
Known Associates

The Kinfinder Genealogy Mysteries, Book Nine

Rosemary Gable




  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      KNOWN ASSOCIATES

    

    
      First edition. November 6, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Rosemary Gable.

    

    
    
      Written by Rosemary Gable.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Contents


	The Obituary Nobody Wrote

	Chapter 1: Ten Cents a Name

	Chapter 2: Provenance

	Chapter 3: Fair Warning

	Chapter 4: Raking Light

	Chapter 5: Care Of

	Chapter 6: Barn Fam

	Chapter 7: Consistory Business

	Chapter 8: Ashes

	Chapter 9: Persons of Interest

	Chapter 10: Minutes of the Society

	Chapter 11: Head of Household

	Chapter 12: Then & Now

	Chapter 13: The Bulletin Cabinet

	Chapter 14: Love and Affection

	Chapter 15: No. 48

	Chapter 16: Informant

	Chapter 17: Premiered

	Chapter 18: Ada, My Own

	Chapter 19: Small World

	Chapter 20: Next of Kin

	Chapter 21: Linens — Not for Sale

	Chapter 22: Not Geography

	Chapter 23: Unauthorized

	Chapter 24: Episode Sixty-One

	Chapter 25: Chain of Custody

	Chapter 26: Returned to the Society

	Chapter 27: The Typed List

	Chapter 28: The Girl in My Head

	Chapter 29: When the Lilacs Come

	Chapter 30: Known Associates

	Chapter 31: A Correction, in Black Ink

	Greta's Research Tip: Known Associates — Signature Quilts, Ladies' Aid Minutes, and the FAN Club

	Enjoyed the Book?

	The Kinfinder Genealogy Mysteries





The Obituary Nobody Wrote

HESTER VOSBURGH

1861 – 1931

Hester Vosburgh was born in 1861 in Kettle Kill, New York, the only daughter of Jacob Vosburgh, a carpenter, and his wife, Maria. She lived her whole life in the town and, as far as the records know, in one house, the narrow frame house her father built on Church Street within sound of the Old Dutch bell.

She taught at the District No. 3 schoolhouse on Brickyard Road and gave it up, as women then were expected to, to keep house for her father after her mother died in 1886. The state's special enumeration of 1892 finds them at home together, Jacob sixty-four and Hester thirty-one, with a little girl named Ada Keyser, five years old, most likely the child of a neighboring family boarded in the house.

She belonged to the Ladies' Aid Society of the Old Dutch Church for more than forty years. In 1893 she paid ten cents to have her name embroidered on the Society's signature quilt, then bought forty-one chances in its raffle and won it, which is a way of paying for a thing twice and taking it home once.

She never married and had no children. After her father's death in 1904 she lived on alone in the Church Street house.

She died at home on March 3, 1931, at seventy. The Clarion gave her only survivor as a nephew, Edwin Vosburgh, of Poughkeepsie. She is buried beside her parents in the Old Dutch churchyard, under a stone that gives her name and her dates and nothing else.

— Drafted by Greta Hollenbeck, Kinfinder Research, from what the records seemed to say


Chapter 1: Ten Cents a Name

At nine o'clock on Thursday morning the river was plated from shore to shore with pancake ice, gray rounds the size of card tables with their edges turned up like piecrust, all of them jostling politely north on what the tide table insisted was an ebb.

Across the landing, Pim Van Etten stood in the doorframe of his little white house with his thermos under one arm and a carpenter's pencil in his mitten, writing on the wood. That frame is penciled from sill to lintel with tides, one column a year, painted over every April. He wrote, looked at the river, consulted the tide table from his cardigan pocket, and wrote something else.

"Tide's a liar this morning," he called across the stones. "South wind's sitting on her. Table says low at eight-forty. Table's never been on a river."

I lifted my mug an inch. He lifted the thermos an inch. Out past the Kill mouth the Coast Guard had come through in the night with the icebreaker and left a long black lane of open water, and the cold was already working at it, stitching it shut from the edges in.

