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			PART ONE

			ROSANNE

		

	
		
			1

			SONOMA COUNTY, CALIFORNIA

			FEBRUARY 1939

			The chardonnay vines outside my open window are silent, but I still imagine the bursts of teal and lavender their summer rustlings always called to my mind. That sound had been my favorite, those colors the prettiest. The leafless stocks with their arms outstretched on cordon after cordon look like lines of dancers waiting for the music to start—for spring to set their performance in motion. Looking at them, I feel a deep sadness. It might be a long time before I see again these vines that had for so long been under my father’s care, or hear their leaves whisper, spilling the colors in my mind that belong to them alone.

			Perhaps I will never see this vineyard again.

			The Calverts won’t welcome a future visit from me. Celine Calvert has already made it clear that after today she is done with me. Done.

			For a moment the words if only flutter in my head, but I lean forward and pull the window shut. What is to be gained by wishing I could turn back the clock? If I had that power, I would have done it before now. I wouldn’t even be living with the Calverts if I had the ability to spin time backward. I’d still be living in the vinedresser’s cottage down the hill with my parents and little brother.

			The doorbell rings from beyond the bedroom. Shards of heather gray prick at the edges of my mind. I hear Celine cross the entry to open the front door and invite the visitor inside.

			Mrs. Grissom is here to take me away.

			It’s almost a year to the day since I first met Mrs. Grissom on the afternoon my whole world changed, just like it is changing now. On that day my father’s truck got stuck on the railroad tracks outside Santa Rosa. In one blinding instant, he and my little brother, Tommy, were snatched away from this life. The next, I was sitting in a ghostly white hospital room for the handful of minutes before my mother slipped away to join them.

			“Rosie…” Momma’s voice was threaded with the faintest colors of heaven as I sat in a cold metal chair next to her bed. She lay in a sea of bandages seeping crimson.

			“I’m here.” I laid my hand across her bruised fingers.

			“I am so…sorry…” Her voice sounded different from what I’d always known. Low and weak.

			Tears, hot and salty, slid down my cheeks and into my mouth.

			“Promise me…Be happy…for me…and be…careful.” She nodded as if to remind me of a past agreement between us. “Be careful, Rosanne. Promise…”

			“Momma, don’t.”

			“Promise…”

			A sob clawed its way out of my mouth as I spit out the words: “I promise.”

			“Love…you…”

			I don’t know if she heard me say I loved her, too.

			The moments after she left me seemed at the time made of the thinnest of tissue paper. I remember being allowed to sit with Momma after she’d passed. I remember being told my father and brother had been taken to the morgue straight from the crash and that I’d have to say good-bye to them in my heart.

			And then I was meeting Mrs. Grissom, a woman from the county who’d arrived at the hospital sometime during that stretch of shapeless minutes. She’d asked Celine—who had brought me to the hospital—if she knew of any next of kin who could take me in. There weren’t any. She’d asked if Celine would please consider speaking to Mr. Calvert about the two of them taking on the role of legal guardians for me since I’d lived the entirety of my sixteen years on their property anyway. The county had a terrible shortage of foster families willing to take older children, and the nearest orphanages were full. It wouldn’t have to be for forever. Just for the time being. And they had already raised their son, Wilson, so they had experience.

			The two women were speaking in the hallway, just outside the room where I sat with my mother’s body. I couldn’t see Celine’s face, but I could sense her hesitation.

			“Oh, I suppose,” Celine finally said. “I guess that makes sense. Truman and I do have that bedroom off the kitchen available. The poor thing can stay with us. At least for now.”

			And Eunice Grissom said she’d approve the emergency placement that very day so that I could return home with Celine, and the rest of the paperwork could follow.

			I’ve only seen Mrs. Grissom twice since then. Once two days after my family was laid to rest—Celine and Truman had paid for the arrangements and the simple headstones—and a few weeks later when she came by to let the Calverts know the temporary guardianship had been approved.

			And now Mrs. Grissom is here again.

			I hear her step farther into the house and closer to where I wait in the little room beyond the kitchen.

			“I’m so very sad and disappointed about all this,” Mrs. Grissom says. “And here I thought it had been going so well here for all of you.”

			“Yes. It’s very sad.” Celine’s voice is toneless. “Extremely disappointing.”

			“I’ve been asking a lot of questions on my end since your visit with me on Tuesday, and it seems everyone I’ve talked to agrees,” Mrs. Grissom says, “if what you’re saying is true.”

			“I assure you, it’s true.”

			“Well then,” Mrs. Grissom says. “We will leave this with those who can help her best.”

			“Yes,” Celine replies. “Wait right here. I’ll get her.”

			A home for unwed mothers, then. That’s where I’m headed, since apparently no one else will take me the way I am. Seventeen. Orphaned. Pregnant.

			At least it will be a home. At least it will be a place where this tiny life inside me will be protected. It scares me a little how much I am already starting to care for it. This child is the only family I have now. Surely some unwed mothers are allowed to keep their babies. Surely some do.

			The sound of a lock turning yanks me from this daydream, and the door to my bedroom opens. Celine stands at the doorframe, her gaze on me like arrows.

			“Mrs. Grissom is here for you,” she says, and then quickly turns from me.

			“Where is she taking me?”

			Celine doesn’t turn to me when she answers. Her voice looks an icy blue—like rock crystal. “Where you belong.”

			She walks away, back through the kitchen and dining room to the entryway, where Mrs. Grissom waits.

			I don’t reach for the bag I packed—Celine has already taken that—but instead for a sweater I placed on the bed next to a maid’s uniform that is no longer mine.

			Tears brim in my eyes as I move through the kitchen, and I think of Momma as she lay dying, whispering the words “Be happy, be careful.” I have failed her on both accounts.

			I walk to the tiled entry, where Mrs. Grissom stands with my travel bag by her feet. I see her gaze drop to the slight mound at my waist. She frowns and sighs. It’s true, then, the sigh seems to say. The orphan girl kindly taken in by the Calverts let a boy into her bed.

			“Come, then, Rosanne,” Mrs. Grissom says, shaking her head. “We’ve somewhere to be.”

			I know it’s pointless to apologize, but I turn to Celine anyway.

