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One





Over the years, Faith Fairchild had occasionally let herself imagine what it would be like to meet Richard Morgan again. But nothing like this had ever crossed her mind.


Richard Morgan. They had had a heady whirlwind affair in the waning days of the self-indulgent eighties, meeting just before Christmas and parting before the New Year. They were both living in Manhattanthe perfect backdrop for romance, especially during the holiday season. And they were both single. Children, mortgages, gray hair were all things that happened to other peopleolder people.


Faith had been on a city bus returning to Have Faith, the catering firm shed started that fall. Richard had taken the seat next to hers, and as the other passengers boarded, the strains of a Salvation Army rendition of Good King Wenceslas filtered through the open door. Richard had started humming along, Faith smiled, and he began to singhe had a pleasant tenor voice and an even more pleasant appearance: tall, dark brown hair, and very blue eyes. I only know the one verse, hed told her, and shed confessed the same. Theyd talked, and hed almost missed his stop. When he left, hed said, Want to trade cards? I might suddenly remember the rest of Good King Wenceslas and wouldnt know where to find you. Shed handed hers over with her own line: True. Or you might need a caterer.


Standing in front of her now, Richard Morgan did need a caterer. In fact, he needed a meal. They were at Oak Street House in Boston, a shelter for homeless men, and Richard had just slid his tray in front of Faith, a volunteer, so she could hand him a bowl of beef stew. Stunned, she stood with the ladle in one hand, the half-filled bowl in the other. The last time shed seen him, theyd been at the Top of the Sixes, that elegant bygone Gotham hot spot at 666 Fifth Avenue. Theyd drunk champagne, Perrier-Jout, and the lights of the city had sparkled about them like jewelry from Tiffany. Richard was drinking coffee now. A thick mug rested next to two packaged rolls on his tray. Faith started to speak, then stopped as he put his finger to his lips, shaking his head slightly.


Hey, lady, wake up! You gonna gimme some stew or what? The man next to Richard pushed him aside. Hastily, Faith filled the bowl and passed it over to Richard. Their hands touched briefly. His nails were dirty and his skin looked chapped from the cold. She filled another bowland another.


It had been thirteen years since theyd said good-bye.






Youre kidding, right? Faith said to her husband, the Reverend Thomas Fairchild.


But she knew he wasnt, and he confirmed it.


I know it all sounds very sudden, but we wouldnt go until the end of January. Thats almost two months away. Classes start on the thirtieth.


I dont understand why you cant teach the course and commute from here.


Here was Aleford, Massachusetts, a small town west of Boston, where the reverend held sway at the First Parish Church and to which locale he had lured his bride, Faith Sibley, almost ten years earlier. Faith, born and bred in the Big Apple, had had a thriving catering business and had been loathe to leave it for the bucolic orchards of New England, but she had fallen head over heels in love with Tom. That meant whither thou goest, and she did. If you had told her at that time that in the future she would be protesting a move from Aleford to Cambridge, Massachusetts, a veritable metropolis, two words would have sufficed to express her feelings: No way. Yet here she was, raising an army of objections over what would be a temporary move, a sabbatical.


Tom was sitting across from her in one of the two wing chairs that flanked the living room fireplace. Theyd tucked five-year-old Amy into bed, then, an hour later, eight-year-old Ben. Faith had been looking forward to having Tom home for the eveningno meetings, and maybe some bed for themselves. Shed been surprised when he said he had something he wanted to talk over with her, then slightly alarmed when he downed a healthy slug of brandy before speaking. She sipped hers slowly, figuring she might need it.


I could teach the course and commute, but I dont want to. He sounded ever so slightly petulant, and, more certainly, blunt. Its not just the course, although thats what started the whole thinghaving lunch with Ralph and his asking me if I knew anyone who could pinch-hit for the spring semester. The guy who was supposed to do it has to have knee-replacement surgery or something like that. He cant postpone


Wait a minute. Faith put her snifter down. You had lunch with Ralph over two weeks ago. Are you telling me that youve known about all this since then? That youve been thinking about it and never said a word to me?


Tom put his glass down, too, and folded his arms across his chest. Faith immediately did the same. If he wanted body language, shed give him body language. For a moment, they stared at each other like Russian dancers before the balalaikas started.


