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			In memory of David Friedman

		

	
		
			
				Solstice—(combining the Latin words sol for “sun” and sistere for “to stand still”)—is when the sun appears to reach either its highest or lowest point in the sky for the year, and thus ancient astronomers came to know the day as one where the sun appeared to stand still. And whether the sun is seen as at its highest or lowest point, whether the solstice is experienced as the longest day or the longest night, is all a matter of perspective (where in the hemispheres you are located).

			

		

	
		
			
				Love is or it ain’t. Thin love ain’t love at all.

				—Toni Morrison

				In late winter, the light is slightly changing—you feel every last leaf and rock all sensing that change is upon us, and the earth is turning, and everything is reawakening.

				—Jorie Graham

			

		

	
		
			
			Part I

			 

			Fall 1969

		

	
		
			
			Eve inched the empty stroller down the street. Daniel had insisted on walking. At the corner, she waited for him to catch up, his red corduroy overalls and blue Keds bright against the gray October day.

			In front of the missile launcher at the Museum of Science and Industry, the sign said Aerospace Power for Peace. Black and yellow metal squares sprouted on public buildings, saying Fallout Shelter, with a number specifying the occupancy.

			Beside her, on the large blue post office mailbox, the sign was handwritten: Fallout Shelter: Occupancy 1. She laughed. He’d done it, her husband. At a late-night gathering in their kitchen with friends from the committee for a sane nuclear policy, Gabe was the one who came up with the idea. It’s how to say it, he said, because it’s absurd. And this way, everyone will see it.

			Yellow leaves lined the street.

			…in autumn, when the grapes

			Made sharp air sharper by their smell…

			“Daniel,” she called.

			He scooped an armful of leaves and flung them into the air. A swirl of yellow.

			She reached out her arms as he ran to her, hair flopping.

			She lifted him and held him close.

			The scent of his body. The swell of her breasts.
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			She was pregnant again. She’d known instantly. A shift in chemistry, a subtle vibration. She didn’t need to say anything. One morning Gabe put his arm around her, touched her belly, and smiled: “I’ll need to set the table for four.” She was dancing with a company at the local performing arts center—its Swahili name meant “joyful meeting.” It’s how they felt about the baby.

			

			—

			Shortly after Caleb was born, a minister was run over by a bulldozer in a civil rights demonstration. The city had broken ground in a Black neighborhood for a school that would resegregate the recently integrated Black children, and activists went to the site. Some of the protestors lay in front of the bulldozer. The minister lay behind it. The driver said he didn’t see him. He said he didn’t hear the warnings people shouted to him because of the noise of the machine. Nursing Caleb, his eyes latching onto hers as his mouth circled her nipple, she was haunted by the specter: the minister trusting the driver, trusting him to know he was there.

			

			—

			Caleb had croup. In the bathroom, she held him while Gabe turned the shower on hot. The room filled with steam and Caleb’s breathing eased. A shudder ran through his small body and he nestled his head on her shoulder. Water dripped from the ceiling; light filtered through the mist.

			

			—

			Gabe quit his job at the Associated Press. They’d killed the series he had written exposing the lies in the government’s fallout shelter program. Instead they ran a technical piece: how many people, how many cubic meters of air. “Screw it,” he said. He’d set out on his own to tell the story. The idea that you could survive a nuclear war by sheltering in a basement with a can of soup? People deserved to know the truth.

			The Times Magazine ran one of his pieces. People were starting to pay attention.

			

			—

			On the night Nixon was elected, they’d stayed up till four in the morning with Hank, their Jesuit friend. When they first knew him, Hank wore the Roman collar. He believed in the promise of the Gospels—a world without war, a society without poverty. He’d worked on Eugene McCarthy’s campaign. True, the campaign had brought down Lyndon Johnson, but Johnson’s decision not to run for president again had set up a showdown between Gene McCarthy and Bobby Kennedy—the two antiwar candidates. After Kennedy was assassinated and McCarthy was defeated by Hubert Humphrey in the Democratic primary, Hank took off his collar and left the Jesuits.

