different from the stern, bullying looks of the Indiana guards. Maybe the prison system had decided to soften its approach.


Shes here, he said. Are you her attorney?


It should have occurred to Dana that she might not get in to see Kitty without some credentials. At home, after all, shed been family.


She considered leaving, then realized that because Kitty was still there, her children apparently hadnt yet appeared. Not her children, not even an attorney. Perhaps Kitty was so cold and so scared that she hadnt known what to do or whom to call. Perhaps she truly was all alone.


Dana cleared her throat. We havent decided whether or not Ms. DeLano will retain me. Her journalism voice had returned, the voice that implied she was a professional and she was in charge. As long as the guard didnt ask for a card that stipulated she was a member of the bar.


He looked at his watch. Her arraignment isnt until one. The judge is real busy this morning.


I know, Dana said, as if she did. She was glad the guard did not question why an attorney would wear Polarfleece.


Then he stood up and leaned across the desk. May I see your drivers license? he asked, and Danas heart skipped a past-memory beat. She dug into her purse and extracted the document.


His eyes scanned it briefly, then he pointed to a tall, white archway that looked like the metal detectors in airports. She sucked in her breath and stepped toward the arch, thankful she hadnt put on an underwire bra when shed dressed that morning.













Three






It was a small, square roomnot a big, open one like the one George Kimball had been escorted into so he could receive Monday night visitors.


There was a lone table the same size as the cozy kitchen table in the split-level where Dana had grown upnot a configuration of bureaucratic, banquet-style tables shaped into a U with inmates parked on one side and visitors directed to the other.


It was almost friendlynot at all like in Indiana.


Dana waited in the room alone, looking out a window that had wire honeycombed inside the glass. She clicked her fingernails together and wished Kitty would get there before she spent too much time thinking about her father and wondering if he was still alive.


A heavy door creaked open.


Kitty stood in the doorway. Her jaw went slack; her eyebrows knitted into a waxed W. Dana, she said.


Dana wrung her hands. Kitty. Are you all right?


She didnt look all right. Her muddy brown hair was sticking up as if shed had an electric shock; her skin was pale, in grave need of a good foundation and a little blush. The body that Kitty used to hate (no matter what diet or exercise regimen she followed, she could never quite flatten her tummy) had grown thin and frail since Dana had last seen her.


But Kitty said, Im fine, because that was what the women of New Falls had been trained to say. The beds not very comfortable, but I didnt feel like sleeping anyway.


Dana sat down because her legs were suddenly weak. Are you cold? she asked. You can have my jacket.


That would be nice. Im freezing. She wore only linen pants and a short-sleeved sweater, which must have been the outfit shed had on yesterday when theyd found her standing over Vincent, a trickle of blood oozing from his left ear, a gun slack, still smoking, in Kittys right hand.


Short sleeves and linen, Dana thought. No wonder Kitty was freezing.


Dana unzipped the jacket and wondered how Caroline would have known that. Did she, too, have a father in another state that she didnt talk about? She handed the jacket over to Kitty, who slipped it on quickly and huddled against its warmth. A guard in the doorway didnt seem inclined to take it away. In fact, he didnt seem to be paying attention to them at all.



Your arraignments scheduled for one, Dana said as if Kitty didnt know. She lowered her voice. Has your attorney been here?


Kitty sat down across from her. I dont have one.


Surely Dana misunderstood. What do you mean? Of course you have an attorney.


Only a court-appointed one. A young girl right out of law school. Im her first murder case.


Dana leaned closer. Kitty, thats ridiculous.


Kitty shrugged.


What about the man who did your divorce?


But Kitty shook her head. Sean isnt a criminal lawyer. I dont know any of those, do you?


Dana could hardly say the only one she knew was back in Indiana. No. But if you need help


Kitty shrugged again.


What about your children?


I guess theyre too busy making funeral arrangements.


Dana wondered what her boys would have done if shed been arrested for killing Steven. Would they rally to her side or his? She stared out the window again.


Its nice of you to come, Kitty said. Thank you for the jacket.


It was Carolines idea.


The eyebrows scrunched back into the W.


Were all concerned about you, Kitty. She said it as if all the women whod been at the rite-of-spring luncheon were now lined up at the barbed wire with fleece jackets of their own.


Kitty didnt respond, perhaps because she knew better.



Ill come to the arraignment, Dana said. She didnt say shed post her bail because even tolerant Steven might draw the line at that. In the meantime, is there anything I can do? Call your kids? Anything?


You can find Vincents killer, Kitty said.


Pardon me?