I didnt want to raise the issue until I had something definite to propose. I didnt see any reason to upset you unnecessarily, explained Tom, speaking coolly.


But thats not us, Faith said to herself. We telltoldeach other everything.


Instead of speaking her mind, she let the anger just below the surface break through and push away her regret. And why were you so sure Id be upset? Because youre proposing taking the kids out of school for four months? Because youve assumed I can go back and forth to the catering kitchen from Cambridge, without consulting me? Because you never told me a damn thing about the possibility of teaching at the Harvard Divinity School for a semester? Next semester?


It wasnt worth it. She felt her anger drain as quickly as it had come, leaving only sadness and more than a little fear.


She finished in a much quieter voice. Youre going to do thismove into Cambridge and teacheven if we stay here in Aleford, right?


That was the fear.


Tom got out of the chair and sat next to his wife on the couch, its down cushions flattened over the years, but still comfortable. In fact, the whole room had that comfortable but flattened look. The parsonage had housed many families. With the holidays near, Faith had filled the room with colorred amaryllis blooms, pine swags tied with bright tartan ribbons, and shiny silver bowls of apples and nuts. Tom seemed to be taking inventory before he answered his wife.


No. No, I would never do anything that would take me away from the three of you. You know that. He pulled her into his arms and rested his chin on top of her head.


This is Tom, my Tom, Faith thought.


But why havent you said anything about it?


Im not sure, he said slowly, but I guess I wanted to have it all locked into place, so youd have to come, want to come. A done deal. You know how restless Ive been. Hell, I even thought about taking a sabbatical to do carpentry work after that summer.



Tom had worked on the crew that remodeled their cottage in Maine, and he had been sublimely happy mastering a nail gun and the art of shingling. Hints of the conversation they were having now had been strewn all over that August and again this summer as hed fine-tuned the worka tree house for the kids, a shop for himself. Hed been overwhelmed with parish work all fall, and the signs had increased. Shed caught him staring out his study window on several occasionsblocked for what to say from the pulpit. When he was called to the phone during dinnera nightly occurrencethered been a new look of irritation on his face. But he hadnt wanted to talk about it, brushing away her attempts to find out how serious things might be. Faith had understood that. Talking sometimes made things too realthings that were meant to stay under the surface.


It was the carpenters son, not a carpenter, who beckoned. She knew the jokes about exchanging his collar for a tool belt were just that. Tom was deeply committed to his ministry, a person of devout faith. He lived each day according to the notion of worship as perfect service. If he was going to build houses, it would have to be connected with his calling somehow.


If thats what you want to do, Habitat for Humanity has weekend and longer projects.


Tom sat up and reached for the brandy. Im not making myself clear, honey. I really need a break from Aleford, from the parish. The phone calls, the meetings, the paperworkeverything that is so not what I thought Id be doing with my life.


And teaching at the Div Schoolpreparing lectures, grading papers, office hours with stressed-out studentsis what you want to do instead? Faith knewand thought Tom did, toothat academia was no nirvana.


It will buy me the time I need to try to figure things out. Besides the teaching, Ill be working as a street minister. You know weve talked about thisan urban ministry. I like the people Ive met who are involved, and, more important, they really need me, especially during the cold months.


Which, Faith reflected, accounted for most of the year in New England. Spring limped in for a week or two in late May; then the summer hurtled by, stopped by the first killing frost in September.


Tom was speaking passionately. I knew I couldnt go to the vestry without something definite. If I said I wanted to work with the homeless men at Oak Street House or go in the Bridge over Troubled Waters van to try to convince adolescents to get off the streets, they would have applauded my sentiments but thought it all too amorphous. Teaching at Harvardwell, it was like the old Groucho Marx show: Say the magic word.


Harvard wasnt a particularly magic word for Faith, but she knew that much of the vestry and congregation had a decided penchant for crimson. She started to make a comment to this effect, when she realized Tom had used the past tense: it was like.


Youve already approached the vestry? She needed to keep control of her anger this time and try to understand why Tom was acting this way. More of that wanting everything definite so as not to upset me unnecessarily thing?



Tom had the grace to look sheepish.