			For a moment it had seemed possible: a great society. Yet Johnson couldn’t bring himself to admit that America was losing a war. Not under his presidency. And for that, Hank said—she remembered his look: incredulous—for that shard of manhood, Johnson had sacrificed all he could have accomplished.

			Maybe Marx was right, Gabe said. Things have to get worse before they get better.

			

			—

			Gabe never aspired to work in an office. “I’m not your high-rise kind of guy,” he’d say. For one thing, he was too restless. Also, to write about people whose lives were caught up in the conflicts between nations, people outside the usual circles of power, he had to be out there. Plus, he liked to walk around. Their two boys now shared his readiness for adventure. “Let’s go,” he’d say, undeterred by the weather, the three of them trooping out in boots and yellow slickers.

			Yet when The Baltimore Sun offered him an editorial job, he couldn’t see how not to take it. He had ideas about how a newspaper should be run, and as op-ed editor, he might wake people up. With two kids now, they needed the money. It would mean not worrying each month about covering their expenses. And Baltimore was hot in the news. A riot had followed Martin Luther King Jr.’s assassination, and federal troops had been called in to restore order. The city was on the national radar. With racial tensions continuing, The Sun could make a difference.

			They talked it over late one night.

			“I’ll be okay,” he told her. “I know what I’m getting into.”

			She almost believed him.

			“You?” he asked, searching her face. “How about you?”

			For a moment, she wavered. Leaving Chicago and moving to Baltimore meant going back to the East Coast, and she missed the ocean. The four of them would be together, and maybe it was time, like repotting a plant. Yet, to be honest, the move made her uneasy. It’s not about me, she wanted to say, though in part it was, but she didn’t want to stand in his way, especially if this could make a difference.

			“It’s just a feeling,” she told herself one hot Sunday afternoon as they were taping the last of the boxes shut. True, but she couldn’t shake it. It wasn’t just that moving from Chicago to Baltimore meant leaving the company she’d been dancing with and taking the children out of their preschool and tot lot programs. There was something else, something about Gabe, but she couldn’t figure out how to say it. Her chest tightened each time she thought of the move.

			Later, she told herself she’d been mistaken. She had gotten a job teaching dance at the Peabody Conservatory; the children were settled in schools. With help from the paper, they managed a down payment on one of Baltimore’s run-down row houses. When they discovered a marble fireplace behind the boards in the parlor, Gabe said it was as though they’d taken a Chance card and landed on Boardwalk. Under the rotting green linoleum in the kitchen, the floorboards were oak. In a store that smelled of patchouli, she found a replica of a Tiffany lampshade made from paper, and she hung it over the bulb in the front hall.

			

			—

			Gabe came home late most nights. She knew he preferred rolled-up sleeves, collar loosened and tie askew, to the tailored suits he’d taken to wearing. She’d ruffle his hair, but he’d slick it down again. And sometimes when he spoke to her—“Who are you speaking to?” she’d say. “I mean to whom?” she’d ask, correcting her grammar, because there was a formality now in his manner. When he realized she was teasing him, he’d smile and tousle her hair. Yet sometimes he didn’t, and then she was puzzled. “Gabe?” she would say, her heart beating wildly, waiting for him to see her.

			With Daniel, he’d started to lose patience. Was he right? she asked herself. But surely Daniel didn’t need to learn limits so young. He’d just turned six, and he would get so absorbed in whatever he was doing that he was never ready to go when it was time. “He needs to learn,” Gabe said. But then Gabe was so patient with Daniel most of the time, and if even he thought so…She wasn’t sure what she thought.