I said you can find Vincents killer. You dont really think I murdered him, do you?





Mrs. DeLano killed her husband? It was Sam, calling from Dartmouth. He sounded anxious, the most sensitive of Danas boys, the one who cared too much about other people.


Mom? Michael was next. Whats going on? He was between meetings, had heard the news on Wall Street.


Steven did not call. Apparently the Kitty/Vincent saga hadnt made USA Today yet.


She had just finished assuring Michael that Mrs. DeLano was fine when the doorbell rang. It was Bridget.


You went there? she accused as she pushed past Dana and moved into the living room without being invited. She wore a pink jogging suit that accented her round boobsall-natural, no implants, merci beaucoup, Bridget was fond of saying. (Unlike Lauren, Dana, and Caroline, who wore sizes four, six, and eight respectively and had heights according to that, Bridget, at five-five, was a twelve on the top, six on the bottom; so much for French women being scrawny.) She also wore too much Chanel for this time of day, not even lunchtime. She went to the twin love seats by the fireplace and made herself at home.


Coffee? Dana asked.



Bridget shook her head. Her black curls danced and bounced. Answers. I want answers. How is our dear Kitty? She pronounced is like ees and Kitty like Keety. Sometimes her accent was more than annoying.


Dana dropped onto the sofa across from her. She didnt do it, she said.


The phone rang again. That time it was Lauren.


Whatever has happened? Lauren cried in tiny, childlike sounds.


Ill tell you both at the same time, Dana said. With her eyes on Bridget and the phone to one ear, she drew in a long breath and said how shed gone to see Kitty and how shed given her the jacket and how Kitty said she didnt do it. She did not tell them how terrible Kitty had looked. That fact seemed too much like the gossip that Dana detested.


When she was finished, she handed the phone to Bridget. Talk to Lauren if you want. Im going upstairs to get ready for the arraignment.


Neither Bridget nor Lauren offered to go with her.





Caroline sat at her vanity table, pulling her short, sun-colored, painted hair under a terry headband. She studied her reflection, pleased at the absence of the finest lines around her amber eyes, her now-full, coral lips. She wondered if shed need another facelift when she turned sixty-four. Would twelve years be too much time between her second and her third?


Everyone is different, Dr. Gregg had said. You have exceptional skin tone. You may be able to wait fifteen years.


It wasnt as if he needed to drum up more business. Though his waiting room was like a therapistswith an entrance and an exit positioned so patients did not see one anotherCaroline knew that, in addition to the women of New Falls, Dr. Gregg had amassed a clientele of men who wanted to be nipped and tucked, too, who were desperate to avert the onrushing train of that hideous thing called time.


One would think we lived in L.A., Caroline mused as she picked up the silver pot of face powder and dabbed the sable brush.


Do you think New Falls will make the evening news? her husband, Jack, said as he entered her dressing room, the New Falls Journal in his hand.


Doubtful, she said, curving the brush from nose to ear with a swift, circular sweep. Its not as if Vincent was an up-and-coming player.


She knew, because Jack had told her in confidence, that Vincents client list had begun to shrivel a year or so ago, that his edge had lost its sharpness, his drive had slowed its pacea lethal combination when money was at stake. It had happened around the time that hed met Yolanda and, according to Kitty, his brain was lobotomized by his dick.


Still, Vincent DeLano had found a way to survive until now.


Setting down the pot of powder, she picked up a light brown eye pencil and started to enhance the half moons above her eyes. In the mirror, she saw Jack sit on the velvet side chair and cross his legs as if he were a girl.


I dont think I have to suggest that its best if you stay out of this, he said.


He had on a light blue shirt, a gray-blue tie, and gray flannel pants. He was dressed for the office today (an increasingly rare occurrence), though he wouldnt leave for the city until noon, leaving rush hour to the amateurs and lunch to the hungry. Jack Meacham, after all, no longer hungered for anything. He had started his own mutual fund a number of years ago, sold out when mutual funds were hot, made a great fortune, and only dabbled now and then for fun: a few million here, a few there. Mostly Jack played golf.


I do not intend to get involved, Caroline replied. She noted that Jack looked older in his reflection, his face showing wear, his eyes downcast as if he were tired. Are you all right? she asked.


Me? He raised his head. He stood up. Im fine, Caroline. I just find this sort of thing extremely sad.


That a friend of mine is in jail?


No, he said. That a friend of mine is dead.


It was about the men, of course. It always was.


Oh, she answered, and resumed the task of her makeup.


