
    
    [image: title page]
    Contents



Title Page

Contents

Copyright

Deep and Dark and Dangerous

Dedication

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

Wait Till Helen Comes

Dedication

Map

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

13

14

15

All the Lovely Bad Ones

Epigraph

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

Read More from Mary Downing Hahn

About the Author


Deep and Dark and Dangerous © copyright 2007 by Mary Downing Hahn

All the Lovely Bad Ones © copyright 2008 by Mary Downing Hahn

Wait Till Helen Comes © copyright 1986 by Mary Downing Hahn

All rights reserved. Originally published in hardcover in the United States by Clarion Books, an imprint of Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company, 1986, 2007, and 2008.

For information about permission to reproduce selections from this book, write to trade.permissions@hmhco.com or to Permissions, Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company, 3 Park Avenue, 19th Floor, New York, New York 10016.


  hmhbooks.com


Cover art © 2008 by Larry Rostant

Cover design by Sharismar Rodriguez

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data for individual titles is on file.

ISBN 978-0-544-85452-9

eISBN 978-0-547-88083-9

v5.0521



[image: Deep and Dark and Dangerous]



To everyone who enjoys ghost stories
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One rainy Sunday in March, I opened a box of books Mom had brought home from Grandmother’s house. Although Grandmother had been dead for five years, no one had unpacked any of the boxes. They’d been sitting in the attic collecting dust, their contents a mystery.

Hoping to find something to read, I started pulling out books—Charlie and the Chocolate Factory, Misty of Chincoteague, and at least a dozen Nancy Drew mysteries. At thirteen, I’d long since outgrown Carolyn Keene’s plots, but I opened one at random, The Bungalow Mystery, and began flipping the pages, laughing at the corny descriptions: “Nancy, blue eyed, and with reddish glints in her blonde hair,” “Helen Corning, dark-haired and petite.” The two girls were in a small motorboat on a lake, a storm was coming, and soon they were in big trouble. Just as I was actually getting interested in the plot, I turned a page and found a real-life mystery: a torn photograph.

In faded shades of yellow and green, Mom’s older sister, Dulcie, grinned into the camera, her teeth big in her narrow face, her hair a tangled mop of tawny curls. Next to her, Mom looked off to the side, her long straight hair drawn back in a ponytail, eyes downcast, unsmiling, clearly unhappy. Dulcie was about eleven, I guessed, and Mom nine or ten. Behind the girls was water—a lake, I assumed.

Pressed against Dulcie’s other side, I could make out an arm, a shoulder, and a few strands of long hair, just enough for me to know it was a girl. The rest of her had been torn away.

I turned the photo over, hoping to find the girl’s name written on the back. There was Grandmother’s neat, schoolteacherly handwriting: “Gull Cottage, 1977. Dulcie, Claire, and T—.”

Like her face, the rest of the girl’s name was missing.

Alone in the attic, I stared at the arm and shoulder. T . . . Tanya, Tonia, Traci, Terri. So many T names to choose from. Which was hers?

Putting the photo back in the book, I ran downstairs to ask Mom about Gull Cottage, the lake, and the girl. I found her in the kitchen chopping onions for the vegetable casserole she was fixing for dinner. Standing there, head down, she wore the same expression caught in the photograph. Not surprising. She always looked sad, even when she wasn’t.

I waved the photograph. “Look what I found—a picture of you and Dulcie at a lake somewhere. And another girl—”

Mom snatched the photograph, her face suddenly flushed. “Where did you get this?” She acted as if I’d been rummaging through her purse, her bureau drawers, the medicine cabinet, looking for secrets.

I backed away, startled by her reaction. “It fell out of your old book.” I held up The Bungalow Mystery. “It was in one of those boxes you brought back from Grandmother’s house. Look, here’s your name.” I pointed to “Claire Thornton, 1977,” written in a childish scrawl on the inside cover.

Mom stared at the photograph as if I hadn’t spoken. “I was sure I’d thrown this away.”

“Who’s the girl sitting beside Dulcie?” I asked, unable to restrain my curiosity.

“Me,” Mom said without raising her eyes.

“No, I mean on the other side, where it’s ripped.” I pointed. “See her arm and her shoulder? On the back Grandmother wrote T but the rest of her name was on the torn part.”

“I don’t remember another girl.” Mom gripped the photo and shook her head. “At the lake, it was always Dulcie and me, just Dulcie and me. Nobody else.”

At that moment, Dad came through the kitchen door and set a grocery bag on the counter. “Salad stuff,” he said. “They didn’t have field greens, so I got baby spinach.”

“Fine,” Mom said.

“What are you looking at?” Reaching over Mom’s shoulder, he took the photo. “Little Claire and little Dulcie,” he said with a smile. “What a cute pair you were. Too bad the picture’s torn—and the color’s so awful.”

Mom reached for the photo, but Dad wasn’t finished with it.

“This must have been taken in Maine,” he said.

“Yes.” She reached for the picture again.

“Hey, look at this.” Dad handed her the photo. “There’s another girl sitting next to Dulcie. See her arm? Who was she?”

“This picture was taken thirty years ago,” she said sharply. “I have no idea who that girl was.”

Slipping the photo into her pocket, Mom went to the kitchen window and gazed at the backyard, which was just beginning to show green after the winter. With her back to us, she said, “Soon it’ll be time to mulch the garden.”

It was her way of ending the conversation, but Dad chose to ignore the hint. “Your mom and aunt spent their vacations at Sycamore Lake when they were little,” he told me. “They still own Gull Cottage, but neither one of them has gone there since they were kids.”

“Why not?” I asked. “A cottage on a lake . . . I’d love to see it.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Mom said, her back still turned. “The place has probably fallen to pieces by now.”

“Why not drive up and take a look this summer?” Dad asked her. “Ali would love Maine—great hiking, swimming, canoeing, and fishing. Lobster, clams, blueberries. We haven’t had a real vacation for years.”

Mom spun around to face us, her body tense, her voice shrill. “I hated going there when I was little. The lake was cold and deep and scary, and the shore was so stony, it hurt my feet. It rained for weeks straight. Thunder, lightning, wind, fog. The gnats and mosquitoes were vicious. Dulcie and I fought all the time. I never want to see Gull Cottage again. And neither does Dulcie.”

“Oh, come on, Claire,” Dad said, laughing. “It couldn’t have been that bad.”

“You don’t know anything about it.” Pressing her fingers to her temples, a sure sign of a headache, she left the room and ran upstairs. A second later, the bedroom door slammed shut.

I turned to Dad, frustrated. “What’s the matter with Mom now?”

“Go easy on her, Ali. You know how easily she gets upset.” He sighed and headed toward the stairs. “Don’t you have a math test tomorrow?”

Alone in the kitchen, I opened my textbook and stared at a page of algebra problems. Go easy on your mother, don’t upset her, she can’t handle it. How often had I heard that? My mother was fragile. She worried, she cried easily, sometimes she stayed in bed for days with migraine headaches.

