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Issbelle Copley’s visonary art frees ancient spirits. As the young student of the crud, brilliant artist
Vincent Rushkin, she discovered she could paint images so vividly red they brought her wildest fantasies
to life. But when the forces she unleashed brought tragedy to those she loved, she turned her back on her
talent—and on her dreams.

Now, twenty years later, Isabelle must come to terms with the shaitering memories she has long
denied, and unlock the dumbering power of her brush. And, in a dark reckoning with her old master, she
mug find the courage to live out her dreams and bring the magic back to life

“For more than a decade, Charles de Lint has enjoyed a reputation as one of the world's leading
fantasgs”—Toronto Sar

“A superb orytdler. De Lint has aflar for tales that biur the lines between the mundane world and
megicd redity, and nowhere isthis more evident than in hisfictiond city of Newford.”—Library Journal

Charles de Lint’ s illful blending of contemporary urban characters and set-tings with traditiond folk
magic has made him one of the most popular fantasy authors of his generation.

Memory and Dream is the most ambi-tious work of de Lint's extraordinary career, an exciting tae of
epic scope tha explores the power our dreams have to transform the world-or make it a waking
nightmare.

It is the story of Isabelle Copley, a young artiswho once lived in the bohemian quar-ter of the
northern city of Newford. As a stu-dent of Vincent Rushkin, a crud but gifted painter, she discovered an
awesome power—to craft images so red that they came to life With her paintbrush she cdled into being



the wild spirits of the wood, made her dreams come true with canvas and paint. But when the forces she
unleashed brought unexpected tragedy to those she loved, she ran away from Newford, turning her back
on her talent-and on her dreams.

Now, twenty years later, the power of Newford has reached out to draw her back. To fufill a
promise to a long-dead friend, Isabelle mugt come to terms with the shat-tering memories she has long
denied, and unlock the dumbering power of her brush. She must accept her true fedings for her
newfound lover John Sweetgrass, a hand-some young Native American who is the image of her mogt
intense imaginings And, in a dark reckoning with her old master, she must find the courage to live out her
dreams, and bring the magic back to life

CharlesdelLint

Novdig, poet, artist, and musidan, Charles de Lint is one of the mogt influenttid fantasy writers of
his generation. With such warmly received works as Spiritwalk,

Moonhear, Into the Green, and Dreams Underfoot(also set in the town of Newford), he has earned
high praise from readers and critics dlike, Booklist has cdled him “one of the most origind fantasy writers
cur-rently working.” And The Magazine of Fan-tasy and Science Fiction writes “De Lint shows us thdt,
far from being escapism, contemporary fantasy can be the deep, mythic literature of our time”

DeLint and hiswife MaryAnn Harris, an artig, livein Ottawa, Ontario, Canada, where they are both
Cdtic musdansin the band Jump At the Sun.

“DeLint can fed the beauty of the ancient lore he is evoking. He can wel imagine what it would be
like to conjure the Other World among ancient sanding stones. His characters have a certain fdlibility
that makes them multidimensond and human, and his sgttings are gritty. This is no Disneylike
Never-Never Land. Life and deeth in de Lint's world are more than a matter of a few words or a magic

crysd.”
— The Philadelphia Inquirer

Dreams have magic in them.
A few of us have the power to make that magic redl.
A masterwork by one of fantasy’s mogt gifted storytdlers: a megnificent tae of love, courage, and the
power of imaginaion to trandform our lives.
This is the nove Charles de Lint's many devoted readers have been waiting for, the com-pdling
odyssey of ayoung woman whaose visonary art frees ancient spirits into the modern world.

“Thereis no better writer now than Charles de Lint & bringing out the magic in contempo-rary life ....
The best of the post-Stephen King contemporary fantassts, the one with the clearest vison of the
possbilities of magicin a modern setting.” —Orson Scott Card

“In the fictiond cty of Newford, replete with the bruta redities of modern urban life, de Lint's
characters encounter magic in strange and unexpected places ... In de Lint's capable hands, modern
fantasy becomes something other than escapism. It becomes folk song, the stuff of urban myth.”

—The Phoenix Gazette
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Siritwalk

dedicated to the memory
of Ron Nance
I’m gonna miss you, pal

The leaves are coming down, another circle going round
Reminding me of you and brighter times

When | got the news | cried and later realized

I’ll carry a part of you for all my life

—Kiya Heartwood, from “No Goodbyes, No Regrets’
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Night hovers dl day in the boughs of the fir tree.
—Raph Wado Emerson, from “Experience” 1844

Our dreams make us large.
—Jack Kirby, from an interview on Prisoners of Gravity, TV Ontario; broadcast January 7, 1993

LaLiseuse

The reading woman sits by the window, lamplight falling over her shoulder onto the book. It is
the book that glows, a golden bath of lemon yelow faintly touched with orange, surrounded by
violet shadows. The glow of the book casts a soft light onto the woman'’s features, a soft light and
softer shadows, and sets the tangle of her hennaed hair aflame.

It is possible to see diminutive figures in the shadows, crouching on the arms of the chair to
peer at the words in the pages of the woman’s book, peeping out from in between the curls of her
red hair. Tinier shapes still, not quite the sze of mosquitoes, hover in the lamplight. Some are
silhouetted against the curve of her throat and the shadow of her nose, others against the faint
spray offreckles on brow and cheek.

Their heads are like those of fledgling birds. noses sharp and long, features pinched, brows
high and smooth. Their figures—when in silhouette—are not unlike a tadpole's. They have limbs
like small crooked twigs, bird' s-nest hair that stands up in surprise and is ungovernably wild.



Some have wings with the gossamer iridescence of a dragonfly’s.

The reading woman gives no indication that she is aware of their presence. The book captures
herfull attention. But surely she can fed the press of miniature bodies as they move against her
am, or the furtive movement as they dip in and about the curls of her hair? Surely she can see the
tiny shapes flitting in the dusky air that lies between her grey-green eyes and the page?

Or perhaps they are only shadows, nothing more. And the summer’s night that lies outside her
window belongs not to memory, but to dream.

La Liseuse, 1977, all on canvas, 40 X 30 in. Collection The Newford Children’s Foundation.

footprintsin the dust

Put your hand .

Here,

Listen to my heart beat.

—Ingrid Karidins, from the liner notes of A Darker Passion

September 1992

Katharine Mully had been dead for five years and two months, the moring Isabelle received the
letter from her.

Standing by the roadside, Isabdlle had to lean agang her mailbox to keep her balance. Her knees
went watery. A wave of dizziness started up in the pit of her ssomach and rushed up between her
temples. She no longer heard the world around her—not the birdsong from the cedars that courted the
vergein arow of yelow-green and shadow, nor the sporadic traffic from the highway. All she could do
was stare down in numbed incomprehension &t the letter that lay on top of the bundle of mal she'd taken
out of the box. The envelope was smudged and dirtied, one corner crinkled. The address was
handwritten in a script that was oh so familiar.

It had to be a joke, she thought. Someone's sick, twisted idea of a joke.

But the postmark was il legible and it was dated July 12, 1987—two days before Kathy’s death.
She mug have had one of the nurses mal the letter and it had gone astray to spend more then five years
inposta limbo, fdling into a crack of the Post Office' s regular service, tucked away behind a conveyor
bdlt or between someone's desk and a wadl until it was findly discovered and put back into the system.
Or perhaps it was the incomplete address that had caused posta clerks to scratch ther heads for so
many years. Isabelle Copley, Adjani Farm, Wren Idand. That, and nothing more, so that the letter sat
unddivered uniil it was noticed by someone who knew the archipelago of summer homes and ice-fishing
huts of which Isabelle sidand was but one. Wherever the |etter had been, now, haf a decade later, when
it findly finished its journey, when it findly lay in the hands of its intended recipient, Isabelle couldn’t open
it. She couldn’'t bear to open it.

She suffed the envelope in among the rest of her mail and returned to her Jeep. She leaned her head
agang the steering whed and closed her eyes, trying to ill the rapid drum of her pulse. Instead, Kathy's
features floated up behind her eydids the solemn grey eyes and pouting lower lip, nose a touch too large,
ears that stood out a bit too far but were usudly hidden under a mass of red-gold hair, gilded with a fire
of henna

Isabelle wanted to pretend that the letter had never come, just as Kathy, lying there so pale and frall
inthe hospitd, had wanted them dl to pretend that she wasn't dying. Isabelle wanted it to be 1972 again,
the year sheleft theidand to attend Butler University; the year her whole life changed, from farm to city,
from everything she knew so wdl to a place where the smplest act was an adventure; the year she firgt
met Kathy; the year before she'd fdlen under Rush-kin's spell.

But that had never been Isabell€’ s gift, ranventing the world as she needed it; that gift had been
Kathy's.

“What's the world for if you can’'t make it up the way you want it?” Kathy had once asked her.

“What do you mean, makeit up?’



“Make it something other than what it is. Make it something more than what it is”

Isabelle had shaken her head. “That's not something we can do. We can't just imeagine things to be
different. | mean we can, but it won't redly change anything—not in the redl world.”

“If we don’'t change the world to suit us” Kathy had said, “thenit'll change us to suit it.”

“What's 0 bad about that?”

“l don't like who it can make me become.”

No, Isabelle had never mastered the knack of it. And in the very end, neither had Kathy.

Pushing the bundle of mall from her lgp onto the passenger’s seat beside her, Issbelle sat up. Her
vison was blurred and dl she could see of the windshidd in front of her was a haze. She gripped the
dearing whed to keep her hands from shaking. The engine idled, a low throaty drone that played a
counterpoint to the hollow rhythm of her own acceleraiing heartbeat. The ache in her chest was as
familiar as the handwriting on the envelope that had reawoken the pain.

If she could haveit dl to do over once more, there was so much she would change. She would have
ligened to Kathy's warnings. She wouldn't have let hersdf fdl prey to Rushkin and his promises. But
mogt of dl, she wouldn't have let Kathy die. Given another chance, she'd give up her own life first. But
malig-nant diseases paid no atention to anyone's wants or wishes, and nather the world nor the past
could be changed smply by wishing.

It was a long time before Isabele findly put the Jeep into gear and returned to her landing. She
tossed the bundle of mail into the bow of her rowboat, got in and cast off from the dock. She rowed with
the steady strokes of along familiarity with the task a hand, back to the idand, her gaze on the receding
shore but her thoughts drding around the memories of her friend. She'd become unusudly adept a
hiding them, even from hersdlf, but the letter had drawn them up from out of the shadows and there was
no putting them back now. They swept about her like a flock of noisy gulls each damoring for specid
attention, not one concerned with the pain therr presence woke in her. They rose up from their secret
places, pushing through the cobwebs, churning up afine cloud that had lain undisturbed for years.

|sabelle was choking on their dust.

Alan douched on his sofa, a hdf-filled tea mug balanced on his chest as he watched the evening news
with the sound turned down. Not until his own features were replaced by those of the Mully family did he
thumb the mute switch on his remote. Margaret Mully was holding forth, her eyes fired with the righteous
indignation that Alan had long since learned she could turn on and off again a will. Her husband and
aurviving daughter stood on ether side of her, willingly deferring the floor to her.

He d seen the Mullys waiting impatiently for the reporters on the courtroom steps while he was trying
to make his own escape from the cameras, but he hadn’t lingered to hear what Kathy’s mother had to
say. He hadn’t needed to; he'd heard it dl before. Y et his overfamiliarity with her rhetoric hadn’t stopped
him from gtting through the news and ligening to her now. He knew it was a perverse impulse. All it was
going to do was make him angry, but he didn’t seem able to stop himsdf.

“Of course we'll apped,” Mully was saying. “The verdict handed down today was an gopdling
miscarriage of justice. Please understand, it's not Smply a question of money. Rather, it's where the
money will go. All we're trying to do is preserve the good reputation of our daughter and to insure that
her work is presented to the public in its best possible light.”

Such as editing out any references Kathy had made to her childhood, Alan thought cynicaly, which
would effectively undermine the principle theme of hdf the stories in the firg collection. The bowdlerized
versons would make no sense and render the affected stories unpublishable—certainly by the East Street
Press's standards. But Kathy's mother was far more concerned with getting her hands on Kathy’s
royaties, and in controlling what came back into print so that she could rewrite history.

Wha Mully meant to do with her daughter's work cut a raw wound through Alan's sense of
aesthetic propriety. If she wanted to rewrite the past, he' d told the woman before dl the lawyers became
involved, let her do it in her own prose, under her own byline, though consdering the woman’s lack of
avy red literary taent, it would never happen. Still, she was as stubborn as Kathy had ever been, and



much as he hated to admit it, rewriting history was a trait that both mother and daughter had shared.

Kathy had dways camed that her parents were dead. If only that had been true.

On the tdlevison screen, one of the reporters was pressng Mully on a ques-tion that Alan wished
they’d been able to raise in court, but the judge hadn’'t dlowed it. Kathy's competency at the time she
wrote her will wasin question, not her mother’s motives.

“But what will you do with the money,” the reporter demanded, “if it ian't donated to the NCF? A
foundation that your own daughter was ingrumentd in etablishing, | might add.”

Alan wondered if he was the only one to catch the momentary flash of anger in Mully’s eyes.

“Weve been conddering the creation of a trust fund or a scholarship,” Mully replied, “but we
haven't made any find decisions. It'sdl ill so upset-ting ....”

“But surdy the NCF is just as worthy a cause?’ the reporter went on. Alan decided he liked the
womean. “And since it was your daughter’ s—"

“The Newford Children’s Foundation panders to the offgpring of prostitutes and drug addicts,” Mully
broke in, her anger plain now to anyone viewing the broadcast. “If we don’t stop giving them handouts,
then—"

Alan hit the “off’ switch on his remote and the televison screen went black. He wished it were as
easy to turn off Mully and her “decency crusade.” The saddest thing about giving a womean like that a
forum was that right now throughout the city, people were gtting in thar living rooms ligening to her,
nodding in agreement. But the children helped by the Newford Children’s Foundation came from every
wak of life. The desperation that sent them look-ing for hep made no didtinction between secular or
religious concerns, between the rich, the middle-class or the poor. It wasn't concerned with the color of
one s kin or the lifedyle of one's parents.

Alan set histea on the coffee table and rose from the sofa to stand at the bay window facing out onto
Waterhouse Street. He remembered when they dl lived here, in various gpartments up and down the
street. When they dl fol-lowed their various muses, ther paths crisscrossing through each other’s studios
and offices, ther writing and art and music fuding each other’ s inspiration. Their sense of community had
come apart long before Kathy's death, but for him, Kathy's dying had been the find page of the story
collection they’ d started when they dl firg came together in the early seventies.

Mogt of them dill had their stories, and the stories went on, but they were rarely to be found in each
other’s pages now. It wasn't just a matter of having grown apart. The changes lay deeper, ingde each of
them, different for each of them. One expected growth, change; without it, the world was less, the wel of
ingpiration dried up, the muses fled. But Alan had never expected there to come a time when most of
those companions of his young adulthood would dl be strangers. He hadn’'t expected the bitterness or
the estrangement that had wedged its way in between so many of ther rdationships.

He was dill standing at the window when the telephone rang. He dmost let his machine take the call,
but findly turned back in to the room, crossed to his desk and lifted the receiver.

“Grant here,” he said.

“l hate it when you do that. Why can’'t you answer the phone with a smple hello the way everybody
else does?”’

Alan amiled, recognizing Marisa' s voice. He glanced over to the mantel-piece, where a sdlf-portrait
she'd painted afew years ago hung just above a row of the East Street Press's firg editions. In the dim
light, her shock of blonde hair seemed to glow, cagting alight that radiated from the canvas.

“l don't think I'll ever measure up to your standards of propriety,” he told her. “The next thing |
know, you'll be wanting me to wear atie to bed.”

“That depends. Are we taking necktie or bow tie? And would atie be all you were wearing?’

Alan smiled. “And how are you, Marisa?’

“Right now I’ve got this pictureinmy head of you wearing nothing but atie and I'm trying to decide if
it samusng or scary.”

“Thanks so very much for that boost to my sdf-esteem.”

“You'rewecome” Marisa said. “But that’s not why | was cdling. Did you see the news tonight?’

“Margaret Mully indl her untrammeed glory? ‘Fraid s0.”



When he'd Ieft the courthouse, Alan hadn’t fet as though he was coming away with a victory. But he
should 4ill have cdled Marisato give her the news. It was like her not to bring that up.

“Wel, congratulations anyway,” she said.

“Carson told me that her lawyers have aready filed for an apped.”

“Oh. And here | thought you' d findly won.”

“We did get the injunction lifted,” Alan said.

“So that’ s good, right?’

“Wel, it means we can go ahead and publish that omnibus edition we ve had planned. And even if
none of Kathy’s roydties go to the Foundation, at least | can give them any profit that | make. Chrigt
knows they need the money.”

“And Isabdll€ s Hill going to do the illudrations?’

Alan hesitated, then owned up. “Actudly | haven't asked her yet.”

“Alan!”

“Well, there didn’'t seem to be any point urtil | knew we could actudly do the book. What if she'd
done dl the work and then we couldn’t publish?’

“The only person who might buy that line is yoursdf,” Marisa told him, “and frankly, if you do, then
you're dumber than | thought.”

Alan sghed. He looked across the room to where the night pushed up againg the panes of his bay
window. Beyond, in the darkness, he could sense ghosts haunting Waterhouse Street. Why was he the
only one to remember how things once were? Or rather, why was he the only one who wanted to?

“Alan? Are you dill there?’

“l don’t know if she'll talk to me” he said.

Now it was Marisa s turn to hesitate.

“When was the last time you spoke to her?” she findly asked.

“At the funerd. No. Onetime after that. | tried cdling her, but she hung up on me”

He' d aso written, but his letter had come back, Isabelle’s address scratched out and RETURN TO
SENDER scrawled across the front of the envelope.

“If you can’t talk to her,” Marisa began. “If she won't tak to you ..” She gave up and started again:
“Alan, why've you made it seem dl dong as though she' d be doing the book?’

“Because without her, it wouldn't come out right. It wouldn't be ... com-plete.

“It was something Kathy dways talked about before she died,” he went on. “How she'd give
anything to have Isabdlle illudrate one of her books. It never happened while she was 4ill dive, so |
wanted to do it now, with this book.”

“You made it sound as though Isabelle was completely behind the project.”

“I never lied to you about it, Marisa”

“No, but when | said | didn’t think her style was right for Kathy’s work, you told me she'd be doing
the kind of paintings she did before she got into her abstract period.”

“Because that's what | was going to ask her to do,” Alan said. “When | findly did tak to her, that is
If | ever talk to her.”

“Do you want me to cdl her?’

“No. It's something I've got to do. If Isabelle's going to work with me on the project, we ve got to
be able to communicate with one another. It doesn't have to be likeit was, but ... wejus ..”

Alan'svoice trailed off and for along moment there was only the hum of the empty linein his ear.

“It waan't just Kathy,” Marisa said then, somehow finding in his slence what he wasn't putting into
words. “You were in love with Isabelle, too, weren't you? Y ou were in love with them both.”

“l don’'t know whet | was anymore. Y oung. Stupid.”

“We were dl young and stupid once.”

“l suppose.”

“God, don't you sound morose. Do you want some company tonight?’

“What about George?’

“George isworking late. It might do him good to come home and find me out for a change.”



The bitterness in her voice made Alan want to ask her why she didn't just leave George, once and
for dl, but it was an old question and, like so many that he carried around himsdlf, one for which there
Was No easy answer.

“Thanks” he said. “But | think I'm just going to turnin. I'll give Isabelle a cdl tomorrow morning and
let you know how things work out.”

“Nothing’s permanent,” Marisa said.

Marisa could do that, just say something out of the blue, leaving whoever was with her scrambling for
a connection. Alan wasn't sure if she meant his meancholy, Isabelle's refusal to speak with him, or her
own rationship with George. Right now, he didn’t have the energy to find out.

“I know,” he said. “Thanks for cdling, Marisa”

“Tdk to you tomorrow?’

“Promise”

Cradling the receiver, Alan let himsdf gnk into the sofa. He looked back up above the mantepiece
to where Marisa's sdf-portrait hung. She'd managed to perfectly capture that haf-amile of hers that so
defined her in his mind. Her hair was quite a bit longer now than it was in the painting, but that didn’t
matter. It was the gmile that made it work, the amile that made it timeless. In forty years Marisa would
dill have that smile and this sdf-portrait would dill be true no matter how much the rest of her
changed—unless her husband findly succeeded in taking her dbility to smile away.

Alan's gaze traveled down to the row of his press's firg editions, then over to the right Sde of the
mantelpiece where a five-by-seven color photograph stood in a dark wood frame. The picture was ten
years old and showed three of the Street’s ghods: Kathy and Isabdlle and himsdf, on the steps outsde
Isabelle and Kathy’ s Waterhouse Street gpartment, happy and so young, unencumbered by desth or the
messes therr lives had become.

Nothing's permanent.

He knew what he should do: put aside the past. Make his peace with Kathy’s ghost and the way
Isbdlle had cut him out of her life Accept Marisal's advances and take her away from a doomed
relaionship that she couldn’t seem to leave by hersdf.

Maybe publishing the book would help him do it. Maybe it would just make things worse.

Why did life dways have to be so complicated?

1

Jly 12

Gracie Street Newford

MaBdlelzzy,

| know you've outgrown that name, but | thought you' d let me use it one last time.

| started to write a Sory last night. Thisis how it began: There was a hollow space inside his mind,
like an empty house, a haunted place that knew only echoes. His thoughts were few and pale,
fluttering like moths through that empty expanse, and they made no difference to who he was.
Nothing he did or thought made any difference at all.

