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			PROLOGUE

			The Village—August 3, 1952

			Everyone remembers that day in August 1952 when the Jew arrived on the reservation.

			In later years the Indians would sometimes wonder idly at the strange fact of his arrival, and his departure on the first train to Minneapolis the next morning. But the Jew was forgotten that day, until then a day like any other; hot and muggy and filled mostly with the thrum of wind-plucked power lines and the crack of grasshoppers lifting out of the sand and spent grass. The Jew stepped off the train and into the thoughts of the villagers, and he exited the station and their minds just as quickly, because an hour or two after the train groaned to a stop, one of the hotel maids found Prudence’s body in the room above the Wigwam Bar. And then there was that. Her poor young body arched and twisted and frozen in the August heat. And Prudence’s baby, too, whom no one saw alive, not even Prudence, in its little cathedral of blood. And there was that, too.

			Not long after the maid found her, the sheriff had come. After him the coroner. Then Felix and Billy, separately. Soon, everyone in the village, Indian and white and in between, had gathered outside the hotel, and in front of the hardware store, and the grocer’s, on the platform that served the depot, and in the Wigwam itself. Since the village didn’t consist of more than those small stores and the hundred or so Indians and loggers whose houses clustered around the railroad tracks, the gathering didn’t look like much.

			It was, as dramatic events go, quiet. There wasn’t much fuss when her body was loaded onto a canvas stretcher, covered with a white sheet, and handed down the narrow stairs like a ham in paper. The passage of Prudence’s body from the apartment above the Wigwam was performed with the solemnity of the viaticum. No one raised a fuss, even though she was twenty-six and pregnant and alone, and now dead. It just wasn’t that kind of village. And northern Minnesota wasn’t that kind of place. Besides, it was 1952 and there was a war on. The world was much too big to worry itself about a dead Indian girl. No one wondered, really, what had happened or why, in the way people who aren’t accustomed to being wondered about discover they dislike thinking about themselves. It was too hot, in any event, to do more than sit and shake one’s head. No. It was much better not to think of Prudence at all.

			
			
		

	
		
			PART I

			THE PINES 
AUGUST 1942

		

	
		
			ONE

			Emma Washburn watched the small figures across the mouth of the river. There was no change. Not that she could see from where she stood in the front room, which served as dining and sitting room for the Pines. She stood with her hands on her hips and then, after a moment, crossed them under her bosom, and then again placed them on her hips, as though her posture could somehow affect the search for the missing prisoner. No change. Across the river the men still milled in the yard of the prison camp formed by the right angles of the unpainted cabins. The camp had gone up quickly. Where there had been nothing the previous August was now a high fence enclosing four bunkhouses, a dining hall, three guard cabins, and a storeroom.

			Back when they bought the Pines in 1923 the opposite bank was just a grass-covered bluff with nice, shady trees ringing the edges. The Indians from around the reservation camped there sometimes. They were harmless. Nothing at all like the Indians in the movies. Before the camp Emma heard them singing and saw the lights of small fires on the bluff in late summer. And that’s how it had been until the prisoners started coming in February 1942. At first they slept in canvas tents, but by spring they had the camp set up. What an eyesore.

			As the heat had built up over the day, and with it the wind, Emma had heard the barking of the dogs and the shouts and whistles of the policemen and volunteers as they formed yet another search party. Why did they have to put the camp right there, where you could see it out of the front windows? And why did that German have to escape, this week of all weeks, just when Frankie was coming back? Why did he have to try and escape at all? His war was over. The cabins weren’t bad and they were even paid for their labor, if you could believe it. Surely his people wouldn’t treat American prisoners so well. Emma waved the thought away.