From the room overhead I could hear the drone of my parents’ voices. Mom’s voice rose sharp and tearful. “I’ve told you before, I don’t want to talk about it.”

Dad mumbled something. I closed my algebra book and retreated to the family room. With the TV on, I couldn’t hear them arguing, but even a rerun of Law and Order couldn’t keep me from thinking about the photo. I certainly hadn’t meant to start a scene—I just wanted to know who “T” was.

 


I never saw the photo again. No one mentioned Sycamore Lake or Gull Cottage. But the more we didn’t talk about it, the more I thought about it. Who was “T”? Why didn’t Mom remember her? If Grandmother had still been alive, I swear I would’ve called her and asked who “T” was.

I thought about calling Dulcie and asking her, but if Mom saw the number on the phone bill, she’d want to know why I’d called my aunt and what we’d talked about. Mom had “issues with Dulcie”—her words. They couldn’t be together for more than a few hours without arguing. Politics, child raising, marriage—they didn’t agree on anything.

Maybe because I couldn’t talk to anyone about the photo, I began dreaming about “T” and the lake. Week after week, the same dream, over and over and over again.


  I’m walking along the shore of Sycamore Lake in a thick fog. I see a girl coming toward me. I can’t make out her face, but somehow I know it’s “T.” She seems to know me, too. She says, “You’d better do something about this.” She points at three girls in a canoe, paddling out onto the lake. One is my mother, one is Dulcie, and I think the third girl is “T.” But how can that be? Isn’t she standing a few feet away? No, she’s gone. The canoe vanishes into the fog.


That’s when I always woke up. Scared, shivering—the way people feel when they say, “Someone’s walking on my grave.”

I wanted to tell Mom about the dream, but I knew it would upset her. Although Dad didn’t agree, it seemed to me she’d been more nervous and anxious since I’d shown her the photograph. She started seeing her therapist again, not once but twice a week. Her headaches came more frequently, and she spent days lying on the couch reading poetry, mainly Emily Dickinson—not a good choice in my opinion for a depressed person. Dickinson’s poems were full of things I didn’t quite understand but that frightened me. Her mind was haunted, I thought, by death and sorrow and uncertainty. Sometimes I suspected that’s why Mom liked Dickinson—they were kindred spirits.

 


Except for my dream and Mom’s days on the couch, life went on pretty much as usual. Dad taught his math classes at the university, graded exams, gave lectures, and complained about lazy students and boring faculty meetings—standard stuff. I got involved in painting scenery for the school play and doing things with my friends. As the weather warmed, Mom cheered up a bit and went to work in her flower garden, mulching, transplanting, choosing new plants at the nursery—the best therapy, she claimed.

And then Dulcie paid us an unexpected visit and threw everything off track.
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One afternoon in May, I came home from school and found Dulcie and Emma in the living room with Mom. My heart gave a little dance at the sight of my aunt’s tall, skinny figure, her fashionably baggy linen overalls, the familiar mop of long tawny curls, the rings on her fingers. Right down to her chunky sandals and crimson toenails, she looked like what she was—an artist.

“Ali!” Dulcie jumped to her feet and crossed the room to hug me. “It’s great to see you.”

“You, too.” I hugged her tightly and breathed in the musky scent of her perfume.

Holding me at arm’s length, she gave me a quick once-over. Her silver bracelets jingled. “Look at you—a teenager already.” She turned to Mom with a smile. “They grow up so fast!”

“She’s only thirteen,” Mom murmured. “Don’t rush things.”

Dulcie frowned as if she might start arguing about how grown up I was. Before she could say anything, though, Emma flung herself at me. “Ali, Ali, Ali!”

“Whoa,” I laughed. “You’re getting so big, you’ll knock me down! Look at your hair—it’s almost as long as mine.”

Emma giggled and hugged me. “That’s ’cause I’m almost five. Soon I’ll be as big as you.”

Keeping an arm around my cousin’s shoulders, I turned back to Dulcie. “Are you in town for a show or—”

“I had to see the owner of a gallery in D.C. She wants to exhibit my work in a group show next fall, and I need peace and quiet to paint, so . . .” Dulcie glanced at Mom who sighed and shook her head, obviously worried about something.

“Your mother thinks this is the worst idea I’ve ever had,” Dulcie went on with a laugh. “But I’m going to fix up the old cottage at the lake and spend the summer there.”

I stared at her, hardly daring to believe she was serious. Sycamore Lake, the place that had obsessed me for two months now. Before I could bombard her with questions, Mom said, “Dulcie, I really think—”

“No arguments. My mind’s made up.” Dulcie smiled at Mom and turned to me. “I need a babysitter to entertain Emma while I paint. I’m trying to talk your mom into letting me borrow you for the summer.”

“Me?” My face flushed. “I’d love to baby-sit Emma at the lake! I’ve wanted to see it for ages. I found a—”

“Ali,” Mom interrupted. “I told you what it’s like there. Rain and mosquitoes and cold, gloomy days. Nothing to do. Nowhere to go. You’ll hate it.”

“Don’t believe a word of it,” Dulcie told me. “Sure, it’s cold and rainy sometimes. It’s Maine—what do you expect? But there’s plenty of sunshine. The mosquitoes aren’t worse than anyplace else. The lake’s—”

“The lake’s deep . . . and dark . . . and dangerous,” Mom cut in, choosing her words slowly and deliberately. “People drown there every summer.”

Dulcie frowned at Mom. “Do you have to be so negative about everything?”

To keep Mom from starting a scene, I jumped into the conversation.

“I’ve taken swimming lessons since I was six years old. I know all about water safety. I’d never do anything stupid.”

“Please, Aunt Claire, please, please, please!” Emma begged. “I want Ali to be my babysitter.” She hopped back and forth from one foot to the other, staring hopefully at Mom.

Say yes, I begged silently, say yes. My best friend, Staci, was going away, and a boring summer stretched ahead. I loved Emma, and I loved my aunt. A few months at the lake would be perfect.

Ignoring my pleading look, Mom shook her head. “I can’t possibly make a decision until Pete comes home from work. Ali’s his daughter, too. We have to agree on what’s best for her.”

Dulcie dropped onto the sofa beside Mom. “Sorry. I’m used to making my own decisions about Emma.” Tossing her hair to the side, she grinned at me. “It’s one of the many advantages of being divorced.”

“I didn’t mean—” Mom said.

“How about some coffee?” Dulcie asked, quickly diverting Mom. “And some fruit juice for Emma?”

“Of course.” Mom got up and headed for the kitchen with Dulcie behind her. I trailed after them, but at the doorway, my aunt turned and smiled at me. “Why don’t you read to Emma, sweetie? She put some of her favorite books in my bag.”

Secrets, I thought. Things they don’t want me to know about. I was tempted to follow them into the kitchen anyway, but it occurred to me that Dulcie might have better luck talking to Mom without my being there listening to every word.