Not formally. I havent brought it before the vestry formally. Just mentioned it to one or two members to see if it would fly. Ive never taken a sabbatical, you know. The time I took off to research the Albigensians in France was only for a month, and when I accepted the call to First Parish, they knew I would need it to finish my doctoral work.


Faith stood up and debated lighting the fire. The hearth looked so cold, the wood stacked, paper crunched, waiting for a match. She walked back and sat down. She wasnt in a cozy mood.


Why dont you tell me everything nowabsolutely everythingand someday, maybe even someday soon, you can help me understand why you havent before.


Tom sighed. Faith felt sorry for him. Maybe he really didnt know why he had behaved this way. It had nothing to do with the way they felt about each other. She was sure of that. It was like the teenager who asks his parents if he can have a motorcycle, and when they tell him theyll have to see it firstcushioning the nohe says, Great; its in the garage.


Dr. Robinson is on sabbatical this semester. In fact, hes already in California. Ralph asked me if I knew anyone who could take his place and teach a course on the quest for the historical Jesus, since the man who had agreed to come had to have this surgery.


With you so far, Faith said, reminding herself to say Thank you very much to Ralph, Toms Div School pal, who had stayed within its ivy walls instead of taking on a parish ministry. She also thought with some longing about sunny Palo Alto or wherever the good doctor was. Why didnt he postpone his hiatus, and then Tom could take his place out there? If she was going to uproot herself, shed prefer a more hospitable clime.


Somehow, by the time we hit dessertwe met at GrendelsI was roughing out a syllabus. Ive taught the course in the parish several times, and you remember Ive always said Id like to do it on another level. I have tons of material. Tom stopped, then, encouraged by his wifes silence, went on. There wont be any problem about housing, because Dr. Robinson wants his house occupied. Someones there now, a friend from Germany, but will be leaving in January.


And where exactly is this house? Will it be big enough? How many kids does Dr. Robinson have?


Hes a confirmed bachelor, quite a character, but dont worry about space. Youre going to love the house. Its one of those grand old places on Brattle Street.


Oh, Tom, its probably filled with antiques and Ill be terrified the whole time that the kids will break a Ming vase or something. Well have to pack everything away.


Faith was switching into planning gear. Tom looked relieved; the worst might be over.


And we cant pull them out of school and send them someplace in Cambridge, especially Ben. Faith had not bought into the college fast tracktutors, after-school enrichment programs starting in kindergarten so that little Ermentrude and Aloysius would get into the Ivy League school of their choice, but she did feel that continuity was important, and Ben was having a good year.


Thought of that, of course. Tom beamed. Pats hours are the same as Bens, and she lives on Fayerwether Street, literally around the corner. She wouldnt mind driving him one bit, and of course wed pay her, although she refused to think about it.


Not even bothering to mention that Pat, Toms devoted parish secretary, knew where Faith would be living before Faith herself did, Faith nodded. It would work. But what about Amy? It would make a long day for her, and in any case, Im not sure I can get two kids ready for school at the same time yet.


Mornings were not the Fairchilds sterling moments, and cries of Wheres my red shirt? I have to wear red today. Im on the red team! or Sweetheart, I dont have any clean black socks were normal. Amy was the easiest, but without supervision, she tended to consider a bathing suit, a tutu, and her froggy boots appropriate not simply for school but for any occasion. She had a sort of Sarah Jessica Parker style that Faith admired, even as she struggled to get her daughter to change into overalls and a turtleneck. Amy went to the morning session of the nursery school that used the church schools facilities. In Aleford, as in most towns, you had to be five by the first of September to enter kindergarten, which was all day, and Amys birthday was September 16. Faith felt that this arcane statute should be publicized to a much greater extent for the benefit of mothers all over the state. Three weeks earlier would have been no never-mind nine months before Amy was born. Amy sometimes stayed through lunch and occasionally attended the optional afternoon program, but it wasnt as long as Bens school day and Pats workday, in any case.


Well, why dont I ask around and see whats available in Cambridge, and then we can make that decision later?


Faith could tell that as far as Tom was concerned, this was a nonissue. She foresaw a lot of chauffeuring, because Tom would have more luck turning water into wine than finding an opening midyear in a nursery school anywhere, except perhaps Jupiter or Marsand even then, Amy would probably start on the waiting list.