			“I’m sorry, Mrs. Calvert.”

			“Good-bye, Rosie,” she says flatly, her words heavy and gray.

			“Thank you for doing what you could for her, you and Mr. Calvert.” Mrs. Grissom hands Celine a piece of paper from the top of the clipboard she is carrying. No doubt the record of the Calverts’ relinquishment of me. “The county is grateful.”

			“Yes,” Celine says.

			I walk out to the passenger side of Mrs. Grissom’s Buick and place my travel bag on the back seat and then get in the front. Celine pulls her front door shut even before I am fully inside the car. Mrs. Grissom starts the engine, and as she eases slowly past the Calverts’ house, I reach with one hand for the necklace at my throat, feeling for my mother’s cloisonné pendant and the little key resting behind it. One is a tether to my past and the other to my future.

			I look longingly at the vines as we pass them on the gravel drive, rows and rows of them. I love all the colors of this place, and the chuffing of nearby tractors and the neighbor’s roosters and my father’s whistling. They’d always been such happy sounds, happy colors. Oh, how I will miss them.

			As we turn onto the road to Santa Rosa, I reach for my bag and lift it over the seat to make sure all that I put inside it is still there: the few items of clothing that still fit me, my worn copy of The Secret Garden, the photograph of me and Tommy and my parents, my cigar box full of my savings, the baking soda tin with the amaryllis bulb and the instructions on how to care for it…

			It’s all there except for the bundle of Helen Calvert’s letters inside the cigar box. My money is still inside it, but the letters from Truman’s sister are gone.

			Before I can even begin to mourn their loss, Mrs. Grissom asks me why of all things I have a dirty old turnip in my travel bag.

			I turn to stare at her. “You looked in my bag, too?”

			“We had to make sure you weren’t taking anything that wasn’t…” Her voice drifts off.

			“Mine?”

			“Safe.”

			“It’s not a turnip.” I turn back to the window. “It’s an amaryllis bulb.”

			“A what?”

			“An amaryllis. A flower bulb.”

			“But why do you have it?”

			I don’t want to explain why I have it. And I don’t feel like telling her the dirty little turnip is not what it looks like. It is more. It is something beautiful, hidden but there. Helen Calvert, who lives far across the sea, wrote words like those about the amaryllis bulb when she gave it to me. I’ve held on to them and the bulb because I’ve needed to believe they are true.

			“Because it’s mine,” I say. “And so were those letters I had in my bag.”

			“They weren’t addressed to you. Mrs. Calvert said they were hers and Mr. Calvert’s.”

			“Not all of them were. Some of them were mine. And they had given the others to me. Those letters were mine.”

			Mrs. Grissom is quiet for many long moments.

			“Care to tell me how you got into this mess?” she finally says, as though it doesn’t matter who the rightful owner of those letters is. We aren’t going back for them.

			“No.” I reach again to touch the little key hiding behind the pendant. I don’t care to tell her. I won’t.

			“Things would go easier if you told me the truth about…” She glances at the slight bump at my waist. “You know. How this happened.”

			“Would it change where you’re taking me?”

			“Well, no.”

			“It happened the usual way, Mrs. Grissom.”

			The county worker sighs, shakes her head, and turns her attention fully back to the road.

			I remove the tissue-thin paper of instructions on how to care for an amaryllis from within the baking soda tin—which Celine obviously missed when she went through my bag—and place the only letter from Helen left to me inside the cigar box where all the others had been. I return the bag to its place on the back seat.

			We drive into Santa Rosa, then through it, and then we pass over to rolling hillsides on its other side, blanketed with vineyards and scattered sycamore and bushy acacia trees.

			“Is it a nice place? Where you’re taking me?” I ask as we turn onto a road I have never been down before.

			Mrs. Grissom purses her lips before answering. “It’s a respected place for people who need help, Rosanne. You need help and that’s what’s important. I suppose in its own way it’s nice.”

			It will be something like a boardinghouse, I imagine, run by tsking older women who will look down on me in disapproval. I’ll be rooming with other fallen girls who have gotten themselves in trouble, and we will surely be reminded daily of our failure to make good choices. Why aren’t there places like that for fallen men, I wonder, where they are tsked and told every day that their recklessness has led to disaster?

			Mrs. Grissom slows and turns onto a sloping driveway. I see a high fence surrounding a multistory brick building with white trim and flanked by lawns just starting to come back to life after the winter. It looks like a school or college. On either side of the gated entry are two oak trees with limbs that reach well over the top of the fence. A sign etched in stone on the outside of the gate reads sonoma state home for the infirm. Below that in smaller letters are the words: caring for the mentally encumbered, the epileptic, the physically disabled, and the psychopathic delinquent.

			A cold burst of alarm surges in my chest. “Is this where we’re going?”

			“It is.” Mrs. Grissom doesn’t look my way as she stops in front of the closed gate. An attendant emerges from a small gatehouse.

			“This can’t be right, Mrs. Grissom. Didn’t you see the sign? This is some kind of hospital for…for sick people.”

			The smiling attendant comes around to the driver’s side and Mrs. Grissom rolls down her window.

			“Eunice Grissom with County Human Services. This is Rosanne Maras.”

			“Mrs. Grissom!” I shout. “This isn’t the right place. I’m not sick. I’m not…infirm.”

			Mrs. Grissom tightens her grip on the steering wheel and says nothing.

			“You can drive on up,” the attendant says. “They’re expecting her.”

			Expecting me? Expecting me?

			“No, wait!” I call out to him. But the attendant is opening the gate wide so that the car can pull through. I turn to Mrs. Grissom. “I am not staying at this place!”

			She begins to drive slowly forward. “You need to trust the people who have been charged with your care and well-being, Rosanne.”

			“But I’m not sick. I’m just…I just…” I place a hand on my tummy. “I made a mistake.”

			Mrs. Grissom says nothing but keeps her foot on the gas pedal, her hands on the steering wheel.

			She pulls up to a cement curb beside the building just as the large wooden front door opens and a woman in a dark blue dress steps out, along with a nurse in a starched uniform and a man dressed in white pants and a matching shirt. The man comes down the steps quickly, opens the back seat passenger door, and reaches for my travel bag.