Emma rummaged through her mother’s big straw bag and pulled out The Lonely Doll, a book I’d enjoyed when I was little.

“I like when Edith meets the bears, and she isn’t lonely anymore.” Emma climbed into my lap and rested her head against my shoulder.

“I like that part, too.”

Emma opened the book to a photo of Edith looking sad and lonely. “Someday I’ll have a friend,” she said. “And then I won’t be lonely anymore.”

“Silly,” I said. “You must have friends. Everyone has friends.”

She shook her head. “Not in New York. Everybody I know there is grown up. And grownups can’t be your friends.”

“Can I be your friend? Or am I too old?”

Emma gave me a solemn, considering look. “It would be better if you were five or six or even seven,” she said, “but I guess you can be sort of a friend.”

“Thank you, Princess Emma.” I gave her a little tickle in the side. “I’m greatly honored by your majesty’s decision.”

She giggled. “Will you read now?”

When we were about halfway through the story, we were distracted by rising voices in the kitchen.

“We’re adults now,” Mom was saying. “I don’t have to do everything you say. Ali’s my daughter. I’ll raise her the way I see fit!”

“It must be nice to own a child,” Dulcie replied.

“‘Own a child’? What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You’re so overprotective, you might as well keep her on a leash. Sit, Ali. Heel, Ali. Roll over, Ali.”

“How can you say that?” Mom’s voice rose. “I love Ali and I want her to be safe. She’s not going to spend the summer running wild, swimming, going out in boats—”

“Don’t hold on so tight,” Dulcie interrupted. “Ali’s growing up. She has to start making her own decisions. It might be good for her to get away from you. She—”

“You always took everything away from me when I was little!” Mom shouted. “And now you want my own daughter! Can’t I have anything?” She started sobbing.

“Oh, that’s right,” Dulcie said. “Cry when you can’t think of anything else to do.” There was an edge of cruelty in her voice I’d never heard before. “Grow up, Claire. You’re not a little kid anymore.”

Emma put her arms around my neck and pressed her face against my chest. “Make them stop, Ali.”

The voices in the kitchen dropped so low that I couldn’t hear what Mom or Dulcie was saying.

“I think they stopped all by themselves, Emma.” I patted her back, but my mind was racing. Dulcie was right. Mom did overprotect me; even Staci thought so. She never let me do anything—not even spend a night at Staci’s house or go to the mall with my friends. I really did need to get away from her for a while.

But at the same time I was agreeing with Dulcie, I was feeling bad because she’d upset Mom. I was confused, as well. Why did Mom think Dulcie wanted to take me away from her? What else had she taken? It was enough to give me a headache.

Emma nudged me. “Read, Ali. I want to hear the part where Little Bear and Edith play dress-up, and Edith writes, ‘Mr. Bear is just a silly old thing!’ on the mirror with lipstick and Mr. Bear gets cross.” She giggled. “And then Edith calls him a silly and he spanks her and she’s scared Mr. Bear will take Little Bear and go away and she’ll be lonely again.”

“You sure know this story well.”

“Edith is lonely like me, and she has blond hair like me, and she lives in an apartment in New York like me. And she wishes so hard for a friend that Mr. Bear and Little Bear come to her house just to be her friends. And that’s what I wish for, too. A friend. Somebody who likes me best of all.”

I started reading again, and Emma pressed against me, mouthing the words silently as if she knew the story by heart.

While I read, I kept one ear tuned to the kitchen, but I couldn’t hear what Mom and Dulcie were saying. If Emma hadn’t been sitting on my lap, I would have tiptoed to the door and listened.
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At the end of the story, Mr. Bear promised Edith he’d stay with her forever.

“‘Forever and ever!’” Emma shouted along with Little Bear.

We said the book’s last three words together: “‘And they did!’”

“When I was little, I wanted a doll just like Edith,” I told Emma.

“I want one, too,” Emma said, “but Mommy says they’re very, very expensive.”

I sighed, thinking about things that cost too much to own—a horse, a mountain bike like Staci’s, a swimming pool in the backyard, even a doll. . . .

The front door opened, and Dad stopped at the threshold to grin at Emma, who ran to him.

“What a nice surprise!” Dropping his briefcase, he scooped Emma up and gave her a hug. “Look at you—just as beautiful as your mommy!”

Emma laughed and kissed Dad’s nose.

The kitchen door swung open. Mom and Dulcie seemed to have made up after their quarrel, but Mom still looked tense, worried, uneasy.

“It’s good to see you, stranger.” Dad put Emma down and gave Dulcie a hug and a kiss. It was a long hug, I thought. I glanced at Mom. She was watching the two of them, but I couldn’t read her expression—except that I could tell she wasn’t happy.

“What brings you here?” Dad asked Dulcie.

“I’m in a group show at a D.C. gallery next fall,” Dulcie said. “Emma and I took the train down so I could talk to the owner. Since we were so close, I called Claire, and she picked us up at the station. We’re going back to New York tomorrow morning.”

Emma grabbed Dad’s hand. “Mommy wants Ali to baby-sit me at the lake, but Aunt Claire says she can’t.”

Dad turned to Dulcie and raised his eyebrows. “Sycamore Lake?”

“I drove to the cottage a couple of weeks ago,” Dulcie said. “Considering how long it’s been empty, it’s in pretty good shape. A couple of broken windows, a few leaks in the roof, and a dozen or more mice nesting in the cupboards.”

Dulcie glanced at Mom. “A trap will take care of the mice, and I’ve hired a contractor to fix everything else. By the time he’s done, Gull Cottage will have electricity, indoor plumbing, fresh paint inside and out, a new roof—and the old boathouse will be my studio.”

“In other words, it’ll be better than new.” Dad turned to Mom. “So why can’t Ali baby-sit Emma?”

“You know I hate the lake.” Mom’s voice rose a few notches, tense, anxious. “Ali could drown, she could get Lyme disease from a deer tick, she could get bitten by a snake, she—”

“Oh, for heaven’s sake.” Ignoring Mom’s whimper of protest, Dad looked at me. “How do you feel about the idea, Ali?”

“I want to go,” I said. “Staci will be away all summer. I’m sick of the swimming pool and the softball team.” And of Mom watching me all the time, I wanted to add, keeping me on a leash, owning me. Instead, I said, “The lake would be fun—an adventure, something different.”

“Please, please, pretty please?” Emma begged. “I’ll be so lonely without Ali.”

“Let her go, Claire,” Dad said. “She loves Dulcie and Emma. And they love her.”

“I’ll take good care of Ali,” Dulcie put in. “I won’t let her or Emma run wild. I promise.”

“You’ll get absorbed in your painting and forget all about them,” Mom muttered.

Dulcie exhaled sharply, clearly exasperated. “I’ve had sole responsibility for Emma since she was a baby. Does she look neglected?”

The argument went on during dinner, which made it hard to enjoy the pasta topped with Dulcie’s special marinara sauce, concocted from her ex-husband’s Italian grandmother’s recipe.