Faiths own schedule was flexible, especially since her assistant at Have Faith, Niki Constantine, had returned from an extended trip to Australiashe had met a mate, but in the long run, she had decided to return to her native habitat. Too relaxed, too happy. Who could stand it? shed told Faith. They always had a lot of catering jobs through the holidays and into early January; then there was a dry spell, when no one in the area left home unless they absolutely had to, and if they did plan something, the event was usually canceled because of bad weather.


So, what do you think? Tom asked.


I think its a done deal, Faith replied, and gave him a kiss. Now can we go to bed?


Tom smiled at his wife. He was going to be able to keep his motorcycle.


Sleepless later, turning her pillow over to try to find a cool, smooth spot, Faith couldnt shut her mind off. The trick of going through the alphabet and naming her favorite foods wasnt working. Her husband was having a midlife crisis, although at thirty-seven, this was a bit premature, what with life expectancy on the rise these days. Still, it had midlife, adolescentlike soul-searching written all over it, plus finding oneself, and the subsequent questioning over what one had found.


Hed done something about his angst, though. Taken action. Walked out on what he didnt want to do right now to do just what he wanted instead. New turf, new challenges.


Maybe she was envious.


Artichokes, brioche, caviar, dark chocolate, eggs Benedict


Scratch the maybe. Tom was taking his turn; when would it be hers?


Foie gras, gumbo





Faith had expected her best friend and next-door neighbor, Pix Miller, to sympathize with her. She was wrong.


Sure he should have told you what he was thinking about, but youre the one whos always going on about men being so bad at communicating. I believe you told me the last time I complained about Sam that if women want long heart-to-heart talks with their spouses, they have to marry other women.


It was hard when your words took on a life of their own. Faith remembered the conversation well, especially since shed cribbed most of the ideas from Niki, who had given the speech to Faith when Tom was being even more reticent than usual. Thats why women have friends and lunch, Niki had pointed out. You dont see us bonding in silence in front of some televised sports event. Were the ones in the kitchen, laughing.


It will be good for you, too, Pix continued, relentlessly cheerful. You could use a change. Lately, Ive begun to think you might even prefer Aleford over New York.


Bite your tongue, Faith protested. She was still an expatriate in her own mind. She moved on to another topic. What have you picked up around the parish? You know how the wife is always the last to knowespecially so far in this case. What are people saying?


A few grumbles about short notice, but much more about letting Tom do what he wants to do, so we dont lose him for good. Besides, hell be on call for weddings, funerals, and dire emergencies.


These emergencies better be pretty dire. Theyre the ones that have driven Tom to this. You know, Oh, Reverend Fairchild, such a catastrophe! Mrs. Baxter is proposing that the children sing carols before the pageant, when you know weve always had them afterward, or I wouldnt have troubled you, but this is a crisis. The blue altar cloth has gone missing! Examples from true life, I kid you not.


Pix was laughing. Between George and Kesia, I think they can head these off at the pass and keep Tom safe.


George Albert was the divinity school intern serving at First Parish before his ordination, and Kesia Wilson was the longtime Religious Education director. Both of them were made of strong stuff, and it was their presence that had allowed Tom to consider his plan. The full burden of preaching would not fall on Georges shoulders. Tom had lined up a number of guest preachers, and Pix had told Faith earlier that it would be interestingLike getting one of those Smith and Hawken flower-of-the-month kits. Some of the blooms are gorgeous and some dont quite make it. Pix lived for her garden and tended toward horticultural metaphors.


Faith still wasnt feeling anything like the enthusiasm Tom was for the move. The idea of packingand packing away things in the Brattle Street house she had yet to seeloomed, insurmountable.


I hate the thought of packing, she complained.


Whats to pack? asked ever-practical Pix. Throw a few things in a suitcase. When you need more, you can come out and get them. No one will be in your house. Think of it as a closet twenty-five minutes away.


The place will be terribly musty when we get back. Its musty enough now, even with us in it.


Ill come over and air it religiously, Pix promised.


Now, come on, whats really bothering you?


Faith pushed her thick blond hair behind her ears to keep it away from her face. Shed let it grow almost to her shoulders. It hadnt been this long since her early twenties.