			I swing around from the front and put my hand out to stop him. “I’m at the wrong place. I’m not staying here.” He pulls the bag from my reach and takes it anyway.

			The woman and the nurse have joined the man at the curb now, and the nurse takes the bag. The man returns to the car and opens the door where I am sitting.

			I instinctively move closer to Mrs. Grissom. “Tell them to give me my bag back. I’m not staying here.”

			“Rosanne, this is for your own good,” Mrs. Grissom says.

			The woman in blue bends to look into the car. “We have your room all ready for you, Miss Maras. It’s a nice room with a bed by the window.”

			“But I’m not sick! I’m not ‘infirm’ or ‘psycho…’ whatever that other word is.”

			The man starts to reach inside to pull me out. I scoot away from him, as close to Mrs. Grissom as I can be without climbing onto her lap.

			“Rosanne! You are making this far more difficult than it needs to be,” Mrs. Grissom scolds. Her words are hot with annoyance and peppered with flashes of topaz.

			The woman in the blue dress bends further to look me full in the face.

			“Miss Maras, we are all here to help you. Here to take care of you. Now, please come on out of the car, mmm?”

			My heart is thumping madly in my chest. I can feel my pulse in my ears like a beating drum. “I don’t need to be taken care of.”

			“Well, how about if you and Dr. Townsend have a little chat about that. Just a chat. You aren’t afraid to have a little chat, are you? If you aren’t one who needs our care, well then, we aren’t going to keep you. We couldn’t possibly. Our rooms are needed for the people who really do need our help. If you don’t belong here, I will see to it that you are on your way.”

			The pounding in my head begins to ease a bit. “You will?”

			“You have my word.”

			I turn to look at Mrs. Grissom, who nods toward the woman. “If I get a telephone call that you don’t belong here, I’ll come back for you myself. I promise.”

			“A telephone call? Why can’t you just wait here for me? You should just wait here for me.”

			Mrs. Grissom sighs. “Fine. I’ll wait here.”

			I stare at her until Mrs. Grissom turns the key and kills the car’s engine. Then I turn to stare at the man standing by the open door. “I don’t want him touching me.”

			“Norman won’t be obliged to help you inside if you just come out of the car on your own,” the woman says.

			I hesitate a moment and then scoot the rest of the way across the seat to step out.

			“Well then, that wasn’t so hard, was it?” the woman in blue says, smiling brightly.

			I want to tell the woman it was indeed hard. It was extremely hard to get out of Mrs. Grissom’s car and step into an enclosure with high fences and a locked gate.

			“And you promise after I talk with the doctor, I can come back out to the car?” I say instead.

			“Absolutely. If you aren’t in need of our care, I will bring you out myself. We don’t have the room here for people who don’t need us.”

			“And my bag?” I look at the nurse, who stands there with the travel bag in her hand. Her expression is unreadable. She looks…bored. As if she doesn’t care that everything of value to me—other than the chain around my neck—is in that bag.

			“If you will not be staying with us, your bag will be returned to you,” the woman says.

			“Why can’t I keep it with me now?”

			“Those are our rules, I’m afraid. Now then. I’m Mrs. Crockett. I am the matron here. Shall we go inside and have that chat?”

			I follow the two women up the steps. The man Mrs. Crockett called Norman is following close behind me. Pale blue dots hover at the back of my eyes at the sound of his footsteps. We step into the building and enter a lobby. A nurse at a reception desk looks up casually when we walk in and then immediately drops her gaze to the papers she is working on.

			Mrs. Crockett turns to her left and opens a door, and the rest of us follow her down a hallway with offices on either side. At the end of the hall is a set of double doors, one of which is open. Mrs. Crockett knocks once on it and then proceeds to enter.

			“Dr. Townsend, Rosanne Maras is here,” she says.

			This room is nicer than the reception area. There are shelves lined with books, and certificates and paintings hang on the wall. Behind the large wooden desk sits a man in a white coat. His hair is slicked back, and his hairline, just beginning to recede, is salted with tiny flecks of gray. On his desk are files and papers, a crystal paperweight of a running horse, and a photo of him with people who must be his family. Everyone in the photo is smiling.

			“Miss Maras, please.” The doctor motions to one of two armchairs in front of his desk. Mrs. Crockett takes the other chair. As I sit down, I look over my shoulder to see that the nurse, with my travel bag on her lap, has taken a straight-backed chair by the door. Norman stands on the other side of the door with his arms crossed loosely in front of his chest.

			“I’m Dr. Townsend,” the doctor says in a friendly but authoritative voice. “And may I call you Rosanne? Or…” He picks up a piece of paper in front of him. “Rosie? Is that the name you prefer to go by?”

			“Rosie is fine,” I say, wishing with all my might I could see what else is on that paper he is looking at.

			“Rosie here believes a mistake has been made.” Mrs. Crockett’s words are tinged ever so slightly with false sympathy.

			“Is that so?”

			“I’m not sick,” I say. “I’m not infirm. I’m not any of the things on your sign.”

			“But you are with child, unmarried, without a home or employment, and only seventeen?” the doctor asks.

			“Being with child doesn’t mean you’re sick.”

			“True, true,” Dr. Townsend says, nodding. “But not every illness is characterized by a cough or a fever. There are all kinds of reasons to need the care of doctors and nurses. Let’s see if you need our help, shall we? First, can you tell me who the father of your child is?”

			He doesn’t say it in a threatening way. His pen is poised over the piece of paper to supply the name as if it means nothing, is of no consequence. Just a name on a line on a hospital form.

			“It doesn’t matter who the father is. It was a mistake. I’d had wine for the first time and I wasn’t…I didn’t…it was a mistake.”

			“But you do know who the father is?”

			I see pulsing brown obelisks cast by the doctor’s voice. But there is another voice from before echoing in my mind, too. “You’re going to need the money, Rosie,” this other voice is saying. “You know you will. I can take care of that. But you need to do this one thing…” I can feel the key resting against my breastbone.

			“Rosie?” Dr. Townsend says.

			“Maybe. Yes. No! I don’t know. It doesn’t matter.”