And then | stopped because | knew | was writing about me again, about the hollow places indde me,
and | findly understood that stories could never fill them.

| get letters from people tdling me how much they enjoy my stories, how much the stories have
helped them, dlowing them to see the hope that’s Hill out there in that big old world where most of us
spend our days. They know thereé's no such thing as magic, but they adso know that the magic in the
goriesisjus sanding in for the magic people carry indde themselves.

| dways want to write back and tdl them that the Stories are lies. There is no hope, there is no red
happiness. At the end, nobody redly lives hgppily ever after, because nobody lives forever and
undernegth the happiness there's dways pan.

| went out waking last night, down among dl our old haunts. Old Market. Lower Crowsea
Waterhouse Street. | stood for a while in front of our old building and pretended that you were insde,
drawing a the kitchen table, and dl I’d have to do was go up the stairs and step ingde and there you'd



be, blinking up a me from whatever you were working on, but then a bunch of college kids came down
the street and went up the walk to the door and | couldn’t hang on to my make-believe any-more.

Across the street | could see alight onin Alan's apartment, but | didn’t ring hisbdl. He'd know, you
see, judt like you would if you could see me, and now that I’ ve findly gathered up the courage, | don’t
want anybody to stop me. That'd just be s0 ... | don't know. Pethetic, | suppose. So | just went home
and went to bed instead.

| thought there'd be something sweset that | could ill find out there in our old world, something to
keep me dtrong, but it's dl ghosts now, isn't it? You're gone. I'm gone. Everybody except for Alan's
gone and without you, Alan’s not enough. He's got too much darkness indde him—the same kind of
darkness | have, | think. He just wears his differ-ently. We dways needed you, 1zzy, like the shadows
need a candle, or they can’'t dance.

| had a strange dream when | fdl adeep. | dreamt that after | died, you painted me and | could come
back and this time dl the darkness insde me was gone. | know that’s not quite the way your paintings
worked, but | thought it was funny when | woke up, to find mysdf thinking about dl of that again. Do you
dill think about it, or did Wren Idand wash it dl away? | dways wanted to ask you, but | didn't want to
bring up those particular ghostsif you' d managed to put them to rest.

| know I'm the lagt person in the world to give advice, 1zzy, but before | go, | have to tdl you this
you have to stop feding so guilty dl the time. Y ou can only shoulder so much responghility for what goes
wrong in the world, or for what goes wrong in the lives around you. None of what happened was your
fault. To lay blame, there has to be intent, and you just never knew what you were doing—not until it was
too late.

| wish it was as ample for me, but my ghosts are a little harder to lay to rest. Besides, it's five
0'clock in the morning now. It's atime for ghosts and memories and trying to figure out which are red
and which aren't. | dways think better with paper, but once | got out my pen, | found mysdf findly
writing this letter to you instead. |’ ve been putting it off for weeks, but | can’t wait any longer.

I’'m sorry about dl the trouble this is going to cause you. The last thing | want to do is leave my
friends having to clean up after me, but | don't have any choice, 1zzy. | don't think | ever did. All | ever
had was a Say of the inevitable.

You're probably wondering about this key. It opens locker number 374 a the Newford Bus
Temind. By now you'll know thet | left every-thing to the Foundation—everything except for what
you'll find inthis locker. Thisis what I'm leaving for you. For you and Alan, if you want to share it with
him.

So that’ s it, then. There are no more stories. No, that's not quite right. There will aways be stories.
There are just no more of them for me. The stories are going to have to go on without me.

Don't cry for me, mabdle 1zzy. Remember me only in the good times. You know, I've been writing
this letter in my head for aslong as | can remember being dive. | didn’t know who | was writing it to until
I met you.

love

Kathy

v

Twilight found I sabelle standing on the headland looking south across the lake, the amdl, fla key of a
locker in the Newford Bus Termind held so tightly in her right hand that its outline was now imprinted on
her pam. The wind came up from the woods behind her, touding her hair and pressing the skirt of her
dress tight againg her legs. It carried amossy scent inits air, deep with the amdl of the forest’s loam and
fdlen leaves and the sharp tang of cedars and pine.

The dusk was brief. As she watched the lake, the line between water and sky dowly mdted away,
but dill she stood there, gazing into the darkness now. Nightfdl hid her look of grief. With careless
confidence, it washed away the Sght of her red and puffy eyes as it had smudged the border between
lake and sky, but it could make no imprint upon what had been reawoken indde her. Though Kathy's
letter lay at home on the kitchen table where Isabelle had I€ft it, she could 4ill see the dope of its words



across her retinas; she could dill hear Kathy's voice, the familiar inflections brought back to mind by the
parade of sentences as they took her down each handwritten page.

The letter had disturbed |sabelle—disturbed her far beyond the way it had appeared so suddenly out
of nowhere, bringing with it fresh grief as though Kathy had been buried only this morning, rather than five
years ago. The letter was authentic, of that Isabelle had no doubt. It was Kathy’'s handwriting. What it
sad, it sad in Kathy's voice. But the tone was al wrong.

The spirit behind this letter was dark and troubled, plainly unhappy, and that hadn’t been Kathy at all.
Oh, Kathy could be moody, she could be introspective, but that sde of her only came out in her stories,
not in who she was or how she carried hersdf. The Kathy that Isabelle remembered had been dmost
relentlesdy chearful. She' d certainly been capable of seriousness, but it dways carried with it a whimsca
undercurrent of good humor and wonder, a lighthearted magic.

The author of this letter had taken that magic out of the light and made a home for it in the shadows.
Granted, Kathy had been in the hospital when she wrote it, knowing she was gaing to die, but the letter
reaed like a suicide note.

A sudden image legpt into I1sabelle’ s mind: Alan and hersdlf, arguing in the graveyard after the funerd.
He d been saying ... he'd been saying ...

The memory shattered before she could recdl it inits entirety, but the tight-nessin her chest returned,
bringing with it another touch of vertigo. She found she had to lie down in the thick grass that crested the
headland—lie down before she fdl. The dizziness passed as she rested there, eyes closed. The
condriction in her chest dowly eased and she was able to breathe more normaly. But the grief remained.

She turned her head, cheek againg the grass, and looked out over the diff into the darkness that hid
the lake. Why did the letter have to come now? Why couldn’t it have stayed lost? She didn't want to
think of Kathy having lived her whole life the way she'd made it out that she had in the letter: hiding a
desperate unhappiness behind a chearful facade. She wanted to think of it as just another one of Kathy's
gtories, as made-up as the part of the letter where Kathy talked of wandering about in their old haunts
when of course she couldn’t have done s0. She'd been bedridden in intensve care the week before
she d died.

But Kathy wouldn't have made up a letter such as this. She couldn’'t have been so crud. And if it
wan't alie...

In her mind, Isabelle kept returning to the last thing Kathy had written: 1've been writing this letter
in my head for aslong as| can remember being alive. | didn’t know who | was writing it to until |
met you.

It made her heart bresk.

A fresh swdl of tears rose up behind her eyes, but this time she managed to keep them at bay. She
sat up and opened her hand. She knew without having to look in the locker that what was waiting for her
there would only bring her more pain, would reved more of this stranger who had written to her in her
friend’ s voice, with her friend' s handwriting.

She didn’'t want to know this stranger.

Let me keep my own memories, she thought.

Don't cry for me, ma belle 1zzy, Kathy had told her in the letter. Remember me only in the good
times.

And that was wha she'd done. She had concentrated on the good times they’d shared together.
When she cdled Kathy's features to mind it was never those of the fral figure overwhemed by the
hospital bed, but the other Kathy, the one she'd known firg. The Kathy with whom she'd had such an
indant rapport. She could remember with an immediacy that had yet to fade how she'd fdt when the
red-haired gil who was to be her roommate had come into the room they were assgned a Butler U.
Issbelle had fdt Sraight away that she wasn't medting a new friend, but recognizing an old one.

“I'mwhat | am because of you,” she told the memory of her friend.

Kathy had changed her from farm girl to bohemian artist, dmost overnight—never by tdling her what
to do, but by chearful example and by teaching her to dways ask questions before she so readily
accepted the way things were supposed to be done. By the time Isabelle returned to start her second



year, not even she would have recognized her earlier sdf anymore, that farm gil had become such a
Stranger.

A dranger, yes, but not entirdy. One had only to scrape the surface to find remnants of that old
naivete, of the work ethic indtilled in her by her parents and the commonsensica approach to life acquired
by working close to the land. And that mugt be how it had been for Kathy as wdl, Isabelle redized.
Underneath the bold-as-brass young woman Isabelle had met in universty she'd carried a wounded child
aong with her, hidden, but ill capable of exerting its influence.

“Sure, | was unhgppy growing up,” Kathy had told Isabelle once. “But | learned not to hang on to
pan. | exorcise my demons through my stories.”

The letter that had arrived in Isabdle’ s mall this moring made alie of that dam now.

There is no hope, there is no real happiness. At the end, nobody really lives happily ever after,
because nobody lives forever and underneath the happiness there’ s always pain.

The moon rose as she sat there, picking out the caps of the waves and em-phasizing therr whiteness
with the paefire of itslight. Isabelle looked down at the key lying in the pam of her hand.

She didn't know if she'd ever have enough courage to go see what that locker held. Logicdly, she
knew that the bus-depot management should have opened it years ago; whatever Kathy had left her
should be long gone. But with Kathy, dl things had been possible. Except in the end. There d been no
rescue possible, no sdvation pulled out of the het a the last possible moment.

That one fallure notwithstanding, Isabelle knew that something waited for her a the Newford Bus
Temind. The yearsit had waited there would make no difference. But after the arrivd of Kathy’s |etter,
she wasn't sure she could mudgter the strength to find out wheat it was.

baiting the hook

Great at isasirrationd as great mudc. It is mad with its own lovdiness.
—Attributed to George Jean Nathan

Newford, September 1973

He was the uglies man 1zzy had ever seen. Not homdy. It was more as though he were a trall that
had dimbed cautioudy out from under the shadows of his bridge only to find that the sun was a lie It
couldn’t turn him to stone. It could only reveal him for what he was, and since his ugliness was something
he had obvioudy come to terms with, what did he have I€ft to fear? So he carried himsdf like a prince,
for dl his tattered clothes and ar of poverty.

But he was atrall dl the same. Shorter than 1zzy’s own five-three, he seemed to be as wide as he
was tdl. His back was dightly hunched, his chest like an enormous barrel, arms as thick as 1zzy’s thighs,
legs like two tree ssumps. His ears were no more than dumps of flesh attached to either Sde of his head;
nose broken more than once, too long in length and too wide where the nodtrils flared like ferryboat
hawseholes; lips too thick, mouth too large, forehead too broad, harline receding; hair matted and wild
as the roots of an upturned oak. It appeared to be so long since he'd washed that the grime worked into
the cracks of his skin was the color of soot.

Under the same close scrutiny, his wardrobe didn’t fare any better. The heavy black workboots had
holes in the leather and the left one had no laces; his trousers were a muddy brown color and bore so
meany patches that it was difficult to tdl what the origind materid had been; the white shirt was grey,
black around the neck; the long soiled trenchcoat trailed behind him on the ground, its hem filthy with
dried mud and grime, its deeves raggedly torn off to fit his short arms.

Now in her second year of dity life, 1zzy had become as blase toward some of the more outlandish
Street characters as were the longtime local residents, but the sght of this trall, shambling aong the sunny
seps of St. Paul’s Cathedral, Smply astounded her for its incongruity. He was obvioudy dedtitute, yet
there he was, feeding the pigeons French fries. At times whole clouds of them would rise up and around
him, as though drding a gargoyle in abdl tower. But dways they returned to the scraps he tossed them.
Always he maintained control.



The moment was such that 1zzy couldn’'t pass it by. She sat down on the bench at the nearby bus
stop. Surreptitioudy, she took a stub of a pencl out of her black shoulder bag, then fished around for
something to draw on. The back of the envelope containing an overdue phone hill was the firg thing that
came to hand. Quickly she began to sketch the scene, sarting with bold lines before filling in the details
and contrasts with finer lines and shading.

When he stood up and scuffled away—rFrench-fry container empty, his ad-miring feathered courtiers
dl fled—she had enough on paper and in her head that she knew she'd be able to finish the piece from
memory. Bent over the envelope, pendl scribbling furioudy to capture the sweep of steps and shadowed
bulk of the cathedra which had been behind him, she was completely unaware of his approach until a
large dirty hand fdl upon her shoulder.

She cried out, dropping pencil and envelope as she twisted out of his grip. They both reached down
for the envelope, but he was quicker.

“Hrmph,” he said, sudying the drawing.

|zzy wasn't sure if the sound he'd made was a comment, or if he was just dearing his throat. What
she was redly thinking about was how odd it was that he didn’'t gink. He didn't amdl at dl, except for
what seemed like a faint whiff of pepper.

Looking away from the envelope, his gaze traveled up and down the length of her body as though he
could see draight through her clothes—black jeans, black T-shirt, black wool sweater were dl peeled
away under that scrutiny. She hadn't noticed his eyes before, hidden as they’d been under the shadows
of his bushy brows, but they pierced her now, pae, pde blue, two needles pinning a black butterfly to a
board.

|zzy shivered. She reached for her envelope, wanting to just have it and flee, but he held it out of her
reach, that cool needle gaze findly reaching her face.

“You'll do,” he said in avoice like gravd ratling around at the bottom of an iron pail. A troll voice.

“I'm sorry?’

“l said, you'll do. Don't make me repeat mysdf.”

“I'm not sure | know what you're talking about.”

“No,” he agreed. “But you'll learn.”

Before she could frame areply to that he dug about in the pocket of his trenchcoat with his free hand
and produced a business card, its smooth, white surface as soiled as his shirt. She accepted the card
when he handed it to her before she redized what she was doing, and then it was too late. The grubby
thing was dready touching her thumb and fingers, spreading its germs. She looked down and read:

VINCENT ADJANI RUSHKIN

48-B STANTON STREET

223-2323

“I'll expect you tomorrow morning,” he said. “At eight A.M. Please be prompt.”

Theintengty of his gaze was so mesmenizing that 1zzy found hersalf nodding in agreement before she
remembered she had an eght-thirty class tomorrow morning. And besides that, she added, sheking her
head to clear it, what made him think that she would ever want to see him again anyway?

“Hey, wait aminute” she said as he began to turn away.

“y e

He might be a misshapen trall, I1zzy thought, with a voice to match, but he certainly had the ar of
roydty about him. He spoke with the certainty that whatever his demands, they would indantly be met.
And with that blue gaze of his pinning her, 1zzy found hersdf unable to tdl him exactly where he could
dick his expectations.

“My, uh, drawing” was dl she could manage.

“Y e’

“I'd likeit back.”

“l don't think s0.”

“BU—"

“Cdl me superdtitious,” he said, a amile crinkling his features until they were uglier than ever, “but my



primitive Sde doesn't hold with dlowing anyone to wak off with an imege of me, be it a photograph
or—" He held up her drawing.

rendering. It feds too much as though they have acquired a piece of my soul.”

“Oh”

“A disturbing prospect, don’'t you think?’

“| suppose ...”

“Fne. So until tomorrow. Eight, sharp. And don’t bother to bring any equipment,” he added. “Before
| can teach you a thing I'll have to empty your head of dl the nonsense you've dready no doubt
acquired.”

|zzy watched him guff her sketch into his pocket and let him wak away with it without further
protest. She looked down a what she'd gotten in ex-change for the drawing. This time the name
registered.

“Bushkin?’ she said softly.

Shelifted her head quickly, but her trall had vanished into the afternoon crowds and was nowhere to
be seen. Sowly she went back over the whole odd encounter, considering his side of the conversation
under an entirdy new light. She'd just met Vincent Adjani Rushkin—the Vincent Adjani Rushkin. The
most respected old-school artist in Newford wanted to give her lessons?

It wasn't possible. It couldn’t be possiblc could it?

... and then he just vanished,” |zzy said in conclusion.

Kathy gave her alazy amile. “What? Likein a puff of smoke?’

“No. Into the crowd. You know whét it'slike around St. Paul’s at lunch-time.”

|zzy had found her roommate in the middle of hennaing her hair when she got back to the room they
shared in Karizen Hdl. From their window they had a view of the universty library and what Kathy
cdled the Wild Acre—a tangle of unkempt vegetation that spread between the two buildings and was
overseen by a giant oak tree. The windowslll was wide enough to St in and Izzy stretched out dong its
length, watching two red squirrels argue over an apple core while she related the afternoon’s adventure.

Kathy moved from the sink to her bed, where she vdiantly tried to maintain some control over the
green muck that kept trying to leak out from under the Saran Wrap cap holding the henna mixture in
place on top of her head.

|zzy turned from the view to look at her roommate.

“You're leeking again,” she said. “Jugt by your left ear.”

“Thanks”

“So what do you think?’

“Wha's to think?” Kathy asked. “You should go. Do you know anybody ese who ever got the
chance to study under Rushkin?’

“If it even was Rushkin,” 1zzy said.

“Why wouldn't it be?’

“Oh, | don't know. Why would he be interested in me?’

“Because you're brilliant,” Kathy said. “Any fool can see that. And he's obvioudy no foal.”

“Yeah, right”

Kathy put on what was supposed to be afierce frown, but whatever she did with her festures under
that cap of green mud and Saran Wrap could only look slly. “Just go,” she said as |zzy started to giggle

“But I've got adass”

“So Kipit”

lzzy Sghed. It was easy for Kathy to say. Whenever 1zzy did anything that wasn't related to
schoolwork, she fdt guilty. The only reason she could afford to go to Butler U. was because of her
scholarship and the money she’d saved from working at the marina during summer vacations. It wasn't as
though her parents approved, but then they had never approved of anything she did. Sometimes she
wondered which was worse: having no family like Kathy, or having one such as her own.



“It's probably just ajoke,” she sad findly. At Kathy's raised eyebrows, she went on. “He just didn’t
look right.”

“Oh, | see. Artigs are dl supposed to be tal and handsome, right?”

“Wel, no. But he looked so ... uncouth. Why would Rushkin of dl people go around like a dirty
beggar looking for a handout?’

“Persondly,” Kathy said, “I think you're dl mad. But that's part and parce of being an artidtic
genius, ign't it? There's not redly that much difference be-tween cutting off your own ear or having
pretensions of poverty with an aver-son to clean clothes and bathwater. Neither makes much sense”

|zzy shrugged. “I suppose. | never have seen a picture of him. Actudly, I’ ve never even read anything
about him. All the books just talk about his art and show reproductions of the paintings.”

“If it redlly was Rushkin you met,” Kathy said, “then someone's working damage contral. It's 4l
public relations. His agent probably doesn’t let anyone know anything about him. Who'd want to buy
fine art from some smdly bum?’ A sudden thought came to her and she pointed a finger a 1zzy. “Hey,
you could write an expose.”

“l don’t think s0.”

“Then at least go and seeif it redly ishim,” Kathy said. “Though maybe you're right to be cautious”
she added with ateasing amilein her eyes. “1 mean, would it even be worthwhile to sudy under him if he
redly was Rushkin?’

“Oh god. I've never heard of anybody who has studied with him. 1t's not like he lectures or gives
workshops or anything. But it’s like you said: the man’s an absolute genius”

“So you'd learn something?”

“I’'m not even good enough to sweep up his studio! But the things| could learn, just by watching him
work ...

“I hate it when you put yoursdf down,” Kathy said. “Look at this” she went on, indicating the sketch
that 1zzy had done of Rushkin as soon as she'd come back to their room. 1zzy had been working on it
while Kathy finished gooping her hair.

“Whoops,” Kathy said. She tried to dab up the bit of green mud that she'd dropped onto the
drawing and only succeeded in smearing it more. “Sony.”

“Thet's okay. It's not like it was redly any good or anything.”

“There you go agan! | may not be an atis, but I've got eyes, | know what's good and you're
good.”
A blush rose up the back of 1zzy’s neck and she amiled sdlf-conscioudy. “My own private cheering
section,” she said. “If only you were an art critic.”

“Who ligens to critics?’

“Gdley owners. Museum curators. People looking for an invesment.”

“So screw 'em.”

“Now, there we agree,” 1zzy said.

“And we ve got history to back us up,” Kathy added.

“What do you mean?’

“Anybody can red off a haf-dozen famous artists from a hundred years ago, but how many critics
can the average person name?’

“I never thought of it like that.”

Kathy smiled. “Ligen to me. | know what I'm talking about. | may have green mud dl over my har,
but | ill have wisdom to impart.”

“l do ligen,” |zzy sad.

“Soyou'll go?' Kathy asked.

“To Rushkin's studio?’

Kathy nodded.

“How could | not go?’ 1zzy said.



At ten to eight the next morning, 1zzy stood on the pavement in front of 48 Stanton Street and |ooked
up at the imposng Tudor-style house, reassured by the respectability of the neighborhood. Although
she' d been told nat to bring any supplies, she'd il thrown afew thingsinto her knapsack before leaving
the dorm: sketch pad, pencils, brushes, paints and two nine-by-twelve pieces of hardboard that she'd
primed with gesso the night before. Gathering her courage, she went up the wak and onto the porch,
where she quickly pressed the bel before she could change her mind and flee. A dark-haired woman in
her forties answered the door. She held her bathrobe closed with one hand and regarded |zzy through
the foot-wide crack in the door.