			She missed the intrepid reporter who trusted his senses, picking up the smallest signals—knowing she was pregnant without her telling him. Her body had registered this new shift in him. Hadn’t he felt it? That was the part she couldn’t explain. When she asked him now “How was your day?” he didn’t even look up.
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			The digital clock said five a.m. She hadn’t heard him get up. She found him at his desk poring over layouts in the raw, cold morning.

			“Gabe?”

			“Eve, go back to bed. You’re fighting a cold; you need your rest.”

			He also had a cold. It was their first year in Baltimore, and Caleb, now in preschool, was bringing home every virus in town.

			“Last night at supper,” she began, shifting her weight. Her left ankle felt unsteady. “Last night when you got up from the table and I asked you what was going on, you just stared at me. When I followed you into the living room, you said I should leave you alone. Something’s not letting you eat or sleep. Tell me what’s happening.”

			Under the drape of his pajamas, his body looked concave.

			“Look, Eve, I’m just trying to get some work done.”

			“Can I make you a cup of tea?” She shifted her weight back. Her ankle steadied. Maybe she hadn’t pulled anything.

			“I’m trying to get over this fucking cold. Just leave it at that.”

			“Then it makes no sense to sit here with your bathrobe open. At least wrap it around your chest.”

			“Eve, it’s not anything that should worry you. Something’s going on at the paper.”

			“Is that why Mike and the others came over last night?”

			“We were told not to talk about it. I’m dealing with it.”

			She went into the kitchen and put on the coffee. The furnace had just come on. She could see her breath.

			She thought they were one, unfolding themselves to each other. She would tell him when she worried about one of the children or felt she wasn’t doing what she really wanted to do in her dancing, and also when Daniel wrote a poem that astonished her or when a dancer she’d taken a chance on came through brilliantly in a performance. He told her he dreamed of being a foreign correspondent and about ideas he had for pieces he wanted to write, and also about the nightmares, when he would wake drenched in sweat, dreaming he was back in Berlin, surrounded by Nazis and with no way to get out.

			She brought him coffee and toast.

			He looked up. “You are my true and honorable wife.”

			Was he serious? His smile looked genuine as she handed him the cup and the plate. Yet she knew where the line came from. She’d played Portia in a high school production of Julius Caesar, and just last winter, the two of them had acted this very scene at the benefit for the community arts center. Dwell I but in the suburbs of your good pleasure? If it be no more, Portia is Brutus’ harlot, not his wife, Portia says, and Brutus tells her, You are my true and honorable wife, as dear to me as are the ruddy drops that visit my sad heart.

			Sadness. Like dampness setting into a house. It wasn’t that she needed to know what was going on at the paper. What she couldn’t understand was why he now wanted her to dwell in the suburbs of his good pleasure rather than where she always had been, which was at the center.

			“If this were true,” she said now, recalling her lines, “then should I know this secret.”

			She waited for him to say something, but he didn’t.

			A shiver went through her that had nothing to do with the house’s ancient radiators.

			

			—

			She turned on the radio—Mattress Matinee. The Cosmic Muffin, her all-time favorite morning character, was announcing the weather. She got out the things for the children’s lunches. Daniel didn’t eat sandwiches; he said the bananas stank. She could count on Caleb to eat what she sent but also to insist on putting his boots on by himself and then putting them on the wrong feet.

			The news came on, grim as the weather. Then a song from Abbey Road.

			
				Didn’t anybody tell her?

				Didn’t anybody see?

				Sunday’s on the phone to Monday

				Tuesday’s on the phone to me

			

			It was all absurd: the war in Vietnam, the lies about the war. Worse than absurd. People were dying while she searched for the permission slip she needed to sign so Daniel could go on the first-grade trip. Gabe was determined to pierce the curtain of secrecy that was keeping the public from knowing what the government was up to in Vietnam. She wanted to pierce whatever it was that was keeping him from her. That sounded trite, so she adjusted the thought. Whatever was keeping him from himself.

			
				And though she thought I knew the answer,

				Well, I knew what I could not say

			

			The Beatles were reading her mind. In fact, he knew. But he could not say.