			“So it wasn’t just one person, then? You’ve been with several men?”

			My face heats with blazing shame. “I’m saying it doesn’t matter who it is! He doesn’t love me and I don’t love him. It was just a mistake.”

			The doctor stares at me as though he does not believe me. He doesn’t believe that I’ve been with only one man and only once. What lies has Celine told Mrs. Grissom about me? What has Mrs. Grissom told Dr. Townsend? I need to get out of here.

			“I would like to go now,” I say.

			“We’ve a few more things to discuss.” Dr. Townsend looks at the piece of paper again. “I’d like to talk to you about these visions of yours.”

			My heart seems to thud to a stop in my chest. “What?”

			“The woman who has been responsible for you, Mrs. Calvert? She reported to Mrs. Grissom that you believe you see colors and shapes no one else can see. I’d like to hear more about that.”

			The room seems to close in around me with the crushing weight of disbelief. How can this man know this? How does Celine know?

			“Rosie? Did you hear me? I said I’d like to hear more,” the doctor says.

			“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” My voice sounds thin and weak in my ears.

			“You didn’t tell Mr. Truman Calvert and the Calverts’ son about these colors and shapes that you see?”

			“I never said anything to Wilson!” Not that I can remember, anyway.

			“But you did tell Mr. Calvert you can see invisible colors and shapes when you hear sounds, yes? And you told him that numbers and names and places all have assigned colors that you see in your head? Mrs. Calvert said you told him this.”

			The breath in my lungs tapers away as if all the oxygen in the room has been sucked out of it. Truman told Celine what I shared with him in confidence. He told her! Why? Why did he do that? I told him no one was supposed to know. Especially not Celine. Unless it was Wilson he told, despite my request, to clear things up. Yes, yes. I could see Wilson sharing with his mother what Truman had to have told him. I hear again my mother’s voice as she lay dying telling me to be careful. Be careful. But I hadn’t been. I’d been stupid. Twice.

			I want to remain calm. It seems important that I remain calm in this place. I breathe in deeply and exhale.

			“I was just kidding,” I say.

			“Just kidding?”

			I close my eyes. Why is this happening? Why? I want my mother. I want wings to fly away. Far, far away.

			“Rosie?” Dr. Townsend says gently.

			“It’s just a little game I play,” I whisper, eyes still closed. “That’s all. It’s nothing. Just a game.”

			“Why would you play a game like that?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“It’s a very odd game to play, and for no reason that seems to be to your benefit,” he continues. “I’d like to be able to help you, Rosie. But you will need to be honest with me. No more lies.”

			I open my eyes to look at him. Ready tears are blurring my vision. “I can’t.”

			“Why can’t you?”

			“You won’t understand.” Two tears spill down my face, impossible to stop. “Nobody does.”

			“I think you’ll find that I understand a great deal about what a person can see and hear that no one else can. Don’t you think you owe it to the child to get the help you need?”

			“The child?”

			“Yes.”

			My child. My baby…Oh God! What would they do with a baby in a place like this? I have to get out of here.

			“I’d like to go now, please.” I flick the tears away.

			“That wouldn’t be wise, and it wouldn’t be humane to let you go in the condition you are in,” Dr. Townsend says calmly. “You have no family, correct? No aunts or uncles or grandparents?”

			It’s true that I have no relatives in California. My parents immigrated to the United States from Eastern Europe as children and my grandparents have long since died. Momma was an only child and Daddy had only one sibling—an estranged brother I’ve never met. I know there are some distant Marasz relatives—that being the family name before immigration officials removed the z—still living in Poland, but I’ve no idea who they are or how to reach them. “No, but—”

			“I couldn’t possibly turn you out into a world where there is no one to help you. As an orphan and a minor, you fall under the county’s care, and the county has given you to me. You are my responsibility.”

			“I’d like to go just the same.” I stand, and at once Norman is at my side with his hand on my arm, his grip tight. The crushing fear from before slams into me.

			“When you are well and ready to be on your own, you will be released, I assure you,” the doctor says. “But not a minute before.”

			“Let me go. Let me go!” I squirm and Norman quickly puts both arms round my torso. The nurse stands, drops my travel bag, and rushes to help him hold me fast.

			“Mrs. Crockett, do you have the hypodermic?” Dr. Townsend asks.

			“I do, Doctor.”

			I scream for my mother as the needle pierces my skin.

		

	
		
			2

			Before…

			FEBRUARY 1938

			I had seen the little room just off the Calverts’ kitchen plenty of times; on all those occasions I’d been called up to the big house to help with dinner parties and holidays. There was a bedstead and bureau of hardwood, curtains trimmed in eyelet, and a chenille bedcover in a pattern of cabbage roses. It had been the Calverts’ housekeeper’s bedroom, but that woman, Flora, whom Celine had often complained to and about, had been let go the week before, and Celine hadn’t yet found her replacement.

			As she and I traveled home from the hospital the day of the accident, Celine told me she had decided on a plan to address both her pressing need and mine.

			“So I know you’re probably not thinking about what you’re going to do to get on with life now and all of that,” Celine began, “but the truth is, you’ve been tossed into a situation where you’re going to have to start making decisions for yourself. I know all about that. You hadn’t been born yet when my parents died, so you probably don’t know there was a time when I had to take on the running of the vineyard all by myself. I couldn’t stop to feel sorry for myself, because there was so much work to do and I had to do it.”

			Though my thoughts were still a throbbing tangle of fear and anger and sorrow, I remembered having overheard at a dinner party once that Celine married Truman Calvert when her father, Bernard Rosseau, was still living. Mr. Rosseau had died of a heart attack three years later, when Celine was twenty-five. She hadn’t been forced to manage Rosseau Vineyard all by herself; she had a husband. But I looked out at the passing countryside and said nothing.

			“I found that work helped me move on from grief,” Celine went on. “Trust me. The last thing you’re going to want to do is lie on your bed and cry day after day. I know what I’m talking about here. If you want to keep working in the vineyard, I won’t stop you, but I think you should work at the big house. You’ve worked in my kitchen often enough to know how I like things, and I know your mother relied on you to keep house in the cottage when she was out in the vineyard. She often told me what a good cook you are, so if you’d like to give that a try, we can do that. Unless you want to go back to school.”