Im used to Aleford and Alefordians. For better or worsemaybe worse. I dont know anyone in Cambridge, apart from a few people in Toms biz and at events Ive catered, but I was most definitely the help then. Although the same can be said about a lot of the ecclesiastical gatheringsjust add mate on the end. New England has been hard enough in a small dose like Aleford, but Cambridge, Cantabrigiansall those academics. I dont even know what to wear.


This last admission signaled what a cataclysm this was. Faith always knew what to wear.


I meanshe cupped the empty coffee mug in her handshere its all L. L. Bean and Talbots, not that Ive succumbed, but from what Ive seen in Cambridge, its neopunk in Harvard Square, Grandmammas priceless paisley shawl over the number bought for dear Elizas wedding or dear Richards fortieth alumni reunion, or the Marimekko purchased in the sixties, when Design Research was in that perfectly wonderful old house. And the only perfume Ive ever smelled at these gatherings is musk oil, Chanel Number Five, and/or mothballs.


Now, Faith, its not like that at all. Well, Pix amended, maybe its a little like thatand DR was wonderful both in the old house and when they moved to where Crate and Barrel is now. If I could get into my Marimekkos, Id wear them, too. Samantha scooped them all up the last time she was home. Apparently, theyre very in these days at Wellesley. Were back then, too.


Anyway, Ill tell you what. Well have lunch with my Cambridge friend Bitsy. Youve heard me talk about her. She knows everyoneand everything. It will be fun.


Once again, Faith realized that her idea of funsomething delectable to eat for lunch, maybe at Geoffreys, followed by a leisurely look at what was hot in Newbury Streets galleries and shopsdiverged widely from Pixsa sandwich of an indeterminate nature tucked in a pita pocket to be eaten outdoors after something completely outr, like snowshoeing or rock climbing. In this case, since the point was to engage in conversation and not physical activity, it would be chicken livers on toast at Pixs venerable club downtown, possibly followed by a quick tour of the Sargents in the Museum of Fine Artslovely the first and even second or third times, but as a steady diet


Fun. Lunching with two grown women named Pix and Bitsy.


Id love to meet your friend, Faith found herself saying. But I get to pick the restaurant.





I dont live in that part of Cambridge myself, but of course I know the house. Teddy Robinson gives divine dinner parties, and when his uncle, Ned Robinson, was alive, they used to have a brunch on New Years Day that everyone waited for all year. I dont know why Teddy doesnt do it anymore. No work for him. The housekeeper did everything, hiring extra help and whatnot. Eggnog in silver punch cups and a Virginia ham and biscuits. There was some Southern connection in the family. Teddys mother? He grew up there, I believe. Uncle Nedwe all called him thatcame from New Jersey, and of course we ribbed him mercilessly, as you can imagine.


Faith could. Shed been known to make some Jersey jokes herself, although since her aunt Chat had moved across the river, she was more careful. According to Chat, it was the land of milk and honey, its beauty impossible for the elite, or effete, of Manhattan to comprehend.


Bitsy continued reminiscing, My husband and I were newlyweds the first year we were invited, and I remember how naughty Uncle Ned was saying we looked as if wed just gotten out of bed, and of course we had. I blush to this day, and that was over forty years ago.


Bitsy was a mine of informationand a delight. Faith could listen to her all day. She was about sixty, her silver-streaked pale blond hair pulled back into a loose bun, what used to be called a Psyches knot. Faith resolved that when she got to know Bitsy better, shed ask her what she used on her skin. Her face was unlined and glowing. Her eyes were green and she looked feline, as in a kitten, not a cat.


They were comfortably seated by the window at Sandrines, an Alsatian restaurant on Holyoke Street. So much fun to see ones friends outside when one is warm and well fed inside, Bitsy had proclaimed, peeking over the lace bistro curtains that covered the bottom of the window. The restaurant was marking the holidays in a subdued but elegant manner; beautifully decorated wreaths hung on the dark red walls. Crimson lake, Faith had thought when she entered, remembering a watercolor paint box shed had as a child. And cerulean bluemore paint boxtrim, with plenty of gleaming copper and decorative French pottery. Arrangements of evergreens and poinsettias glistened with tiny white lights. A waiter placed an onion tartlet in front of each of them. The fragrance of the caramelized onions with a hint of smoked bacon was tantalizing. It was one of the specialties of the house, and deservedly so, the custardlike filling oozing with rich cream in a sinfully buttery crust. They were drinking a Reisling, of course, in the requisite green-stemmed white-wine glasses, and Faith was happy shed agreed to come.