			Later she would wonder: Was it that she had said what he could not say? Said it for him? For them, really.

			Because at the start, it was Gabe who first said it: “Let’s get out of here.” Something they both wanted to do—forge a path of their own. They were in college then, the two of them lingering on the stairs one day after class, impatient with the drowsy professor, the subject meandering into fog. “It was your smile,” he said later, and the angle of sun on her hair, bright red then, his dark and thick. That was the beginning. A pulse that never went away. Eve—the sound of his voice calling her name. Or entering a room and seeing him, a feeling that was beyond intention, as if her body were composed of iron filings.

			That first winter, they made love in the woods leading down to the creek, spreading her coat over the snow, the gray wool side against the ground, the black velvet warm under her body. Afterward, he would wait until her eyes had come back into focus, and then they’d talk, her voice barely a whisper, the snowy silence, the night she told him her dream was to go to New York to dance and he said, “Do it.” She auditioned and made the waiting list. Then she was accepted. She left college that spring before final exams.

			

			—

			In the past, he wouldn’t have listened if someone at the newspaper had told him not to talk with her. In the past, he would have said, Screw it. In the past, he would have told her.

			She couldn’t name what she was feeling. Only the clot in her throat that formed when she tried to speak.

			

			—

			She and Gabe were “entertaining.” It was a bit of a joke between them, and she could only do it in quotation marks. They had friends over for supper; they didn’t give dinner parties. But this was an exception. The editor of The Sun and his wife were coming, along with a columnist who wrote about tennis and travel. The children were bathed and wearing blue bathrobes and moccasin slippers. It fit someone’s picture of how things should be. Gabe cast a skeptical eye on the paper version of a Tiffany lampshade, but he knew there was no way she was going to take it down. Her friend who lived down the street had marveled at the shade, saying her husband would never have let her hang such a thing in the front hall. “Let you?” Eve said. It was inconceivable to her to live that way, as much so as the wife-swapping parties that were also going on in their neighborhood. They knew because they had turned down an invitation.

			Gabe never told her what she couldn’t or shouldn’t do. She knew he wouldn’t have chosen the paper lampshade for the front hall, but she had chosen it. It was his practical bent that led him to wear the clothes he had taken to wearing and to cut his hair short. You do what you have to do, and so what? he’d say. So what, who cares—imitating his Buddhist friends. Suits and haircuts were not what it was about. And he was supporting the family.

			

			—

			The sweater reached past her hips, brushing the hem of her skirt. “Is that a skating skirt?” her neighbor’s mother had asked. The skirt was short, but the sweater kept her warm. She liked the feel of the wind on her legs, the slight resistance in moving forward, her legs bare, still wearing sandals, early November, and everywhere the Beatles, the music buoyant, high-spirited, and the words…Everywhere there’s lots of piggies living piggy lives. You can see them out for dinner with their piggy wives.

			She’d blanketed the chicken with fines herbes as the bistro cookbook instructed, but now the herbs were starting to burn. The doorbell rang.

			“Welcome. Come in.” Gabe had opened the door. She extended her hand. The editor was tall in that gaunt New England manner, his wife was wearing pumps with buckles like the Puritans. She handed Eve tulips, and Eve took them into the kitchen to cut the stems and find a vase.

			When she returned, she was startled to hear the editor’s wife rhapsodizing about the new open sexuality in films like The Graduate. Clearly, she had misread the shoes. Gabe was engaged with the wife, discussing the new ethos and what it represented, but he had put on the White Album—Eve’s favorite.

			
				Blackbird singing in the dead of night…

			

			The words of the song, the evening unfolding in front of her, the children watching from the top of the stairs, eyes peering through the spaces between banister posts. Gabe engaged each of their guests, handing them small glasses of Punt e Mes. “It is so cozy here,” the editor’s wife said, sweeping her hand across the room, Eve’s eye following, taking in the colors, the ceramic plate with cucumbers and radishes, the aperitif, the red velvet sofa with its striated fabric. “My mother,” Eve said. Her mother who saw what Eve couldn’t do and then did it for her. Her mother who had chosen the fabric and found the upholsterer.