			I had convinced my parents to let me quit school four months earlier—on my sixteenth birthday—so that I could work alongside my father instead. Many farmers’ children stop schooling at sixteen, I’d told them, and I wasn’t suited for school anyway. The colors in my mind were always fighting for my attention, and there were so many sounds at school. Too many. It had been so hard to concentrate. I loved to read, and I was fond of history and geography, but math, because of those numbers and all the colors that went with them, was impossible. And my classmates thought I was strange, even though I’d obeyed my parents’ command from years earlier to tell no one what I saw in this big world of sound. “Other people don’t see the colors that you do,” my parents had said, although Momma had told me once that a dead great-aunt had been able to see them. People wouldn’t understand. People would think something was wrong with me. I’d kept the colors to myself the best I could, pretending all the time that I never saw anything out of the ordinary. But my classmates remembered the few times I’d slipped. They whispered about me. So did my teachers.

			In the end, it hadn’t taken much convincing. Daddy and Momma didn’t like the colors, but they liked less that I was unhappy. And I’d already been helping in the vineyard since I was little. I knew everything about the vines. I loved them. They were home to me. And I had promised my parents and kept the promise to continue making bicycle trips to the library in Santa Rosa to borrow books. I’d assured them I wouldn’t stop learning. Books would teach me.

			“I don’t want to go back to school,” I told Celine.

			“I don’t blame you. You’re going to need to make a way for yourself in this world. You work for me and I’ll see to it that you get good experience as a domestic, and I’ll write you a nice letter of recommendation when the time comes for you to move on. You’ll get far better experience working for me at the house than toiling away at the vines. And you’ll certainly enjoy it more.”

			I didn’t think Celine was right about that. I had grown up chasing a giggling Tommy through the rows, and clipping the bunches of sweet fruit at harvest, and pruning back the branches in the winter to make way for the next year’s grapes. The last echoes of my life with my parents and little brother were in those vines.

			And yet it wouldn’t be the same working for another vinedresser.

			“What do you think? Shall we tell Mr. Calvert that’s what we’ve decided to do?” Celine asked.

			I said yes.

			“Good.” Celine seemed happy with herself for having so quickly come up with a plan that benefited everyone. “There is a retired chef I’ve been wanting to hire for quite a while, but he doesn’t clean houses and he only wants to come a few hours a day. I’ll see if I can hire him for the evening meals. You can handle the rest, can’t you? I’ll call him when we get home.”

			When we arrived back at the vineyard, Truman seemed genuinely sad for me and suggested to Celine that I be given a couple of days at the cottage to adjust and mourn, and that after my family was laid to rest perhaps then I could join them at the big house. Even though I wasn’t sure I wanted to sleep in the cottage by myself, I’d been surprised at his kindness. I didn’t know Truman well. Even though I’d been born at Rosseau Vineyard, it was always Celine who would come down to the cottage to speak with my father or who called me up to the big house to help in the kitchen with parties. Truman spent all his time in the tasting and barrel room, a tall, wide stone-and-timbered structure built into a hillside. But Celine said it was a terrible idea for me to be alone in the cottage after having just lost everybody I loved.

			“Rosie is our responsibility now, Truman. We can’t go around making careless decisions,” she said.

			So I spent the first night as the Calverts’ ward in my new bedroom—the maid’s bedroom. I lay awake that night for a long time, numb with grief and disbelief. The sounds in the big house in the midnight hours were new and different. Subtle. Strange. And so were the colors that accompanied them. I kept replaying in my head the policeman coming to the big house, the sound of his car’s tires crunching on the sloping gravel drive and creating pinpricks of orange. And me, hanging laundry on the line outside the cottage, watching as he rang Celine and Truman’s doorbell. I saw over and over the policeman talking to Celine on the porch and the slow way she swiveled her head to look at me at the bottom of the little hill as I wondered why a policeman was talking to her.

			I fell asleep wishing I’d been in the truck with my family.

			The following day, Celine and Truman helped me take what I wanted out of the cottage so that it could be prepared for a new head vinedresser. Momma’s chipped china and faded tablecloths had still looked so beautiful before, but now everything in the cottage looked old and dull. I asked that the household goods be given away to the migrant farm camp in the next town over, and I took only my clothes, the cloisonné necklace that Daddy had given Momma for their tenth wedding anniversary, my cigar box of loose coins and Helen Calvert’s letters, and my bicycle. A book. The following day, at a graveside service attended by the other employees of the vineyard, the caskets containing my family were lowered into the ground at the local cemetery.

			On the day after that, I began my new life as the Calverts’ maid.

			I was now in charge of preparing and laying out the Calverts’ breakfast every morning according to a menu Celine would select each week. The Calverts would see to their own midday meal, and the hired chef would prepare the last meal of the day, which I would serve and then clean up afterward. I was in charge of putting away Mrs. Calvert’s grocery order every week as well as seeing to the housekeeping of all the other rooms in the house.

			“The average pay for a maid is ten dollars a week, but because you’re just starting out and all your physical needs are already being met, let’s make it five so that you have room to grow,” Celine said as she and I sat at the kitchen table the day after the funeral and went over my duties. I would have free use of the telephone for local calls and would have Sundays off and every other Saturday afternoon and evening.

			And there were to be no gentlemen callers at the house. Ever.

			I blushed crimson at this.

			“That was the biggest problem with Flora, you know,” Celine added.

			“But I’m not…”

			“You’re young and quite pretty, that’s what you are. I’m not only giving you a direct order, I am also giving you good advice. Don’t make the mistakes Flora made. Staying out all night and sleeping past the breakfast hour and even sneaking men into her room. I won’t abide that kind of behavior. And neither would any other employer.”

			“Of…of course not.” The idea of sneaking a young man into my bedroom was absurd. I hadn’t so much as even been kissed. I’d imagined it. Lots of times. I had even practiced on my bed pillow in the dark after having overheard girls in town giggling about stolen kisses from boys who had wanted more than just kisses. But no boy had ever taken any interest in me. And my heart was shattered from the loss of my family. It was unthinkable.