“Can | hdp you?

“I'm, um, here to see Mr. Rushkin.”

“Oh, you want 48-B.” At Izzy's blank look the woman added, “That's the coach house around
back. But don’t bother ringing the bell—he never answers it. Just go up the fire escape and hammer on
the studio door.”

“Thanks” 1zzy said, but the woman had dready closed the door.

Wel, at least she now knew that yesterday’s odd encounter had redly been with Rushkin. She
waan't sureif she was happy or not about that. The idea of sudying under im was so intimidating. What
if, when he saw her a his door today, he told her that he'd changed his mind? What if the firg thing she
tried to do was 0 pathetic that he just threw her out of his sudio?

If it wasn’t for how much Kathy would rag her, she was dmost tempted to just forget about it and go
to the class she was skipping. But now that she knew it redly was Rushkin, she couldn’t not go. He might
throw her out, he might laugh a what she could do, but if he didn't, if he actudly did let her sudy under
hm

Shifting her knapsack into a more comfortable position, she stepped off the porch and back onto the
pavement. Turning down the lane the woman had indicated, she found the coach house Stuated behind
the house. Set beside the old carriage lane that ran behind Stanton Street, the building had a fiddstone
foundation, wooden dding and a red shingled roof that was covered with vines. It made such a pretty
picture, with its unruly tangle of a garden out front and the old oak that stood south of the building, that
|zzy had to stop hersdlf from pulling out her sketch pad and meking a drawing of it on the spot.

Resolutdy, she made draight for the fire escape and went up to the landing, where she knocked
oftly on the door. There was no reply. Izzy looked ner-voudy around, then knocked harder.
Remembering what the woman had told her, she gave the door a couple of good hard bangs with the
hed of her fis. She had her arm upraised and was about to give it one lagt attempt when the door was
suddenly flung open and she found hersdf staring into the glaring features of yesterday’ s troll.

“Yes?' he shouted, voice dill deep and gravelly. Then his gaze rose to her face. “Oh, it'syou.”

|zzy lowered her hand. “You ... you sad | should—"

“Yes, yes. Comein.”

He took her by the am and as much hauled her as ushered her ingde. Sniffing, he wiped his nose on
the deeve of his free arm. His shirt was as dirty as it had been yesterday, his trousers as patched and
threadbare, and he ill 1ooked as though he hadn’t had a bath in weeks, but 1zzy found hersdf viewing it
dl dffeently now. He redly was Rushkin. He was a genius and geniuses were dlowed their
eccentricities.

“You're prompt,” he said, letting her go. “That's good. A point in your favor. Now take off your
clothes”

“What?’

Heglared a her. “I'm sure | told you yesterday how | don't like to repeat mysdf.”

“Yes, but ... you said you were going to—"

“Teach you. | know. I'm not senile. | haven't forgotten. But first | want to paint you. So take your
clothes off.”

He turned away, leaving her at the door, and 1zzy findly got a good look at where she was. Her heart



seemed to stop in her chest. The studio was as clut-tered and shabby as the artist himsdf, but that made
no difference whatsoever because everywhere she looked were paintings and drawings, a sunning
gdley of work, each of which bore Rushkin's unmistakable touch. Along the wals, canvases leaned
agang each other, seven to eght paintings deep. Studies and sketches were tacked haphazardly onto the
wdls or lay scattered in unruly piles on every avalable surface. She couldn't bdieve the way such
priceless treasures were beng treated and was torn between wanting to pore over each one and to
graighten the mess so that the work was stored with the respect it deserved.

Rushkin had crossed the room to stand by one of the studio's two easdls. Northern light spilled
through the large window to the Ieft of his work area and from the skylight above him, bathing the room
with its remarkable glow. He had a window open to ar the room, but the amdl of turpentine dill
permeated every corner. In front of his easdl was a battered recamier upholstered in a faded burgundy
brocade. The wal behind it was covered with a cascade of deep blue drapery, and to one sde stood an
Orienta screen.

“Have you ever posed before?’ Rushkin asked as he began to squeeze paint onto his palette.

|zzy ill stood by the door. The recamier, with the light faling upon it and the drapes behind it, was
too much like a stage. She wasn't sure what she'd been expecting in coming here this morning, but
pasing for Rushkin hadn’'t even remotely entered into her imagining.

Rushkin looked up at her. “Wel?" he demanded.

Izzy’ s throat fet as though it was coated with fine particles of sand. She swallowed dryly and dowly
closed the door behind her.

“Not redly,” she sad. “I mean, not, you know, without any clothes on.”

She' d often wanted to augment her meager finances with modding fees, but somehow she'd never
found the courage to do so in front of her own classmates the way some of the other sudents did. Her
friend July didn’t have that problem, but then July was beautiful and didn’'t seem to know the meaning of
self-consciousness.

“Nudity bothers you?’ Rushkin asked, plainly surprised.

“No. Wdl, not in life-drawing class. It's just that I'm ...” She took a deep breath. “I fed kind of
embarrassed.”

Rushkin's pale gaze studied her until she began to shift uncomfortably under its intengty.

“You think I'm trying to humiliate you,” he said.

“Oh, no.” 1zzy quickly shook her head. “It's not thet at dl.”

Rushkin waved a short arm in a grand gesture, encompassing dl the various paintings and drawings in
the room. “Do the subjectsin these paintings appear humiliated?’

“No. Of course not.”

“If we are going to spend any amount of time together,” he said, “if I'm to teach you anything, |
have to know who you are.”

|zzy wanted to disagree, to argue that you got to know someone through conversation, but instead
found hersdf nodding in agreement to what he was saying. She hated the way she so often let anyone
with what she perceived as authority or a stronger will have their way in an argument. It was a fault she
just couldn’t seem to overcome. By the time she did stand up for hersdf it was usudly so long after the
fact that the source of her anger had no idea what it was that had set her off.

“And what better way to get to know you,” Rushkin asked, “than to paint you?’

He fixed her with the intendty of his pae blue eyes until she nodded again. “I ... | understand,” 1zzy
sad.

Rushkin spoke no more. He merdly regarded her until shefilidly placed her knapsack on the floor by
the door. Blushing furioudy, she made her way behind the screen with its colorful designs of Orientd
dragons and flowers and began to undress.

v

Fifteen minutes into the pose Rushkin had findly decided upon, 1zzy devel-oped awhole new respect
for the modes in her life-drawing classes. She lay on the recamier in what she'd been sure would be a



relaxed position, but her every muscle seemed to be knotting and cramping. The arm she was leaning on
had fdlen adeep. She had a didracting itch tha traveled from one part of her body to another. No
sooner did she manage to ignore it in one place than it moved esewhere. It was cold, too. And no matter
how easily the people in the paintings that regarded her from every part of the room bore ther nudity, she
couldn’'t help but il fed humiliated. Although that was perhaps too strong a word. Humbled was more
like it. Which was probably Rushkin's whole intention, she thought in a moment of cynicism.
Remembering their brief medting yesterday, and consdering how she'd been treated so far today, she
redized that Rushkin was one of those people who aways had to be in control.

She watched him as he drew. Getting to know her, she thought. Right. He was entirdy ignoring her
as a person; she'd become no more than a collection of shape and form to him, areas of light and
shadow. The only sound in the room was the faint skritch of his vine charcod on the canvas as he
worked on his understudy. At length she couldn’'t stand the silence anymore.

“How come you live like this?” she asked. “1 mean, you're so famous, | can't understand why you
don’'t have, you know, a more posh sort of astudio.”

Rushkin stopped working and glared at her. With him looking the way he did, it was hard to imagine
him capable of getting any uglier than he aready was, but the glower in his features would have put to
shame any one of the gargoyles that peered down from the heights of so many of Newford's older
buildings

“Can you remember that pose?’ he said, hisvoice cold.

|zzy didn’t think she'd ever forget, but she gave aamdl nervous nod. “Then take a break.”

Moments ago, |zzy would have given anything to hear those words, but now dl she wanted to do
was to red back time until just before she'd opened her mouth. Better yet, she'd like to red it back to
before she'd ever decided to come here. Rushkin looked as though he wanted to hit her and she fdt
terribly vul-nerable. She sat up dowly and wrapped hersdf in the crocheted shawl she' d brought with her
when she'd firg come out from behind the screen. Rushkin snagged a stool with the toe of his boot and
pushed it over the floor until it stood near the recamier. Then he sat down and leaned forward.

“Is that what art means to you?' he growled. “A ‘posh studio,” fame and fortune a your beck and
cdl?

“No. It'sjudt, you're so famous and dl, | just thought ...”

“WEere going to have a rule when you're in this sudio with me” he told her. “You don't ask
questions. | don't ever want to hear the word ‘why’ coming out from between your lips. Is tha
possble?”

|zzy drew the shawl more tightly around hersdlf and nodded.

“If | fed you should know the reason behind something, if | think it neces-sary to whatever we
happen to be working upon at the time, | will tdl you.”

“l ... | understand.”

“Good. Now, since you weren't aware of the rules we follow in this studio, | will dlow you your one
question.”

He sat back dightly on the stool, and it was as though a great weight had been lifted from 1zzy's
chest. His pae gaze was no less intensdly upon her, his glower hadn’t eased in the dightest, but that amdl
bit of space he gave her suddenly dlowed her to breathe again.

“You want to know,” he said, “why | livethe way | do, why | dress like a beggar and work in asmdl
rented studio, so | will tell you: | abhor success. Success means oneis popular and | can think of nothing
worse than popular gppedl. It means your vison has been bowdlerized, lowered to meet the vague
expectations of the lowest common denominator to be found in your audience.

“It smy belief that ditiam is hedthy in an artis—no, required. Not because he uses it to put himsdf
above others, but because it means that his work will aways reman chdlenging. To himsdf. To his
audience. To Art itsdlf

“l can’'t help the success of my work, but | can ignoreit and | do. | dso inggt on utter privacy. Who |
am, what | do, how I live my life, has nothing to do with the one facet of mysdf of which | dlow the
world aview: my art. The art spesks for itsdlf; anything eseisirrdevant and an intruson. To dlow a view



of any other part of mysdf relegates the art to secondary importance. Then my work only becomes
congdered in terms of how | live my life, what hangs on my own walls, what | eat for breakfast, how
often aday | have to relieve mysdf

“People want to know those details—I’ Il grant you that. They think it gives them greater ingght into a
piece of art, but when they approach a painting in such a manner, they are bdittling both the artist’s work
and their own ability to experienceit. Each painting | do says everything | want to say on its subject and
interms of that painting, and not dl the triviain the world concerning my private life will give the viewer
more ingght into it than what hangs there before their eyes. Frankly, as far as I'm concerned, even titling
awork isan unnecessary concession.

“So,” he concluded. “Do you understand?’

“l think s0.”

“And do you agree?’ he asked. What passed for a 9mile Sole across his grotesque features.

|zzy hesitated for a moment, then had to admit, “Not ... not redly.”

“Good. It’'s refreshing to see that you have your own idess, though you will keep them to yoursdf so
long as you are in my studio. Understood?’ 1zzy nodded.

At that Rushkin stood up and kicked the stool out of the way. It went clattering dong the floor until it
banged up againg a canvas. |zzy shuddered at the thought of the damage it might have done to the piece.

“Now,” Rushkin said, “if you will reassume the pose, perhaps we can sd-vage what remains of the
morming light and actudly get some work done today.”

Vv

|zzy had plans to meet Kathy at Feeney’s Kitchen for tea later that same after-noon. When she findly
arived a the cafe after her session with Rushkin, she found her roommate sharing a table with Jlly
Coppercorn and Alan Grant, who were dso students a the university.

Jlly dways reminded |zzy of one of Cicely Barker’s flower fairies, with her diminutive but perfectly
proportioned form, the sapphire flash of her eyes and the wild tangle of her nut-brown har. They were in
mogt of the same classes at Butler U. Jlly was a few years older than the other students but dl she ever
sad by way of explanation was that she' d been late finishing high school. Like Kathy, she never spoke of
the past, but she was willing to hold forth on just about any other topic at great and entertaining length.

Alan, on the other hand, was quiet—a gangly, solemn young man who was an English mgor like
Kathy. Unlike Kathy, though, he had no aspirations of becoming a writer. His dream was to have his
own amdl literary press—*Because someone' s got to publish you people,” he'd told them once—which
frustrated Kathy no end, since she thought he was one of the better writers among ther felow students.
For proof pogtive, she'd point to The Crowsea Review, a little photocopied journd he'd produced
over the summer and managed to place in the universty bookshop on commisson. “His editorid’s the
best thinginit,” she'd say to anyone who cared to listen, an opinion bol-stered by her own modesty since
she hersdf had a gory in the magazine.

|zzy waved acknowledgment to ther chorus of hellos and went to the counter to get hersdf some tea
and amuffin before joining them at ther table by the window.

“So?" Kathy asked as soon as 1zzy drew near. “Wasit him?’

|zzy nodded. She set her teamug and muffin down on the table and took the free seat between Jlly
and Alan.

“Wasit hmwho?’ July asked, then laughed at the way her question sounded.

“lzzy met Vincent Rushkin on the steps of St. Paul’s yesterday,” Kathy said with the sort of pride in
her voice that 1zzy had dways wanted to hear coming from her parents. “ And heinvited her to his studio
thismorning.”

Jlly’s eyes went wide. “You're kidding.”

“Not to mention,” Kathy went on, “that he wants her to sudy under him.”

“You've got to be putting us on.”

“Nope,” Kathy said. “Choiramight be giving her a hard time, but her talent’s not going unappreciated
where it counts”



|zzy was embarrassed to be in the spotlight. She dso fdt she had to defend Professor Choira, who
taught both Jlly and hersdf life drawing.

“Professor Choira just thinks I’'m spending too much time on detail,” she said. “And he's right. I'm
never going to learn how to do a proper gesture drawing until | loosen up.”

“Yeeh, Choiral s not so bad,” Jlly added. “At least he knows what he' s talking about.”

Kathy gave a disdanful sniff.

“Enough with Choira dready,” Alan said. “Tdl us about Rushkin. | don’t know the firg thing about
him except that his work is brilliant.”

“Palm Street Evening, “Jlly said, the envy plain in her voice as she mentioned one of Rushkin's
more famous pieces. “God, if | could paint like that 1'd think I’d died and gone to heaven.” She, too,
turned to Izzy. “1 want every detal. What's his sudio like? Does he redly grind his own pigments? Did
you see any of his sketches?’

|zzy felt her mouth opening and cdlosing like a landed fish as she tried to dip a word into the flurry of
Jlly’s questions. But she knew exactly how filly was feding. If ther roles had been reversed, she would
have been pressing Jlly for as many detalls, if not more.

“Wel, he's overbearing,” she said. “A hit of abully, redly, but he ...”

Her voice traled off as her memory cadled up wha Rushkin had said to her about his desire for
privacy concerning his private life The art speaks for itsgf ... to allow a view of any other part of
mysgf relegates the art to secondary importance. Looking up, she found three gazes expectantly fixed
upon her, waiting for her to continue.

“Actudly, he' s a pretty private person,” she said, knowing how lame this sounded. “I don't redly fed
right, you know, gossping about him.” Jlly rolled her eyes. “Oh please.”

“| got the feding that he doesn’t want me to,” 1zzy added. “It's as though, if | do talk about him, or
what goes on in his sudio, he won't ask me to come back.”

“You sound like you took avow of slence” Kathy said.

“Wdl, not in so many words. It was moreimplied .. » .”

“Thishas dl the makings of afary tae” Alan said with a smile “You know how there's dways one
thing you' re not supposed to do, or one place you're not dlowed to go.”

Jily nodded, getting into the spirit of it. “Like Bluebeard' s secret room.”

“God, nothing like that, | hope,” 1zzy said.

But thinking of the story Jlly had been referring to reminded her of how she'd baedicdly spent the
moming in a state of barely controlled fear, not just because of who Rushkin was and how much she
respected his work, but be-cause he could look so terribly fierce, as though any moment he might come
out from behind his easdl and hit her. She gave a nervous laugh and then managed to change the subject.
No one seemed to mind. But she had cause to remember that conversation later.

Vi

So what made you dam up about your morning with Rushkin?’ Kathy asked as the two of them
walked back to their dorm together. 1 thought that if it redly did turn out to be him, you'd be so excited
that none of us would have been able to get aword in edgewise.”

“l was embarrassed.”

“About what?’

|zzy shrugged. “Wdl, for one thing, | didn't learn anything—no, that’s not right. | did learn a couple
of things by watching him work, but he didn’'t teach me anything. He just had me posng for him. That's
dl | got to do.”

“He s doing a painting of you?’

|zzy nodded.

“Wdl, that's ared compliment, ign't it? Immortdized by Rushkin and dl that.”

“l suppose. But it doesn’'t say a damn thing about my art.” 1zzy glanced a her friend. “I just fdt so
awkward. | mean, | knocked on his door and he didn’'t even say hdlo or anything, he just told me to take
my clothes off and start posing.”



Kathy’s eyebrows went up.

“Don't even say it,” 1zzy told her. “It was drictly busness” She pulled a face a the thought of
Rushkin touching her. “But it fdlt, | don’'t know. De-meaning.”

“Why? You don't think the models in your life-drawing class are being demeaned because of what
they’re doing, do you?’

“No. Of course not.”

“So what was the problem?’ Kathy asked.

“l don't know how to explain it exactly,” lzzy said. “It's just that | got the feding that he wasn't
painting me in the nude because he was ingpired to paint me so much as tha he wanted to humble me.
He was establishing his control.”

“Power-tripping.”

|zzy nodded. “But it wasn't a man-woman thing. It went deeper then that. He talked a bit about
ditisn—in terms of art—but | think it's something that touches dl aspects of his life. You know he never
even asked me my name?’

“Sounds like a bona fide creep,” Kathy said.

“No,” 1zzy said. She took a moment to think about it before she went on.

“It's more as though so far as he's concerned, he's the only thing that’ s of any importance; everything
dseisonly consdered in how it relates to him.”

“Lovey. You've just given me the classc description of a psychopath.”

“Or achild”

“So do you think he' s dangerous?’

|zzy considered the fear she'd had to ded with the whole time she’ d been in his studio. In retrospect,
Rushkin's attitude had presented her with more of an affront to her own sense of sdf-worth than any red
sense of danger.

“No,” she sad. “It’'sjust disgppointing.”

Kahy gave her arugful amile “Wel, | can see why you'd be disgppointed, especidly conddering
how much you love his work. That's the trouble when you meet famous people sometimes—they're dl
wrong. They turn out to be everything their work would never et you expect them to be.”

“But maybe we're a fault aswel,” 1zzy said. “Because we' re the ones with the expectations.”

Kathy nodded. “ Siill, you don't have to like im to learn from him, do you?’

“Wl, it would sure make things easier.”

“Nothing worthwhile is easy,” Kathy said; then she grimaced. “Who thinks up those sayings
ayway?”’

“Storytdlers, like you.”

“You can't blame me for thet one”

“Butitistrue” lzzy sad.

Kathy nodded. “So what are you going to do?’

“Wel, | think 1 should be able to juggle my schedule so that dl my classes are in the afternoon.”

“By this, do | take it you're going to keep going to his sudio?’

|zzy amiled. “Wdl, I've got to let him finish my portrait, don't I? And he did say he'd start showing
methings after it was done, so | should giveit at least thet long.”

“Good for you,” Kathy said.

Vil

Newford, October 1973

“No, no, no!” Rushkin cried.

|zzy cringed as his gravelly voice boomed in the confines of the studio. “My god, you're hopeless”

She' d been coming to the upper floor of the coach house every morning for a month now, and while
she hersdf had seen a marked improvement in the qudity of her work, even in such a short space of time,
she had yet to win one word of praise from her teacher. So far as Rushkin was concerned, she could do



nothing right. She' d gotten worse, rather than better. She wasn't even fit to dean ared artis’s brushes,
or sweep up his studio—both of which were tasks she performed for hm every day, as wdl as making
him lunch, fetching his groceries and supplies and running any number of other errands.

“What can you possibly be thinking of 7 he demanded. “But that’s the problem, isn't it? You don’t
think.”

He had yet to ask her her name.

“I think a bug would be more gble to follow ingructions than you.”

“l ... | wastrying to do what you told me ....” Her voice trailed off at the withering look he gave her.

“You were trying, were you? Well, if thisis the best you can come up with when you're trying then
perhaps you should be congdering some other career. Anything but the arts. Anything that doesn't
require you to have the hdf a brain you need to follow a smple set of indructions.”

He tore the canvas from her easd and flung it across the room. 1zzy watched in dismay as it struck a
pile of Rushkin's own canvases and they dl went tum-bling to the floor. Ignoring the clatter and possible
damage to his paintings, Rushkin picked up the new canvas that 1zzy had primed earlier this morning from
whereit leaned againg the legs of her easdl and set it up between the trays where the other had been. He
grabbed the brush from Izzy’s hand.

“Look,” he commanded, pointing to the mirror that he'd set up in front of her easdl the day before.
He pushed her forward so that her own reflection was prominent. “What do you see?’

“Me”

“No. You see a person, a shape, nothing more. The sooner you stop rdaing what you see to what
you think it should be and dmply concentrate on the shapes and vaues of what you are seeing, the
sooner you'll be able to progress.”

He fdl slent then. Studying her reflection for a few moments, he began to build up a figure on the
canvas with quick deft strokes. Three, four—no more than a dozen—and Izzy could see hersdlf, dready
recognizable, her own image looking back a her from the canvas. She looked as though she was
ganding in acloud of mid.