She was aware he still stood there, though she didnt expect he was looking at her, thinking about her. When theyd been young shed often thought his pensive moments were spent in obsessive thoughts about her; how she was the most regal of all their friends; how she strode so elegantly into a room and paused to be admired; how only Jack knew that beneath her silk and satin, she wore nothing at all; how theyd had awesome sex the night or the week or the month before (he especially loved to watch while she masturbated, an act that always engorged his member and resulted in power-thrusts she did not understand).


It had taken a few years for Caroline to realize that in those pensive moments, her husband had not been thinking about her at all, but about his next mega-deal, the next client he would land, the next eagle/birdie/hole-in-one he would score.



Well, he said, Im off to work then.


He left the room without kissing her good-bye, no doubt because he hadnt thought of that, either.


She set down the eye pencil, picked up the palette of blush, blended peach with rose, and applied it to her cheeks, wondering what Jack would say if he knew that, not so long ago, she had considered having him disposed of, not unlike the way Vincent was disposed, deposed, yesterday.













Four






Kittys son, Marvin, showed up at her arraign
ment and posted his mothers bail. Then he asked if Dana would mind taking her home. I must get back to work, he said, pushing his round, black-framed glasses up onto the bridge of his sloping nose. Though not quite thirty, he was a top proctologist at Cedars-Sinai. It was a profession so fraught with innuendo that most people didnt say a word, they just tried to hide their smiles.


Kitty kissed her son and thanked him for the bail. As dispassionate as Danas life had become, she was grateful that she was not Kitty.


Shall we stop for lunch? Dana asked, once they were seat-belted inside the Volvo.



Kitty sort of nodded. If youd like, she said, her head tipping curiously to one side, her arms wrapping themselves around her too-thin middle, her gaze fixating on the dashboard.


They went to The Chocolate Flan because it was on the way to the apartment where Kitty had been staying since the movers had absolved the marital house of its furnishings. Like the apartment, the restaurant was in Tarrytown, so it would not matter that Kitty looked like a zombie, or that she wore Danas Polarfleece with linen pants.


They ordered salads. Kitty also ordered wine.


You need a real attorney, Dana said.


Kitty flinched as if she only just then realized that they were in the restaurant and not still in the car. It wont matter, she replied. I was the one who was holding the gun. No ones going to believe I didnt do it.


Dana spread the mocha-colored napkin across her lap. What happened, Kitty?


Kitty zipped the fleece as if it were as cold in there as at the jail. Her eyes did not meet Danas but attached themselves to the small sunflower in the center of the table. I went to the house to meet him. The waiter brought her wine. She took a long, slow sip. Vincent was already dead. Right there in the living room. She took another drink. Dana wished shed ordered wine, too. I got scared, Kitty added. I took out my gun.


Your gun? I didnt know you owned a gun.


Vincent bought it for me. He was so worried about all the cash he always carried. He was afraid someone would think I carried a lot of money, too.



Dana didnt ask why a futures traderor his wifewould carry a lot of cash. Steven rarely had more than a hundred dollars, relegating the space in his wallet to American Express. Dana wasnt much different.


But Dana stumbled for the words. The article said the gun was still smoking. Since the boys had grown and gone and Steven was traveling so much, Dana spent too much time home alone, watching too many Law & Order reruns. She supposed it was a throwback to her early years as a cops daughter and her brief journalism dreams. But even before Lennie Briscoe and Jack McCoy, Dana would have known that when a gun was still smoking, it had just been fired.


Kitty lifted her glass again. Ah, she said, a smoking gun. Right out of a Sue Grafton novel.


It was the first spark of life Dana had witnessed since seeing Kitty that morning.


Then, lowering both her eyes and her voice, Kitty said, I heard a noise. I thought the murderer was still in the house. I took out my gun and pulled the trigger by mistake. I shot the Oriental rug.


Excuse me? Dana asked.


The rug, Kitty said, lifting her head again, this time her blue eyes wet with tears. I shot the bloody rug that we bought when we went to Istanbul for our twentieth wedding anniversary.


Dana frowned. Isnt the house empty?


Yes. Except for the rugs. A dealer from Newbury Street in Boston was coming to give us a price. Vincent promised to split the cash with me. Keep it away from the lawyers, you know. They already were charging the net worth of the house and the villa combined. Anyway, thats why I went there. To meet Vincent and the rug dealer. We have nine carpets, in all. Scattered all over the house. She waved her hand as if she were talking about dust mites and not valuable antique rugs.


Did you tell the police?


Tell them what?


That you shot the rug?


Yes.


What did they say?


They told me I had the right to remain silent.


The
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