“It’s the only good thing I ever got from that man,” Dulcie said. “Besides Emma, of course.”

Dad laughed and Mom allowed herself to smile, and then they returned to the argument. Round and round they went, saying the same things over and over again. Mom refused to give in: I was too young to leave home for a whole summer, too young to be responsible for Emma.

At the end of the meal, Dad laid his fork and knife on his plate and said, “I’ve heard enough. Ali’s a sensible, responsible girl. There’s absolutely no reason why she shouldn’t spend the summer at the lake.”

Mom put her coffee cup down and stared at him, obviously shocked. “Pete, please—”

Whatever she was about to say was drowned out by Emma’s shout of joy. “Hooray! Hooray!” She jumped up from the table and ran to hug Dad. “Thank you, Uncle Pete, thank you!”

I looked at Mom uneasily, taking in the defeated slump of her shoulders. “Say it’s okay,” I begged. “Say I can go and you won’t be mad.” Or hurt. Or betrayed. Or worried.

She wiped her mouth carefully with her napkin. “If it means so much to you, go.” Without looking at anyone, she rose from the table and began gathering the dinner plates. The set of her jaw and her jerky movements clearly showed her anger.

“Give me a break, Claire. Don’t get in one of your moods.” Dulcie picked up a few glasses and followed Mom into the kitchen.

Carrying the serving bowls, I trailed after them, with Emma close behind clasping a fistful of spoons and forks. She handed them to Mom, then ran off to the living room.

Without speaking to anyone, Mom began loading the dishwasher.

“It’s the silent treatment,” Dulcie whispered to me. “She inherited it from our mother—and perfected it.”

I turned away, unwilling to criticize Mom. Dulcie was right, of course—silence and tears were Mom’s weapons. But it made me uncomfortable to agree with my aunt. After all, I had no reason to complain. I’d won. I was going to Sycamore Lake.

Leaving Mom to clean up, I followed Dulcie into the living room. Dad was reading The Lonely Doll to Emma in a sweet bumbling bear voice.

I perched on the arm of Dulcie’s chair. “Can I ask you something?”

“Sure, sweetie.” Dulcie pushed her hair back from her face. Her long dangly silver earrings swayed and her bracelets jingled. She smiled, waiting for me to speak.

“Well, a couple of months ago I found an old Nancy Drew book in a box in the attic. While I was leafing through it, a photograph fell out. It was of you and Mom at Sycamore Lake—I could see the water behind you.”

Dulcie smiled. “Your grandfather loved taking pictures. Every time you turned around, there he was, pointing a camera at you. They were usually awful. We thought he had a special ugly lens he used for our pictures.”

“There was another girl with you,” I said, “but all that shows is her shoulder and arm. The rest is torn off.”

“Another girl?” Dulcie shook her head, and her soft hair brushed my cheek. “We didn’t have any friends at the lake. Gull Cottage sits out on a point, all by itself. There were no other kids around—just your mother and me.”

“Grandmother wrote your name and Mom’s name on the back,” I went on, trying to make her remember. “She wrote the girl’s name, too, but only the first letter is still there—‘T.’”

“‘T’?” An odd look crossed Dulcie’s face. “Did you ask your mother about the girl?”

“I told her I didn’t remember.” Mom stood in the doorway, her hands clasped, staring solemnly at her sister.

“I don’t remember, either,” Dulcie said quickly.

“What did you do with the picture, Mom? Maybe if Dulcie saw it—”

“I threw it away,” she said. “It was old, torn, faded.” Without another word, she picked up a gardening book and began to read, her way of saying she was still in a bad mood.

Before I could ask another question, Dulcie scooped up Emma. “Time for bed.”

“But Uncle Pete is still reading about Edith and the bears,” she said.

“You know that story by heart, sweetheart.” Ignoring Emma’s further protests, Dulcie carted her off to the guest room.

Dad turned on the TV to watch one of his favorite crime shows. It looked as if no more would be said about “T” that night.
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After Dulcie and Emma went back to New York, Mom nursed her bad mood for weeks. She refused to take me shopping for summer clothes, so I tagged along with Staci and her mother. She wouldn’t talk about the lake or give me any baby-sitting tips. She spent almost all her time working in the garden, down on her hands and knees, weeding till her knuckles bled, watering and fertilizing, rearranging plants, adding new ones. Just to avoid me, I thought.

Even Dad found it hard to be patient with her, especially after she changed her mind about driving me to the lake.

“If Dulcie wants Ali to baby-sit, she can pick her up and drive her to Maine herself,” she told him.

He stared at her. “But, Claire, what about our plans to spend a few days on the coast?”

“I can’t leave the flowers. They’ll dry up. The weeds will take over.” Mom folded her arms tightly across her chest, her face taut with anxiety.

Dad’s frown deepened. “You realize that coming all the way down here to get Ali will add hours to Dulcie’s trip.”

Mom shrugged. “It was Dulcie’s idea to take Ali to the lake. Let her figure it out. She can always find another babysitter.”

Close to tears, I glared at Mom. “You’re still trying to keep me from going, aren’t you? Why don’t you just put me on a leash and tie me to a tree in the backyard?”

My outburst surprised Dad, but Mom nodded her head angrily. “You should’ve been Dulcie’s daughter—you’re more like her every day.”

“Good. Maybe I won’t grow up scared of everything, afraid to have fun, ruining everybody else’s fun.”

Too upset to reply, Mom ended the conversation by leaving the room.

Dad grabbed my shoulders and gave me a little shake, more to get my attention than anything else. “Don’t talk to your mother like that. Can’t you see you’re hurting her?”

I wanted to say Mom was hurting me, but Dad had already followed her out of the room. She’s not having a nervous breakdown, I shouted silently. She’s just crying because she can’t think of anything else to do.

I sighed and grabbed an apple from the bowl on the counter. Living in this house was good practice for crossing a minefield. If you weren’t careful, you could set off explosions with every step you took.

While I ate my apple, I stared out the kitchen window at the neighbor’s dog, tied to his tree. He lay in the dirt, his nose on his paws—totally bored, I was sure, but safe.

 


The day I left, Mom refused to get out of bed, claiming she had a migraine, the worst she’d had in over a year. Dad pulled the blinds to darken the room and sat with her for a while, reading a book as she dozed, another way to avoid talking.

When Dulcie arrived, Mom didn’t feel well enough to see her, so we said our goodbyes in her bedroom. “You don’t have to stay at the lake if you’re unhappy or homesick,” she whispered. “If anything scares you or worries you, call us. Your father will come get you.”

“Don’t worry. Everything will be fine,” I assured her.

Mom squeezed my hand. “I know you think I’m too protective,” she said, “but I want to keep you safe. You’re so young. You don’t know the terrible things that can happen, how quickly one’s life can change.”

“What do you mean?”

She closed her eyes. “My head hurts. I can’t talk anymore.”

I leaned over and kissed her gently. “I’ll be careful in the water,” I promised, “and I’ll take good care of Emma. Please don’t worry. I love you and I’ll miss you.”