It was ten degrees. Dex, in the oatmeal sweater with the red stripe, had looked at the frosted step at seven, looked at me, and gone back to the ticket bench by the radiator. I had Rainey's Christmas scarf wound twice around my neck, the gray one with the band of mustard-yellow seed stitch, because the Ferry House was built to sell tickets to people who were leaving and has never seen the point of heat.

At two minutes past nine a Subaru came down Landing Road, slowly and the right way round, and parked square to the ferry shelter as though somebody would be checking. A woman got out, put one gloved hand flat on top of her hat, and came across the stones into the wind with her head down and a folder held against her coat like a breastplate.

The wind took the door out of her hand and gave it to me. I shut it behind her.

"Ms. Hollenbeck." She was a small, upright woman of seventy-four in a navy wool coat with every button done, and around her neck, worn the way another woman might wear pearls, hung a yellow cloth measuring tape, its brass ends lying neatly on her lapels. "Harriet Moss. I telephoned. I apologize for the wind."

I liked her before she had her gloves off. She took them off finger by finger and put them in her pocketbook, beside a second pair, white cotton, folded flat as a letter. Then she looked around the room the way some people read a menu: the eight frames on their eight nails above the counter, the microfilm reader under its cover, the nine-shelf white-oak bookcase on the land wall, the card drawer, the dog. Her eyes went last to Gussie's marble counter and traveled the length of it.

"Eighteen feet," she said.

"So I'm told."

"And a bit." She did not reach for the tape. "I taught home economics for thirty-four years, Ms. Hollenbeck. After the first ten you stop needing the tape and wear it out of loyalty."



She took her tea black. "Milk is for people who don't trust the tea," she said, and sat on the second stool with her pocketbook on her knees and opened the folder on the marble between us.

They were pages from an online catalog, printed at home on a printer she described, without rancor, as a former student who had never applied himself. Across the top of each ran the name CARRAWAY & SONS, AUCTIONEERS, HUDSON, NEW YORK, and beneath it WINTER AMERICANA SALE, SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 6. There were stoneware crocks with cobalt birds on them and a running-horse weathervane. Halfway down the fourth page was a photograph she had circled twice in pencil.

LOT 63. Hudson Valley album/signature quilt, c. 1893, thirty red-work signatures, inscribed top border L.A.S. — K.K.R.D.C. — 1893. Fine condition. Provenance: from a Germantown, Columbia County, farmhouse.

The photograph showed the quilt spread flat, shot from above. Thirty white squares, five across and six down, each with a name worked in red at its center inside a little stitched wreath. Red bands of sashing ran between them like streets on a town plan. Below the big picture the catalog had run a strip of close-ups, a row of thumbnails no larger than postage stamps, and Harriet had printed those too, larger, on a separate sheet. They had come out the color of weak cocoa.

"Turkey red," Harriet said. "The only red they had in those days that didn't run in the wash. It held. That's why you can still read them." She laid a finger, very lightly, beside the photograph, not on it. "Thirty women. They'd have paid to put their names on. A dime a name, usually, in the nineties. Sometimes a nickel. Ten cents a name, and the church got something it needed, and somebody kept the list."

"And L.A.S. is the Ladies' Aid Society," I said.

"That much I know. I've had eleven Ladies' Aid quilts through my hands." She tapped the air above the border. "It's the rest of it that's soup. I took the pages to the reference desk at the Rhinebeck library, and the young man there told me there was a woman in Kettle Kill who used to write obituaries and now reads dead people's handwriting for fun. He seemed to think that was a warning."

"It was a recommendation."

I put my reading glasses on and bent over the border.

There is a particular pleasure, and I have never found a respectable name for it, in watching a string of capital letters turn back into a place. It comes up from under the breastbone, like the first warm swallow of tea.

"K.K.," I said, "is Kettle Kill. It's us." I turned the page so she could see it the right way. "And R.D.C. is the Reformed Dutch Church. That's Old Dutch, at the top of Church Street. You can see the steeple from my step if you lean. Everybody in town calls it Old Dutch. But the board out front still says the Reformed Dutch Church of Kettle Kill, in gold leaf the consistory regilds whenever it can't agree on anything else."