			“So we’re clear on that?” Celine said.

			“Yes, Mrs. Calvert.”

			“Good. Now. Do you want to eat with us in the dining room or take your meals on your own? It’s up to you. But I’ll just tell you that when you work for a family as a domestic, they will not expect you to sit with them. That’s not how it’s done. And I’m trying to do my best to prepare you for your life ahead, you know. Someone has to.”

			“I’ll…take them on my own.”

			With that, Celine stood up from the table and said she was actually looking forward to having me in the house now that she had given it some thought and everything was settled. It would almost be like having a daughter, something she’d always wanted and never had.

			These details finished, I went into my bedroom to change. On the bed was a black dress with a white collar and matching white apron. I closed the door, took off my cotton blouse and twill skirt, and put on the dress.

			I didn’t know how I felt about the uniform, although it was made well and smelled nice. I turned to face the mirror above the bureau and stared at my reflection. The dress made me look older, but I did not feel older. It made me look as if I belonged there, but I didn’t feel like I did.

			Celine had said a moment earlier that I was pretty. I cocked my head and studied the girl I saw in the glass. I saw my father’s wavy brown hair, my mother’s sea blue eyes. Momma’s slightly full lips and Daddy’s slender nose. A thin waist, arms strong yet slender. My breasts filled out the dress in a way that seemed normal and rather average. Not too big, not too small. Did all that make me pretty? I didn’t feel ugly, but was I pretty? I wasn’t sure.

			Then, from beyond the closed door, I heard the faint sounds of music. Celine had put on a record and the song was floating on the air toward my bedroom. Bing Crosby’s “Remember Me?”

			The music crept in under the door and filled my mind with tiny orange and yellow spirals.
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			FEBRUARY 1939

			I awaken to the sensation of being underwater.

			My first thought as consciousness starts to return is that I have forgotten how to swim and am drowning, yet it doesn’t hurt like I’ve always believed drowning would. It is strangely painless…

			As I become more awake, the liquid sensation is replaced by that of fabric. A sheet and blanket enclose my body, not water. The material smells of bleach. I am also aware that I have just woken from a terrible nightmare. I can’t remember now why the dream was so frightening, and yet I feel a desperate need to awaken completely so that I won’t fall back asleep and return to it.

			It is so hard to open my eyes. So hard.

			As I lie half in and half out of wakefulness, I slowly recall that Mrs. Grissom was in my dream. And a woman in a blue dress and a man in white named Norman. I remember there was a doctor. Dr. Townsend.

			Wait. Those other people are real.

			I did not dream them. They are real.

			I force my eyes open.

			I am lying on a bed in a dimly lit room. Above me is one long, narrow window high up on the wall, big enough for perhaps only a cat to get through if the panes could be opened. It does not appear that they could be. A pale light shines through the cloudy glass. There is nothing else in the room but the bed I am lying on. I want to throw back the covers, but I can only push them slowly off of my body. The dress I had on earlier is gone, and I am now wearing a stiff cotton shift I don’t recognize. Someone took my clothes off. Someone saw and touched my body to slide me into this nightgown-like thing I now wear. Someone put different underpants on me. Someone saw my naked body. I raise an unsteady hand to my throat. My mother’s necklace is gone, too. And the little key.

			With effort I swing my legs over the side of the bed and get to my feet. A wave of dizziness nearly sends me back onto the mattress, but I steel myself as I wait for it to fade. When it does, I stagger over to the door, grasping the knob with difficulty. The doorknob will not turn. I am locked in.

			Fear floods me as I draw back my hand and then land a weak thud on the door. I bang it again.

			“Please, somebody!” I call out, my voice sounding as if my mouth is full of gelatin. “Somebody! Let me out. Please, let me out!”

			I keep pounding, and soon a covering over a small window in the door slides open. A nurse stands on the other side. All I can see of the woman are her eyes, nose, and part of her white hat.

			“Please let me out,” I say.

			“Everyone is looking forward to you coming out of that room, Rosie,” the nurse replies. “But that depends on you, not me. If you’re going to fight me or try to hurt me or anyone else, you’re going to need to stay in this room.”

			Hurt her?

			“I just want out.”

			“Are you ready to go upstairs and settle in?”

			“I’m…I’m not supposed to be at this place.”

			“But you are at this place,” the nurse says. “And you’ll be staying here until you are well again, so unless you are ready to let us help you, you’ll need to stay in that room. It’s really up to you whether or not I open the door.”

			“All right,” I say in a less-than-convincing tone.

			“I want your word, now,” the nurse says sternly. “I want to hear you say you are ready to let us help you get well, and I want you to mean it.”

			I think this through quickly. The needle in the doctor’s office put me to sleep and into this room. These people have my things. My bag. My clothes. And they have keys. They have power over me. I will have to do whatever they say until I can find a way to leave. Somehow I must find a way out of this place. But until then I will have to pretend, and lucky for me, I already know how to do that. I pretend every day that I don’t see the colors.

			I can’t fight back like I did in the doctor’s office.

			“I’m ready to let you help me get well,” I say.

			“And I have your word?” The nurse sounds like a parent correcting an unruly child.

			“Yes.”

			I hear the sound of a key in the lock, see the handle turn, watch the door open.

			This nurse is different from the one who took my travel bag. She is older than that first nurse and larger, almost as tall as a man. She looks strong.

			“Now then,” the woman says. “I’m Nurse Tipton.” She steps aside so that I can exit the room. We stand in a long hallway with doors on either side. The linoleum is cracked in places and there isn’t so much as a framed photograph on the walls. From far down the hall I hear a woman scream. A scattering of reddish confetti accompanies it. Nurse Tipton doesn’t even look in the direction of the outburst.

			“Are you sure you’re able to walk?” the nurse says. “You look a little woozy still.”

			“I’m…I can walk.”

			“Shall we?” The nurse starts down the hall toward a workstation enclosed in reinforced glass. Beyond it is a closed door.

			I hold on to the wall with one hand as we walk, feeling balance and control of my movements return with every step.

			“Nurse Tipton,” I say after we pass a couple of doors with the same cutout windows mine had—all closed. My voice sounds less mushy in my ears. “Where are my clothes? Where’s my bag?”