Keeping her eyes closed, Mom said, “I love you, too.”

On the way downstairs, I asked Dad if the migraine was my fault.

“Of course not,” he said. “It’s tension, anxiety . . .”

Then it is my fault. I caused the tension and anxiety, didn’t I? I pushed the guilty thought away. Mom often had migraines. I couldn’t be blamed for all of them. Maybe this one, though.

Moments later, Emma was hugging me, squealing with delight, and Dulcie was assuring Dad she’d drive carefully and keep a close eye on me all summer.

Dad wedged my suitcase and bag of books into the van. I belted myself in the front seat, and Dulcie secured Emma in the back seat.

As I waved goodbye to Dad, I thought I saw a hand raise the blind in my parents’ bedroom. Mom must have felt well enough to watch her sister take me away for the summer.

 


The ride to Maine seemed to last forever—one boring interstate after another, dodging trucks, passing cars and motorcycles, stopping a couple of times at fast-food places for hamburgers and fries. Not what she usually ate, Dulcie assured me, but the quickest way to fill our stomachs.

Late in the afternoon, we left the last interstate and followed a network of roads, each narrower and more winding than the one before.

Emma leaned over the seat. “Are we almost there?”

Dulcie nodded. “See that tree? The one with the long limb like a trunk sticking out over the road? Claire and I called it the elephant tree. We’ll be at the cottage soon.”

A few minutes later, Dulcie slowed down and pointed out a little white store by the side of the road. Its windows were boarded up and a weather-beaten sign over the door said, OLSON’S. Weeds grew in the parking lot, and a row of seagulls perched on the roof.

“Claire and I used to ride our bikes all this way for home-made ice cream—the best chocolate I ever tasted.” Dulcie sighed. “Too bad it’s closed.”

Soon after, she said, “It’s the next left, just past that patch in the asphalt that looks like a bear. See? There’s the sign for Gull Cottage.” She pointed at a neatly lettered arrow-shaped board nailed to a tree. Below it was a mailbox, its door down, empty.

Dulcie turned onto a one-lane dirt road and we headed into the woods. The setting sun shot golden beams through the trees, but the light was dim and greenish, almost as if we were underwater.

We rounded a curve, and there it was, a small cottage sheltered by tall trees. The clapboards had a fresh coat of blue paint, and the steep roof was newly shingled. The lake itself was down a flight of wooden steps. I could see a dock and a small building beside it. Beyond a curve of sandy beach was the water, dark in the early evening light, stretching out to the horizon.

“It looks almost exactly the same,” Dulcie said. “Joe did a great job.”

With Emma close behind, I followed Dulcie across a deck and through the back door. I don’t know exactly what I’d expected—cobwebs and dust, stale air, maybe a gloomy, spooky atmosphere—but the cottage was bright and airy. Blue checked curtains hung at the kitchen windows, and the cabinets had been painted a sunny yellow, the walls pale blue, the table and chairs bright blue. The stove and refrigerator were a brand-new dazzling white.

“The old ones were antiques,” Dulcie said. “Plus they didn’t work.”

She led us into the living room, which was furnished with a pair of soft armchairs and a matching sofa sagging beneath faded flowered slipcovers. A big stone fireplace took up one whole wall, and windows with a view of the lake took up another wall. Shelves full of books and board games covered the third wall from floor to ceiling.

“The cottage was filthy when I saw it in April,” Dulcie said. “Joe hired a cleaning crew to scrub and vacuum. They got rid of spiders, squirrels, mice, and a family of raccoons living under the deck.”

“But they didn’t hurt them, did they?” Emma asked, her voice full of concern.

“Of course not, sweetie. They caught the mice and squirrels and raccoons in Havahart traps and let them go in a nice part of the woods, and they picked up the spiders very gently in tissue and carried them outside.”

“That’s good.” Emma looked pleased. “If they come back, they can sleep in my room. I won’t mind.”

Dropping her suitcases at the foot of a narrow flight of steps, Dulcie pointed down the hall. “Two bedrooms—one for Emma and one for me. Plus a brand-new bathroom.”

My room was upstairs, tucked snugly under the eaves. A faded patchwork quilt in shades of blue, yellow, and green calico covered the double bed. Its iron frame had been painted white to match an old dresser and a table and chair as well as built-in shelves, already holding books and toys. Fresh muslin curtains hung at the windows, and a rag rug covered most of the floor.

“This was your mom’s and my room when we were kids,” Dulcie said. “Same wallpaper, same furniture.”

She picked up a conch shell lying on the bureau and turned it slowly, studying its shape and colors before putting it back. “Our mother left everything here. I guess she thought we’d come back one summer, but we never did.”

Her voice had dropped so low, I barely understood what she’d said.

“Why didn’t you come back?” I asked. “Did something happen?”

Dulcie stared at me. “Of course nothing happened. Whatever gave you that idea?”

“Mom, I guess. The way she talks about the lake, like it’s a scary place.” Suddenly embarrassed, I picked up the shell Dulcie had been looking at. “This is really pretty.”

“Let me see.” Emma reached for the shell, and I handed it to her. She held it as carefully as if it were made of glass and pressed it to her ear. “I hear the ocean,” she whispered.

Dulcie looked at me over Emma’s head. “Everything scares Claire,” she said. “Deep water. High places, low places. Inside, outside. Upside, downside.”

Even though I’d often thought the same thing, Dulcie’s tone of voice stung. Mom was lying in bed at home, sick, in pain, while I’d traveled all this way without her. “She can’t help it. She worries, that’s all.”

Dulcie shrugged. “To answer your question, I guess we didn’t come back because we got tired of coming here. For kids, there’s not a whole lot to do. We spent our summers traveling instead—Yellowstone, the Grand Canyon, Yosemite, Niagara Falls, the Canadian Rockies.” She laughed. “Dad did a lot of driving in those years.”

Emma picked up one of a pair of teddy bears sitting in a small rocking chair. “He looks just like Mr. Bear,” she said.

“He belonged to Claire,” Dulcie said. “And that’s just what she called him. Mr. Bear.”

“That’s the bear’s name in The Lonely Doll. Mr. Bear and Little Bear, the friends Edith wishes so hard for.” Emma hugged the bear. “If I wish hard enough, will a friend come?”

Dulcie leaned down to kiss Emma’s cheek. “Just wait till you start kindergarten in the fall. You’ll have so many friends, you won’t have to wish.” She smoothed her daughter’s silky hair back from her face, tucking it behind her ears.

“Does Mr. Bear belong to you now?” Emma asked me.

“You can have him,” I told her. “I think he likes you best of all.”

Emma grinned and hugged the bear. “And you can have the other one.”

“He was mine.” Dulcie picked up the bear, a sad companion to Mom’s. His fur was almost worn off, stuffing leaked from one paw, and he was missing an eye.

“Poor old thing,” Dulcie said. “Claire took good care of her toys, but I was rough on everything—toys, clothes, books. Even people.”