			She saw Gabe take in her long legs—he liked the short skirt and long sweater. “My wife’s a dancer,” he told the tennis columnist, who was something of a local celebrity. “She teaches at Peabody.” She wondered, did the sandy-haired tennis writer also know about dance?

			When the chicken had been carved, its blanket of herbs only slightly charred, and Gabe had poured a second round of wine, Caleb appeared. He’d escaped the babysitter, and the pride on his face was radiant as he approached the table. Gabe greeted him like a guest and made a place on his lap. “Sit here with me,” he said.

			Eve looked at her watch. It was after nine. She glanced at the editor. There was an innocence to Gabe, a vulnerability in his openness to Caleb, but the editor didn’t seem to notice it. He was a birder, and he was talking about swamp swallows. It was when Caleb began banging on the table with a spoon that Eve started to worry, but then with a decisive swoop, Gabe rose, taking Caleb with him and heading toward the stairs. “But I want to be at the party,” Caleb was heard saying. “You were at the party,” Gabe told him gently.

			

			—

			Maybe she had been mistaken. Maybe this was all okay. She knew Gabe was under pressure, trying to protect his freedom to do the work he wanted to do while staying within the bounds of what was possible, given the local politics and also the financial constraints. True, he would have to pay a surface conformity and maintain his independence under a camouflage. To succeed, he’d have to do it on his own.

			

			—

			They sat side by side in the school auditorium, waiting for the play to start. Daniel was a moose—Eve had enlisted someone from the costume shop to help with the antlers. She prayed to the god of costumes that the antlers would stay standing up straight. The moose was a big part.

			Gabe leafed through the papers he’d brought with him. Can’t you just—the phrase be here now floated, inane, through her head. But here they were, midmorning, the elementary school auditorium, the principal taking the stage to explain in her principal voice that the children had written the play themselves, working with their teacher.

			Gabe turned a page. “In case there’s a blizzard,” he said when she asked why he had brought the papers. “Because you can never tell.”

			She knew why he had the habit of always having an escape route handy. He was a child in Berlin when Hitler came. She’d seen him startle and stop eating when two policemen entered a restaurant where they were having lunch. She understood the look of alarm that crossed his face when someone knocked loudly at the door. What was harder was realizing that he always had a mental escape route handy as well. It wasn’t always about his childhood. He had deadlines to meet. Plus, the papers were a shield. From boredom, in case he actually got stuck in a blizzard. From having to talk with people he didn’t want to talk to. Or maybe just from being present. There is nothing more challenging, she’d tell her dance students, than to go out on stage and just be present. They’d look at her blankly, as though they had no idea what she was talking about.

			She took in the row upon row of parents sitting quietly under the eyes of the principal. Everyone was waiting for the moment when their child would appear on the stage.

			“Gabe.” She touched his arm.

			He glanced at his watch.

			She imagined a sail filling with wind, Odysseus heading out to sea.

			

			—

			Can you stop this? Do you want to stop this? Those weren’t questions she asked herself. Move first, think later, Balanchine said. Trust the impulse.
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			Some tough boys in the neighborhood were picking on Daniel. A woman had stopped her in the supermarket to tell her. From her loose-fitting slacks and worn Coach purse, Eve recognized her as one of the stay-at-home mothers who were active in the PTA. This woman had a son in Daniel’s class. From her kitchen window, she had seen the boys piling on Daniel, pinning him to the ground. But he wouldn’t give up, she said. It took Eve a moment to realize that the other mother thought she was giving Eve a compliment.

			Eve’s fingers gripped the cart. “Did you stop it?”