			Despite her many duties—making sure the girls heated the water up enough to really clean the sheets, seeing that Felix put up the wood for the kitchen stove and finally got around to cleaning up the beach (the smell was getting stronger), counting the lemons and the oranges and weighing out the flour, soda, and sugar because it wouldn’t do to send someone off to town for more, what with all the guests and the millions of things that had to be done to make sure it all went smoothly, cleaning the windows inside and out so no one, especially Frankie, had to wake up and see cobwebs and dead mayflies instead of trees (if they were on the backside of the Pines) or the lake (Frankie would get the lake room, of course), and starching the napkins and the tablecloths herself, and in the heat, only because the girls, being Indians, didn’t know what proper starching was, and, oh, the bait, too, because the Chris-Craft would go out at least twice a day, assuming that the constable returned it, because the search couldn’t possibly go on much longer—Emma could not tear herself away from the window. This could ruin everything. Even with her worry about all the things that had to get done and Frankie’s train arriving that afternoon and the whole thrumming enterprise of the Pines, which depended on her, and the search party organizing itself like an anthill that had been stepped on, she felt like a king, yes, a king, not a queen. A king with his castle at his back, gazing out over the scene of a siege, which, God willing, would be lifted soon so they could all breathe and, more than that, so they could all properly welcome home the prince, who was coming all the way from Princeton before heading south for aviation cadet training in Montgomery.

			“You could go with them at least once, Jonathan,” Emma said without turning around. The rustling of the paper stopped. He always heard everything. “It wouldn’t hurt. Everyone is joining in.”

			“It would hurt, dear. It would. You know how hot it is out there. And the woods in August? It’s a jungle. Let the locals do it. And the Indians. Let them do it. It’s what they’re good at.”

			Of course, even after buying the Pines in 1923, when everyone else was selling or trying to sell, and keeping it running, and hiring Finns to cut and mill timber for new cabins and taking on Indian girls during the season to do the cleaning and washing and even letting old Felix live there as caretaker, year-round, didn’t buy them much credit with the locals, as her husband called them. The Washburns would never be locals. They would never really belong up north, not in the minds of those who were there before them. But it was the Washburn place, and Washburns occupied it and kept it from sinking into the ground. A little Chicago spit, she liked to say, a little Chicago spit and a lot of determination, and there wasn’t anything a Washburn couldn’t keep running. Though she was the one who put in the work. She was the one who came up by train soon after ice-out each year and got the place going again. Every spring she left Chicago the first weekend in May and took the Hiawatha to Saint Paul and then the B&N to Duluth, where she switched again and headed west to Bena, the small town of Indians, mixed-bloods, and loggers in the middle of the reservation. Without fail Felix would be at the station, waiting next to the Chevy Confederate, the bed filled with supplies, and he’d drive her out to the mouth of the river where the Chris-Craft waited, lapping against the dock he had built, shored up with cribs he made from tamarack and filled with river stone, listing, of course, because the ice had pushed it over, but Felix would get to it in due time. Felix parked the truck and then started the boat and ferried her across the river to the Pines. What a sensation! Every time, the first glimpse made her heart rise up and beat faster, without the lessening effect that repeated exposure to a thing usually causes. Like love (but why did she think of that?). All winter she yearned for a glimpse of the white clapboard main house with its fieldstone chimney poking through between the front room and the “lobby.” And the smaller cabins huddled around back like children waiting behind a beautiful mother. It filled her with pride to think that it was hers. It had been a grand resort once and she would make it grand again—a place for their family and friends and someday her grandchildren to gather. Of course it was theirs, together, but: it had been her idea to buy it and to live there and make it a business. Not that it had become a true business. The visitors were confined to friends and family. But that was just fine—it was a place for them, and as the years passed, her initial fantasy of a real resort, a combination of the domestic and the wild, shifted to an even more pleasing reality of a family that came together again and again in a special place that was theirs alone and grew stronger by coming together. Jonathan didn’t care much one way or the other. When she first went to see the Pines and came back to Chicago gushing—the trees! the lake!—he had said it was too far away. The Dells would work. Hayward, maybe. You couldn’t even drive to the Pines, you had to cross over in a boat, and it was on a reservation, and surely the Indians would break in or set it on fire or something. Jonathan didn’t trust anyone. That was his problem. But the Gardners—who owned the mill in the village and three more throughout the state—had a place up the shore and so did the Millers (surely he remembered them from when they stayed at Lyon’s Landing the first time they’d gone up, shortly after they were married). And they had children, too. Children Frankie’s age.