“Now what do we have on the canvas?’ Rushkin asked.

“Me?

The brush moved again in his hand, adding darker vaues to the hair and skin tones, highlighting the
idea of a cheekbone, exaggeraing the shadow that held an eye.

“And now?’

The familiarity was gone. With two strokes he’ d changed the image of her-sdif into that of a stranger.
But oddly enough, the find effect made the image on the canvas seem more like her than it had been only
moments before.

“This iswhat you want to find,” he told her. “Use what you see as atem-plate, an idea, but draw the
find image from here—" He tapped his head. ‘—and here—" Now he lad a hand againg his bely.
“—or what you do is meaningless. Y ou want to paint so that the subject on your canvas is something the
viewer has never seen before, yet remains tantdizingly familiar. If you want to paint exactly what you see,
you might as well become a photographer. Paint what you feel.”

“But your work’s redigtic. Why should | have to—"

She never saw the blow coming. He struck her with his open hand but it was gill enough to send her
daggering. Her cheek burned and her head rang. Sowly she lifted a hand to her ginging cheek and
stared a him through a blur of tears.

“What did | tdl you about questioning me?’ he shouted.

|zzy backed away. She was numb with shock, and scared.

Rushkin's rage held for a moment longer; then the anger that had twisted his features into an even
more grotesque appearance than usud fled. A look of contrition came over them and he seemed as
shocked as she was a what he had just done.

“I'msorry,” hesaid. “I ... | had no right to do that.”

|zzy didn’t know how to respond. Her adrendine level was dill high, but her fright had now turned to
anger. The lagt person to hit her had been a boyfriend she'd had during her lagt year of high school. After



she findly managed to break up with him, she’d vowed never to let anyone hit her again.

Rushkin dropped her paintbrush into a jar of turpentine and shuffled over to the recamier. When he
sat down, head bowed, gaze on the floor, he looked more than ever like a stone gargoyle, a smdl figure,
logt and tragic, looking down at a world to which it could never belong.

“I'll undergtand if you fed you have to go,” he said.

For along moment, dl 1zzy could do was stand there and look at him. Her cheek gill stung, her pulse
dill drummed far too fast. Sowly her gaze lifted from the dejected figure he presented to look about the
gudio. Rushkin's master-pieces looked back at her from every wal and corner, unning representations
of an artigt dill at the peak of his career. She heard Kathy's voicein her head, repesting something she'd
sad that afternoon lzzy had told her about her odd meeting with Rushkin.

| think you're all mad. But that's part and parcel of being an artistic genius, isn't it?

lzzy didn't know if it was madness, exactly. It was more like living on a tightrope of emotiona
intengty. Many of the great artigts, if they didn’t have voldile temperaments, were at the least eccentric to
some degree or another. It came, as Kathy had put it, with the territory. No one forced a person to
associate with the more cantankerous representatives. People befriended artists such as Rushkin for any
number of reasons, understanding thet they would have to make compromises. The gdlery owner stood
to make money. The student hoped to learn.

S0 1zzy had taken Rushkin's verbd abuse, because the trade-off had seemed worth it. He might be
overbearing and sdf-centered, but god, could he paint. And even if she was no closer to winning his
gpprova than she'd ever been to winning the approva of her parents, she was at least learning something
here, which was more than had ever happened a home.

She would never forget the day that she was taking a break from weeding the vegetable garden,
gtting under one of the old dms by the farmhouse, sketch-book on her knee. Her father had come upon
her and flown into one of his typica rages. He hadn't hit her, but he had torn up the sketchbook,
destroying a month’s worth of work. For that, and for dl the other ways tha he tried to close up her
soirit in the same kind of little box that held his own, Izzy would never forgive him.

Her atention turned from the offhand gdlery of Rushkin's work that sur-rounded her, back to
Rusghkin himsdf. Her cheek didn't ging so much anymore and her shock was mostly gone. The anger
was dill present, but it had been oddly transferred to her father now. Her father, who, after he'd torn up
her sketches that afternoon, told her that “dl art is crap and dl artigs are fags and dykes. |Is that what
you want to grow up to be, Isabdle? A man-hating dyke?’

In that sense, even with the red imprint of Rushkin's hand on her cheek, she ill fdt as though they
were compatriots in some great and worthy druggle, dlies sanding together againg dl those
amdl-minded people such as her father who couldn’'t conceive of art as being “red work.” Her father's
anger originated in his disdain for her and what she'd chosen to do with her life Rushkin's was smply
born out of hisfrudration that she wasn't doing it well enough. Not that she shouldn’t be doing it, but that
she should be doing it better.

“It ... it sokay,” she said.

Rushkin lifted his head, a hopeful look in those pae discerning eyes of his. “I mean, it's not okay that
you hit me” she said. “It'sjudt ... let’stry to carry on.”

“I'm s0 very sorry,” he told her. “I don’t know what came over me. | jud ... it'sthat | fed time is
running out and | have so much | want to pass on.”

“What do you mean, ‘timeisrunning out' 7’ 1zzy asked.

“Look a me. I'm old. Worn out. | have no family. No coterie of students to carry on my work.
There's just you and me and | can't seem to teach you fast enough. | get frustrated, knowing that I'm
trying to force alifetime of learning into whatever time we might have left.”

“Areyou ... are you dying?’

Rushkin shook his head. “No more then we dl are. Life is atermind illness, after dl. We have our
dlotment of years, and no more. I’ ve lived long enough that my course is dmaost run now.”

|zzy gave him a worried look. How old was he, anyway? He didn’t look to be more than in his
micHfifties, but then, when she considered the dates on some of the canvases that hung in the Newford



Musaum of Fine Arts, she redized he probably had to be in his late seventies. Perhaps even his early
gghties

As though to emphasize that point, Rushkin, moving with obvious diffi-culty, rose Hiffly to his fest.

“Let’s have our lunch early,” he said, leading the way downdtairs.

|zzy trailed dong behind him, her emations in a turmail, worry overriding them dl. When they got to
his ground-floor apartment, he ingsted on making them soup. While they had lunch, he opened up for the
fird time in dl the weeks Izzy had known him, tdling her about living in Paris in the early part of the
century, being in London during the Blitz, the well-known artists he had known and worked with, how
hed pad the hills while he was 4ill making a name for himsdf by working on ocean steamers, in
dockyards, congruction stes and the like. Having no education, he/'d only done physica labor, and
because of his 9ze, he'd had to work twice as hard as anyone dse to prove himsdf capable of holding
his own.

“l don’t know when it was that | learned the secret,” he said.

“What secret isth—7" 1zzy began, then caught hersdlf.

Rusghkin gave her one of those amiles that were supposed to show his humor, but only distorted his
features into more of a grimace.

“WeEIl make a new rule” he said. “Updtairs, when we're working, no questions. You'll do as
you're told and we won't ever hear the word ‘why,” or | won't be able to maintain the teacher-student
relationship the work requires. We Il never get anywhere if | have to stop and explan mysdf every two
min-utes. But when we leave the studio, we should recognize each other as equas, and equas have no
rules between them except for those of common sense and good taste. Agreed?”’

|zzy nodded. “My name slzzy,” she said.

“zzy?

“You've never asked memy name.”

“But | thought | knew your name: |sabelle Copley.”

“That ismy name. |zzy’sjug a nickname that my friend Kathy gave me and it's kind of stuck.” lzzy
paused, then asked, “How did you know my name?’

Rushkin shrugged. “1 can’t remember. If you didn’t tdl me, someone ese must have. But ‘1zzy.”” He
shook his head. “I think | will refer to you as Isabelle. It has more ... dignity.”

“Let me guess” 1zzy said, smiling. “Nobody cdlsyou Vince. It's dways Vincent, right?’

Rushkin smiled with her, but his eyes seemed sad to her. “No one cdls me anything,” he said, “unless
they want something, and then it's Mr. Rughkin this and Mr. Rushkin tha. It makes for diamd
conversation.” He paused for a mo-ment, then added, “But | can’t find fault with my fame. When | firg
began my career | had one dictum that | set mysdf to be paid for my work, but not to work for pay.
Fame makes it that much easier to follow that maxim.” He gave her a sharp look. “At least it does so
long as | recognize when | am beginning to paint the obvious, rather than painting what | must express.
People would rather you did the same thing over and over again and it becomes very easy to fdl into
their trap—particularly when you're young and hungry. But the more you do so, the nearer you are
drawn to something you should not be a part of that homogeneity that is the death of any form of creative
expresson.”

When he paused this time, the slence drew out between them. Looking at him, 1zzy got the feding
that he was travding back through his memories. He might even have forgotten she was there and what
they were discussng.

“Y ou were saying something about a secret,” she sad findly.

Rushkin took a moment to rouse himsdf; then he nodded. “What do you know about dchemy?’

“It' s something they did in the Middle Ages, | think. Trying to turn lead into gold, wasn't it?’

“In part. | consder the search for the philosopher’ s stone, which would turn dl base metds into gold,
to be more of a metaphorica quest than a physicd one, especidly since dchemids dso searched for a
universd solvent, the dixir of life and the panacea—a universd remedy. There are so many connections
between these eements, they are dl so entwined with one another, that they would seem to my mind to
dl be part and parcd of the same secret.”



|zzy gave him an odd look. “Is this the same secret you started out talking to me about?’

“Yes and no.” Rushkin Sghed. “The trouble is, we don't yet share enough of a common language for
meto dearly explan what | mean.”

“l don’'t understand.”

“Exactly my point.”

“Bui—"

“What | am trying to teach you in the studio are not just artistic techniques and the ability to see. It's
aso another language. And until you gain more exper-tise in it, whatever | tdl you a this time will only
confuse you more.” He smiled. “Perhaps now you can understand why | get so frustrated at our dow
Speed of progress.”

“I'mtrying as hard as| can.”

“l know you are,” Rughkin told her. “But it's a long process dl the same. And while you're il
young, | grow older every day. More tea?” he added, lifting the teapot and offering it in her direction.

|zzy blinked at the sudden switch in topics. “Yes, please,” she said when she registered what he'd
asked.

“Look at that sky,” Rushkin said, pointing out the window to where an expanse of perfect blue rose
up above the city’s kyline. “It reminds me of when | lived in Nepd for atime ....”

By the time Izzy Ieft Rushkin that day, she fdt that she'd gained a red ingght into him, both as a
person and as an artist. She'd managed to get a glimpse of what lay hidden undernegth the face of the
angry artist he presented to the world and found there a much more human and kinder man. She was in
such good spirits as she took the bus back to the univergty for an afternoon class that she completely
forgot about what had happened in the studio earlier that day.

Until the next time he hit her.

TheWild Girl

The wild girl peers out through a gap in the tangled skein of branches that make up the wild
rosebush thicket in which she sits. She has an elbow on one knee, her chin cupped in her hand, her
head cocked. Her red hair is a bird's nest of uncombed snarls, falling around her features and
spilling over her thin shoulders like a tumble of catted wool. Her features have a pinched, hungry
look about them. Her eyes dominate herface and hold in their irises both the faded grey of the
late-afternoon sky above the thicket and the pale Alizarin madder of the rose petals that make up
the tiny blossoms surround-ing her. She is wearing an oversized white dress shirt as a smock, the
deeves rolled up, the collar unbuttoned.

The shirt draws the eye first, its stark whiteness only dightly softened by the echoes of shadow
and local color that are reflected across its weave. Then the eye is drawn up, through the tangle
of branches and rose blossoms, to the wild girl’s face. She is at once innocent and feral, foolish
and wise, preternaturally calm, yet on the verge of some great mad escapade, and it is the
consideration of these apparent dichotomies that so entertains the imagination.

It is only afterward, when on€e's eye gives a cursory glance to the more abstractly rendered
background into which the rosebushes have been worked, that a second figure can be seen. It is
no more than a vague shape and is S0 loosely detailed that it might represent anything. Friend or
foe. Ghost or shadow.

Or perhaps the eye has smply created the image, imposing its own expectations upon what is
actually nothing more than an abstract background.

The Wild Girl, 1977, all on canvas, 23 X 30 inches. Coallection The Newford Children’'s
Foundation.

adjani farm

Where the wild things are iswhere | am mogt a home.
—Kim Antieau



Wren Idland, September 1992

Alan had been surprised a Isabell€’s reaction to his cdl ealier that morning. She'd seemed
somewhat distracted, it was true, but genuindy friendly, as though the funerd and the five years since
she' d stopped spesking to him had never occurred, as though she were dill living on Waterhouse Street
and he was Smply phoning her a her old gpartment, across the street from his own. When he told her
that he had a proposition for her, one that he preferred to make in person rather than over the phone,
she'd agreed to see him and then given him the somewhat complicated indructions he needed to get out
to her place.

Wren Idand was a two-hour drive east of the city. After leaving the high-way, he had to navigate a
twig of narrow roads that eventudly became little more than cart paths, weeds growing thigh-high except
for the two ribbons of dirt whed tracks that findly deposited him on the shore of the lake. A bright red
Jeep was parked under a pine tree that towered skyscraper-high, its immense limbs overhanging the
shore. The only other man-made artifacts were the island’'s power and phone lines and the rickety
wooden dock that pointed out into the lake toward the idand. When he pulled up between the dock and
the Jeep, he leaned on his car horn as he' d been indructed and then got out of the car to wait.

If it hadn’t been for the vehides and power lines, he might have fdt trans-ported to an earlier century.
There was a sense of timeessness about the narrow roads, the old dock and its surrounding woods.
Shading his eyes, he looked toward the idand, but could see no Sgn of habitation except for another
decrepit wharf pointing back to where he was standing. A smdl rowboat was moored aongsde it.

Jugt when he congidered giving the car horn another try, he spied a figure come out of the idand's
woods and step onto the dock. His pulse quickened as he watched Isabelle untie the rowboat and get
into it, knowing that within minutes they would findly be seeing each other again. Five years was a long
time, though sometimesit dill seemed as though it was only yesterday that the three of them were stting
around a table in one of the amdl Crowsea cafes, deep in conversation, or sprawled out together for a
picnic lunch in Ftzhenry Park: Isabelle in her bohemian blacks, Kathy her exact opposite with a rainbow
aray of Indian print patches on her jeans and her tie-dyed tops. He ill wore the same commonsensical
jeans and cotton shirts that he had back then, the jeans dways in one piece and a touch too rich an indigo
to make much of a fashion statement, the shirts varying only in terms of the lengths of their collars, which
was due to avalability rather than any particular choice of his own.

He fdt nervous as he saw Isabelle push off from the dock and head his way. Too late to back out
now, he told himsdf.

“Whatever you do,” Marisa had warned him when he cdled her that morn-ing, “don’'t get into
whatever it was that set the two of you a odds with each other in the firg place. Don't tak about it,
don't gpologize, and don't expect her to. And don't go dragging dl sorts of old baggage dong with you.
Jug take it one moment at atime”

“But | can't just tuck dl the memories away,” Alan had countered. “My mind doesn’'t work that way
and Isabdlle’ s probably doesn't ether.”

“Jud try, Alan. Ded with the Isabelle of now, not the one you remember, because | doubt that one
even exigds anymore.”

“I'll try,” Alan had promised her, but he knew it would be hard. Marisa was bascdly tdling hm to
treat 1sabelle as a stranger, and he had never been com-fortable with strangers.

The distance was too greet for im to be able to make out her features, to see how and if she had
changed. All that was visble from where he stood was a smudge of a face surrounded by unruly dark
har as it fdl past her shoulders. He could tdl she was wearing faded blue jeans and a red-and-black
plaid flannd shirt, so he knew that her wardrobe had expanded. Her rowing had good form, the strokes
dl firm and strong, but then she'd aways been physcdly fit. It wasn't until she came within comfortable
haling distance and turned her head to cdl out a quick hdlo that he could findly make out her features.
They hadn’t changed at dl and, just like that, he could fed himsdf faling in love with her dl over again.

For a moment he thought of Marisa and had a pang of unexpected quilt, but he refused to
acknowledge it. If she hadn’'t been married, if Marisa had ever managed to ded with the problems that



being married entailed for her, things might have worked out differently. But they hadn’t and seeing
|sabelle now, he wasn't sure that they ever would. He redized that his heart had probably be-longed to
Isabdlle from the firs day Kathy had introduced them to each other in the Student Center and not even
that disastrous day at the funerd could change that.

Thefunerd. A dark cloud of memories expanded indde him, and it was only with a greet effort that
he managed to put them away.

Isabelle reached the dock at that moment. With afew quick oar strokes, she expertly turned the boat
until both she and its squared-off stern were facing him. For along moment al they could do was look a
each other. Seeing her like this brought Kathy’ s desth home to Alanin away that it never had before. He
wondered if whenever he saw 1sabelle, he would think of Kathy; wondered, too, if it would be the same
for Isabelle.

“It sbeen along time,” Isabelle sad findly, and that was enough to break the sensation Alan had of
thelr experiencing aflegting stay in time's rdentless march from one moment to the next.

“Toolong,” he said. “Country life ill seems to suit you. You look greet.”

“Yes wdl ..”

She was dill quick to blush, Alan saw. The rowboat’ s transom bumped against the dock.

“Did you have any trouble finding the place?’ she asked.

“Noneat dl.”

“Good.” She gave him an expectant 1ook, then added: “Wel, hop in.”

“Oh. Right.”

Alan couldn’'t remember the last time he' d been on the water. Except for riding the ferry out to Wolf
Idand, it might have been years. He fdt completdy out of his dement as he got into the boat and it began
to dip under the addition of his unbalanced weight. I sabelle leaned forward and caught his hand just when
he was sure he was going over the Sde. She steered him to the seet in the stern. As he amiled his thanks,
he could fed a hot flush rise up the back of his neck. Isabelle wasn't the only one who'd dways been
quick to fed sdlf-conscious.

“Urn, can | help with the rowing a dl?’ he asked to cover his embarrass-ment.

She cocked an eyebrow. “Do you know how?’

“Well, theoreticaly. There was a rowboat a my grandparents cot-tage ....”

“They had a place on the Kickaha River, didn't they? | remember we ...” She paused, then cleared
her throat. “We dl went up there one weekend ....”

Alan desperately wanted to talk about Kathy. It had been so long since he'd been with someone
who had known her as well as he had. He was tired of talking about her work, of dl that was entailed in
getting the omnibus published, fighting Kathy’s parents, going to court, the book’s design, paperback
rights. The Kathy that got discussed then wasn't redl. That Kathy was only one small facet of someone
far more important to him. But he remembered Marisa s warn-ing, so he didn’t take up where Isabdlle's
voice hed trailed off.

“Of course, | was just a kid back then,” he said instead, “and dl my parents would let me do was
gplash around with the oars dong the shore.”

He seemed to have done the right thing, for he could see the tendon easein Isabell€’ s shoulders. She
gave him agmdl smile

“Thenjud rdlax,” she told him. “I can dways use the exercise.”

As Alan tried to get comfortable on the hard wooden seat under him, she dipped the oars into the
water and gave a strong pull. The rowboat bobbed as it caught a swdll, then shot forward. Alan put a
hand on either gunwae and tried to take her advice, but he found it hard to reax.

“Did you bring a swimsuit?’ she asked.

“lan’'t the water kind of cold?’

Isabelle dhrugged. “Most yearsit' s ill fairly comfortable right up until the end of September.”

Alan dipped a hand in. The water fdt likeice and it was only the middle of the month.

“You're kidding—right?’

Isabelle's only response was the mischievous gleam that danced in her eyes. Alan was taken once



agan with how eeslly they had fdlen into how things had been before the funerd, but he had the feding
that 1sabelle was making just as much of an effort as he was to make it so. For dl her friendliness, she il
carried an ar of didraction about her and he could sense a darkness haunting the amile that she so readily
turned his way.

Stop andyzing her, he told himsdf. Stop looking for who she was and then comparing those
memories to who she might be now. But it was hard. Without their even having to mention it, the past
spilled out dl around them. Most of dl he could fed the presence of Kathy's ghodt, as though she were
gtting on the wooden planks of the rowboat between them.

To shift hismind from the gloomy turn his thoughts had taken, he looked over Isabell€’ s shoulder to
Wren Idand. Except for the old dock and the path leading away from it up into the forest, the wooded
shoreline was wild and overgrown, a sgting that seemed completdly a odds with the bright primary
colors and geometric shapes that made up so much of Isabelle’'s more current work—or at least what
Alan had seen of it in the Newford gdleries.

“It just doesn’'t seem to fit,” he said.

“What doesn't?’

“You—iving out here. What I’ ve seen of your work over the last few years seems to owe so much
of its ingpiration to the city—dl the squared lines like city blocks, the sharp angles and the loud lights
Wren Idand strikes me as a place that would inspire you to choose just the opposite for your subjects.”

Issbelle amiled. “And yet when | lived in Newford, | was doing modly landscapes or portraits that
induded dements of landscape.”

“Gofigure” Alan said, returning her smile,

“It's hard to explain,” she said. “I know why | live here. | like the wildness of it and | like my privacy.
| like knowing I'm safe, that | can step out of my front door in the middle of the night and walk around
for aslong as | like without ever once having to fed nervous about being mugged or bothered by one
thing or another. | like the quiet—though, once you live in a place such as this, you redize thet it's never
redly quiet. Y et the sounds are naturd—not drens and traffic and Street noisc  and the sense of peace
ign't short-lived. It stays with you.”

“| dways forget that you grew up here,” Alan said. “1 met you in the city, so | can't help but think of
you as adty girl.”

“I'm hardly agirl anymore.”