Harriet sat very still.

"Ladies' Aid Society," I said. "Kettle Kill Reformed Dutch Church. Eighteen ninety-three." I took off my glasses. "Your thirty women are from about a quarter mile up the hill. My mother plays the organ there."

For a moment Harriet Moss did nothing at all, which I gathered was a great deal for her. Then she let out a breath she had been holding since Rhinebeck.

"Well," she said. "Isn't that something."



Four of the names in the big photograph were sharp enough to read through her printer's cocoa: Kortright, Kip, Terwilliger, Vosburgh. The others went soft at the edges and stayed there. I didn't try to make them out. You can talk yourself into anything at that resolution, as the internet proves daily with whole family trees.

But those four were town names. Kortright, Kip, Terwilliger: I could have told her who had brought what to the last three church suppers, and whose was the pie that went first. Vosburgh I couldn't put a pie to at all.

"Then here is what I want," Harriet said. She squared the pages with two taps on the marble. "If I get it on Saturday, I want all thirty of them found. Every one of those women, carried down to whoever is living now, so I can put the quilt up and put their people in front of it." She considered the word. "Thirty Women. That's what I'd call it. And I'd want to hang it in that church. In whatever room they sat in when they made it."

"The fellowship hall," I said. "Long tables and a coffee urn older than both of us. If they sewed it at the church, that's where."

"Then that's where." She said it the way people say amen, to close a matter rather than to start a conversation about it.

I asked her why. The reason a client gives in the first ten minutes is usually the one rehearsed in the car. Harriet didn't sound rehearsed.

"I collect orphans, Ms. Hollenbeck," she said. "I find their people when I can." She folded her hands on the pocketbook. "A quilt with names on it turns up at a sale, or in a shop in Hudson with a price tag pinned to it, and the names have nobody. So I buy it, and I look, and sometimes I find a granddaughter in Vermont who never knew her grandmother sewed. I've given back seven. I've kept two hundred and some because I couldn't find anyone, or the anyone didn't want it, which happens."

"Seven is a good number."

"It's a number." She looked down at the photograph. "My grandmother's church in Ohio made one, the year she was married. Her square was on it. It was sold off in 1962, when I was a girl, and nobody has ever seen it since." She said this without self-pity, the way you'd give the date of a frost. "So I give back the ones I can."

On the ticket bench Dex lifted his head. He studied her with the grave courtesy of a dog who has decided something, then got down, one long leg at a time, crossed the floor with his nails ticking, and leaned the whole of his weight against her knees.

Harriet looked down at him. She put out a hand and ran it once along his back, from the collar of his sweater to the end of it, the way you'd smooth a length of good wool across a cutting table.

"He hangs well," she said. "Long in the body, no pull across the shoulders. Whoever cut this dog cut him on the bias." She fingered the sweater's ribbing. "And whoever knit this blocked it properly. That's rarer."

"My mother," I said.

"Tell her I said so."

I have a habit, which I picked up on the obituary desk and have never managed to set down, of writing people's obituaries in my head while they are still very much alive and drinking my tea. It isn't morbid. It is only that after twenty-two years of composing the last paragraph of strangers, I like to know what the true one would be before I've earned it.

Harriet Moss, of Rhinebeck, taught home economics for thirty-four years and measured everything twice, including people, and found that most of them would do. She returned seven quilts to strangers without being asked, and she was still looking for the eighth.



We talked money the way two women who have both kept household accounts talk money: quickly, and without apologizing.

"Four thousand five hundred for the thirty lines," Harriet said. "Living descendants where there are any, and an honest word where there aren't. Fifteen hundred today." She already had the checkbook out. "Whether I win on Saturday or not. If I lose it, I'll still want to know who they were. I can't hang the quilt if someone else owns it. I can hang the names."

She wrote the check in a schoolteacher's hand, every letter closed, with a fountain pen that had never once blotted. I watched the numbers go down and felt my bank balance, somewhere in Kingston, sit up and take notice. The lease on the Ferry House comes due in March. Pim owns it, and Pim does not discuss anything but ice in February, which I had been grateful for all week without examining why.