			The woman looked puzzled. As if it hadn’t occurred to her to stop what those boys were doing.

			“Daniel’s a smart boy,” Gabe said. “He’ll figure it out.” It was the other boys he worried about.

			

			—

			Peter was a set designer at the conservatory; his workshop was in the basement. Eve had gone down to get coffee, knowing he kept his electric pot plugged in. When she reached for the cup, he said, “Your hands are shaking.” She could barely speak.

			Peter offered her his chair. With coffee in hand, she told him what was happening to Daniel. Peter said that when they first came from Argentina, one of his sons had been picked on and no one had stepped in to stop it. “I don’t understand this culture,” he told her.

			Nights when she went back to the conservatory to work in her studio, she’d find Peter hunched over his drafting table. She would pour herself coffee, and sometimes she would stay and talk. He told her he had started out as a photographer and a painter. He never thought he would become a stage designer. All she ever wanted to do was to dance. True, she had composed a few small pieces when there was some feeling she wanted to express, but she never thought she would become a choreographer. With Peter, she found it easy to speak of her hesitations, her questions, her doubts and uncertainties. He listened, his wiry body perched on a stool.

			She started working on a piece that surprised her by becoming more substantial. She began experimenting with new forms of partnering and adding bits of spoken text. Sometimes Peter would come to the studio with his camera, crouching on a chair or in a corner. His photographs of the dancers were close and tender, capturing the lift of a foot or the long sideways arc of a body. His design ideas sparked her imagination.

			She told Gabe about her friendship with Peter. “That’s great,” he said. “I’ve always thought you could be a choreographer.”

			

			—

			The night Peter lifted her sweater over her head, the air was cool on her shoulders. When he slipped his hand under her leotard strap, she hesitated. She’d been drawn by the candor of Peter’s eyes, and now he was watching her intently. She knew she was skating toward an edge, past the signs. She kept her focus on where she was heading. As a dancer, she lived in her body, at ease with touching and physical closeness. She was used to nakedness and undressing, and when Peter put his hand on her bare shoulder, it felt natural to her. But when he touched her breast, her breath caught, and she had a sense of being suspended between a world of words and a world of movement. Something she felt did not fit into words.

			She trusted her feeling. And when she trusted her feeling, she was a dancer: she moved.

			

			—

			Had she missed something? That winter, when Gabe asked her, out of the blue—it was after supper, and they were alone in the kitchen doing the dishes—“Are you sleeping with him?” something in her recoiled. Not that he would ask because she and Peter had started sleeping together and she knew Gabe would pick it up, but why was this his question? “Why is this the one thing that matters?” she asked him.

			She remembered the look of incomprehension on his face. “Don’t you know anything?” he said.

			“But why are you asking me?” she said. Because it was obvious to her that he knew. She remembered that first night when she came home, Gabe looking at her, then looking away. He’d registered it instantly. Like the smell of rain.

			She’d clocked the abruptness in his voice when he asked her where is the butter or did you remember to get milk. Her body clocked it too. Their lovemaking had become—she felt herself shrink from the word—perfunctory. Yet when he didn’t answer her question—why was he asking when he knew the answer—she found herself wondering, was it because he needed her to say she wasn’t being unfaithful, which in a weird, complicated sense was true? Or was it because he didn’t want to be forced to do what he didn’t want to do, so he needed her to say she wasn’t doing what would have forced him to leave her?

			Like threading one’s way through a maze.

			Gabe responded in exactly the way she knew he would. Yet her feelings caught her off guard. He had a way of suddenly being present, with an intensity that had the effect of pheromones, drawing women to him, especially edgy and talented young women. It wasn’t just his dark hair and rangy body; it was his physicality once he inhabited it, his quickness, his ease in moving, along with the sense that whatever one did with him would be an adventure—like making love in the snow.