			Each spring, when Felix eased the boat into the dock and tied it to the wooden cleats that he had carved from spruce root, quite nimbly for an Indian with big, clumsy hands, she stepped off the rocking boat and onto the solid dock as though she were stepping into the world she had been waiting for all her life; a world for which she was intended. Always, before doing anything else, she stalked the property as if in a dream, touching the weathered boards of the boathouse and toeing the dead grass and weeds to see if the daylilies had begun to poke their spears through the earth. She walked around the main house and looked for shingles on the grass and worried over every fleck of paint that had peeled off the spruce clapboard. After the long winter and the bustle of Oak Park it shook her to realize that some things, even those things far away from her in space and time, and especially those things that she loved, continued to exist, continued to endure. That anxiety and that wonder, mixed as they were, must be what love was. This was love.

			Her marriage was something else. It had a different timbre. A different tone. It more closely matched the stateliness of their home in Oak Park than the wildness of the Pines. She and Jonathan had been married twenty-seven years now, and with each passing year the union grew more spacious. It had more echoes. There was more room to move around in it now than there had been at first—in those early years when Jonathan was just starting his practice and she lost Josephine and then after much trying Frankie had been born and Emma had her concerts and recitals, which slowed to a trickle and then to drips and then stopped altogether except for the once-a-year party they held in the second-floor ballroom. The house in Oak Park was a proper house and theirs was a proper marriage. She never worried about the solidity of either, but nor did she exult in them. They just were and always would be.

			It was different with Frankie, of course. He was, still was, her baby. Not just because he was her only child (there had been Josephine, but she had been with them for just a few weeks before God took her away). He was special. When she thought of him she felt the same combination of dread and wonder, fear and pride, that she felt when she arrived at the Pines every May. Frankie was a special boy. In the months after he was born, his cheeks were flushed red. Rosy. He sweated easily. As he grew older he never turned into the robust boy Jonathan had hoped for. “Anemia,” Jonathan pronounced when Frankie, at eight, fainted during gym class. When he turned twelve and gave up athletics altogether, Jonathan said that Frankie had a hormone imbalance. Emma and Frankie accepted this as true; after all, Jonathan would know.

			But when Fenwick’s let out, and Frankie came to the Pines, he bloomed. His favorite thing was to follow Felix around. Not that the old Indian spoke to him much. But Frankie seemed content just to spend time with him, watching him carefully as he mended the dock or replaced siding or cut back the riot of goldenrod and joe-pye that crowded the cabins abutting the woods. Or he’d go on adventures with Billy, the half-breed who had begun as a dock boy and became, over the years, Frankie’s daily companion. Frankie grew tan over those summers, as though the sun’s movement were harmonized with his. His skin lost its blush and turned apricot, golden. Not that Jonathan noticed, when he deigned to show up for two or three weeks in August, after much beseeching and urgent letters and even telegrams. But Emma was always thrilled at how robust, how alive, Frankie became in the summertime. “Oh! You’re my little Indian, aren’t you? My little Indian man. Isn’t he, Felix? Isn’t he turning into a little brave?” Felix always nodded and said, “Uhhgg. Yes. A little brave.”

			He was brave now. Princeton had changed him. He had grown taller, his shoulders broader. He’d joined the Nassoons and sung in Blair Arch, his face thrust up to the vaults as though a string ran from his chin through the arch and into God’s gentle hand. His voice rang clear and strong. He was, Emma thought, a passable tenor for that kind of music, for glee club music. He would never sing Die Winterreise, nor should he. And opera! No, no, no. But the glee club pleased him and it suited him and it was good to do things that both pleased and suited a person; this was the key to happiness. And, with the whole country in the swing of war, Frankie had decided to join the Air Force. A pilot, he’d written in February. He was to be a pilot on something called a B-17. He had already joined the Reserve Officers’ Training Corps in addition to his regular classes, and he found time on the weekends to take flying lessons in Lawrenceville. He was to go to Maxwell Field in Alabama for aviation cadet training, and from there, who knows where?

			So everything had to be perfect at the Pines. It wasn’t. First they had put that prisoner camp across the river, and now one of them had escaped. She’d wanted one last glorious August, one last innocent holiday before Frankie joined the world and the war. But how could you forget something like the war when you opened the curtains and saw the camp across the way? And with one of them escaped. There was no telling where he was or what he was up to. You couldn’t trust them a bit. Germans were awfully clever and they never gave up, even when they were beat.