“Sorry. Woman. You know what | mean.”

She nodded. “After thefire, | didn’t think | could ever come back again.” She had an expresson in
her eyes now that Alan couldn’t read at dl. “It took time” she said after amoment, “but | made it work.”

Thefire. For along timeit had been one of those anvful landmarks around which other less important
events were congdered and fit into the timeline of one's life Before the ... dfter the ... It was like a
divorce, or adesth ....

Alan wasn't sure how to react. He fdt he should say something, but was at a totd loss as to what.
Happily, the boat drifted up againd the idand’'s dock just then and the moment passed. Isabelle seemed
to shake off whatever dark mood had gripped her and managed a vague amile.

“Herewe are” she said.

Shipping the oars, she stepped gracefully out of the boat, putting one hand on the bow to keep it
from drifting away from the dock. She tied its line to an old iron docking ring, then steadied the boat so
thet Alan could get out. He managed to do it without mishap, if lacking her easy grace.

“Have you had lunch yet?’ |sabelle asked.

He shook his head.

“Wel, let’s go up to the house. | made us some sandwiches earlier. Nothing fancy: just feta cheese,
Greek dlives and tomatoes. It'sdl | had on hand.”

“Sounds great,” Alan assured her as he followed her up the narrow path thet led them off into the
woods.



The house was a converted barn standing on a point of land overlooking the lake. While forest lay
thick on the dde of the idand facing the manland, here it was open fidds, famland only recently
reclamed by nature. The path came up out of the thick stands of spruce pine, cedar and birch to wind its
way in between ivy-covered outbuildings that were modly faling in upon themsalves. Dense thickets of
wild rosebushes grew in unordered profusion about the buildings, haf hiding curious stone statuary and
weathered fiddstone walls that seemed to both begin and end with no clear purpose.

The barn itsdf was enveloped with vegetation. Ivy grew thick on the south wall, framing the pair of
large picture windows that looked out upon a riot of tadl flowers phlox, deep violed mdlow and
aunflowers, cosmos and purple cone-flowers. The garden caught both the morning and afternoon light,
but Isabelle's studio was up on the second floor in the back where another large picture win-dow
flooded the loft with a strong northern light. The main body of the struc-ture was shaded by three
immense dm trees—two on the east Sde, one on the west—whaose age could be counted in centuries,
rather than decades. They seemed to have found a hedthful sanctuary here while disease had taken most
of their kindred on the mainland.

Theidand had been in Isabell€ s family for generations, but had only ceased to be a working farm at
the end of the seventies, upon her father’s death. When her mother moved to Florida to live with her
sdter, she had left the idand in Isabdll€' s care. The farmhouse itsdf had burned down during the first year
Isa-belle had moved back to the idand, and she had opted to convert the bam into a house and studio,
rather than rebuild the origind house. All that remained of her childhood home was a tdl fiddstone
fireplace rigng out of ahill of sumac and raspberry bushes.

Alan had only been out to the idand once before the night of the fire, so Isabelle gave him a brief tour
of the grounds and the remodeled barn before she served him lunch in the kitchen area overlooking the
garden and lake. He made suitably appreciative comments where appropriate and she found the whole
vigt to be proceeding in a remarkably friendly fashion, condgdering the terms on which they’d parted.
Alan looked about the same as he dways had, and being with him like this made Isabelle redize how
much she'd missed his easy corn-pany. It was hard to believe tha this was the same man who had
refused to see Kathy when she was in the hospitd, who'd said such terrible things to her a Kathy's
funerd.

But people dedt with their grief in different ways, she redized. She knew how much Alan had cared
for Kathy. He probably hadn’t been able to face seeing her on her deathbed. He'd probably gone a little
crazy—she knew she had—and that was what had made him act the way he had at the funerd. If only
they could have comforted each other, instead of dlowing things to have gone the way they did.

Stting across the table from him, she fingered the smdl, flat key in the pocket of her jeans and
remembered what Kathy had written in her letter about the contents of the locker it would open.

Thisis what I'm leavingfor you. For you and Alan, if you want to share it with him.

She wanted to show him the key, to tdl him about the letter, but something held her back. She fdt
comfortable with him, certainly, but there was ill a surred edge to the afternoon that |eft her feding
oddly distracted and more than allittle confused. Parting on such bad terms as they had, she was hard put
to understand why she was so happy to see him. And then there was the presence of Kathy’s ghos—al
those memories that seeing him called up in her mind. It made for a strange and eerie brew that sirred
and churned ingde her, with the source of much of its disquiet, she knew, beng due to the strange
coincidence of Alan’'s having cdled her after dl these years—less than twenty-four hours after she'd
received Kathy’s long-lost letter. It seemed too pat. It seemed amogt .. arranged.

S0 she said nothing. Instead, she waited to hear the proposition that had brought him dl the way out
here to see her. When she redized what he wanted from her, dl it did was further muddy the waters and
leave her feding more confused than ever.

“l couldn’'t do it,” she said. “I just couldn't.”

“Bu—"

“You know how much | love Kathy’s stories,” she added, “but 1 don't paint in an illudrative Syle



anymore. I’'m redly the wrong person for this book—

though | think it's a wonderful idea. | can't believe that those stories have been out of print for as
long as they have.”

“But the money—"

“You couldn’t offer me enough to do it. I'm sorry.”

“You don't understand. It's not about making money for us,” Alan said.

Issbelle studied him for a long moment. “Of course,” she said. “I should have known that. It never
has been about money for you, has it? Maybe that’ s why you' ve had so much success.”

The three dim volumes of Kathy’s short-story collections had put Alan’'s East Street Press on the
literary map. Spedidizing as it had on illustrated short-story and poetry collections by locd writers and
artigts, the press had been con-sidered to be nothing more than one more regiond publisher until the New
York Times review of Kathy’sfirg collection started a bidding war among paperback publishers and the
find mass-market rights had gone for two hundred thousand dollars—an astonishing sum for a collection
of literary fairy tales.

They were new stories, her own stories, set in Newford's streets. But there was magic in them. And
faerie. Which hardly made them best-seller materid.

But surprisngly, the book had surpassed dl of the paperback publishers expectations, as had the
two subsequent volumes—dlill published firg by the East Street Press in handsome illustrated volumes,
but distributed nationdly by one of the mgor houses who had dso taken an interest in the other books
that Alan had produced. Kathy's collections had spawned two plays, a balet, a film and innumerable
works of art. Kathy hadn’t exactly become a household name, but her literary posterity had certainly
been assured.

Interest in the fourth collection had been high, but then Kathy died, throw-ing her estate into the legd
wrangle that had now lagted five years. And for five years Kathy's books had only been avalable in
libraries and secondhand stores.

“So what isit about?’ she asked. “Besides getting the stories back into print and rasng some money
for the Foundation?’

“Remember how Kathy was dways taking about establishing an arts court for street kids? A house
made up of sudio space where any kid could come to write or draw or pant or sculpt or make mugc, dl
supplies furnished for them?’

Isabelle nodded. “I"d forgotten about that. She used to talk about it long before she became famous
and started meking dl thet money.”

And then, Issbelle remembered, when Kathy did have the money, shed been indrumentd in
edablishing the Newford Children’s Foundation, because she' d redlized that fird it was necessary to ded
with the primary concerns of shelter and food and safety. She hadn’t forgotten her plans for the children’'s
Art Court, but she'd died before she could put them into practice.

“That’s what thismoney isgoing to do,” Alan said.

You don't understand what you're asking of me, Isabelle wanted to tdl him, but dl she could say
was, “I dill can't do it”

“Your depictions of her characters were dways Kathy’s favorites”

“l only ever did the two.”

Two that survived, at least. They hungin the Foundation’s offices—in the waiting room that was hdf
library, haf toy room.

“And they were perfect,” Alan said. “Kathy dways wanted you to illusrate one of her books.”

“I know.”

And Kathy had never asked her to, not until just a few weeks before she died. “Promise me” she'd
sad when Isabdlle had come to see her at the Gracie Street apartment, the lagt time Isabelle had seen
Kathy dive. “Promise me that one day you'll illugtrate one of my books.”

Isabelle had promised, but it was a promise she hadn’t kept. Fear prevented her from fulfilling it. Not
the fear of falure. Rather, it was the fear of success. She would never again render a redidic subject.
Kathy had dways seemed to understand—until right there at the end, when she'd chosen to forget. Or



maybe, 1sabelle sometimes thought, Kathy had remembered too wel and the promise had been her way
of tdling Isabdlle that she had nude a mistake in turning her back on what had once been so important to
her.

“Why does it have to be me?’ she asked, speaking to her memories of Kathy as much as to Alan.

“Because your art has the same ambiguity as Kathy's prose,” Alan replied. “I’ve never seen another
atis who could capture it hdf as wdl. You were dways my fird choice for every one of Kathy's
books.”

“l didn't know that.”

“Kathy didn't want you to. She said you'd come around in your own time, but we don’'t have that
kind of time anymore. Who knows what’ s going to happen when the Mullys take me back to court? We
have to do this now, as soon as we can, or we might never have the opportunity again.”

“It's been s0 long since I’ ve done that kind of work ....”

“Itll just be a cover,” Alan assured her, “and a few interior illugtraions. I’d take as many as you'll
do—even one per sory—but I'll settle on aminimum of five. We can combine whatever new pieces you
do with the two hanging in the Foundation’ s offices. That should be enough.”

Jugt a cover. Just a few interiors. Except art was never “just” anything. When it was rendered from
the heart, with true conviction, it opened doors. There were some doors that 1sabelle preferred to keep
closed.

“Couldn’t you just use the two I’ ve dready done?’ she asked.

Alan shook his head. “It wouldn't be much of an illugtrated edition, then, would it?’

“Wdl, couldn’t you get somebody dse to do the rest you need?’

“No. | want the continuity. One author, one artist. I've never liked books that mix various artists
work to go with one style of writing.”

Issbelle didn’t either.

She toyed with the handle of her teamug and stared out the window. A wind had sprung up and the
flowers were bobbing and swaying in its breath. Out over the lake, dark clouds were gathering, ralling up
agang each other into along smudge, shadowing the horizon. A storm was on its way, but the fact didn't
regigter for her immediatey. She was thinking, instead, of Kathy's stories, of how easlly working with
their imagery would lead her back into that bewil-dering tangle where dream mingled with memory.

It could be sweset, but it could be hitter, too. And dark. As dark as those clouds shedowing the sky
above the lake. And the repercussions ...

If she closed her eyes, she would hear dl the shouting and noise again, would see that fird tiny
burned body, would smell the sickly sweet odor of its charred flesh. And then her focus would widen to
take indl the others.

She didn’ t—wouldn’t—close her eyes. Instead she concentrated on Alan's voice.

“l know your gtyle is completdly different now,” he was saying. “I don’'t dam to understand dl of
your work, but | certainly respect it. | would never ask anyone to change thair gyle as I’'m doing now,
but I know you've done this sort of work before. And like | said: thisisn't for our fame or fortune. It's
for Kathy. It's to make her dream of the Art Court come true.”

Alan leaned forward. “At least giveit atry, won't you?’

Isabelle couldn’t look a him. Her gaze went out the window again. In the brief moment since she'd
looked away, the sorm clouds had rushed closer, across the water, piling up above the idand. The firg
gplatters of rain hit the window.

“If there' s anyone who' s going to be wondering where you are,” she said, “you’d better give them a
cdl now before the phone lines go out.”

“What?’

She turned back to him. “I wasn't paying attention to the weather,” she said.

As though the words were a cue, the rain suddenly erupted from the clouds overhead. It came down
in sheets, fdling so hard that it was impossible to see more than a few feet out the window.

“l can't take you back to the manland in this wegather,” she explained. “And | often lose my phone
and power in sorms.”



“Oh”

Isabdlle turned and plucked her phone from where it sat on the sSideboard behind her. It was a dunky
old rotary-dia, black, the plastic battered and scratched. She set it down in front of Alan, then rose from
the table to give im some privacy.

“l don’'t have anyone to cdl,” Alan said.

Isabelle paused. She stood a few feet away from him, her arms folded around hersdlf to keep out a
chill that had nothing to do with the coming storm. “You didn’'t answer me” Alan said.

Issbelle sghed. It was dl too confusing. Kathy’s letter, the locker key, Alan's reappearance in her
life, this book that was so important to meking Kathy’ s dreams come true.

“Will you stay for dinner?’ she asked, taking refuge in playing her role as Alan's hostess.

“Y ou're avoiding the question.”

She looked a him with a different gaze than she had before, remembering instead what it was like to
render the human face and form. Alan would be both easy and difficult to draw: dark-haired,
sguare-shouldered, a sengtive face with kind eyes. His lines were dl srong; it was the subtleties that
would make or break the study. And if she painted him? Painted him not as other artists would, but as
Rushkin had taught her? What would that painting cal up from the before?

“Issbdle ... 7’

“I ... I'll think about it,” she said.

“Thank you. | redly appreciate it.”

“l didn't agree to anything but that 1’d think about it,” she warned him. “I know.”

Isabelle looked outsde where the rain and clouds had changed the afternoon light to dusk.

“Youll stay for dinner?” she asked again.

“I'd loveto.”

He ended up Saying the night.

Not long after dinner, Isabelle vanished into her sudio to do some work and Alan didn't see her
agan for the remainder of the evening.

Over the preparations for dinner and the med itsdf, they seemed to have fdlen back into ther old
relaionship with only afew moments of awkwardness, and he had dready berated himsdf any number of
times for not contacting her sooner. But as soon as they’d finished washing up and putting the dishes
away, she suddenly gave him a surprised look, as though she had only just become aware of his being
here in her house and was't quite sure what to do about it. A moment later she'd muittered something
about having to work and left hm standing downgtairs by himsdf before it redly registered that she was
gone.

Her abrupt departure left him feding more than allittle confused and com-pletely at loose ends.

Returning to the kitchen table, he finished off the last swalow of cooled coffeein his cup, rinsed it out
and st it in the dish drainer. That amdl task completed, he wandered amledy through the large
open-concept room that made up most of the downgtairs of the refurbished barn, pausing in front of the
various pieces of her art that hung on the walls, or were set on shelves, to sudy them more closdly than
he'd had the time to do earlier in the evening.

The paintings were dl starkly abstract—ultterly at odds with the work he was trying to commisson
from her for Kathy’s book; a odds even with the titles I sabelle had given them. Heartbeat was a fidd of
deep blue vidlet, an enormous panting some Sx by ten feet, the uniform hue placed on the canvas with
thou-sands of tiny brush strokes. The width of the paintbrush couldn’t have been more than a hdf-inch,
Alan judged when he took a closer look. Set just off center in the blue violet fidd were three amdl
yedlow-orange geometric shapes that disconcertingly appeared to pulse when he stepped back to take in
the painting as awhole.

Her wood sculptures were rendered more redidticaly—humaen faces and torsos and limbs that
reached out of the wood a curious angles. Many of these were painted in a dyle that resembled

tattooing, or aborigind clay body panting.



Though he wasn't paticulaly taken with this dyle of at—ether the ol pantings or the
sculptures—there was certainly no ignoring it. He would look away, but find his gaze drawn back, time
and again, to this set of child's fingers reaching out of a square block of polished wood, that stark ail
painting with its descending swirl of soinning triangles running from one corner of the canvas to the other.

Fndly he let the sorm outside soothe his gaze. He walked back into the kitchen area and stood at
the window to look out at the rain that gill came down so strongly. The flowers on the south sde of the
barn were bent dmogt in two and many of the cosmos had logt their petals. Beyond them, everything was
pushed into a dark grey haze, swalowed by the night and the storm. He remained a the window for a
long time, leaving only when he redlized that he was now sudying the art behind him by way of its
reflection in the glass, which made many of the pieces appear more disconcerting dill.

As s00n as he became aware of what he was doing, he gave the stairs a hopeful ook, but they were
empty except for Rubens—Isabdll€’s large orange tomcat, who was deeping, lower body on one dair,
front paws and head on the next riser up. Isabelle remained ensconced in her studio.

Alan hesitated a moment longer, then findly made his way to the guest room, a the back of the
house, that Isabelle had showed him before dinner. A towel and face doth werelaid out on the bed. The
room itsdf was a cheery rdief compared to the rest of the downdtairs, Isabelle had taken dl of its warmth
away with her when she went up into her studio, leaving behind only the troubling questions that her art
seemed to demand of a viewer.

The guest room was painted in soft paste colors and smply furnished: a chest of drawers, a
bookcase, a throw rug on the floor and a pillowed window-seat with alight in a sconce by the windowsl
to dlow one to St up in the bay window and read a night. The double bed was Stuated so that one
could look out that same window when Stting up againg the headboard.

He was amused to find a complete collection of East Street Press books stting on the bookshelf and
gpent an idle few minutes Stting on the edge of the bed, paging through them. There was only one piece
of art hanging in this room—a very smply rendered watercolor landscape, which proved to be sgned in
one corner by his hostess. By the date that followed her name, Alan redized she mugt have done it while
shewas dill ateenager. He wondered how it had survived the fire.

The power went, just as he was washing up, and he fumbled his way back to the guest room to light
the candle that 1sabelle had left m againg just such a contingency. Leaving it buming on the night table,
he undressed by its flickering light and got into bed. He didn't think he'd be able to deep, but once he
blew the candle out, plunging the room into darkness, he found the rettle of the ran outsde to be oddly
soothing. Lying there, he let the sound relax him.

How drange to livein a place such as this, he thought, where you could be so easily cut off from the
manland by a sorm. He wondered if he should have caled Marisa before the phone lines went. He
redized that she would have been trying to reach him at his gpartment this evening and of course she'd
worry when dl she got was his answering machine. Thinking of Marisa woke a whole new st of
confusons that he redly didn't want to get into, but hgppily he fdl adeep before the tangle of that
particular rdaionship gained too firm a hold.

v

an wasn't sure what woke him. He couldn’t have been degping for more than a few hours when he
was suddenly staring up &t the caling above him, eyes open wide, deep fled.

He' d been dreaming of Isabelle. Of her asking him to pose for her and then somehow he kept losng
pieces of dothing and she kept losng pieces of dothing and findly the two of them were lying on this sofa
that he imagined was in one corner of her sudio. HEd just put his hand on a perfect breast when he
dtarted out of his deep with a quick gasp.

Helay there, blinking in the dark, trying to figure out what had woken him. It was when he sat up that
he redized he wasn't done. Sharply ddineated againgt the growing light outsde the window was the
profiled slhouette of a figure Stting in the window seet, legs drawn up againg her chest, arms wrapped
around her knees. Alan’s dream invalving his hostess had made a tent out of the sheets between his legs
and he quickly drew his own knees up to his chest to hide the fact.



“Isabelle?’ he asked, pitching hisvoice low.

Thefigure turned toward him. She seemed to be wearing little more than a man’'s white shirt, which
hung oversized on her dender frame. But whoever his night vigitor was, he redlized she wasn't Isabelle as
soon as she spoke.

“You seem rather nice” she said, “and you've certainly got her working. It's dmaogt time for the
dawn chorus and she' s dill up there, filling sheet after sheet with sketches.”

Her voice was huskier than Isabelle's, for dl its youthfulness, and touched with a fant mockery.
From her slhouette, he noted that she was smdler than Isabelle as wdl, and far more dender. Almost
boyish.

“Who are you?’ he asked.

The girfl spoke over the question, ignoring him. “I’d suggest that you smply use monochrome studies
to illugrate the book—that would certainly make it easer on Isabelle, you know—mbut | have to admit
I’'m too sdfish and londly. It'Il be s0 nice to see afew new faces around here”

Alan waan't redly ligening to what she was saying.

“| thought 1sabelle lived here by hersdf,” he said.

“She does. All on her own, just hersdf and her art.”

“Then who are you? What are you doing here in my room?’

His desire for Isabelle had fled. Now dl he wanted to know was what an adolescent girl was doing in
hisroom in the middle of the night. His vigitor put an elbow on her knee, cupped her chin with her hand,
and cocked her head. The pose rang in Alan’s memory, but he couldn’t place it.

“Didn’t you ever wonder why she had such an extreme change of sylein her art?’ the girl asked.

“All I'm wondering is who you are and what you're doing here.”

“Oh, don't be so tedious,” she told him, that trace of mockery caressng her words with slent
laughter.

Naked under his covers, Alan fdt trapped by the Stuation.

“Don't you find Isabelle far more fascinating?’ she added.

“Yes Thatis..”

“No need to be shy about it. You're not the firg to be taken by her charms, and you probably won't
be the last. But they dl back away from the mysery of her.”

“Mygery,” Alan repeated.

Well, Isabelle was certanly mysterious—she dways had been—though he would probably have
chosen the word puzzing to describe her instead. Mystery seemed to better suit this haf-naked girl who
wasin his bedroom. As the light grew stronger outside, he could see that indeed the man's shirt was dll
ghe had on. And it wasn't buttoned closed.

“If you're at dl serious, ask her about Bushkin,” thegifl said.

“Serious about what?’

Thegifl svung her feet down and leaned forward, chin cupped by both pdms now.

“I'm not a child,” she said. “You don't have to pretend. | know you were dreaming about her
tonight. | know dl about what grows between a man’s legs and where he wants to put it.”

Alan flushed. “Who are you?' he demanded.

Thegirl stood up and pushed open the window behind her, which appeared to have been unlatched.
Alan hadn’t noticed that last night.

“ Judt remember,” she said. “What you don’'t know or don’t understand—it doesn’'t have to be bad.”