			She thought he had put that part of himself on hold. Like people say happens in marriage—you fall into routine. They had dinner most nights with the children, the four of them at the round oak table; on weekends, they’d go to a park or a museum or go biking with friends, Caleb riding in the seat Gabe had attached to his ten-speeder, Daniel pedaling beside them on his red two-wheeler. Aside from the kids and doing things as a family, Gabe had seemed consumed by his work.

			And then he started riding his bike to work. In the mornings, he’d leave the house wearing corduroys and desert boots. He still wore shirts with button-down collars under his jacket, but he had loosened his tie and the suits hung in the closet.

			

			—

			Tess was the first cellist in the small early-music orchestra playing a benefit concert. When they got to the church on that Sunday in April and saw the program, they discovered that the piece being played at this benefit for peace was Handel’s Judas Maccabaeus. Gabe was incredulous. Judas Maccabaeus? The Maccabees were warriors. Just wait, he told her. When they came to the aria and the bass-baritone began, “Arm, arm ye brave, a noble cause…” he turned to her with his Can you believe this? look. It was Lyndon Johnson and Vietnam all over again; it was Aerospace Power for Peace.

			She stifled a laugh, and then she noticed the first cellist looking straight at them. The cellist was young with long black hair and had a look about her as though she might be wearing cowboy boots with her concert attire. She swept her hair across her face as though to conceal a smile.

			At the reception, she introduced herself to the two of them. She was a friend of a friend who had given her one of Gabe’s pieces on the war, and she was very taken by it. She and Gabe started talking about the piece and then about the concert and how it could just as well have been Handel’s Israel in Egypt, and Gabe singing off-key “the Lord is a man of war” and the two of them laughing between sips of wine and bites of cracker, and Eve saw where this was heading and felt her stomach drop.

			Gabe made no effort to conceal what he was doing. Not that he went out of his way to tell her, but he’d say when he was going to Tess’s apartment and when he was planning to spend a weekend in Maine, where she was playing quartets. When six-year-old Daniel had asked Eve, would she ever lie to him, she had said, “I wouldn’t lie to you, but I would lie to protect you,” and that’s how she thought now, telling Gabe that she and Peter were just friends. She knew that he knew it wasn’t true, and yet she thought he needed her to say that, so as not to set into motion something that neither of them would then be able to stop.

			She wrestled with feelings she told herself she had no right to have. She envied Tess her silky black hair and the freedom of having only herself and her music to think about. But in the end, what made her most jealous was not that Gabe and Tess were lovers or even whether he preferred Tess in bed (Eve thought her breasts were probably very small). It was seeing Gabe again become the man she had fallen in love with, like watching someone shed a carapace. What pissed her off—and God knows she’d said it to him a hundred times, “Why are you lugging that heavy shell around with you?”—was that he had done with someone else what she had wanted him to do with her. She could see that Gabe was more opened up, more his old self—he was more present with the children, and he’d started staying up late again listening to Bartok string quartets. And Tess had done it; in some way, she’d reached him.

			And then Eve was scared. Because unlike Peter, Tess was single. So if Tess was who Gabe really wanted…She couldn’t finish the sentence.

			

			—

			The summer when The New York Times and The Washington Post were publishing the Pentagon Papers, they went hiking. Gabe had been invited to the Aspen Institute for a seminar on the press and the president, and they’d used his honorarium to pay for her ticket. Her parents, exchanging meaningful glances because no doubt they’d picked up something, had immediately offered to stay with the children.

			They parked the rented jeep at the side of the Roaring Fork River where the trail began. They were headed for a glacial lake up in the mountains, but the first part of the trail paralleled the river, and since the water level was low, they left the path, stepping from stone to stone with the river rushing by them. It had taken a day or two to get used to the altitude, or maybe it was being away that made her feel lightheaded, as though she could no longer be sure of her perception of distance.

			The path turned away from the river, and they began their ascent.

			“So here’s what I think,” he said, as though picking up a conversation that in fact they had not been having or having only in the sense that he had become more attentive to her
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