			“They might need a doctor, you know,” said Emma, finally, as she turned from the window. “Someone could get hurt. Or maybe the prisoner is injured somewhere out there in the woods.”

			She approached the French doors that separated the front room from the sitting room. Jonathan sat to the side of the fireplace in the leather chair she’d bought from the sanatorium when it closed, his legs crossed. The paper was open on his lap.

			“If you’re worried about appearances, send Felix.”

			“It would just be better if they found him before Frankie gets here. That way we can all relax and enjoy ourselves.”

			“Send Felix. It’s genetics, you know. Some races are better at some things than others. It’s as simple as that. He was born to it.”

			“I know. I mean, I know you’re right.” She bowed down to the truth of what he said. These things had been proved by science, of course. Jonathan turned back to the newspaper. Men and their papers. She was glad Felix was illiterate. Otherwise he might be just like Jonathan.

			“It serves them proper anyway. What brain trust thought it would be good to put a bunch of captured German sailors on the banks of the Mississippi? Of course they are going to try and escape downriver.”

			“I wonder if Frankie will see any Germans when he is in the Air Force.”

			“Germans make for good pilots. And they have very good planes.”

			“Oh.”

			“It’s a shame we have to fight them. Now, the Chinese!” Jonathan wagged his finger at an imaginary debater. “Watch out for them. Them and the Japanese. They can’t be trusted.”

			“Oh, dear.”

			“Anyway. It’s bad enough that the paper is a week old before it gets here. I don’t want it to age any more before I finish it.”

			“Frankie will bring a new batch with him. I asked him to in my telegram.”

			“Ernest and the others are meeting him?”

			“They were supposed to. But now . . .” But now Ernest and David and some of the other boys Frankie had gotten to know over the years might get sucked into the search, and the welcome party would be a bust. And if they did meet the train, who knows what trouble they might get into on the way home? Maybe they would go to the Wigwam. Or someplace else. And then, with the boat being used in the search, how would they cross the river?

			Emma brushed past Jonathan, her muslin skirt with the little plaits of straw—they made such a pleasing sound when she walked up the heart-pine steps or deftly set the table in the dining room—brushing against Jonathan’s chair and his outstretched and tap-tapping foot, which dangled in midair over his crossed leg. The parlor, with the fireplace and few stuffed chairs and the couch against the far wall, wasn’t all that big. One did need to brush past others sometimes when in such small spaces (this wasn’t the Mackinaw Hotel, after all), but she’d done it on purpose, had wanted to show Jonathan that she was taking matters into her own hands, that she was going to make sure that everything was perfect. She wouldn’t leave anything to chance, escaped prisoner or no. And what was one escaped German sailor? He wasn’t a soldier. He wasn’t a killer. He probably had to watch gauges on his U-boat. He was a clerk in uniform sitting at his desk under the sea. Anyway, she hadn’t exactly meant to flounce past Jonathan. She wasn’t twenty-three anymore. She was forty-one. An old lady.

			Jonathan didn’t want to help with the search, and that was embarrassing. When everyone was out helping each other, you certainly didn’t want your husband sitting at home reading the paper. She would go herself, except that someone had to make sure the Pines was up and running properly. Not just properly, but grandly. And it would just add to their shame for her to put on her khakis and garden boots and one of Jonathan’s flannels and walk through the brush with the Indians and the loggers. Jonathan would certainly not let her hear the end of it. But more than that, she had hoped he would show more excitement, more joy, at the prospect of Frankie coming back to the Pines one last time before he joined the Air Force, if only for two weeks. So far the only thing Jonathan seemed to feel was annoyance. He was annoyed (or “put out,” as he said the night before) by the hubbub, by the expense (did they really need a bushel of lemons?), by the general activity and disruption. All he wanted to do was read his papers and books on politics and genetics and have a scotch before bed.