She sighed and gave the bear a hug. “His name is Rufus M., after the little boy in the Moffat Family books.” Dropping the bear on the foot of the bed, she stretched. “I guess it’s time to start dinner.”
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When Dulcie was gone, Emma sat on the bed and watched me put my things into the bureau drawers. “Is Aunt Claire mad at Mommy?” she asked. “Is that why she didn’t come down to see us before we left?”

I shook my head. “My mom gets awful headaches,” I told Emma. “They’re called migraines. When she has a really bad one, she stays in bed and doesn’t talk to anyone.”

“Poor Aunt Claire.” Emma stroked Mr. Bear’s fur. “I’ll make her a get-well card tomorrow. It’ll be from me and Mr. Bear. Would she like that?”

I grinned. “She’d love a card, especially from you.”

Emma looked at me thoughtfully. “Aunt Claire doesn’t like the lake, does she? She almost didn’t let you come with me and Mommy.”

I opened the casement window and leaned out to look at the water. The evening star hung low in the sky, kept company by a half-moon, but it was still light enough to make out the horizon, a dark line against the fading pink of the sunset.

“My mom’s scared of water,” I said. “I’ve never seen her go swimming. Not once. Even when she took me to the pool for lessons, she sat on the grass and watched me. All the other mothers were in the water with their kids. But not my mother.”

Beside me, Emma shuddered. “Maybe she thinks she’ll drown. She doesn’t want her bones to come out.”

I looked at her. “What are you talking about?”

“Bones are inside us, you and me and Mommy and everybody. When we die they come out, and then we’re ghosts.”

“Where did you get that idea?”

“I saw pictures in Mommy’s drawing books. She said they’re skeletons. We all have them inside—until we die, and then . . .” Emma hugged Mr. Bear. “He doesn’t have bones, just stuffing. And he’s not alive, so he can’t die. Or be a ghost.”

“There’s no such thing as ghosts.”

Emma turned her hands this way and that, as if observing the movement of the bones under her skin. “How do you know? Maybe you just haven’t seen one.”

“Don’t be a Silly Billy.” I forced myself to laugh. “Of course I haven’t seen a ghost. And neither have you.”

“I’ve seen one in my dreams.” Emma spoke so softly I had to lean down to hear her. “The ghost is very sad and lonely. She wants to go home, but she’s down deep, deep, deep in the water. She’s been there so long, she’s just bones. No one knows where she is.”

Emma’s whispery voice made my skin race with goose bumps. I pulled her small body close to mine and hugged her. Mr. Bear’s fur tickled my nose. “That’s very scary,” I told her, “but it’s just a bad dream. Everybody has them.”

Emma peered into my eyes. “Do you?”

I thought about “T.” I hadn’t dreamt about her for weeks—until last night. I must have been worried about coming to the lake, leaving Mom, all that. I hoped I wouldn’t dream about her now that I was actually here.

“Not very often,” I fibbed to keep from alarming Emma.

While we’d been talking, the room had darkened. Shadows gathered in the corners, and a cool breeze fluttered the curtains. Somewhere outside a bird cried once . . . twice . . . three times.

I took Emma’s hand and led her toward the stairs. “Let’s go see what your mom’s doing.”

In the brightly lit kitchen, Emma ran to Dulcie. “Mr. Bear wants dinner,” she said, waving him at her mother. “He’s hungry.”

Dulcie gave her a kiss. “It’s almost ready. Why don’t you and Ali set the table? The forks and knives and spoons are in that drawer.” She pointed to the cabinet by the sink, and Emma began counting out the utensils—four of each.

“There’s only three of us,” I said.

“You forgot Mr. Bear.” Emma sat the teddy in the extra chair and laid a fork, knife, and spoon in front of him.

I laughed a little louder than I’d meant to, in relief, I guess, that Mr. Bear was joining us . . . not the ghost from Emma’s dream.

Dulcie brought over a big yellow bowl of spaghetti and set it down in the middle of the table. “The sauce isn’t as good as my ex-mother-in-law’s,” she said, “but it’s not bad with plenty of parmesan sprinkled on top.”

She tucked a napkin around Emma’s neck and served us each a heaping portion.

“Don’t forget Mr. Bear,” Emma said. “He hasn’t had anything to eat for years and years and years.”

Dulcie put a small amount on a saucer and set it in front of the bear. “Eat up,” she told him. “I don’t like bears who waste food.”

After dinner, Dulcie lit a fire. Emma and I sprawled on the rug and roasted marshmallows. I let mine turn black on the outsides and sucked the gooey white insides into my mouth. “Yum.”

“Ugh,” said Emma. She liked hers barely toasted, but Dulcie burned hers even blacker than mine.

We washed the marshmallows down with hot chocolate, then lay still and watched the flames devour the logs. Our faces felt warm, but our feet were cold.

On the sofa, Dulcie sighed happily and stretched her long legs toward the fire. “I’d forgotten how chilly Maine gets at night,” she said. “We’ll need extra blankets. And cozy flannel jammies.”

Emma yawned and rubbed her eyes.

“Looks like someone’s ready for bed.” Dulcie scooped her up and gave her a hug. “Let’s go, sleepyhead.”

“You come, too.” Emma stretched her arms toward me. “And bring Mr. Bear. He’s scared of the dark.”

Carrying the bear, I followed Dulcie and Emma to the small room at the back of the cottage. As soon as Emma was ready for bed, she found The Lonely Doll and handed it to Dulcie. “Read this one.”

“But I read that book last night and the night before and the night before that—”

“It’s my favorite,” Emma insisted. She climbed into bed and tucked the bear under the covers beside her. “I bet Ali wants to hear it—don’t you?”

“Sure.” I stretched out on the bed beside Emma and listened to Dulcie begin the story.

After she’d read a few pages, Emma interrupted her. “It’s so dark outside my window. Why aren’t there any lights or any people? I don’t even hear any cars.”

“We’re out in the country now, Em, where it’s peaceful and quiet.”

“Will you pull down the shades so I don’t have to see the dark? Ghosts could be out there, watching me.”

Before Dulcie could move, I jumped up and shut out the night with a few yanks on the blinds. Emma was right. It was dark out there. Very dark. No lights anywhere. No sounds but the lapping of the lake against the shore and the wind in the treetops. The cottage was spooky at night, dark, full of shadows, not at all the way it was in the daytime.

“There,” I said. “Is that better?”

“I guess so.” Emma’s voice was low, almost a whisper. She held Mr. Bear tightly. “Read, Mommy.”

Dulcie read three Lonely Doll books, as well as The Cat in the Hat, The Cat in the Hat Comes Back, Horton Hatches the Egg, and The Owl and the Pussycat. But it was Goodnight Moon that finally lulled Emma to sleep.

Leaving a night-light glowing, Dulcie tiptoed out of the room, and I followed. She closed the door softly and leaned against it for a moment.