			“You don’t need to worry about either. We’ve taken care of everything.”

			“I’m not worried. I just want to know where they are.” I attempt to walk without the aid of the wall and find that I can.

			“Your things have been taken to a safe place to be kept until you’re well and ready to leave us.”

			“But I need my clothes.”

			“The residents all wear clothing we provide. And you won’t be wearing your own clothes much longer anyway, will you?” There is a slightly judgmental tone to her words.

			I feel my face warm, but I push the shame aside. “Where’s my necklace? It means a lot to me.” My mother’s cloisonné pendant—and the little key that shares its chain—are my only hope of survival now.

			“Your necklace is actually safer where it is, right inside your bag,” the nurse says matter-of-factly. “Sometimes things get taken from rooms. We don’t condone it. But it happens. Other residents have been known to take things that don’t belong to them.”

			If I am to escape this place, I must have my bag. I need that key. I must know where it is.

			“So my bag is in a place no one can get to?” I ask.

			“There’s a locked closet in the administration wing for residents’ personal belongings. Residents aren’t even allowed in the administration wing.”

			“The administration wing?”

			“That’s where you went when you arrived.”

			I will have to find a way to get inside that closet. Somehow, I must. I have to. “All right,” I say. “But the amaryllis bulb needs to be kept in a cool, dark place. Is it cool and dark in there?”

			“So that’s what that was!” the nurse says as we arrive at the nurses’ station. “I’m afraid that’s been tossed.”

			I stop just short of the station. “What do you mean it’s been tossed?”

			Nurse Tipton taps on the glass to get the attention of another nurse inside, who stands in front of a wheeled tray filling little medicine cups. “I need to sign Miss Maras out,” she says.

			“What do you mean it’s been tossed?” I ask again, struggling to repeat myself calmly.

			Nurse Tipton turns to face me. “It looked like something that needed to be thrown out, so…it was thrown out.” She turns back around and takes a clipboard from the other nurse through an opening in the glass and starts writing on it.

			“But it’s not trash,” I reply with forced composure. “It’s an amaryllis bulb and it’s mine.”

			Nurse Tipton glances at me as she slides the clipboard back through the opening. “Well, sorry, but like I said. It’s been thrown out.”

			“But surely we could take it out of the trash. I only just got here.”

			Nurse Tipton stares at me a moment. “You’ve been here three days, Rosie.”

			I feel the dizziness from before start to creep over me, and I will it back, closing my eyes a moment to steady myself. “That’s not possible.”

			“Well, it is possible, because it happened. We had to keep you medicated the last three days because you kept trying to hurt people and escape the room. We had to double your last dose. Your memory’s probably foggy now.”

			I stare at the woman, open-mouthed. I have no recollection of any of that.

			“You can ask anyone here,” Nurse Tipton continues. “You came here on Thursday morning. It’s now Sunday and it’s almost lunchtime. So how about we get you set up in your room, get you into some day clothes, and then go down to the cafeteria? I’m sorry about the bulb, but it’s gone now.”

			“But Helen gave it to me,” I whisper, and my eyes burn with tears ready to fall. It was my bit of buried treasure, I want to say. My little scrap of hope. The promise of something good that waits for me.

			“Well, maybe this Helen person will give you another one someday. It’s not like it was the only one in the world. Shall we go, then?”

			I nod numbly. Helen will never give me another bulb. I already know I will never see her again. Nor will I hear from her again, will I? Of course I won’t. The bulb she gave me is gone.

			Perhaps I deserve for it to be gone.

			Nurse Tipton withdraws a key ring from her pocket, opens the door by the nurses’ station, and leads me out into a foyer. Across the space and to my left are closed doors just like the one we came through. To my right is a set of double doors with window insets. A staircase is visible beyond the glass, and an elevator is next to it. “Can you handle the stairs?” she asks.

			“Yes,” I manage.

			Nurse Tipton uses a different key to open the door to the stairs, which we then begin to climb.

			“We just left Ward 2,” Nurse Tipton says as she adjusts her pace to match mine. “I suggest you don’t do anything to find yourself back there on that side of the second floor. The other side is the infirmary and surgery. The third and fourth floors are for the residents’ rooms. The third floor is for women, fourth for the men. The fifth floor is where the dayroom is, and the library and the therapy rooms. The first floor is off-limits except for the cafeteria and the visiting rooms.” The nurse looks back at me as we climb, letting her gaze drop to the round little mound at my waistline. “Female residents have no contact with the male residents outside the fifth-floor dayroom. None.”

			Again I hear the cool edge of judgment in the nurse’s voice.

			“You’ll find out all the rules tomorrow,” she continues as she turns back around. “Mrs. Crockett—she’s the matron here—will give you a tour and explain all the expectations.”

			“Expectations?”

			“Yes. There are behaviors that will be expected from you and others that will not be tolerated. We have rules here that every resident must abide by. You can’t just do whatever you want. We have five hundred residents here, so our rules are important and necessary.”

			I cannot let my mind linger on the nurse’s critical tone. I feel an urgency—especially after hearing what my earlier defiance resulted in—to play along. Just play along and watch and listen.

			But maybe I can ask politely to use a phone. I’m thinking Celine must have known what kind of place Mrs. Grissom was taking me to, but I can’t imagine Truman did. If I can just find a way to telephone the vineyard when she’s not there to answer the phone. If I can tell Truman what’s been done to me, he could do something to get me out.

			On the next floor, the nurse uses her key to open the door leading out of the stairwell. We enter a foyer identical to the one below it, with doors on all the opposite walls, marked Hall A, B, and C. Nurse Tipton takes her key, walks to Hall B, unlocks the door, and ushers me through.

			In front of us is a nurses’ station, similar to the one downstairs but smaller. Behind the glass are a nurse and two orderlies. They are all eating off cafeteria trays. One of the men is Norman. He looks at me for a moment but then returns to his plate, as if I were no one he’s met before, certainly not someone whom he had to wrap his arms around to restrain. On the desk is a shiny black telephone.

			“I’ve brought Rosie Maras up from the second floor,” Nurse Tipton says to the people behind the glass. The nurse doesn’t glance at me but instead looks up at Nurse Tipton in disappointment.