			He’d always been mildly annoyed by Frankie, this was true. Emma’s face was stuck in a frown as she walked the short hallway toward the kitchen, where the girls were preparing the food. Jonathan was not an effusive man, not given to big hugs or romantic gestures or anything of the sort. He was embarrassed by the drama of affection. Embarrassed by affection itself. Or so it seemed. He had always been uncomfortable when Frankie wanted to sit on his lap. Almost as uncomfortable as when he had to fulfill his marital duties. Though thankfully such negotiations were far behind them now, receding in the turn of years. Frankie’s nature, his personality, seemed to disappoint Jonathan somehow. His delicate nature. Anemia. Hormones. Whatever it was. Jonathan had consulted colleagues and had put Frankie on a regimen of cold showers and raw liver. And when Frankie protested (the water was cold, the liver was disgusting), Jonathan shook his head and threw his hands up in the air as though in defeat—though it was Frankie, not Jonathan, who had been defeated. It was Frankie who cried. It was Frankie who had failed. Jonathan had emerged from these ordeals unscathed and unmoved, convinced there was something, somehow, wrong with Frankie. Something beyond fixing. There were more tortures in store. Frankie was forced to join the Boy Scouts. He was sent to camp in Michigan. But these weren’t opportunities as much as humiliations. He came home, each and every time, with new stories for Emma; stories about his misery and discomfort. Frankie had never been manly. Nothing was going to change that. Under his new Princeton muscles, his shoulders were still as narrow as his hips. His wrists looked, even to Emma, painfully thin. But Jonathan was hardly a strapping man himself. Frankie was built just like his father. Not that the father could see it, or would ever admit it. Oh, no! Ask him and he’d remind you that he boxed for Princeton and had competed in the pentathlon in the 1928 Olympics. Ask him and he’d remind you of the marches he’d undertaken in the Great War. He was full of stories about his own exploits, if you got him going, but he was hardly a big, bruising man, and so his criticism of Frankie rang hollow and all it did was hurt the boy. And so what if Frankie wasn’t robust? He was joining the Air Force and was going to England to fight the Germans. He was a brave boy. He didn’t have to go but you should see him when he started talking about oppression and aggression and how democracies have to fight the strong to protect the weak. When he got to talking about this at his eating club (Emma imagined) his cheeks went red and he pounded his fist on the table and stood with his shoulders square. Oh, how he sang when he talked of justice! When he erupted into those proud speeches at home he looked fiercely at Jonathan, who couldn’t even meet Frankie’s gaze because he knew, Emma knew, they all knew: Frankie was talking about Jonathan. He was a brave boy. So what if he wasn’t a big, strapping man?

			Take Felix, for instance. Now, he was a big man, a big man with huge hands, hands that could close a steel trap spring without effort. He could work all day bucking firewood and then sit down to dinner without a sigh or a limp. He was a fighting man, too. It was the first thing that Jonathan had asked him when Emma hired him as a caretaker. “Where were you during the Great War?” Felix had nodded slowly in that dumb way of his and said, “In it.” “Oh, really, quite right,” said Jonathan. “Far back, I imagine?” Felix shook his head. “No. Far front. Ypres.” And then he held up two fingers. And Jonathan hadn’t pushed any more. It was Jonathan who had been far back in the lines, tending to the wounded, and then not until 1917. That was all Felix had to say about the Great War. He didn’t talk much, but he told Frankie stories about the old days of battles between the tribes and the coming of the white man and he showed Frankie animal tracks and brought him things from the woods and even gave him the gift of some bells sewn to leather cuffs, which Frankie explained were spirit bells that had belonged to a medicine man. No wonder Frankie was drawn to him. Every boy should have an Indian to play with. What a childhood!