It was odd at first to hear Theodore Robinson, Th.D., referred to as Teddy, but just as Faith could not imagine the woman sitting across from her with any name other than Bitsy, she was sure when she finally did meet Dr. Robinson, it would be the same.


Pixthe nickname had been given to her as a tiny child and had stuck, even as she incongruously reached close to six feet during adolescencereached for a roll as they waited for the next course. I dont know why I dont come here more often. The food is much better than the clubs, although the club is so handy when you need to pee. I couldnt just walk in here, use the ladies room, and walk out. But about the RobinsonsI never met either of them, but of course mother did. I understand Teddy took it very hard when his uncle died.


Thats true. Bitsy nodded. Unlike Pix, her nickname must have always fit. She was small, but Faith had the feeling she was one of those diminutive women whose tiny velvet gloves housed rather powerful fists. I suppose the first year after Ned died, Teddy didnt have the heart to have the party; then it got to be a sort of habit. The parties were rather centered on his uncle. Teddy was just a young man. What I miss, though, is the mixing of the generations. Guests from twenty to one hundred and twentynot literally, of course, but you take my point. Everything is so segregated by age these days. Generation Y, thirty-somethings, boomers, senior citizens.


It was true. Faith prized her older friends, those much more advanced in years and those only slightly. Pix was a boomer whose children were in high school and college and working. Faith considered her not unlike Dantes Virgil, an essential guide to the perilous and often hellacious circles of child rearing. But Bitsy was right: Events tended to be segregated by age, even in the parishdinners for those under thirty, family gatherings, senior outings. She made a note to bring it up with Tom, then made a further note to file it. The last thing Tom was thinking about these days was First Parish in Aleford.


What is the house like? she asked Bitsy as the waiter served their main courses. Pix and Bitsy had opted for buf bourguignon, and it smelled heavenly. Faith was intrigued by a nontraditional dishporcini ravioli surrounded by roasted red pepper and tomato coulis, very pretty and very tasty.


Ive only been in the living and dining rooms, but theyre beautiful. The front hall between them is quite lovely, tooa very dramatic staircase goes up to the second floor. You know the typecarved newel post and curved banister. Uncle Ned collected Chinese porcelain, and those enormous blue-and-white jars, like the ones in Sargents paintings, are set in niches along the staircase. Theres more in both downstairs rooms, all of them spectacular. Ned and Teddy took many trips to the Far East together. Ned was widowed or divorcedIm not sure which. And Teddy never married. An unhappy love affair early on. She left him for someone elseor so Ive heard.


Chinese porcelain! Faith had been right. Shed have to hire Gentle Giant, the movers, to pack it all up and store it someplace in the house.


So its a large house? she asked, hoping for a good-size basement and an attic.


Quite large. Not one of the Tory houses, though. A good big late Victorian built for a family with the proper number of offspring, five or more.


Ignoring the specter that five or more children presented, Faith said, Tory houses? What are those?


Pix and Bitsy exchanged glances. Clearly there was work to be done.


Having intercepted the slightly smug look, Faith added hastily and frostily, I know who the Tories were, and I even know that Cambridge, or New Towne, as it was called then, was the capital of the Massachusetts Bay Colony.


This last bit of information had been gleaned only yesterday from Tom, who was delving into Cambridge lore with all the dedication of a convert. The city became Cambridge in 1638, named after Cambridge University back in merrie olde England, whose graduates, the Puritan fathers, had voted in 1636 to establish a college to educate young men for the ministry. After John Harvard, a pastor in nearby Charlestown, died in 1638, he left half his estate and all of his library to the college, which promptly became Harvard. Thus was established the inexorable, and some would say execrable, link between town and gown.



Bitsy was actually patting the back of Faiths hand in a distinct now, now, there gesture.