“Let’s hope Emma adjusts to nights in the wilderness quickly,” she said. “I could barely stay awake to read those books.”

She yawned and gave me a hug. “I’m beat from all that driving, Ali. I’m going to put out the fire and get into bed.”

More tired than I’d realized, I climbed the stairs to my room. Trying to ignore the darkness beyond the bedside lamp, I snuggled under Great-Grandmother’s quilt and opened To Kill a Mockingbird, number one on my school’s summer reading list. I’d seen the movie, but I’d never read the novel. Dad said the book was even better than the movie, but Mom said nothing could beat Gregory Peck as Atticus Finch.

My bed faced the casement windows, slightly open to the cool night air. Through the pine branches, I could see the moon, tipped into a crooked smile. Insects chirped, an owl hooted, the pines sighed in the breeze, and the lake washed against the shore.

With Rufus M. tucked in beside me, I tried to read, but after half an hour, I gave up. It wasn’t the book. I loved the story, and I loved the way Harper Lee wrote. I simply couldn’t stay awake another second.

I closed my eyes, expecting to fall asleep immediately. But the moon shone in my face. In the woods, the orchestra of insects chirped and thrummed and buzzed, louder and louder.

I found myself thinking of Mom and Dulcie, sharing this bed when they were younger than I was. Had they talked and giggled together? Or had they quarreled the way they did now?

I hugged Rufus. “If you could talk, you’d tell me,” I whispered to the old bear. “You were there.”

His glass eye glittered in the moonlight, giving him a slightly wicked look. But if the bear knew anything about those long-ago summers, he wasn’t telling. Like Mom and Dulcie, Rufus M. knew how to keep secrets.


6

It rained during the night. In the morning it was still coming down, darkening the lake to black and blurring the trees. The air smelled like wet earth and old leaves. A squirrel perched on the deck’s railing, his droopy tail wet and pitiful. A few sparrows hopped about here and there, looking almost as wretched as the squirrel.

After breakfast, Dulcie handed out umbrellas and led Emma and me down the steps to the dock. Flinging open the door of the small shingled building, she said, “My studio. Isn’t it marvelous?”

Large skylights let in the gray light of the rainy day. Blank canvases leaned against the walls, primed and ready to paint. A long table ran along the back wall, holding paints and brushes, stacks of drawing paper, and books. Above it, built-in shelves bulged with more art supplies and books.

A wood stove and a couch draped with a faded paisley print bedspread occupied one corner, along with a couple of well-worn easy chairs and the potter’s wheel Dulcie used to make bowls, mugs, and platters.

I breathed in the smells of paint, turpentine, and linseed oil mingled with lake water and damp, mossy woods. “It’s perfect,” I said. “I want one just like it!”

Dulcie smiled and pointed to an easel in the middle of the studio. “What do you think of my latest?”

I stared at the large oil, washed in shades of blues, greens, and grays, splashed with flashes of yellow and white. “It makes me think of water.”

Dulcie grinned. “It’s the first of a series based on the lake and its moods.” She turned to the window and stared at the water, dull and gray in the rain. “I want to capture the power in water and rocks and trees—capture it as it captures me.” She stood silently for a few moments, toying with a long strand of curly hair. Almost as an afterthought, she added, “Maybe I’ll manage to free myself.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant or even if she were talking to me, so I simply nodded.

“Mommy, can I show Ali my pictures?” Emma asked.

Without looking at either of us, Dulcie said, “Of course. Your folder’s on the table.”

Emma carefully untied the strings holding her folder closed and began spreading pictures on the table. “I made these in New York,” she explained, “and the moving truck brought them here, just like it brought Mommy’s paintings.”

I looked at the array of rainbows, birds, suns, and flowers, painted in bright reds, yellows, greens, and blues. In some, people with huge smiling faces and long stick arms and legs floated just above the ground. She’d printed her name in big sloppy letters across the top of every picture.

“These are great, Emma. I love the bright colors and all the happy people.”

“I’m going to be an artist when I grow up,” Emma said, “just like Mommy.”

“Me, too. We’ll all three be artists together.”

Emma clapped her hands. “And this will be where we paint—all three of us. And we’ll live together in the cottage. And we won’t be lonely.”

Dulcie had finally left the window and was now mixing paints on her palette. A new canvas faced her. As she lifted her brush to make the first splash of color, she turned to Emma and me. “Would you girls like to paint, too?”

Emma grabbed a box of tempera paints and handed it to me. “You open the jars,” she said, “and I’ll get the paper and the brushes.”

Soon all three of us were absorbed in painting. Rain pelted the skylights, the lake slapped the shore, the wind blew. Dulcie’s CD player was loaded with classical music, Bach and Mozart—or was it Haydn? Well, no matter who it was, the music was perfect, and so was the rain and the wind and the sound of the little waves.

I watched Dulcie wash her canvas with thin layers of color in grayed shades of blue and purple and green: a rainy day at the lake. I tried doing the same thing with the tempera paint, but my brush was too wet. The colors ran and pooled and wrinkled the paper.

“Look, Ali.” Emma held up a painting as blotchy and runny as mine, its colors mainly dark blues and blacks with a blob of white.

“Is that the lake on a rainy day?” I asked.

Emma looked at her painting. “Yes, but it’s got something else.” She pointed to the white blob. “This is a skeleton ghost. See? Here’s its head.”

Dulcie took the picture and looked at it intently. “What gave you the idea to paint a ghost in the water?”

Emma shrugged. “It’s something I dream about.” Her voice sank to a whisper. “Bones in the water, bones that come out and chase me.”

The studio was so quiet, I could hear raindrops splash against the skylights. A cold draft slipped under the door and wrapped around my ankles. I shivered.

Emma hugged Dulcie. “Don’t be mad, Mommy.”

Dulcie stared at Emma. “Why would I be mad?”

Emma stroked Dulcie’s sleeve. “I don’t know.”

Dulcie laid the picture on a stack of paper on the table and picked Emma up. “How about painting a rainbow and a smiling sun and a flower?” she asked. “Can you do that for me?”

“I already did lots of those, Mommy.” Emma picked up her pictures and sorted through them. “One rainbow, two rainbows, three rainbows,” she said. “And here’s you and me sitting under a rainbow, and here’s one flower, two flowers, four, five, seven flowers.”

Dulcie looked at them. “Very nice,” she said. “Much better than bones in the lake, don’t you think?”

“I guess.” Emma went to the window and looked out at the lake. “I wish the rain would go away.”

“Me, too.” I joined her and frowned at the dark clouds over the dark water. In the glass, I saw Dulcie’s reflection behind me. She was sitting at the table, staring at the ghost picture. The expression on her face made me uneasy.

 


That afternoon, I read to Emma until she fell asleep. While she was napping, Dulcie came in from the studio and made a pot of tea for us. We sat at the kitchen table, warm and snug and dry. Rain gurgled in the downspouts, poured from the eaves, and ran down the windowpanes in large drops.

“Emma has an amazing imagination,” I said.