			Emma was still lost in these thoughts when she pushed open the kitchen door. The girls were seated around the table. There were four of them, all Indian, three under the age of twenty. Two were shelling peas they’d picked in the kitchen garden. The other two were peeling potatoes. Emma wished she had more regular work for them. Not that they were very good workers. They tended to dawdle and gossip. If Emma didn’t stand over them and direct them they’d talk the day away, giggling at some shared joke in the language Emma would never understand. But they seemed like nice enough girls. And the time they spent at boarding school wasn’t entirely wasted. They could sew and mend, cook simple things, and even, if the situation called for it, write. Not that she’d have them keep the books or anything like that! They were Ojibwe girls, round-faced, dark, with kissing-thick lips. Their hair was straight and shiny and black. And they had slow, big, almond-shaped, heavy-lashed eyes. When they laughed in Emma’s presence she was always shocked by how white their teeth were and a little disturbed by the darting of their quick pink tongues. They were quick, too, with their hands. Whether picking peas or peeling potatoes, their hands were good at their work—smooth and efficient, the muscles bunching and jumping under the skin of their plump forearms. Their arms were nothing like Emma’s, which, she had to admit, suffered in comparison—stringy, pale, with veins coursing dully beneath the skin. It strained her wrists to use the hoe too long or to lift a boiling pot off the stove, things they did with ease. Even the one named Mary. She was the oldest of the four and had a clubfoot and a humpback. The only ugly one, the Quasimodo of the group. The word “ugly” was itself ugly but there was no other word, really, that would do. Mary worked hard though and didn’t gossip much with the other girls. Jonathan had diagnosed her with lupus. Emma felt pity for her. She had barely any English and she lived with her family way out in the bush in a wigwam, like a real Indian. Emma had never been out to Mary’s family’s camp but it was easy enough to imagine. Dirt floors. Dogs everywhere. Filth and hopelessness and lack of comfort. Not that Mary could expect any real comfort, much less love, in the future. Life for the poor girl would probably remain much the same. She would go through it alone, that was certain.

			If only the girls understood the joy of cleanliness. That and the iron. They never understood either. Never understood how truly wonderful and comforting a nicely starched napkin was, or cool ironed sheets, so welcoming when you slid under them after a day of hard work. But the girls were pleasant and punctual, even though they had to walk from the village to the dock on the far side of the river, a two-mile hike on trails along the lake. And, say what you will, Mary made the walk with them, humping along on her bad leg like a peasant in some story. If the boat wasn’t available they always found a way to get across, and even rowed themselves or paddled, if someone had left a canoe down by the shore. Which, come to think of it, was probably what the German prisoner had done. He’d probably just slipped away in a canoe and was halfway to Mexico. Jonathan was usually right about these things. The sailor was long gone and it was time and energy wasted trudging through the brush all day when there were more important things to do. For instance, she must remember to tell Felix to clean the dead fish from the beach. The stink, which had started the day before, was getting steadily worse.

			Emma smiled down at the girls briskly.

			“How is everything going? Will we have enough?”

			“Yes, ma’am. Heap of peas. Potatoes, heaps.” The girls laughed as if the one who spoke had said something hilarious but it was hard to know what was so funny about talking like an idiot.

			Betty, she was the one who spoke. Emma prided herself on knowing their names (Betty, Candida, Mary, and the young one, the prettiest one, Stella). Where on earth did their parents find these names? On the back of a box? One Indian from the village was named Ovid. Ovid, of all things! And he’d probably never even heard of the Metamorphoses! Emma had read it twice. Once in secret while she was still at St. Mary’s since the nuns wouldn’t have allowed it in the classroom, and once again in the open, in a class at Mount Holyoke. She’d been stunned by the violence, the erotic passages, by the language and the raw riot of beauty. Girls like these—from a small logging village on a reservation, raised with hardship and parents who’d never been to school, much less read any poetry at all—wouldn’t know anything about the sublime.

			“Will you remember to save the potato water? You know you will use that for the ironing? Right?”

			“Yes, ma’am. Yes, we will,” said Stella. She looked down, and Emma was struck, as the girl averted her gaze, by how long her eyelashes were. Surely the village boys—whites, half-breeds, even full-bloods—would be lining up for her soon, if they weren’t in line already. Emma sighed. Such a pretty girl.