"The preview's tomorrow," Harriet said. "One o'clock to half past four, at Carraway's on lower Columbia Street. The sale's Saturday at half past ten, and the quilt is sixty-three, so not before noon. I'd like you at both. I want you to look at it with me. I want you to stand next to me while I bid, so that I don't do anything a home economics teacher would be ashamed of."

"Such as?"

"Such as go higher than I've told myself." She put the cap back on her pen. "I've told myself ten. I mean it. Mostly."

She stood, buttoned every button on her coat again from the bottom up, drew on her gloves finger by finger, and looked once more at the frames above the counter. She didn't ask who they were. You don't, on a first visit.

"Thirty women," she said at the door, "who each got one line. Their name, in red, in a wreath, for a dime. It isn't much to go on."

"It's more than most of us get."

Every life deserves one true sentence. I've said it so often that Rainey mouths it along with me at the dinner table, not kindly. But I thought of it then, standing in the cold that came in around Harriet Moss, and of thirty women in 1893 who had each paid ten cents for one stitched line. It wasn't a sentence, exactly. It was a name, which is where every sentence starts.

The wind took the door again. Harriet put her hand on her hat and went out into it with her chin down, and the Subaru went back up Landing Road the right way round. Dex watched it go, then returned to the radiator, his work for the day done.



I made more tea and opened the Carraway catalog on my laptop at the counter.

On the screen the thumbnails were better than Harriet's cocoa, though not by much: thirty little white squares, each name a red scribble inside its wreath. Somebody at Carraway's had photographed them carefully, flat, under even light, the way you photograph a thing you mean to sell and not a thing you mean to understand.

I clicked through them in order. A name, a wreath, the fine running stitches of the quilting rippling out around it like rings on still water. Kortright. Kip. A few too faint to read. Terwilliger.

Square nineteen said Hester Vosburgh. Not Mrs., not Miss, only the two words, in a hand that wanted to be legible and was. I enlarged it until the red letters went to pieces, then backed off until they came together again.

Outside, the black lane in the ice had nearly closed. Pim had gone in. The tin parrot by the door said CHANGE.

In every other square the white quilting kept its distance from the name, a polite inch of plain muslin on every side. In square nineteen it didn't. Under the red, and around it, and pressing close beneath it, Hester Vosburgh's stitches were crowded with white, tight and small and thick as frost on a pane, as though she had paid her ten cents like everyone else and then gone on talking.


Chapter 2: Provenance

The Rip Van Winkle Bridge in February is a long gray argument between the wind and anyone who wants to cross it. The Volvo's heater, which works when it feels appreciated, had chosen this of all afternoons to feel neglected, and I crossed in my mittens above ice lying in broken plates all the way down to the Catskill flats.

Carraway & Sons sits at the low end of Columbia Street in Hudson, where the city gives up being charming and goes down to the tracks. It is a three-story brick carriage works from the 1880s, with tall arched openings on the ground floor long ago bricked down to windows, and on its side wall a ghost sign so faded that only the word CARRIAGES still argued for itself. Below it an Amtrak train went by toward Albany, and every window on the street shivered politely.

Harriet's Subaru was already there, a silver Outback with a quilt-guild sticker in the back window, parked square to the curb as though a teacher would be by with a ruler. She was standing on the steps in her navy coat with every button done.

"You're four minutes early," she said. "I approve. Gloves are in my pocketbook if you didn't bring your own."



Inside, the sale room smelled of furniture wax, coffee, and wet wool coats drying on the backs of folding chairs. The chairs stood in rows facing a raised rostrum with a lectern on it, and on the lectern, under a little glass dome as if it might otherwise get ideas, lay a worn wooden gavel. Along the walls the lots sat waiting on tables and easels, each with its white card: crocks with cobalt birds, a running-horse weathervane with a bullet hole in its flank that the card called "a period repair."

A woman in a gray cardigan came down the aisle toward us with her hands already out for our coats. She was forty-five or so, with dark hair twisted up and skewered with a pencil, a jeweler's loupe on a cord around her neck, and so many more pencils in her cardigan pockets that she bristled faintly, like a hedgehog in an office.