“All I want to understand is—"

“And it's okay to be scared.”

Alan could fed his temper giving out on him, so he forbore answering for a moment. He took a
deadying breath, then let it out. The air coming in from the window made his breath cloud briefly, but the
gr didn’t appear to fed the cold at dll.

“Why are you tdling medl of this?’ he asked.

Thegirl amiled. “Now that’ s thefird intdligent question you've asked dl morning.”

Alan waited, but she didn’t go on.



“You're not going to tdl me?’ he asked.

She shook her head.

“Instead, you're just going to stand there and catch your death of cold?’

“It' snot cold.”

She stepped down from the window onto the wet grass outsde. Alan started to rise, but then
remembered his nakedness again.

“Remember to ask her about Rushkin—you know who he was, don't you?’

Alan nodded. Isabdle had named her studio “Adjani Farm” after him.

He tugged on the sheet until it came loose from the foot end of the bed and wrapped it around
himsdf like along trailing skirt as he swung his feet to the floor. But by the time he reached the window,
the grl was aready out on the lawn, dancing about in the wet grass with her bare feet, her loose white
shirt flgpping about her.

“But | don't know who you are!” he called after her.

She turned and gave him a quick grin.

“Why, I'm Cosette,” she said. “Isabdle swild girl.”

And then she was off, racing across the lawn, legs flashing like those of a young colt, red hair tossed
back and catching the firg pink rays of the sun. In moments, dl that remained was a trail of footprints in
the grass.

“Cosette,” Alan repeated.

Now he remembered why that pose of hers had seemed so familiar. The girl could have been a twin
for whoever had sat for Isabelle's panting The Wild Girl, which hung in the Newford Children’'s
Foundation. Cosette would be too young to have been the modd for it, of course, but the resemblance
was s0 grong that she might easily be related to the origind model—perhaps her daughter? That was a
reasonable enough assumption, except it didn't even begin to explain her presence this morning. It
seemed such an eaborate charade to play on a sranger: making hersdf up like the modd from the
panting, dl this mysterious tak about himsdf and Isabelle and Isabell€' s old mentor.

Theréd been something about Rushkin—a scandal, a mydery. It was while he was trying to
remember what it had been that he redlized something dse the story of Kathy's that 1sabelle had used as
abadisfor the panting ... Cosette had been the name of the wild girl who had followed the wolves into
the junkyard, followed them and never returned.

So even the name had been made up. But why? What was the point of it dl?

Alan stared across the lawn for long moments until the cold made him shiver. He shut the window
and returned to bed. He meant to day there just long enough to warm up before he got dressed, but for
dl the questions that soun through hismind in the wake of his odd early-morning encounter, he ended up

fdling adeep again.
\Y

Issbelle sat back from her drawing table and rubbed her face, leaving stresks of red chak on her
brow and cheeks. Her fingers were stained a dark brownish red from the sanguine with which she’ d been
sketching—hboth from holding the drawing chaks and usng her fingers to smudge the pigment she'd lad
down on the paper into graduated tones. The desk was littered with the dozens of studies and sketches
she' d been working on since flesing Alan’s company after dinner.

She wasn't sure what exactly had sent her upgtairs. It was partly the memo-ries he'd woken in her,
not just of Kathy, but of when they'd dl lived on Water-house Street. They’d shared so many good
times then, to be sure, but those were aso the years when Rushkin had been so much a part of her life
She was dways reminded of A Tale of Two Cities when she thought back to that time. Dickens had
summed up her fedings for the Waterhouse Street days perfectly with the novel’s opening line “It was
the best of times it was the worst of times ....”

Rushkin. Kathy. Alan, here in her house. The funerd. The memories had risen up, swirling and
goinning through her, until she'd got a feding of claustro-phobia—too many people in too confined a
place, never mind that it had just been Alan and hersdf in the rambling sorawl of the barn’s man



downgtairs room. Alan and hersdf, yes, and the ghosts. She would have gone for a wak outside, if it
hadn't been for the rain. As it was, she couldn’'t even remember what she'd told Alan. She'd just
mumbled some excuse about having to work and bolted.

But once she was updtairs dl she'd done was pace back and forth across the scratched hardwood
floor of her studio until her restlessness began to irritate her as much as it dready had Rubens, who was
trying to deep on the windowsll by her drawing table. So she'd sat down, pulled out a sheaf of loose
paper and the old Players cigarettes tin that held her sanguine and charcoal, and decided to see if she
could actudly gill draw a humean figure, afary face.

It had been so long.

Thisis safe, she told hersdf as she firg touched the red chak to the paper. The result of the initid
Sudy she attempted was fairly pitiful—not so much because of her being out of practice, though Lord
knew she was desperately out of practice, as that she was being too tentative with her lines. Frightened
by what the images on paper could wake.

She placed a new sheet of paper in front of her, but was unable to put the chak to it.

After shed been daing a the paper for a good twenty minutes, Rubens stood up from the
windowsll and waked across her drawing table. He gave her a look that she, s0 used to
anthropomorphizing because he was usudly her only companion in her studio, read as exasperation. Then
he hopped down from the table and left the room.

|sabelle watched him go before dowly returning her attention to what lay in front of her. The corner
of the sketch that was peeking up from under the blank sheet of paper she'd laid on top of it seemed to
chide her aswdll.

Nothing would come of a sketch, she reminded hersdf. The sanguine im-ages were harmless. It was
when she built on the sketch, set the stretched canvas on her easel and began to squeeze the paint onto
her paette. It was when she drew on the knowledge Rushkin had given her and began to lay the paint
onto the canvas ...

Which a dozen or so studies later, she found hersdf longing to do. With a deep seadying breeth,
she' d findly managed to close her mind to dl extraneous thoughts and smply let her hand speak for her,
red chak on the off-white paper, drawing the ingpiration for what appeared on the paper from her mind,
from years of having suppressed just such work. When the power went and she lost her dectric lights,
she smply lit candles and continued to work. The expectant surface soon filled with figures—gtting,
waking, lounging, amiling, laughing, dancing, pensive ... the entire gamut of human movement and
expresson. The joy of rendering returned with such an intengity that it was dl she could do to stop hersdf
from beginning a painting that moment.

But it was too soon. She'd want to find some modds firg—Jlly could help her there. Isabdlle was so
out of touch with Newford's art scene hersdf that she wouldn't begin to know where to look. And then
there were the back-grounds—another reason she'd have to go to the city. She should probably rent a
gudio there for the winter.

Sill sketching, hand moving amogt automaticaly now, she began to plan it dl out in her mind. She
would ingg to Alan that she keep the originds at dl times. She would provide him with the color
trangparencies he required, but the paintings themsaves wouldn't leave her possession. That would keep
them safe—at least s0 long as she was dive. But what would happen to them when she died? Who
would know how to

No, she told hersdlf. Don't complicate things Don't even think, or you'll close yoursdlf up before
you even put down the first background tones.

With her fingers limbered, the lines were appearing on the paper as they were supposed to: firm,
assured, with no hestation. She found hersdf sketching Kathy's features—not as they’ d been later in life,
but when Isabelle had fird met her, when they were both 4ill in ther late teens, hungry for every
experience that the Lower Crowsea art scene could impart to them.

Shetried to think of which stories she would illugtrate and redlized thet if she was going to take on the
project, she'd want to do dl of them. What would be redly hard was deciding on amply one imege for
esch piece. There was enough imegary in just one of Kathy's Stories to provide for dozens of



illugtrations.

She'd have to read the books again. And then there were the new stories Alan had told her about.
She'd

Isabelle laid the sanguine down and stared at Kathy's image looking back up at her from the paper,
regretting now that she had never been able to find the courage to do thiswhen Kathy was ill dive, that
she' d let the broken promise lie between hersdf and her friend’'s memory for so long. But she knew what
the difference was, she knew why she' d make the attempt now.

“It's for your dream,” she told the image. “To make that arts court real. That's what's giving me
courage.”

Though if she was truly honest with hersdlf, it was a0 to set to rest her ghodts, once and for dl. They
came to her in her dreams, both Kathy and Rush-kin, never with recrimingion in their eyes, or voices,
but they left her feding guilty dl the same for the choice she had made after the fire to bury dl tha
Rushkin had taught her.

Except for Kathy, no one had redly understood why she had to put that part of her life behind her,
hed to find a new way to express the wordless turmail that had dways been a part of her, the confusion
that could only be explained and relieved through her art. Certainly not Rushkin. And he should have.
Only he and Kathy knew the true story. She'd never told anyone else, not even Jlly, who, with her
penchant for the odd and the unusud, might have seemed the most obvious choice. Jily who saw wonder
and magic where anyone ese would only rub ther eyes and look again, carefully editing what they saw
until it fit within the realm of what they’ d been taught was possible.

Isabelle couldn’t have said why she hadn’t confided in Jlly; over dl those long phone conversations
they’ d had since Isabelle moved back to the idand, they certainly shared everything eseinther lives. But
it seemed too ... secret. Kathy had known, because she'd been there from the beginning, and
Rudhkin—if it hadn’t been for Rushkin, none of it would have happened in the firg place.

Initidly, Rushkin's teachings had seemed so amazing, like stepping into an enchantment, or receiving
agift from faerie. Then after the fire, she just couldn’t speak of it. The secret didn't die, but it locked
itdf away indde her—just as she locked away the impulses to render redigticaly.

The abrupt change into the abstract had garnered her the worst reviews she'd ever received, before
or snce. The only onein Newford's art community who had Smply accepted the new paintings for their
own worth, rather than judging them againgt the work Isabelle had done earlier in her career, had been

JJIy.

She'd dropped by Isabelle's sudio—hdf of a loft she was sharing with Sophie Etoile in the Old
Market—one afternoon a few weeks before the show. Wan-dering about I1sabell€' s sde of the amdl loft,
she'd viewed the works-in-progress and finished canvases with an unprgjudiced eye.

Jlly had been surprised, certainly, but also moved by the power of some of the work. Granted, there
were paintings that were noble attempts, and nothing more, but there were dso some that conveyed
evarything she'd ever said before, only now in primd, throbbing colors and abstract designs.

After Jlily had complimented her on the new work, Isabelle had admitted her nervousness concerning
how the new paintings would be accepted.

“But are you happy with this direction your work’s taken?” Jlly had asked.

“Oh, yes” Isabelle had lied. “Very much s0.” 1t would be years before the lie would come true.

“Then that's dl that counts,” Jlly had told her.

Isabelle had had cause to remember and be comforted by those few Smple words many times as she
worked to reestablish her earlier postion in the New-ford art community. What had dismayed her earlier
admirers, she dowly came to understand, was not the new work itsdf, but what they perceived as the
frivality of her turning her back so abruptly on the old. Once they saw her seriousness, she began to win
them back, one by one.

All except for Rushkin. He hadn't expressed approva or disapprova. Long before the show
opened, Rushkin was gone. Out of her life, out of Newford; for dl she knew, out of the world itsdf, for
no one had ever heard of or from him since.

Speculaion ran rampant in the Newford art circles as to where and why he'd gone, but it never went



beyond rumor. Isabelle suspected that the fire had killed something ingde him, just as it had ingde her.
She'd logt innocence, her sense of wonder. She didn't know what he had logt, but she suspected its
absence had put as deep an ache ingde him as her own loss had put in her. For dl his unsociability and
sudden rages, he had understood, better than anyone Isabelle had met before or since, the intringc worth
that lay at the heart of dl things the beauty that grew out of the smple knowledge that everything, no
meatter how amdl or large it might be, was the prefect example of what it was. It was the artist’s sacred
task to illuminate that beauty, Rushkin had told her, to create a bridge between subject and viewer; to
craft atruthful vison that |eft both the artist and the audience wiser, dlowing them to widd the weapon of
knowledge in their daily confrontations with an increasingly hodtile world.

|sabelle sghed. Sometimes she missed her old mentor so much that it hurt. But then she'd remember
the other sde of him, the part that swallowed the good memories with hateful shadows: his ditiam and his
towering rages. Hisamdl crudties and his hunger to control. His hunger ...

Asinevitably happened when she thought of Rushkin, she couldn’'t under-stand why it had taken her
50 long to extricate hersdf from hisinfluence. It hadn’'t smply been her greed to learn dl she could from
him. But what exactly had been the hold he’'d had on her? How could one man be responsible for so
much that was good in her life and so much of the misery and pain?

She sghed again, saring out the window. Morning twilight was growing lighter by the moment. As
she watched, the long shadow cast by the barn with-drew toward its foundations. The dawn chorus
sounded—more muted every day as, species by species, its choristers migrated south. But at lesst the
day was dawning sunny, the storm was gone and the power was back on. It looked to be the morning of
a perfect autumn day.

She didn't fed nearly as tired as she thought she should after spending a deepless night. Her eyes
were a little itchy and her back was giff from being hunched over the drawing table for so many hours,
but that was about it. She rubbed at her eyes, then looked down & her hands and redized what she was
amearing dl over her face.

“Lovdy,” she muttered.

Standing up, she stretched and went into the washroom to take a shower before going downdtairs to
wake Alan. She'd make him breakfast before rowing him back to the mainland. Bt firg they’d have to
tak some more. She hoped he'd be able to meet her demands—she was't asking for much—but even
if he didn’'t, she knew she'd take on the project because it was long past time to fuifill that broken
promise.

Shewould do it.

For Kathy and her dream of the logt children’s arts court.

And for hersdlf, so that she could try to regain defunct courage and so be brave enough to accept the
respongbility of agift she'd once been given.

Alan woke groggily to the sound of tapping on the guest-room door. He strug-gled upright in a tangle
of bedclothes, disoriented, body and mind ill thick with deep.

“Breskfast’s dmod ready,” Isabelle called through the door.

“I ... I'll beright out,” Alan managed to mumblein response.

He listened to her footsteps recede before he dowly svung his feet to the floor. His gaze traveled to
the window, but dl it found was sunshine streaming in through the panes, giving the room the ar of an
ealy Impressonig’s panting, dl bright ydlow light with deep mauve shadows pooling where the
sunbeams didn’t reach. There was no wild girl with her red har and oversized man’s shirt.

Risng from the bed, he crossed the room to look out on the lavn outside the window. The sun had
dready burned off the dew, so the fant path of foot-prints he remembered from his dawn vistor was
gone as well.

If he’d even had a dawn vistor, he thought, turning from the window.

The whole encounter lay like a dream in his memory now. It seemed far more reasonable to beieve
that he had smply imagined Cosette and her odd conversation. His degping mind had conjured a
patchwork individud out of Kathy’s story and Isabell€’ s painting to vigt him in his deegp and voice the
curious mix of desire and bafflement he fet whenever he thought of 1sabelle.



He fdt better after he'd had a shower—more dert, if a bit scruffy from being unable to shave. When
he joined Isabelle in the kitchen, it was to find she'd prepared him a huge country breskfast: pancakes,
eggs and bacon, muffins, cof-fee and freshly squeezed orange juice.

“You didn’'t have to go to so much trouble,” he said.

“It was't any trouble,” 1sabelle assured him. “1 enjoy cooking.”

“l just thought that after working dl night, the last thing you'd fed like doing was putting together a
spread like this”

Isabdlle turned from the stove, the surprise obvious in her features. “Now how did you know I'd
been up dl night?’ she asked.

Alan heard the wild girl’ s voicein hismind. It's almost time for the dawn chorus and she's still up
there, filling sheet after sheet with sketches.

Except he' d decided that he had dreamed her—hadn’t he?

“l don’'t know,” he said. “I guess | heard you waking around or some-thing.” When she raised her
eyebrows quizzicdly, he added, “You did tdl me yesterday that you' re the only person living here on the
idand, didn’t you?’

Isabelle nodded, but Alan thought he could detect a guarded expression dip into her eyes.

“Why?" she asked, her voice mild. “Did you see somebody?’

A hdf-naked adolescent girl, that's dl, Alan thought. You know, the one from your panting. She
came to mein the middle of the night, dispensing her own verson of advice for the lovelorn.

“Not redly,” he said. “I just had a very vivid dream—you know the kind that seems o red it's more
like a memory?’

Isabelle smiled, making Alan forget that her eyes had ever hdd ahint of circumspection.

“Sometimes it seems asif dl thisidand holds are dreams and memories” she said.

“Good ones, | hope.”

Isabelle hesitated for a moment, then shrugged. “All kinds.”

She seemed to have to work a little harder at it, but she gave him another amile before returning her
atention to the stove where she was frying the last of the eggs. Siding it from the spatula onto a plate,
she joined him at the table.

“Digin,” she said.

“Thanks. It looks great.”

She surprised him while they were egting by tdling him that she'd illugtrate Kathy's book.

“l don't see any problem with you holding on to the originds” he told her after she'd explained the
terms under which she would take on the project. “I can cdl you with the specs when we're further dong
in production—unless you'd like to be involved with the desgn as wdl?’

Isabelle shook her head. “That’s not my fidd of expertise. I'd rather you just let me know what Szes
the pieces have to be reduced down to, if you want headings for the stories, incidenta art—that sort of
thing.”

“No problem.”

“I'll be moving to town for awhile to do some research,” she told him, surprisng him further. “1 might
even rent adudio if I can find something afford-able. I'll let you know where you can reach me as soon
asit'smore settled.”

Alan was about to offer her the use of his own spare room, but stopped himsdf justintime. Let’s not
et too pushy, he told himsdf. He might have fantasies about her, induding vists from advice-dispensing
gamines, and they certainly seemed to have resolved ther differences, by avoiding them if nothing ese,
but that didn’'t mean his own fedings were reciprocated. At this point he'd be far better off taking it
dowly, one step at atime,

“If I'm not in, you can leave a message on my answering machineg” he said. “And maybe | could
repay your hospitaity by taking you out to dinner one night.”

“That would be nice”

Be dill, my heart, Alan thought. He fdt like a schoolboy fumbling through his fird avkward attempt
a meking a date.



“Now, about the payment schedule,” he said, trying to make his way back to firmer emotiond
ground. “As | told you yesterday, until we get a firm com-mitment from New York on the digtribution
ded, we can only—"

Isabelle held up a hand, foretaling him. “1 want my fees to go to the arts court aswdl,” she said.
“That's anvfully generous of you.”
Isabelle amiled. “It just feds like the right thing to do. But please, don't let it get around how cheap |

“And you're okay working in color?’

The guarded expression returned to her features and he berated himsdf for the question he'd just
blurted out. But he' d been thinking—of Isabell€'s curious demands concerning the originds, and then his
dawn vigtor's cryptic comments. I'd suggest that you simply use monochrome studies to illustrate
the book—that would certainly make it easier on Isabelle, you know.

Easer how? What was the difference between finished oils and mono-chrome work—beyond the
obvious, of course. How did the difference between the two affect 1sabelle?

“Why wouldn’t | be?’ Isabelle asked.

Because someone he was farly certain existed only in a dream had told him so. And hadn’'t Cosette
then added, But | have to admit I'm too selfish and londly. It'll be s0 nice to see a few new faces
around here.

“l don't know,” he said. “I just thought maybe monochrome illugtrations would be—"

For no good reason, the word safer popped into his mind.

“Would be what?’

“Eader?’ hetried.

“Would you prefer monochrome? Black-and-white line drawings and wash? Or perhaps sepia?’

“Wdl, no. It's just that—" Think quick, he told himsdf. “1 thought, what with your having been away
from this style for so long, you might find it more comfortable to ease back into illudrative work with
something smpler.”

“I'd like to provide paintings,” Isabelle said. “I think the stories require aful palette”

“Oh, | agree”

“And I'm just doing this one project.”

“Of course”

The mood in the room had become rgpidly strained. The tenson wasn't quite the same asit had been
last night, but it sill lay between them like a thickening in the air. Alan knew he had caused the sudden
coolness he could fed coming from Isabelle, but he had no idea what he'd done to cause it. He just
hoped that he hadn't blown the ded for Kathy's book. But more importantly, he hoped he hadn't
completely estranged Isabelle again. Seaeing her now, being with her after dl those years of separation, he
couldn’t bear the thought of being shut out of her life once more.

But as suddenly as the coolness had come, Isabelle appeared to shake it off. She amiled that winning
amile of hers, the one that lit her entire face and had won his heart so long ago. Casudly, she started up
the conversation again, steer-ing it back onto safer ground.

Alan was happy to follow her lead, but by the time he findly Ieft the idand, he was feding more
confused than ever.

Isbelle maintained her masquerade of casud good-naturedness until she'd seen Alan back to his
car. Once he drove off, the mask dropped. She kicked at a pinecone that was lying on the dock and sent
it flying into the water.

She was angry, but she didn’t know why.

Catanly it wasn't Alan’s fault. He' d amply been taking about possibilities for the project, showing
his concern for her having been out of touch with the illugtrative fidd for as long as she had—not so much
for the sake of the book itsdf, she had been able to redize, but for her own sake. For the sake of
kind-ness.

But if it wasn't Alan, then what was it?

Except, perhaps that same kindness that was to blame. It reminded her too much of how, &fter the



fire, everyone had seemed to wadk on eygdhdls aound her. Shed understood—she d
appreciated—their compassion, but it had been misdirected. The loss they’ d perceived had nothing to do
with what had actudly died in those flames. They could never have known, but it hadn't made it any
easer to ded with them.

It had proved ampler to retreat. She' d worked on the new show at the loft she’d shared with Sophie
while she had the barn renovated into what was now her home and studio. Then, when the show was
done, she'd left Sophi€'s loft, the city, the art scene, everyone she knew—this time, she'd thought, for
good. She'd known it would be easier, when someone came to vist, to ded with one amdl piece of her
odlifeat atimethan dl of it at once, the way it would dways be in Newford.