			Frankie had been raised around these girls, and ones just like them (they did come and go) most of his life. The Washburns had purchased the Pines three years after he was born, and he’d spent part of every summer there until he’d gone away to Princeton. But even though he’d been raised among them, he seemed barely to notice them. He’d never stared after one of them as she set flowers on the tables in the front room or glanced over his book at the haunches of another when she swept out the ashes from the fireplace (it did get cold at night sometimes, especially in May). Several times Emma had caught Jonathan doing just that. His foot would jiggle faster. His paper would droop. And just as quickly it would rise again and he would look no more. It was natural for men to look. But Frankie was nobler than most men, and didn’t leer over the girls. Not like Ernie. Ernie was Frankie’s age and they had been friends for years. His family was from Rockford, not Oak Park. The family owned a quarry and had done well for itself, and they had purchased land just down the shore from the Pines and built their own summer place, though Ernie stayed at the Pines more often than not. Probably because the Washburns were the only ones with a boat like the Chris-Craft. Ernie liked all the things that Frankie didn’t. He liked to fish and drive the boat fast and water-ski and take long hikes into the parcels of forest that hadn’t yet been clear-cut. When he came to the Pines he’d stare at the girls. When he was a teenager, he’d drop things and ask the girls to fetch them in order to stare down their blouses, though Emma had had the good sense to make them wear aprons, so there was nothing to see. Once she caught Ernie in one of the empty cabins with Betty. They were drinking whiskey he had brought and they had gotten carried away. Their laughter betrayed them. Frankie was there, too, and Billy. But they were sitting in the corner and had, as far as Emma could tell, taken only a few sips.

			Frankie had been interested in more innocent pleasures. She didn’t mind that he liked spending time with Felix, even if he was Indian. It would give his youth more color, deeper tints, when he cast his gaze back over it as an adult. And Billy. The girls had such interesting names but the boys . . . Indian boys were all named Billy. They’d take out the canoe and paddle up the river. Or Frankie would help Billy with his chores around the Pines. They were quite close. Frankie had urged Billy to stay in school, at least to finish high school. And he had, the only Indian in his class to do so. The rest had left after the tenth grade. Frankie had asked Emma many times to send Billy books care of the village postmaster throughout the winter months—any and all she found that she thought he might like. Of course she did. Of course. She tried to send him useful books over the years, ones that provided perspective (which those people so desperately needed). Gibbon, of course. He was good for perspective and wit. And Frazer, The Golden Bough. And Virgil, Homer, and more ancients that Frankie had recommended but she hadn’t heard of. Something by Longus, Daphnis and Chloe. Another by Heliodorus, The Aethiopica. She sent, of her own choosing, Dickinson, Cather, and Shelley. They were romantic things, those collections, but couldn’t really, really do a young man harm.

			Frankie sent his own books, first from Fenwick’s and then from Princeton. Judging from the receipts, Emma saw that Frankie sent him a lot of confusing modern novels, which Emma doubted anyone, much less Billy, actually read: among the titles were two strange ones, All the Conspirators and The Memorial. Oh, well. Even though he had graduated, Billy would most likely end up working a trade, if he was lucky. A carpenter, perhaps. Or a welder. Lord knows they needed a lot of both because of the war. Emma wondered if sending him such lofty books might set up the poor boy for disappointment down the line. The kind of attention Frankie lavished on him and the books they sent might make Billy dream of things he could never have. But Frankie had wanted to make the gesture, and who were they, the Washburns, to decide what someone like Billy could and couldn’t have?

			“Billy is here today, isn’t he? Billy’s coming?”

			“Yes, ma’am. He’s with the others.” Betty pushed her lower lip out in a quick pout, pointing with her lips toward the front of the Pines, the lake, the prison camp, and beyond. Why these people didn’t point with their fingers Emma would never understand.

			“Is he still a good boy?”

			“Yes, ma’am. He a good boy.”

			Emma felt blessed with a son like Frankie. He would never betray himself or these girls and get one pregnant. Emma looked down at Stella. So pretty. And she’d probably be fat and pregnant in a few years. Emma hoped she’d look back fondly on her time at the Pines.

			“Well, finish the food and then the ironing. No wrinkles, okay? Potato water, that’s the key.”

			They murmured overlapping yes, ma’ams.

			“Is Felix down by the boathouse?”

			The girls shrugged.

			“Well, if you see him, tell him I am looking for him.”

			Emma walked out the back door into the bright sunshine of the early afternoon.

			Felix wasn’t in the kitchen garden. Of course he wouldn’t be there now, in the heat of the day. He liked to wake early and do the heavy work between five and seven o’clock. He was quite a find. Emma didn’t know what they’d do without him. An Indian, up at five o’clock, hoeing and weeding the garden! Not that she ever knew it. He went about his work quietly. He was never in a rush. Never loud or hurried. He took his slow, deliberate time doing everything. But the work got done, and that’s what counted. And if he said he’d be someplace—in the village to meet her train or down at the dock with the Chris-Craft gassed and ready, a metal cooler filled with bait and sandwiches wrapped in wax paper for a fishing party—well, he was there, waiting.