“Sometimes I think she spends too much time alone,” Dulcie said slowly. “I wonder if it’s good for her.”

“I’m an only child, too,” I said. “It might be nice to have a brother or sister, but I’m perfectly happy the way things are.” Except for Mom, I thought. If only she was like you—never depressed, no headaches, full of energy, going places, doing things. I stopped myself, guilt stricken.

Dulcie opened a tin of fancy cookies and offered me one. They were thin and crisp, smelled lovely, and tasted even better. Given the opportunity, I could have eaten every one and not left a crumb.

“In New York, we live in a neighborhood with lots of artists but not many kids,” Dulcie went on, talking to me as if I was her age, her equal, not a little kid. “I’ve kept her at home because I can’t afford preschool.”

“She’ll be in kindergarten this fall, won’t she?”

Dulcie nodded. “Maybe she’ll make friends then.”

“Of course she will.” I took another cookie. “And this summer she’ll have me to play with.”

Dulcie smiled and patted my hand. “I’m so glad Claire decided to let you come.”

“She almost didn’t.”

Dulcie shrugged. “Your mom worries too much.”

“Has she always been like she is now?”

“Pretty much.” Dulcie sighed. “Our mom overprotected her—said she was ‘sensitive, delicate, sickly.’”

“Was she?”

“I don’t know. I was just a kid myself.” Dulcie peered into her teacup as if the answer might be there. “Every time we had a fight, it was my fault. I got blamed for everything.” She looked at me. “Sometimes I think Claire played it up to get attention.”

Shocked by Dulcie’s unkind words, I leapt to Mom’s defense. “She has horrible migraines, and she’s always feeling bad. Grandmother was probably right about her.”

“I know, I know. Believe me, I know.” With that, Dulcie gathered the empty teacups and carried them to the sink. “I have to get back to the studio. Please fix Emma a snack when she wakes up. Cookies and juice. Not too much, though, or she won’t want dinner.”

I jumped up and followed Dulcie to the door. “Are you mad at me? Did I say the wrong thing?”

She gave me a quick hug. “I had no business criticizing your mom. We’re just so different, you know? It’s hard for us to get along. Always has been.”

I watched Dulcie leave the cottage and pause at the top of the steps. She stood there for a few minutes, staring out across the lake. The rain had stopped, but the water was still dark under the gray sky. The wind tugged at her hair, pulling curly strands from her ponytail. She looked small against the churning clouds.

I went back to reading To Kill a Mockingbird. After a while, Emma came into the kitchen, still sleepy from her nap. I closed my book and fixed her a glass of juice and a couple of cookies. Outside the rain started falling again and the wind blew. I began to worry Mom had been right about the weather.

 


That night, Emma’s screams woke me from my own dream about “T” and the girls in the canoe. I sat straight up in bed, clutching the covers. Downstairs, Dulcie’s footsteps hurried to Emma’s room. I ran to the top of the stairs just in time to see her open Emma’s door.

“Emma, what’s wrong?” she asked.

“The bones came out of the lake,” Emma cried. “They’re going to get me!”

“It’s okay, sweetie, it’s okay.” Dulcie’s voice shook as if Emma’s dream had frightened her, too. “There aren’t any bones in the lake. You were dreaming.”

I leaned over the railing. “Is she all right?”

In the hall below, Dulcie hugged Emma tight. “She had a bad dream. A nightmare.”

Emma looked up at me, still frightened. “The bones came out,” she sobbed. “The bones came out.”

For a moment, I had a scary feeling that someone else was in the cottage—unseen, watching, waiting. I looked behind me, into the shadowy corners of my room. No one was there, but I couldn’t get rid of the feeling or the goose bumps on my arms.

Dulcie smiled up at me. “Everything’s all right, Ali. Go back to bed. You look cold.”

As Dulcie carried Emma to her room, I wished I could run down the steps and squeeze into the big double bed with them. But that would have been way too babyish. After Dulcie’s door closed, I went to my room and snuggled under Great-Grandmother’s quilt, shivering with cold.

In my head, Emma’s words repeated themselves like a song you can’t get out of your mind. “The bones came out, the bones came out, the bones came out.”

Without wanting to, I pictured skeletons wading out of the dark water and creeping toward the house, their bony arms outstretched. Outside, trees rustled in the breeze, and sticks snapped as if crushed under bony feet. Inside, the floors and steps creaked as if those same bony feet were tiptoeing through the house, upstairs and down, searching the rooms.

Holding Rufus tight, I curled into a ball and willed myself to sleep, but Emma’s little voice went on saying, “The bones came out, the bones came out.”
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The next morning, the lake was gray under heavy clouds. The pines were blurred by mist, but the rain had stopped, and the air smelled clean and fresh.

It was too chilly for swimming but not too cold for a walk along the shore. Emma and I each put on a sweatshirt and jeans, and strolled by the lake. The sandy beach turned to stones not long after we passed the boathouse. I was glad I’d taken Dulcie’s advice and worn sandals. If I’d gone barefoot, I’d have been hobbling along like an old lady.

While Emma ran ahead, I gathered stones. They were smooth and round, in shades of pale green, pink, gray, and black. I had an idea I might do something artistic with them, put them in ceramic bowls, maybe, and add driftwood and seagull feathers. I could make the bowls myself and sell my arrangements in gift shops. I’d learn how to throw clay on Dulcie’s pottery wheel, I’d mix glazes, I’d use the kiln behind the studio.

I was thinking so hard, I almost walked right past Emma. To my surprise, she was standing beside a stranger, a girl who appeared to be nine or ten years old but small for her age. Her hair was white blond, her eyes were the same gray as the lake, and her skin was a deep tan. Despite the chilly weather, she wore a faded blue bathing suit.

“This is Sissy,” Emma said. “I just met her, but she wants to be friends.”

Sissy looked at me slantwise, as if she were sizing me up. Would I be good to know? Was I nice? Was I bossy? I gave her the same look. There was something about her I disliked on sight—a sharpness in her eyes, a mean set to her mouth. She was the type who’d lie and get you in trouble.

“This is Ali,” Emma told Sissy. “She’s my cousin, and she’s staying here with Mommy and me. Mommy’s an artist, so Ali takes care of me while Mommy paints. She’s not a babysitter because I’m not a baby.”

Sissy continued to stare at me. “Where’s your mother?” she asked. Her voice was too high pitched to be easy on the ears.

“In Maryland,” I told her. “Where we live. She didn’t want to come.”

“Why not?” Sissy asked.

Something in her voice, a sassiness I didn’t like, annoyed me. “I don’t know what business it is of yours.” It was a huffy thing to say. Rude, even. But somehow it was her fault I’d said it.

Sissy shrugged, and her shoulder blades jutted out like wings. “I was just wondering. Since when is that a crime?”

Emma laughed uncertainly, not sure if Sissy was joking or not. “Aunt Claire doesn’t like the lake. That’s why she didn’t come.”

“Is she scared of
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