Cambridge was a popular resort for wealthy Boston Royalists in the mid-eighteenth century, and they built grand estates with gardens stretching all the way down to the Charles River. Brattle Street was called the Kings Highway and led west, out toward Watertownand Aleford. The Patriots referred to the section with these large houses, roughly from Ash Street to Elmwood, as Tory Row, and its still called that by some residentsmuch the same way as people in Lincoln say Trap-elo Road, as opposed to the common Tra-pelo. Well, as soon as the Tories fled in 1775, the Patriots seized their houses, of course, the Tory houses, and Harvard, too, which became a barracks. Washington took up residence in John Vassals house, the most splendid of them all, and stayed there during the siege of Boston. Phillis Wheatley dedicated a poem to Washington, and he invited her to come to the headquarters, which I think was rather nice of him. Its what we call the Longfellow House now.


Faith knew it well and looked forward to actually going inside, instead of just intending to. But then, it had been closed for renovations for the last two years. The house suggested royalty, if not Tories. Shed always thought it was painted the perfect shade of yellow, somewhere between hollandaise and pte brise, pure butter with a bit of flour, perfect for a crust. The Longfellow House had black shutters and white trim. It must have been glorious in its day. Some of the original gardens still survived as Longfellow Park, directly across the street from the house.



George must have been something of a stick, Bitsy said firmly. Very principled and exactly what you want in a wartime leader, but not much fun at parties. Fortunately, Martha came up to join him. I love the description of her arrival: four horses with postillions in scarlet-and-white livery, Washington-style. She managed to convince him to give a Twelfth Night party a month later, because it was also their wedding anniversary.


Faith smiled. I can hear her now. Look, George, I know theres a war, but the shot heard round the world is nothing compared to what will happen if you forget our anniversary!


When the waiter reappeared, no one had room for dessert, but they lingered over coffee. The shadows were deepening outside, reminding Faith that the shortest day of the year was only a week away. It was a comforting thought. After that, each day would bring them a little closer to more light.


With promises to get together again after the holidays and very frequently once Faith was established on Tory Row, Bitsy left. Pix turned to Faith and said, So?


So you were right. Now I have a new friendand did you notice that gorgeous Armani skirt and sweater she was wearing?


No mothballs?


No mothballs.


Driving back to Aleford, Faith felt a pleasant sense of anticipation. Cambridge was going to be fun.





Its big. Yes indeed. No problem there. But


But what? Tom asked anxiously.



They were standing in Dr. Robinsons living room. The weak January sunlight struggled to find chinks in the yews and hemlocks that had grown up over the windows. Their branches pressed against the frost-covered panes. Faith snapped on a lamp. The damask shade barely permitted any light to penetrate through.


Its dark. Its very dark, Faith said, shivering slightly. It was cold, too. The heat had been turned down after Dr. Robinsons friend left.


Well bring our own lamps. No problem. And I doubt well be spending a lot of time in this room.


Faith doubted it, too, although she could immediately see its possibilities. It was the size of the parsonages living room and dining room put together and then some. A fireplace with an Adam mantel and surrounded by black marble shot with gold faced a series of leaded-glass windows overlooking the front yard, which was screened from the prying eyes of passersby on Brattle Street by a solid fence. It was painted brown to match the brown-shingled house. Dark. Everything was dark. Were this house hers, shed take the wooden fence down, plant a living one, and pull up all the shrubs around the houses foundation. Shed paint the living room walls a warm colorLongfellow yellow or the rosy red of cream of tomato soup. They were covered in what had once been much brighter William Morris wallpaper, faded now to a uniform sepia, the willow pattern barely visible. There was a lot of furniturepiecrust tables, chairs from Shaker to Sheraton, and a large hairy-paw Chippendale sofa. Much was slipcovered in burgundy damask, and the overall effect was an Antiques Road-show dream, but not user-friendly.


Tom crooked his arm through his wifes. Come on, lets look at the rest of the house. Theres supposed to be a library back here. He opened a door on one side of the fireplace.


It was a libraryand it was dark, too, but the walls glowed with the deep rich colors of bindingsrow upon row of leather-bound books. As in the living room, an Oriental rug covered the floor, but this one was brighterreds, golds, bright blue, and even orange. The one in the living room was intricate and somberdark blue and rose.