"Tamsin Royce. I catalogue." She glanced at Harriet's hands, which were already gloved in white cotton, and something in her face unbent. "Oh, good. Sixty-three is on the long table at the back. It's in fine condition, with minor fading to the sashing consistent with age. Please don't lean on it. People lean."

At a card table beside the rostrum, a young man in sneakers and a gray quarter-zip was taping cords to the floor. A laptop glowed in front of him, and a small camera on a tripod stared at the rostrum as if waiting for it to confess. His phone lay face up beside the laptop and lit every few seconds.

"Brendan," Tamsin said, by way of introduction and also, I thought, apology. "He does the online."

"Absentees are up," Brendan said, to the laptop. "Thirty-eight registered. If the feed holds."

"The feed will hold," said a voice from the back. "The feed always holds. It's the bidders who fall over."

Leo Carraway came out of his office.

The office was a small paneled room behind the sale room, and I saw it in the moment before he filled its doorway: a green-shaded lamp over a blotter, a typewriter asleep under a dust cover, and a gray four-drawer filing cabinet of the kind that outlives the companies that make them. The door stood open, held back by a cast-iron Scottie dog the size of a loaf of bread, black paint gone to bare iron on top of its head.

Leo patted it there as he came by, the way you'd touch the newel post in a house you grew up in, without looking and without thinking about it. I understood then why the paint had worn.

He was past sixty, compact and pink-cheeked, in a red bow tie with tiny white anchors on it and a tweed vest. His reading glasses were pushed up on his forehead, where they appeared to live.

"Mrs. Moss," he said, and took her gloved hand in both of his. "I'd know that tape across a parking lot. You bought the Mariner's Compass off me two springs ago, and then you wrote me a thank-you note. On paper. With a stamp." He turned to me. "Nobody writes to an auctioneer, ma'am. Except the tax man, and he doesn't say thank you."

"Greta Hollenbeck," Harriet said. "She's helping me."

"Then you're very welcome, Ms. Hollenbeck." He patted his vest pockets, frowned, and patted his jacket.

"Forehead," said Tamsin, without looking up from a lot card.

He found the glasses, put them on his nose, and beamed at me through them as if I'd done something clever. "Fifteen years she's been telling me where my glasses are. I'd be lost without her." He glanced toward the card table. "Brendan, the camera's crooked."

"The camera's level, Dad. I checked it."

"Your grandfather sold this building's contents to people who were standing in it."

"My grandfather," Brendan said, still to the laptop, "didn't have thirty-eight people bidding from their kitchens." He picked up his phone, read something, and set it down face down.

There was a little silence in the room, the kind that has been there before and knows where to sit. Leo's smile stayed exactly where it was, which is a skill. Tamsin wrote something on a lot card that I would bet did not need writing.

"Well," Leo said brightly. "Let me show you a quilt."



It lay on two padded tables pushed end to end at the back of the room, under a long run of fluorescent tubes that made everything look honest and slightly ill. The tables were not quite long enough. The bottom border was turned under at the far end, and the lower-left corner folded beneath it in a neat triangle, the way you'd turn down a bed in a good hotel.

Even so, it stopped me.

Thirty white muslin squares, five across and six down, each with a woman's name worked at its center in turkey red, inside a little wreath of red leaves. Red sashing ran between them like streets on a plan of a very orderly town. In person the reds were not one red but a dozen, faded unevenly, deeper where a fold had kept the light off for decades. Each name was in its own hand. Some women had worked their capitals large and sure; some had crept their letters close together as if apologizing for taking up muslin.

Across the top, in the same red: L.A.S. — K.K.R.D.C. — 1893.

I didn't say it aloud this time. Harriet looked at me, and I looked at the border, and that was enough.

"Thirty signatures," Leo said beside me, in the soft voice that auctioneers keep for the things they truly like. "Hand-stitched red work, hand quilted, eight or nine to the inch. No machine anywhere on her. Somebody kept this out of the sun for a very long time." He clasped his hands behind his back, as though to keep them from touching it. "Every object outlives its owner, Ms. Hollenbeck. My job is to introduce it to the next one."