			“Do you mind taking her and showing her to her room, Vera?” She nods to her tray. “It’s chicken potpie. The only good thing they make here, and only when it’s hot. Please? I didn’t know she was coming up now.”

			Nurse Tipton sighs. “All right. Which room?”

			The other nurse smiles gratefully. “Room 5. Last bed on the left. Her clothes are on the bed. Norman can take her down for lunch as soon as she’s dressed. She shouldn’t dawdle or she’ll miss it.”

			“Okay, okay,” Nurse Tipton says, and then she turns to me. “Come on.”

			“Thank you!” the other nurse calls out as we start to walk away.

			Nurse Tipton leads me down the long hallway, painted all white with doors on either side, all of which are wide open. I can see that each room holds six beds, and that most of the beds are made and empty. But there are some where a sleeping figure lies curled up under the blankets.

			The nurse enters Room 5, halfway down the hallway and empty of other people. She leads me to the last bed on the left-hand side, positioned by a barred window, one of only two in the room. There is a dull blue cotton dress on the mattress and soft-soled slip-on shoes on the floor by a nightstand. On some of the other nightstands are framed photographs or books or small stuffed animals. The one by this bed is empty.

			“You’re lucky to have a bed by the window.” Nurse Tipton nods toward the glass panes and the cross work of bars. From the window I can see below a vegetable garden, a pen full of goats, and a sizable chicken coop, all within the confines of the fence surrounding the property. Inside those enclosures are women in the same kind of somber dress that lies folded on my bed, some hoeing in the garden, some tending the goats, and some raking up chicken feces in the coop.

			Nurse Tipton notices me looking down at them.

			“The residents all have little jobs to keep them busy,” she says. “Most choose the area they want to work in. It’s better if you choose. If you don’t, one will be chosen for you. We have another vegetable garden as well as a dairy barn and a small orchard on the men’s side. The male residents take care of those. Not everyone has to find a duty outdoors, though. Some residents work in the kitchen or the laundry room or hair salon or managing the library. If you want a little free advice, you should quickly choose what you want to do and then do your best at it. It’s one of the ways we gauge whether or not you are ready to be discharged. If you have learned a skill and can make a living for yourself outside and not be a burden on society, we know you’re ready. And if you can’t, it is one of the reasons a person remains a resident here.”

			Nurse Tipton waits a moment to let that sink in. “All right, then. You heard what Nurse Andrews said. If you want lunch, you should get changed. The women and men have separate eating times, and you don’t want to miss yours.”

			I turn from the window. “The women that we passed still lying in their beds, why didn’t they go down for lunch?”

			“That is not behavior any of them should continue if they want to be released. Any able-bodied resident who persists in remaining in their bed more than a day or two will be removed to Ward 2, where they will be sure to receive nourishment. But returning to Ward 2 is like starting over. You are in one of the halls in Ward 3 that has the most opportunities for you to make independent choices. Again, I would suggest you do everything you can to remain here on the third floor and in this ward. Time to get dressed.”

			I pick the dress up off the bed and let it unfold. It’s several sizes too large for me. A brassiere, not the one I was wearing the day I arrived, falls onto the bed from within the folds of the dress, as well as a pair of plain white socks.

			“I suppose Nurse Andrews was thinking this would be the best fit for now,” Nurse Tipton says, looking askance at the overly large dress. “We do have maternity smocks for women who are farther along. I’m sure you will transition into one of those soon enough.”

			Nurse Tipton makes no move to leave so that I can change in privacy. I slip off the cotton shift and put on the bra, also a bit too big, and then the dress, which surely looks like a tent on me. When I am done I slip on the soft-soled shoes, which thankfully fit.

			“Can you take me down to the cafeteria instead of that orderly?” I ask when I’m finished.

			Nurse Tipton cocks her head in curiosity. “Are you afraid of men?”

			I can already sense it is important that I not appear to be overly fearful of anything here.

			“No,” I answer quickly. “When I arrived I was…you know, not expecting to stay. That orderly had to…restrain me. I’m embarrassed.”

			Nurse Tipton shoos away my concern as if it were a housefly. “I assure you Norman has dealt with far worse. And I wouldn’t be able to anyway. I need to get back to my own ward.”

			“Before you go, may I please use a telephone?”

			Nurse Tipton blinks at me. “You want to use a telephone?”

			“Yes, there is someone I would like to call.”

			“Residents don’t have telephone privileges. But you can tell Mrs. Crockett and she can call that person for you if it’s important. It would have to be pretty important.”

			“I won’t be able to use the telephone ever while I’m here?”

			“You can write letters if you want. As many as you want, although they will be viewed before they are sent. But the telephone is off-limits.”

			I swallow my disappointment the best I can, but I can feel tears of frustration begging for release. Writing a letter won’t help me. A letter to the big house would be opened by Celine. In all likelihood, Truman would never see it. A well-timed phone call to the barrel room would have been different, though. Celine isn’t in there as much as Truman is…

			But I can’t think of that now. If I happen upon an unattended phone, I will find a way to use it. Until then, I’ll have to bury this frustration along with all the others.

			The two of us walk back out into the hallway and to the nurses’ station.

			“She’s ready,” Nurse Tipton announces.

			Norman slips another forkful of his lunch into his mouth, wipes his face with a napkin, and then comes out. He says nothing as he withdraws a key and walks to the door. Nurse Tipton and I follow him into the foyer and then into the stairwell. At the second-floor landing Nurse Tipton pulls out her own key ring to leave us.

			“Thank you.” It seems like the right thing to say in that moment, though I’m not sure what I’m thanking Nurse Tipton for.

			“Take care,” the woman says with a casual tip of her chin.

			I follow Norman down the rest of the stairs to the first floor and to the large cafeteria at the back of the building. It is a large space filled with long tables where dozens upon dozens of women of all ages are seated and eating. There must be close to three hundred diners. Some look like they are only twelve or thirteen, and others have gray hair and faces lined with age.

			Only a handful raise their heads to look at me, new and pregnant and arriving late to lunch. The rest continue to eat and talk.

			The sound
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