Lagt night’sjoy at the thought of bringing Kathy’ s visons to lifein anew set of pantings lesked away
a the thought of moving back. But she had no choice now that she'd accepted Alan’s commisson. She
would have to spend time in Newford, sketching and photographing locations, deding with models,
seaing too many familiar streets, megting people she no longer knew but who would think they knew her.
It would be stepping back into the past, with dl that had been left undone and unsaid and unfinished il
waiting there for her; stepping back into that whole untidy tangle of memories and dreams that she had
amply set aside because she couldn’t seem to find the wherewithd to deal with them.

Unable to do so then, and with nothing changed insde her, what made her think she could ded with it
now? She' d found no new reservoirs of courage. She' d acquired no new ahilities during her salf-imposed
exile

It wasn't anger she fdt at dl, she redized, except perhaps that old anger a hersdf and the
weaknesses that drove her. It was fear.

She rowed back to the idand, putting far more force than was necessary into the task. Her back
ached from the fierceness she put into the effort and she had the beginning of a headache by the time she
reached her dock and had moored the rowboat.

Massaging her temples, she walked dowly across the wooden planking until she stood in the forest’s
shadow. There she paused. She redized tha the decison she'd made lagt night had brought her to a
demarcetion of dl that had gone before. She had stood in one of those rare border crossings between the
past and the future where one is aware—so aware—that the decison about to be made will change
everything.

She looked back across the water to the mainland. The red of her Jeep legpt out from among the
surrounding evergreens. The maplesin the hills beyond carried variations on that red off into the horizon.

Alan was gone, back to Newford, but she could no longer pretend she was aone. She turned back
to the forest, redizing that she had to acknowledge them now.

“Which of you spoke to hm?’ she asked the dark spaces between the trees. There was no reply.
But she hadn't redly been expecting one. Still she knew they were there, watching, lisening.

Meddling.

As she followed the path back home, she couldn’'t quite shake the feding that this was dl Rushkin's
doing. That Alan Grant hadn’t thought of her as the artist for Kathy’s book—not on his own; that she
hadn’'t made the decison to take on the project—not on her own.

There was no logicd reason for her to see Rushkin's hand in this, dthough, from the very firg time
she'd met him, he/'d proved to be a master at manipula-tion. But then nothing about Rushkin had ever
followed any sort of logic. Not his charisméatic appea. Not the impossible wonder he had taught her to
wake from a canvas. Not the bewildering way he could shift from being arrogant to obsequious,
compassionate to brutal, amigble to rude beyond compare.

And certainly there was no logic at dl for why he did so many of the things he had done.

When she reached the barn, she went indde and shut the door firmly behind her. Her fingers
hesitated on the interior bolt before she pulled them away. Suffing her hands in her pockets, she
douched on achar by the kitchen table and stared out the window. The familiar, happy view, brown and
green fidds dappled with sunshine, the bright biue beyond, had logt its ability to soothe her.

After awhile she took out her letter from Kathy and reread it, turning the locker key dowly over and
over in her hands as she did. Long after she'd set the letter aside, she dill sat there, garing out the



window again, dill tuming the key in her hands. Two things waited for her in Newford and she was
frightened of them both. There was what was in the locker that this key would open. Tha was bad
enough. But dso waiting for her, she knew, was Rushkin.

She'd named her sudio after him, but she'd never been sure if it was out of respect for what he'd
taught her or rdief for having been able to escape from him. A bit of both, she supposed. It had been
over ten years snce he'd vanished without a word. He was dead. Everyone said so and she wanted to
bdieveit hersdf. But then how many people had thought he was dead when she’'d been studying under
him? No, implausble though it might appear, she knew that he was Hill out there, somewhere, waiting for
her.

If he was dill dive, if he did return when she began to paint once more, utilizng what he' d taught her
... what would happen to her, to her art? Would she be strong enough to resst him? She'd failed before.
What would make thistime any different?

Sheredized that she just didn’t know and that was what scared her most of dl.

the bohemian girl

Theway | seeit, everything is science versus art. | definitdy fdl on the Sde of art.
—Meae Moore, from an interview in
Network, December 1992

Newford, December 1973

“And where do you think you're going with that?” Rushkin demanded.

It was jugt after lunch, two weeks before Christmas, and Izzy was getting ready to leave the studio
for a class she had that afternoon at the university. She looked up from where she'd been putting a amdl
canvas into her knapsack to see Rushkin glaring a her. The subject of the painting in question was a ill
life of three old leather-bound books and arosein atal vase, surrounded by a scatter-ing of pen holders
and nibs. She'd finished the piece a few weeks earlier and had been waiting for it to be dry enough to
take home.

“It's a present for my roommeate,” she said, not hearing the warning bells that rang fantly in the back
of her mind. “For Chrigmeas”

“For Chrismas. | see. I’d thought we had a certain set of rules concerning the work you do while
you areinthis studio, but I can see | was mistaken.”

A hallow feding settled in 1zzy’ s somach. She read the warning Sgns now, but knew she was seeing
them too late.

“N-no,” she said nervoudy. “You're not mistaken. | ... | just forgot.” Rushkin had been adamant
from the firg that everything she did in the studio remained in the sudio until he sad otherwise. He
wouldn’'t explain why, and he wouldn’t dlow any exceptions. “I didn’t think you’d mind.”

“No, of course you wouldn't” She could see the rage building up in his eyes, hear the growing
vehemence in every word. “I’'m merdy here to provide you with a workspace and supplies so tha you
can shower your friends with the pitiful fruits of your labor that exist only through my largesse.”

“It snot likethat ....”

“You catanly aren't learning anything, are you?’

“BUi—"

He strode across the wooden floor and tugged the canvas from her hands. He held it gingerly, his
severe look of distaste giving the impression that she' d rendered it in dog shit.

“My god,” he said. “Will you look at this? It gives a whole new meaning to the concept of naive art.”

|zzy had thought it the best piece she'd done yet. It had been the fird time that she redly fdt as
though she’ d managed to capture light in one of her ails the way it fdl across the various textures of her
subjects, the glowing sheen and pronounced shadow on the leather of the books, the delicacy of the
rose’'s petals, the sparks of highlight on the pen nibs. She'd titled it By Any Name, knowing that Kathy
would appreciate the literary dluson of both the title and subject.



“What could you have been thinking of 7’ Rushkin wanted to know.

“I ... | just thought Kathy would ... would likeit,” she said. “She'sa ... writer ....”

“A writer.”

|zzy nodded.

Rudhkin lowered the painting and studied her. His fierce scowl did little to ease the unhagppy feding
that had grown ingde her. She fdt sck and dizzy and dl she wanted was to be anywhere ese but here.

“You think me unfair, don't you?" Rushkin said softly.

|zzy knew better than to reply.

“Did you ever stop to wonder why | would make such arule? Did you ever think that I’'m doing it for
you aswdl as mysdf? Do you not think that a certain levd of competency might be appreciated before
you begin handing out your work to al and sundry? For the sake of my reputation, and that of my studio,
if not for your own?’

“But, it'sjust my friend Kathy,” Izzy protested before she redized what she was doing.

“Fne” Rushkin roared.

He threw the painting at where she was stting on the floor, looking up a him. A sde of the amdl
canvas caught her in the midriff. Surprise, more than the actud force of the blow, made her lose her
balance and fdl backward, gasping for bregth.

“Take the panting!” Rushkin cried. “Take it and yoursdf and get out. But don't you dare come
cravling back to me. Do you understand me?’

|zzy lay where she'd fdlen, ams folded over her somach. Her body shook with an uncontrollable
trembling.

“l ... | didn't mean to—" she began.

“Stop contradicting mel”

Suddenly he was standing directly over her. She tried to scrabble away from him, but her hands and
feet could get no purchase on the smooth floor and he was too quick. His shoe lashed out and he caught
her in the side with its hard legther toe. Pain flared, white and hot. Tears sorang in her eyes, blinding her.

“How dare you contradict me?’

|zzy curled up into a fetd position, trying to protect hersdf from his foot, but he kicked her again.
And again. She heard a voice crying for mercy and only recognized it as her own when the blows findly
stopped.

“Ohmy god,” Rushkin said. “What have | done? What have | done?’

She tried to escape his touch, but he kndt on the floor beside her and gath-ered her close to his
chest, sroking her hair, his voice choked and filled with horror until he could speak no more and dl he
could do was weep.

They seemed to hold that tableau forever, but findly Rushkin's grip loos-ened and Izzy managed to
extricate hersdf from his embrace. She moved away from him, but didn’t fed strong enough to get to her
feet. Her torso and legs were bruised and every movement she made hurt. It even hurt to bresthe. She
wanted to get up and flee, but the most she could manage was to wrap her ams around hersdf and stare
a the pitiful figure Rushkin cut, her vison dill blurry with tears.

Rushkin kndlt in front of her, head bowed down to the floor. He had stopped weeping, but when he
findly lifted his face, his cheeks were gligening.

“You ... you should go,” he sad, his gravdly voice strained with emation. “I am a monger and |
don’'t deserve to be in the same room as you. God knows why you' ve put up with me”

“Why ..... Izzy began. She paused, rubbed her nose on her deeve and cleared her throat. “Why do
you ... hurt me?’

Rushkin shook his head. “I wish to god | knew. | ... A blind rage comes over me, as overpowering
as my need to paint. Sometimes | think it's the dark sde of my muse the sde of her that craves
destruction and despair.”

His gaze fixed on 1zzy, but she remained slent. What he was tdling her only made her fed more
confused then ever.

“l know what you're thinking,” he went on, lowering his gaze once more. “I'm making excuses,



rather than taking respongbility for my brutaity. But when that rage comes upon me, | am no longer in
contral. It is as though | have been possessed. The mongter rises up and | can do nothing but weep a
what it leavesinits wake.”

Rushkin lifted his head. “I’'m sorry. None of what I'm saying can dleviate in any way the repugnance
towards me that you mugt be feding.” He rose dowly to his feet. “You should go home. Let me cdl you
acab—or ... or do you need to go to the hospitd?”

|zzy dowly shook her head. She was bruised and sore, but the last thing in the world she wanted was
to have some doctor pushing and prodding away a her. And how would she explain what had happened
to her? It would be so humiliaing.

She flinched as Rushkin stepped toward her, but he was only retrieving her panting. He placed it in
her knapsack, then closed the fagtenings.

She didn’t flinch as he approached her again, but she rose to her feet under her own steam. Rushkin
didn't offer to help her up. He merdly waited for her to put on her coat, then handed her the knapsack.

“Thet ... that panting,” she said.

“Please. Takeit. It'syours” he said contritely. “It has a certain charm and I’'m sure it will ddight your
friend.”

|zzy nodded. “Thanks” she said. She hesitated, then added: “Can | ask you something persond?’

“Cetanly.”

“Have you ... have you thought of seeing somebody about this problem you’ ve got with your temper?
Likea... atherapist of some sort?’

She dmogt expected him to fly into another rage, but dl he did was dowly shake his head.

“Look at me” he said. “I have the appearance of a mongter. Why shouldn’'t | carry one indde me as
wdl?

|zzy did look at him and redlized then that her familiarity with him had changed the way she viewed
him. She didn't see im as ugly at dl anymore. He was just Rushkin.

“That doesn't have to be true,” she said.

“If you redly believe that, then | will do it

“Youll get some help?’

Rushkin nodded. “ Congider it a promise. And thank you, Isabelle”

“What do you have to thank me for?’

“For showing me the charity that you have after what I’ ve done to you.”

“If you redly mean it,” 1zzy said, “then | want to keep coming back to the sudio.”

“l don't think that would be a good idea,” Rushkin told her. “A therapist might wel not be able to
hep me and eveniif | should have success, there' s no guarantee that the mongter won't arise again before
the process is completed.”

“But if you're going to do this, | can't just walk out on you,” 1zzy told him. “I can’t let you go through
it done”

Rushkin shook his head in dow amazement. “Y ou have a Spirit as generous as it istdented,” he said.

|zzy lowered her head as a hot flush rose up her neck and spread across her cheeks.

“I will phone my doctor this afternoon,” Rushkin said, “and ask him to refer me to someone as soon
as possible. Still, I think we should take a break for a few weeks.”

“BU—"

Rushkin smiled and wagged afinger at her. “Y ou' ve been working hard and you deserve arest. You
can return in the new year.”

“You'll be okay?’

Rushkin nodded. “With the faith you' ve shown me, how could | be other-wise?’

|zzy surprised hersdf as wel as him then. Before he was quite aware of wha she was doing, she
stepped up to him and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. “Merry Chrigmas, Vincent,” she said, and
then she fled.



Newford, May 1974

Feeney’ s Kitchen was busy Friday night, crowded and loud. Smoke hung thick in the air and not dl
of it originated from tobacco. On stage a four-piece Cdtic group cdled Marrowbones was ripping
through a set of Irish reds, and the amdl dance floor was filled with jostling bodies atempting their own
idiosyncretic versons of Irish step dancing, flinging themselves about with great and joyous abandon.

lzzy sat at atable near the back with Kathy and Jlly, enjoying the raucous mood for dl that it made
conversation next to impossible. 1t was only when the band took a break thet they could tak with any
hope of underdanding each other. After the waitress brought them another pitcher of beer, the
conversation got around to a discusson of the benfits of a fine-arts curricullum at a universty such as
Butler as opposed to an apprenticeship under an established artist. 1zzy, being the only one of the three
involved in both, found hersdf eaborating on one of Rushkin's theories, which brought cries of ditian
from both her com-panions.

“That's where Rushkin’s got it al wrong,” Jlly argued. “There's no one way to approach art; there's
no right way. So long as you apply yoursdf with honesty and create from the heart, the end reault is
truthful. It might not be good, per se, but it dill has worth. And | think that goes for any credtive
en-deavor.”

“Amen,” Kathy said.

“But without the proper technique, you don't have the tools to work with.”

Jily nodded. “Sure. | agree with that. Y ou can teach technique; just as you can teach art hisory and
theory. But you can't teach the use to which a person puts ther technique and theory. You can't tdl
someone what to have in their heart, what they need to express.”

“You mean ther passion,” 1zzy sad.

“Exactly. You can nurture it in somebody, but you can't teach it.”

Over the course of the past nine months, Izzy had begun to approach the heart of Rushkin's
achemicd secret in her own work; she could fed something opening up ingde her, the way a window
seemed to open in a canvas sometimes and the painting dmost appeared to create itsdf. But she'd dso
come to accept the truth of what Rushkin had meant about a new language being required to explan it.
She wanted to share what she was learning with her friends, especidly with Jlly since it so specificaly
applied to the visud arts, but as they sat here taking she redized that they redlly didn’t have access to the
same lexicon she had come to acquire sudying under Rushkin. And without it, she was hdpless to do
more than fumble for words that Smply didn’t exis.

“But what if you could teach passon?’ she asked. “What if there was a way to take a piece of
yoursdlf and put it into the canvas?’

“But ign't that what art’s dl about?” Jlly said.

“The same goes for writing,” Kathy added.

“Yes, | know,” 1zzy said. “But what if that process could be taught?’

Dilly topped off their glasses from the draft-beer pitcher and took a sp from her own. “If Rushkin's
been tdling you that, he's pulling a scam. I'll grant you that working with an artist of his caiber, you
couldn’'t help but fed you were privy to secret techniques, but when it comes down to the crunch,
evarything worth anything ill has to originate from insde yoursdf.”

But it does, 1zzy wanted to tdl her. It's just with what I'm learning, that process is so much more
intense, and the end result so much closer to the origi-nd vison. But she knew it was pointless. They'd
been having variations on this conversation for a couple of months now, but their disparate vocabularies
re-mained an insurmountable barrier.

“All language was one, once,” Rushkin had explained to her when he was in one of his conversationd
moods. “Then we tried to not only touch God, but to think of ourselves as gods as well, and our tower
was brought tumbling down about our ears. It wasn't just language that splintered on that day, but dl the
arts. We logt our ability to communicate in every medium—not just with words—and that origind



language has dl but vanished from the world.

“Wha we're doing herein this sudio istrying to reclam a portion of the origind language, an echo of
it. We are desperate voices, trapped in Babylon, seeking what we lost and coming close—so very close;
that and no more. Imag-ine what we could do if we could actudly learn to speak that ancient tongue.”

It made so much sense when Rushkin spoke to her of it, but Izzy couldn’'t seem to trandate it when
shetried to repeat what she was learning to her friends.

“You should atend more of Dappl€e's lectures next year,” filly said. “Just before the finds he got us
dl into this redly interesting dialogue about what we were doing with our art, where we wanted to go
with it and why.”

|zzy gave up trying, as she invaiably did, and went with the new turn their conversation had taken.
“You redly like Professor Dapple, don't you?’

“He s been great to me,” filly said. “He' s even gaing to let me use one of his spare rooms as a sudio
over the summer. Someone ese was uang it last year and they Ieft behind dl kinds of supplies. He sad |
could use whatever | wanted for mysdf.”

Kathy laughed. “Sounds like he' s got the hots for you.”

“Oh please”

“Well, redly.”

Jily shook her head. “What about you, 1zzy?" she asked. “Are you going to work a Rushkin's
gudio full-time until school starts up next year”

“Actudly, | don't know if I'm going back to school next year.”

“That'sthefird I’ ve heard of this” Kathy said. “What's going on?’

|zzy Sghed. “My scholarship’s dependent on my keeping up my grades and | was stretched so thin
this year that dl | managed was a C-minus average. That’s not enough, so the scholarship’s been cut off.
| won't be able to afford to go back in the fdl.”

“What about your parents?’ filly asked.

“They don’'t have any money, or if they do, they’re not tdling me about it. They think I'm wagting my
time anyway.”

“But your work’s so good. Did you tdl them about Rushkin choosing you and how he's never taken
on a student before? Wedl,” she added, “a least none that anybody | know has ever heard of. I've
learned more about him from you than | think any of our art history profs know.”

“| told them,” Izzy said, “but my father’ s redly down on the whole idea of my becoming an artist. My
mother’'s not so bad, but he's bascaly written me off as alogt cause. We don't talk about it anymore.
Actudly, we don't talk anymore, period.”

“You should have told me” Kathy said.

“l didn't know how to,” Izzy said. “It means | have to leave resdence, and I’'m going to miss you so
much, that | jugt ...” She shrugged helplesdly.

“Well get a place together,” Kathy said. “Off campus. Alan says there's dl these redly chegp
bachelors and lofts available on Waterhouse Street. He's plan-ning to move into one himsdf on the
fifteenth.”

“I'm living in arooming house just a couple of blocks north,” Jlly said. “It's a great area, cheap but
dill pretty. There sdl sorts of artists and musiciansliving around there. You'd loveit, 1zzy.”

Kahy nodded. “Well be ared community. And you could get a student loan.”

“l don’t know.”

“And you could sl some of your paintings” Jlly said. “You mus have a ton of them by now. |
know a gdlery you could show them to. | can’t guarantee they’ d take them, but you could try.”

“Or | them down by the Pier to the tourists,” Kathy said.

Jlly nodded. “ Sophie sdlIs pen-and-ink sketches of Newford landmarks there on the weekends and
ghe says sometimes she makes ared killing”

|zzy regarded her friends through a film of tears that blurred her gaze. She'd been so depressed,
trying to figure out how to break the news to Kathy, trying to figure out what she was going to do for
money. She wanted to stay in the city, to be close to her friends and keep studying under Rushkin. She



wanted to finish her B.A. at Butler. But mosly she refused to crawl back to the farm, dragging her tall
between her legs and proving her father right.

“You guys are so great,” she said. “I don't know what I'd do without you.” Kathy took her hand and
gaveit a squeeze. “That's what friends are for, ma belle 1zzy. Don't worry. Everything's going to work
out fine”

Jilly's got thisfriend a a gdlery who'll look at my work, you see” 1zzy said.

She eyed Rushkin nervoudy, but he merdy nodded a “yes, go on” in re-sponse. His features gave
away nothing of what he was thinking, which only made 1zzy fed more jittery. Although he hadn’t hit her
again dnce that last time just before Christmas, some things hadn’t changed. He was 4ill dictatorid and
bad-tempered, needing very little provocation to launch into a scathing tirade of verba abuse. She'd tried
to be supportive about his therapy, but he smply wouldn't discuss it, and though it was true that he
hadn't laid a hand on her again, there were many times she went home in tears. She would St up, unable
to deep, trying to understand why she put up with dl she did from him, vowing that she’d have it out with
him, once and for dl. Except invarigbly, once she arrived at the studio the next day, he'd be warm and
supportive, and dl her good intentions would drain away, if not her confusion.

He had a hold on her that went beyond ther student-teacher rdaionship and she knew it wasn't
hedthy. She admired him tremendoudly, for his talent and his indght and his dedication to his art, but he
aso seemed to mesmerize her, and in so doing, exacted far too much control over her. His moods ruled
their rdationship, and she often got a headache trying to second-guess what he was thinking or how he
would react to even the mast innocuous comment or inci-dent.

It had taken dl her courage this morning to bring up the question of taking some of her work into a
gdlery, and even so she could only approach it by a circuitous route.

“So | thought maybe I'd do thet,” she went on, “because I'm redly broke and | need the money to
gt an gpartment.”

She kept expecting him to explode into one of his rages, but his features remained a bland mask. His
apparent cam fed her jumpiness, making it increas-ingly more difficult for her to go on, never mind
actudly come right out and ask him what she wanted. In the end, dl she could do was stand there beside
her easdl, fiddling with a deaning rag, unable to finish.