Harriet had her measuring tape off her neck. She did not lay it on the quilt; she held it an inch above, like a dowser, and moved it along the edge. "Seventy-six across," she said. "Give or take a wash."

I found the fourth row and counted in from the left. One, two, three, four. Hester Vosburgh.

In the catalog thumbnail the white quilting around her name had looked crowded. In the flat light of the sale room it looked crowded still, denser and smaller than anything in the squares on either side, a thick white texture pressing up close under the red letters. Under those tubes it was only texture, a woman who had gone on quilting after everyone else had stopped. I looked at it for about as long as it takes to read this sentence.

Then the front door banged open on the wind, and a man's voice filled the room the way water fills a sink.



"Barn fam! Look where we are!"

He came up the aisle holding his phone out at arm's length and turning slowly, giving whoever was on the other end the whole room. He was a big man, soft through the middle, with a salt-and-pepper beard trimmed for the camera, red suspenders over a flannel shirt, and a canvas barn coat that had seen real barns. His cap was the color of a feed sack and said DUKE'S BARN across the front in red stitching. Through the front window I could see an old red International pickup double-parked on Columbia Street, with the same words painted on the door, its flashers going like a sincere apology.

"Carraway and Sons, Hudson, New York. Oldest gavel on the river, friends. And would you look at that." The phone swung toward us and the quilt. "That's my girl. Pulled this beauty out of a Germantown farmhouse attic last October, under a dressmaker's dummy and about a hundred pounds of Grit magazine. Thirty ladies, thirty names, every stitch by hand." He leaned toward the phone and lowered his voice, as if letting it in on something. "Everything's got a story, barn fam."

At the card table Brendan looked up from his laptop for the first time since we'd come in. "Four hundred thousand subscribers," he said, to nobody in particular, in the voice of a man reading a sports score he resented.

"Donnie, get that camera out of my sale room."

Leo said it without heat, the way you'd tell a dog to get off a sofa it has been getting onto for years.

The man lowered the phone and grinned at me as though we had known each other a long time and I would understand. "Leo's the only man alive who still calls me Donnie."

"Leo's the only man alive who knew you before you were worth filming," Leo said. "Turn it off. Mrs. Moss doesn't want to be on your program."

"Duke Rafferty." He tucked the phone into his coat and took off his cap to Harriet, then to me. His hands were a picker's hands, big and scarred, with a split thumbnail. "Thirty years I've been bringing this man the best stuff in two counties, and thirty years he's been sending half of it back."

"More than half."

"More than half," Duke agreed happily.

He saw Harriet standing, and before anybody else had thought of it he had a folding chair from the nearest row, opened with one hand and set beside her at the table's end. He didn't make anything of it. He only put it there.

"Ma'am. You look like you know what you're looking at, and I've been on my feet since five."

Harriet considered the chair, then sat. "Hand quilted," she said. "Eight to the inch in most of it. Ten in some squares. Somebody in that church could really sew, and somebody else was in a hurry."

Duke squatted down beside her chair so their eyes were level. "Now how do you tell that? Show me. Off camera," he added quickly, when her eyebrows went up. "I'm asking for me. I sell 'em. I never learned to read 'em."

So she showed him, with her measuring tape held above the muslin and one gloved finger pointing, and he listened the way people rarely listen to anyone in a sale room, with his whole face.

"Ten to the inch. Barn fam would eat that up. I won't use it," he said, before she could object. "But I'll be thinking about it all week." He stood, knees cracking. "If she goes home with you Saturday, she's going to the right house. I can tell."

"And you, boss?" he said to me. "You a collector?"

"Genealogist," I said. "I'm from across the river. Kettle Kill."

"Kettle Kill." He tried it out and shook his head with real regret. "Can't say I've heard of it. I'm Columbia County born and raised. I don't cross that bridge without a good reason and a full tank."

Most people in Hudson haven't heard of Kettle Kill, which suits Kettle Kill. I said so, and he laughed, a big easy laugh that made Tamsin smile at her lot cards.