			Emma saw that the gardening had been done for the day: the rows had been hoed into shape, the furrows lined with straw. The weeds, which grew so rapidly between the plants, were cut out and piled in the corner with the compost. The hoe, spade, and rake leaned in formation on the low white picket fence to the right of the gate. The kitchen garden was a joy, and it filled Emma with pride of ownership to look out on it on a fine morning; to look out on the even rows of corn, beans, peas, and the delicate fronds of carrots and radishes that belied the strong, woody roots below the loosened earth.

			The girls had their work to do—they had the peas going but they had not picked the beans or any fresh carrots. There was no corn to speak of, still too early, which was a shame, because it was doubtful that Frankie would get anything resembling fresh corn in the Air Force.

			Felix must be down at the boathouse. It was nearing noon and he would have ceased all the chores that sent him into or near the woods; swiping away at the weeds or stacking wood for the kitchen stove, or cutting up the two spruces brought down by that storm a few weeks earlier. The cabins had been swept out and the screens repaired the week before, in case anyone from the party caught an early train and wanted to come up to do some fishing or just to relax. By tonight, Emma hoped, all the cabins would be full. Frankie was sleeping upstairs in his old room, naturally. Ernest and David would be staying in the cabins with one or two Princeton boys whose names Emma kept forgetting. (It wasn’t like her, but if she were honest with herself, she was a little unnerved by the fact that Frankie had a life separate from hers now, and most of the people he knew she did not know; this is a hard fact for any mother to accept.)

			Felix must be down at the boathouse. He wasn’t around the cabins or the back of the big house, and he was clearly finished with the kitchen garden. Emma didn’t need to keep on him like she did the girls. If you told Felix to do something, it was done. Simple as that. She’d had her reservations about him at first. She’d seen him around the depot in the village, where he worked as a handler, but aside from registering his size and strength and the darkness of his skin, she’d stopped thinking about him until Harris over at the Wigwam had suggested to Emma that she hire him as a handyman.

			“Good God, the man is strong,” Harris had said in approval.

			“I don’t doubt it. Anyone can see that. But is he dependable? Will he show up more than once? You know how it is.”

			Harris had looked at her with that amused look locals gave her and Jonathan when they first bought the Pines. And still, sometimes, now.

			“No, not really. How is it?”

			“You know. Will he whiskey up after we pay him? And then not come back? Things like that.”

			Emma was still in the phase where she thought being a resort owner, a businesswoman, was a matter of being shrewd with people, of not letting workers “get one over” on her. When she thought back on these early interactions, she actually blushed, not a little ashamed at her lack of trust.

			“Well, that depends on you. That depends on how you are with him. He’s seen a lot of the world, you know. He’s been around. He’s something of a big shot around here with the other Indians.”

			“What skills does he have? Can he read? Or write?”

			“You hiring a handyman or a bookkeeper?”

			“I suppose that would be a lot to ask.”

			She hired him to put in the dock. Just to see how he did. If that went well, she’d have him work on the house, but not until he proved himself. She wasn’t going to let just anyone work on the Pines. The dock was one thing. The actual house was another.

			The dock had gone in beautifully. Felix had worked steadily from start to finish. First he felled tamaracks along the river and boomed them together and dragged them behind the old boat to the beach in front of the Pines. Then he cut them to length and built the cribs, spiking the green tamarack together into box shapes that he filled with river stone. Then—and this was clever, the way he did it—he used ropes and the old boat to pull the long timbers into place. By the end of the week he was all done, and had, as a flourish, carved wooden cleats, which he pegged to the dock boards. Emma, impressed, asked him to fix the cabins. And then the main house. Before she knew it, she had grown to depend on him. Aside from Jonathan’s two weeks in August, she was alone for the most part, except for Frankie, and some of their friends who came up once in a while to fish. And back then Frankie was just a child and could offer only the company and protection
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