Better, but still not a place where the kids can hang out, Faith said.


Tom was lovingly running his hand across the top of the mahogany desk.


It seems like a sacrilege to put a computer on something like this, he murmured.


Faith laughed. You were born in the wrong century, love. Okay, lets see the rest.


The rest was a formal dining room. No problem entertaining, but theyd have to shout at dinnertime or cluster down at one end of the table. Eating in the kitchen was out. It had been constructed for a cook and a maid to wait on the table. The butlers pantry was almost as large as the kitchen itself. Faith was glad to see that the stove was a gas one and had been updated. There was a dishwasher and a new refrigeratorbut no place for a family of four to eat. The dining room it would be. Gracious living. The bell panel on the wall above the sink in the butlers pantry attested to it.



On the second floor, there were five bedrooms and two baths. There had been a half bath at the foot of the back stairs, off the kitchen.


Wed better put Amy in the small bedroom that shares a bath with this one, which we can use, Faith said. I can imagine her wandering around, trying to find the other bathroom, and getting lost on her way back to bed.


Whatever you say. Tom was determinedly upbeat. It wasnt hard. He was looking forward to this time in a completely new place as he had looked forward to few things before in his life. He sat on the bed and patted the mattress. Feels fine.


It probably is, Faith thought. The whole house was well maintained and comfortable. The Victorian bedroom sets in each room were back in fashion, and there wasnt even a scratch on any of the marble tops.


We can use the room across the hall, in the front of the house, for the kids playroom. Put their things there and maybe a television.


Dont forget the top floor. Maybe there was a nursery there. An old hobbyhorse or two. Tom was a fan of E. E. Nesbit and A. A. Milne.


Lets go see.


The stairs to the top floor were not as elaborate as the main staircase, and no niches lined the wall. Faith had been relieved to note that the professor had had all his porcelain packed away himself and that the niches were blessedly empty, as were the living room shelves and the dining room sideboard.


Unlike the rest of the house, the third floor was warmairless, but warm. Dust filtered through the light as the Fairchilds opened the doors, which revealed a totally different way of life: tiny bedrooms for the servants, an antiquated bath, and a small kitchen that dated from the forties at least. One door opened into the attic. It was filled with packing cratesthe porcelain and other items Dr. Robinson had had placed out of harms way. Faith stood in the doorway. There were old trunks and piles of newspapers, a dressmakers dummy, an empty birdcage, chairs whose seats needed caning, bureaus with chipped paint. On the bureau nearest the door, someone had long ago affixed gummed red-bordered paper labels on the drawers. In a spidery hand, someone had written Gift wrap, tissue paper, and string on one. The next read Dust cloths, mending yarn, and the last said Ornaments, tree lights. She knew exactly what each drawer contained: wrapping paper ironed to be used again, tissue smoothed, string too short to be saved, threadbare cloths, carefully tied snippets of yarn, ornaments that needed hangers, and lights that needed bulbs. It was the quintessential New England attic. It could have been her in-laws, right down to the smell of cedar. She closed the door, feeling happier than she had downstairs in the land of wealth and privilege. Up here, the servants had been free, or at least freer. Their rooms were small and the mattresses strawshed tested onebut when theyd come up here the days work was done.


At the opposite end from the attic, a door did indeed lead into a nursery.


See, I was right. Look at the toys. Wow, this Lionel train must be worth a fortune! It looks brand-new, but it has to date from the fifties, or even earlier.



There was a window seat that stretched beneath the windows overlooking the front yard. White pines towered above the house and their branches beckoned to any child brave enough to go out the window and climb down. Ben was that kind of child, but that wasnt what made Faith decide to locate the childrens playroom down a flight and make this floor strictly off-limits.


What decided her was the feeling she got as soon as she had opened the doora feeling so palpable that she was sure Tom must share it, but from the look on his face as he examined the train, it was clear he didnt. It wasnt just the air, which had an acrid shut-off smell from the rooms obvious disuse. The feeling was coming from something she couldnt define. She shook her head in a vain attempt to get out from under it, but, like a blanket during a nightmare, it smothered her.


Something horrible had happened here. She was certainand she was afraid.
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