The obituary came the way they always do, in one breath, before I could stop it.

Duke Rafferty, picker, of Columbia County, told four hundred thousand strangers that everything had a story, and was never once asked for his. He called every old thing she, could price a crock by the note it made when he flicked it, and was survived by a barn full of other people's grandmothers' belongings, each of which he would describe to you, at length, if you stood still.

He went off up the aisle to look at the weathervane, phone back in his hand, talking low to it.



Harriet stood. She folded her measuring tape and put it back around her neck, and then she asked the question she had driven up 9G to ask.

"Mr. Carraway. The catalog says Germantown. I'd like to know more than that, if you can tell me. A family name. Anything. If I'm going to find thirty women, I'd like to know where they've been."

"Germantown," Leo said smoothly. "A farm sale. Donnie has the details."

His eyes went to the border of the quilt, to the red letters across its top, and came away again.

"He'll talk your ear off about it, Mrs. Moss, if you let him," he went on, warm as ever. "Now, if you'll excuse me, a man from Millbrook wants me to swear on my father's gavel that the weathervane's bullet hole is from the Civil War. It's from a deer hunter in 1974." He patted Harriet's arm and went off up the aisle, and on his way past the office he touched the Scottie's iron head again without looking at it.



It was a little after four when we came out. The light had gone low and copper over the river, and the cold had got serious. Duke's pickup was gone.

Harriet stopped on the top step and buttoned her coat from the bottom up.

"I've told myself ten," she said. "Ten thousand. I mean it." She drew on her gloves. "Mostly."

"Do you think anyone else wants it?"

She didn't answer. She was looking past me, across Columbia Street, and I turned to see what at.

A white Range Rover was parked at the far curb with its engine running, clean in a way no car in Hudson is clean in February. Its license plate said LUXE.

I knew that plate. I knew whose studio sat over a candle shop in Rhinebeck, and whose clients paid to have their ancestors framed in gilt. And I knew that Sloane Everly did not drive to Hudson in February to look at crocks.


Chapter 3: Fair Warning

The coffee urn at Carraway & Sons stood on a card table just inside the front door, and by a quarter past ten on Saturday morning it had been drained twice and refilled by someone who believed coffee was a matter of volume. Under the table somebody had laid down flattened cardboard for the wet boots. The cardboard had given up.

Flurries had followed me over the bridge, the small, sideways kind that never commit to anything. Everyone who came in stamped a little of it off at the urn, and by half past ten the sale room smelled of wet wool, furniture wax, and coffee kept warm past its natural life.

Harriet had saved me a seat. She had chosen the fourth row on the aisle with the care of a woman choosing a pew: near enough for the rostrum to see her, far enough back to see everyone else. Her paddle lay across her knees, a square of white card on a stick with 114 printed on it in black. She had a thermos of black tea in her pocketbook. She looked at it, and then at the paper cup in my hand.

"You'll regret that," she said.

I regretted it by the second sip.

At ten-thirty exactly Leo Carraway climbed the rostrum in shirtsleeves rolled to the elbow and a green bow tie with small white ducks on it. His father's gavel stayed under its glass dome. He used his own, a plain maple one worn pale at the striking end, and brought it down once, lightly, like a man knocking on a door he knows will open.

"Good morning, Hudson. Good morning, Millbrook. And good morning to the forty-some of you at home in your kitchens, who my son assures me are there, and whom I choose to believe in." A ripple of laughter. At the card table beside him Brendan did not look up from the laptop. "Lot one. A pair of cobalt crocks, one with a bird that looks a little surprised. Who'll start me at a hundred? A hundred, now a quarter, do I hear a half—"

"Yes!" Tamsin, on the floor in her gray cardigan, pointed her pencil at a woman in the sixth row like a conductor bringing in the brass.

"—a half, three-quarters, Brendan, are your kitchens awake?"

"Online at one seventy-five."

"The internet has woken up and wants a crock."

It was a good voice. It went up and down the price like a hand along a banister, never stopping, never hurrying, and it made the room feel clever for being there. I have heard ministers with less command of a congregation. Tamsin worked the floor; Brendan read numbers off his screen in the flat voice of a man calling lottery results he had not played. Between them they sold the crocks, a dough box, and the running-horse weathervane, which went for a startling sum to the gentleman from Millbrook.

"Sold," Leo said warmly, "to the gentleman who knows his history better than I do."

The gentleman looked pleased. I don't think he heard what Leo had actually said, which is a skill auctioneers share with clergy.



I saw the camel coat around eleven.

It sat in the second row, and it had never in its life been near a barn. Its owner held her paddle face down on her lap like a hand of cards, and now and then bent her head to the phone at her ear.

Sloane Everly did not bid on crocks.

At twenty to twelve, while Leo coaxed a reluctant room toward a blanket chest, I took my cup back to the urn. Sloane arrived a moment after me, as if by coincidence, which with Sloane it never is.

"Greta." She looked into the urn. "Is it any good?"

"It's hot."

"That isn't what I asked." She filled a cup anyway, tasted it, and set it down with the air of a woman sending back a wine. "Tell me Mrs. Moss isn't here for sixty-three."

"Mrs. Moss doesn't tell me what she's bidding on. She tells me what she's measuring."

"And you're here for the coffee."

"I'm here for the women on it." Up on the rostrum Leo was asking the room whether it had any respect at all for joinery. "She'd like to find their families. All thirty."

Something crossed Sloane's face, quick as a cloud's shadow on a field, and was gone. "How generous of her."

"Who are you here for?"

"A client whose great-great-grandmother is on that quilt. That's all you get."

"Which square?"

She smiled, a real smile, which I have seen perhaps three times. "That was more than all you get." She picked up the coffee she had rejected, because a camel coat does not walk back to the second row empty-handed, and went.



At twelve-forty Leo said, "Lot sixty-three," and the room changed its posture.

Tamsin and a Saturday porter lifted the quilt high by its top edge, so that it hung down the front of the rostrum like a banner at a county fair. Across the top, facing us, the red letters ran their small procession: L.A.S. — K.K.R.D.C. — 1893. Beside me Harriet let out a breath she must have been holding since Thursday.

"A signature quilt," Leo said, his voice dropping into the tone he kept for things he truly liked. "Thirty names, eighteen ninety-three, turkey-red work in stitched wreaths. Hand quilted, eight and nine to the inch, and I'm told ten in places by a lady who would know." He did not look at Harriet. Everyone else did. "Who'll start me at two thousand dollars?"

"Online at two," Brendan said.

Harriet's paddle went up. She did not wave it. She held it up at shoulder height, perfectly still, the way she must have held up a hand at faculty meetings for thirty-four years, until someone called on her.

"Two and a quarter in the room, thank you, madam. Two and a half—"

"Online, two and a half."

"Two and three-quarters, three thousand—"

The paddle in the second row turned over.

It went up in calm steps, two hundred and fifty dollars at a time, with no drama in it at all, which was where the drama was. The kitchens dropped out at four thousand five hundred. After that it was the two of them. Sloane lifted her paddle about two inches without looking anywhere but at Leo. Harriet held hers at the shoulder until Leo took it, then brought it down to her knee and waited.

"Six thousand. Six and a quarter. Six and a half, against you, madam, in the fourth row. Thank you. Six and three-quarters—"

Leo slowed his chant as the numbers climbed, the way you slow on a hill you don't know. Tamsin did not let the quilt sag an inch.

"Eight thousand, in the second row. Eight and a quarter." Harriet's paddle. "Eight and a half?"

Sloane spoke into her phone, listened, and lifted the paddle two inches.

"Eight thousand five hundred in the second row. Eight and three-quarters, do I hear—"

Harriet's paddle was already up.

"Eight thousand seven hundred fifty in the fourth row, on the aisle. Against you, madam, in the second." Leo leaned toward the camel coat, kindly, as if offering his arm over a puddle. "Nine thousand? Nine?"

Sloane bent her head to the phone. The room waited. I could hear the radiator under the front window knock twice and think better of























