“And how isit that | enter the equation?’ Rushkin finaly asked.

“Wdl, the only paintings | have that are any good—that | think are any good—are here.”

“And you want me to help you choose which ones to take in?’

Was it going to be this easy? 1zzy thought. Unable to trust her voice, she nodded in response.

“What was the name of the gdlery agan?’

“The ... Green Man.”

“l see,” Rushkin said. And then he said the lagt thing she' d been expecting. “Wel, | think it would be
an excdlent venue—not so highbrow that your work might be diminished in comparison to thet of ther
more established artigts, yet with enough of a reputation to insure that the paintings will be viewed with
ome Seriousness.”

“You meen it's okay?’

“Y our ability has been progressing by legps and bounds,” Rushkin told her, “and | think you are due
some recompense for the dedication you' ve shown to date.”

Thank god she’'d caught him in a good mood, 1zzy thought.

“Besdes” he added with agmile “I can’'t have you deeping in dleyways. Think of what it would do
for my studio’s reputation if the word ever got out that | drove my best sudent into penury.”

The morning took on a surred qudity for 1zzy. From Rushkin's actudly cracking a joke, to his
heping her choose and frame a hdf-dozen pantings, none of it seemed red. It was as though she'd
drayed into an dternate world where everything was dmogt, but not quite, the same. She wasn't
complaining, though. The Rushkin of this hypothetical other world was such good company that she
wanted to stay here with him forever.



Siill, obliging and good-natured as he was, the old Rushkin hadn’t entirdly disappeared. The choices
he made seemed so arbitrary at times that 1zzy couldn’t fathom what his reasoning might be. More than
once he would pass over a preferable painting for one that 1zzy knew was dearly inferior by comparison.
The ones he picked weren't bad by any means, they just weren't the best of what she'd done.

“What about this one?’ she dared to ask, when Rushkin set aside the paint-ing she'd done of the oak
tree outside her dorm at the university. She was particularly proud of how it had al come together, from
the firg vaue sketches dl the way through to the find painting on canvas.

But Rushkin shook his head. “No. That one has a soul. Y ou must never sdl awork that has a soul.”

“But shouldn’t they dl have soul?” 1zzy asked. “I mean, to be any good?’

“You confuse panting with heart with a painting having heart. Artists must dways put the whole of
themsdlves into ther work for it to have any meaning—this, | think, we can agree to be a given. But
sometimes a painting takes on a spirit of its own, independent of what we have brought to it. Such works
require our respect and should never be treated as a commodity.”

|zzy looked around the studio at the vast array of Rushkin's paintings that hung from the walls and
were stacked in untidy piles throughout. “Is that why these are here?’ she asked.

Rushkin amiled. “Some. The rest are failures”

“I'd give my eyeteeth to be able to produce ‘falures like these” lzzy said. Rushkin made no
response.

“Why don’t you show your work anymore?’ Izzy wanted to know. The ar of easy companionship in
the studio this morning was meking her fed bold. “I’'m no longer hungry,” he replied.

“But it's not just about making aliving, isit?’ Izzy said, shocked at his response. “That's not why we
do this”

Rushkin looked at her with interest. “Then why do you pant?’

“To communicate. To share theway | see the world.”

“Ah. But to whom do you communicate? Or rather, which is more impor-tant: your viewing
audience—those potentid purchasers—or Art itsdf?’

“I'm not sure | follow what you're saying. How can we communicate with art?’

“Not with art,” Rushkin said, “but the spirit of art. The muse who whispers in our ears, who cgjoles
and demands and won't be glent or leave usin peace until we have done her will.”

He gave her an expectant look, but Izzy didn't know how to reply to that. She knew about being
ingoired—what most people meant when they spoke of a muse—but Rushkin spoke asif it was an actud
person who came to him and wouldn't let him rest until she' d gotten what she needed from him.

“You'll see,” Rudhkin told her after afew moments.

“What'll | see?’

But Rushkin was finished with that conversation now. “It's a good thing we' ve had you working in
such standard sizes” he said. “I think | have finished frames for dl the pieces we' ve chosen. Help me
bring them up from the store-room, will you?’

|zzy knew better than to press any further. She followed him downstairs and they spent the remainder
of the morning framing the paintings Rushkin had chasen and carefully wrapping each of them for trangit.

“How were you planning to take them to the gdlery?’ Rushkin asked when they were findly done.

“My friend Alan’swaiting for me to cdl. He's going to drive me over.”

When Alan arrived, Rushkin hel ped them lug the paintings down to Alan’'s car. He shook hands with
Alan, wished 1zzy good luck, then disappeared back into his studio before Izzy had time to thank him for
dl his help. She adjusted the paintingsin the backseat of Alan’s Volkswagon one lagt time, then got into
the passenger’ s seat beside him.

“So that's Rushkin,” Alan said as they pulled away from the curb. |zzy nodded.

“Hesnot at dl likewhat | expected.”

|zzy glanced over a him. “What were you expecting?’

“| thought he' d be more like that drawing you showed me of him last year.”

“Likeit how?’

“Wel, more grotesque, | suppose. | didn’t redize you d done a caricature.”



“But | didn’'t do a caricature ...”

“Whoops” Alan said. He gave a quick embarrassed laugh. “1 guess | put my foot in my mouth this
time, didn't 1? Look, don't pay any dtention to me, Izzy. What the hdl do | know about art? Hey, are
you and Kathy redly planning to get a place on my block?’

“If we can afford it.”

She let him steer the conversation away, but she couldn’'t get what he'd said out of her mind. She
knew that dl artists had blind spots in how they perceived their own work, thinking it better then it was,
or worse, but she hadn’t thought that she could have gone that far astray when she’d redone her sketch
of Rush-kin lagt September. Granted, she hadn’t had him stting in front of her the way he'd been in the
origind drawing that he' d taken away with him when he left, but ill ...

IV

Albina Sprech—the, as she put it, “proud owner and sole employeg’ of The Green Man
Gallery—was much older than Izzy had imagined she would be. Because Jlly had referred to her as such
a good friend of hers, 1zzy had been expecting someone in her mid—to late twenties, but when she
thought about it, she redly shouldn't have been surprised. July’'s friendships crossed dl borders. age,
race, sex, socid standing, and lack thereof.

Albina was in her fifties a amdl, compact woman with greying har that had lost none of its lugter.
Her fadid features, the pronounced cheekbones and high brow, combined with the pae blue eyes that
didn't seem to miss athing, reeminded Izzy of a Samese cat. She had afdine grace when she moved, as
wall, alazy elegance that, like a housecat’s, couldn’t quite bdlie the wild spirit lying just under the veneer
of her cultivated demeanor. She was dressed casudly in a wool sweater and dacks, her only jewdry a
pair of samdl gold hoop earrings and a gold broach shaped like an artist’s palette. 1zzy hoped she'd age
hdlf as wel hersdf.

“jilly certainly didn't overstate your talent,” Albina said after sudying the paintings that 1zzy and Alan
hed brought into the gdlery. “Although | must admit that | am somewhat surprised a the maturity that's
dready s0 evident in your work. Quite a remarkable achievement for an artist of your years.”

“I, urn, thank you,” 1zzy mumbled, her cheeks burning.

“We don’'t see enough of this syle anymore,” Albina went on. “At least not from the younger artist.
Redidic, catanly, yet undeniably panterly. It—I hope you won't mind me saying this—but these
paintings of yours remind me a greet ded of Vincent Rushkin's work. Your paette, your use of light,
your handling of textures.”

“l sudy under Rushkin,” Izzy said.

Albina gave her a consdering look, eyebrows arching. “Oh, redly. It that odd. I've heard <0 little
of the manin the past decade or so, | thought he’ d passed away, or & least retired.”

“He dill paints every day; he just doesn't show anymore.”

“And,” Albina said, her eyestaking on a faraway 1ook, “does his work dill retain its power?’

“Very much so. If anything, he keeps getting better.”

“You're very lucky to be working with him. Whenever | look & The Move-ment of Wings, | can't
hdp but shiver. | have a reproduction of it hanging in my dining room a home.” She looked up and
amiled at 1zzy. “I think his work was what drew me into thisfidd in the first place.”

|zzy returned the gdlery owner’s amile. She'd had a postcard of The Move-ment of Wings on the
wadl of her bedroom back on the idand and lost hersdlf a thousand times in Rushkin's cloud of pigeons,
arding about the War Memorid in Fitzhenry Park.

“l know exactly what you mean,” she said.

“Well, then.” Albina shook her head as though to clear it. “This puts an entirdy different light on
meatters.”

“How 07’

“Frankly, while | was quite taken with your work, | fdt it was perhaps a little too derivetive of
Rushkin's gyle to take for the gdlery. Y ou know how the word can get around, how spiteful people can
be. At this stage in your career, the last thing you need isto be thought of as Imply an imitator. A critique



like that can stay with you throughout your entire career. But there is, of course, a long tradition in our
fidd, of a student’s work reflecting aspects of her mentors'.

And | can see, particularly from your use of perspective, that you have dready begun to gain a sense
of your own syle”

“I'mtrying,” Izzy sad.

“Of course you are. And while these things should never be rushed, | can see where you will be
having your own showsin the not too digtant future” Lead-ing the way back to her desk, Albina added,
“Now well have to fill out a few forms. We take a forty-percent commisson and our checks go out
once a month. That's not a hard and fast rule, however. If something of yours has sold and you're
desperate for some cash, I'm surewe |l be able to work something out. But please. Don't be cdling me
every day to see how your pantings are moving ....”

Vv

All right!” Alan cried once they were out on the pavement in front of the galery. “You did it!”

|zzy accepted his hug, but she was finding it alittle hard to muster as much enthusiasm hersdf

“What' s the matter, 1zzy? | thought you'd be thrilled.”

“l am, | guess”

“But ... 7’

|zzy gave him a hafhearted smile “It's just thet | fed the only reason she took my quff on was
because of Rushkin. It’s like my paintings only have vadid-ity because they were done in his studio, under
hiseye”

Alan shook his head. “Whoa Wait a minute now.”

“No. You heard what she said. She thought my suff was too derivetive for her gdlery until | told her
| was sudying under Rushkin.”

“Wel, so what?" Alan asked. “Don't knock it, 1zzy. Whatever works, you know? Do you have any
idea how hard it is to get your work hung in a good gdlery?’

“l know. But ill ...”

“And besides. In the long run, people are going to buy the pieces because of what you put into them,
because of your taent, not because they’ ve got awhiff of Rushkin about them.”

“Do you redly think so?’

“l know so0. Kathy’s not your only fan.”

“No,” 1zzy sad. “Just my biggest.”

They both had to amile, thinking of the way Kathy championed the work of her friends, particularly
lzzy's.

“l can't argue with that,” Alan said.

He unlocked the VW’ s passenger door for 1zzy, then went around to the driver’s Side to get in.

“Walt'll | tdl her,” Izzy said, her excitement returning as she thought of how Kathy would react. She
dipped into her seat and banged the door shut. “Sheisjust going to die.”

“Now, that's better. For aminute there | thought you'd lost dl sense of perspective.”

“Oh, but didn't you hear what Albina had to say back there?’ 1zzy sad chearfully. “My perspective's

particularly my own.”

“| thought she said peculiarly.”

|zzy punched him in the arm.

“Hey,” Alan told her. “Careful of how you treet the driver.”

|zzy stuck out her tongue a him and then sank hgppily back into her seat for the drive back to the
univergty. Things were Hill going to be tight when it came to luxuries, but at least she knew she could
now afford to get that apartment with Kathy on Waterhouse Street, and that was what was redly
important. All she'd have to do was sdl one of those pantings at the gdlery and she'd have her next
month’'s rent, plus alittle to put aside.

Things were definitdy looking up.



Vi

But the excitement of Albind's agreeing to hang her work in The Green Man was brought down a
second time when Izzy returned to her dorm and looked at the sketch she'd done of Rushkin lagt yesr.
Alan had been right. What she held in her hands was a bad caricature of the artist, not a redidicdly
rendered portrait. How could she have gotten so far off base?

Rushkin was homdy, but her sketch made him look postively grotesque a gargoyle in tramp’s
dothing. And while it was true that he was short, he wasn't a dwarf. He douched a great ded, but he
didn't have a hunched back. His wardrobe was out-of-date, the clothes well-worn, but he wasn't the
tatter-demaion her drawing made him out to be. She'd drawn araggedy trall, not a

Mari.

She cast her mind back to that fird sght of him she'd had, feeding the pigeons on the steps of S
Paul’s, and saw only the Rushkin she knew. But something niggled a her memory when she looked
down at the sketch in her hand. She knew hersdlf. She was't given to the exaggeration that this sketch
represented, and familiarity, while it could make one overlook something such as a hunched back or
dwarfish stature in one's day-to-day dedings with a person, couldn’'t phydcdly take the fact of it away.
Yet the only other explanation seemed even more implausble that Rushkin had looked like this when
she'd met him and he had since changed.

No, Izzy thought, comparing the drawing to how Rushkin had looked when she'd left his studio
today. Not changed. He would have to have been completely and utterly transformed.

She dared at the sketch for a long time, then findly suffed it away. Rushkin hadn’'t changed his
appearance. She'd judt had a bad day with her faculties of recdl the day she'd drawn it. It wasn't as
though Rushkin had actudly been in front of her when she'd done the second drawing. She'd just
remembered him wrong. Lord knew Rushkin was an odd bird. It would be so easy to fdl into
caricaturing when trying to draw him from memory after only one brief and rather confusing encounter.

She had to amile then. Wasn't that jugt the whole story of her rdationship with Rushkin: an endless
series of confusng encounters. But before she could take that line of thought any further, Kathy came in
and asked about how it had gone a The Green Man that day and Izzy was able to set the whole
confusng puzzle aside. Kathy's infectious excitement about the good news made it impos-sible for 1zzy
not to get excited dl over again hersdlf, and thistime the feding didn’'t go away.

But that night she had a dream that had come to her before. In it, she walked into the section of
Rushkin's sudio where she did her work to find that al her paintings had been destroyed. Some of the
canvases were dashed, others were burned, dl of them were ruined beyond repair, even the unfinished
piece that was dill on her easdl. She knew when she woke that it wasn't true, that the dreams were just
her subconscious mind's way of dedling with those fedings of self-consciousness that plagued every
person who ever tried their hand a a cre-ative endeavor a one point or another in their career. Some
people would dream that the world ridiculed their work, their peers laughing and pointing their fingers a
what they had done; she dreamt that her work was destroyed—the ultimate act of censorship.

Somehow destruction seemed worse. More persond. More vindictive. And though it was only a
recurring dream, and she knew it was no more than a dream, she wished her subconscious mind would
find another way to ded with her fedings of inadequacy because when she was in the dream, it fdt too
redl. She would wake up s0 upset that she'd skip breakfast and rush out to the studio, where she could
be reassured that the paintings were, in fact, unharmed.

Rusghkin never asked her why she arrived s0 early some mornings and im-mediately took stock of her
pantings, and she never told him about the dreams. The one thing Rushkin didn't lack was
sef-confidence, and she knew he smply wouldn't understand. She didn’t think anyone would. Oh, they
might be able to relate to her occasond bouts with a lack of sdf-confidence, but they wouldn't
understand why the dreams fdt so red and why they upset her as much as they did, even when she knew
they weren't redl.

She wouldn't be able to explain it because she hersdf didn’'t know why the dreams despair lingered
s0 srongly when she woke, lying like a black cloud over her day until she could hold the paintings in her



hands and be reassured that they were truly safe.
VI |

Newford, October 1974

|zzy found living on Waterhouse Street to be everything Kathy and Jlly had promised it would be.
While Crowsea itsdf had aways been a popular home base for the city’s various artists, musicians,
actors, writers and others of like persuasions, for two blocks on ether side of Lee Street, Waterhouse
was as pure a didillation of the same as one was likdy to find west of Greenwich Village in its own
heyday. |zzy quickly discovered her new neighborhood to be the perfect crestive community: a regular
bohemia of studios, lofts, rooming houses, apart-ments and practice spaces with the ground floors of the
buildings offering cafes, amdl gdleries, boutiques and musc clubs. She met more kindred spirits in her
fird two weeks living there than she had in the whole nineteen years of her life up to that point.

“Theré sabuzz inthe ar, day and night,” she told Rushkin a few weeks after she and Kathy got ther
gmdl two-bedroom across the street from Alan's gpartment. “It's so amazing. You can amog taste the
credtive energy as soon as you turn off Lee Stregt.”

Living on Waterhouse Street was the firg time that |zzy redly fdt hersdf to be part of a community.
She'd got a taste of it living in Karizen Hall, but now she redized that what she'd experienced there
wan't remotey the same. The main commondity shared in the dorm had been that they were Al
attending Butler U. Beyond school life, her fdlow students' interests and lives had branched down any
number of different, and often conflicting, paths. The bohemian resdents of Waterhouse Street, on the
other hand, despite thelr strong sense of individudity, shared an unshakable bdief in the worth of thar
various cregtive pursuits. They offered each other unquestioning support and that, 1zzy thought, was the
best part of it dl. No one was made to fed as though they were wadting their time, as though their
cregtive pursuits were frivolous trividities that they would outgrow once they matured. It might be three
0'clock in the morning, but you could invariably il find someone with whom you could share a front
stoop and have a conversation that actudly meant something, who would celebrate a success or raise
you out of the inevitable case of the blues to which everyone involved in the arts was susceptible & one
point or another. Perfect strangers offered advice, shared ingoiration, and didn't remain Strangers for
long.

And it waan't dl seriousness. The residents of Waterhouse Street could party with the best of them,
and there dways seemed to be an open house infull swing on one block or another. Although she could
appreciate their need to cut l0ose, 1zzy was't quite as uninhibited as some of her friends. Sometimes she
thought a little too much drinking went on, too many psycheddics were ingested, too much hash and
marijuana was smoked. She hersdf didn't drink, and she was scared to death of drugs, but no one
forced her to partake of one or the other, and if it Sometimes seemed that everybody had dept with
everybody else a some point or another, wel, no one forced that upon her either.

The tolerance, the way they took care of each other, was what utterly charmed 1zzy and let her
forgive dl the other excesses. That such strong-minded individuds could dill be so open-minded to
conflicting tastes and ways of life gave her hope for the world at large. If we can do it here, she would
think, then someday it'll be like this everywhere.

She loved the little gpartment she shared with Kathy. Ther furniture con-sisted of wooden orange
crates and scattered pillows in place of sofas or chairs, bookcases made of salvaged brick and lumber;
throw rugs, lamps and kitchen necessities bought at the Crowsea flea markets; on the walls, posters and
various pantings by 1zzy and ther friends, in the bedrooms, mattresses on the floor; in the kitchen, a
scratched and battered Formica kitchen table with mismatching chairs rescued from a curbside one night
before garbage day. 1zzy knew her mother would have been horrified at the way she was living, but she
didn't care. Her father would have been disgusted by the company she kept, but she didn't care about
that either.

To her, Waterhouse Street was the beau ided to which the rest of society should aspire; and perhaps
that was why, when the harsh redity of the outsde world did intrude to leave its mark upon their lives,



|zzy dways took it as a persond betrayd.

VI

The mogt awful thing's happened,” Kathy said as she tossed her coat onto the empty seat and did
into the booth beside 1zzy.

They were medting for dinner in Perry’s Diner a the corner of Lee and Waterhouse, a favorite
hangout for the neighborhood because not only was the food good, it was cheap. 1zzy had been drawing
the people a the bus stop outsde the window while she waited for Kahy to arive, practicing
three-quarter profiles. She set her sketch pad aside at Kathy's arival.

“What?" she asked.

“Do you remember Rochelle—Peter’ s girlfriend?’

|zzy nodded. “Sure. She's promised to mode for me when she gets some spare time. | think she has
the most amazing bone structure.”

“Yeah, wdl, some other people weren't quite so atidicaly indined in their gppreciation of her bod.”

“What are you taking about?’

“She was beaten and raped, 1zzy. Three guys pulled her into a car while she waiting for the number
gxteen by Butler Green. They dumped her back there early this morning—just rolled her out of the car
and left her lying on the pave-ment.”

“Oh my god. Poor Rochelle ....”

“It just makes me sick to think that there are people like that in the world,” Kathy said. She pulled a
paper napkin from its holder and methodicaly began to shred it.

“Have the police been able to—"

“The policel Don't make me laugh. What they put her through ...” Kahy looked away, out the
window, but not before Izzy saw the tears brimming in her roommate’s eyes. Kathy cleared her throat.
“They might as wel have been in on it for dl the compassion they showed her. Jlly was at the hospita
when they were questioning her and she was furious, so that should tdl you something.”

|zzy nodded. Jlly smply didn't get angry—or at least not so as Izzy had ever seen. She could be
passionate, but it was as though she didn’t have a temper to lose in the firg place.

“What about Jlly's friend?’ 1zzy asked. “Tha guy she knows on the police force—Leonard, or
Larry something. Couldn’t he do anything?’

“Lou. He'sgaing to look into it for her, but he'sonly a sergeant and there's nothing he can redly do
about the way the other cops treated Rochdle. It was like a big joke to them. And if that wasn't bad
enough, Lou told Jlly thet if they ever do pick these guys up, their lawyer’s going to treat Rochelle even
worse once they get into court. Jlly says Rochdlle is devastated; she just wishes she'd never reported it
inthe firg place.”

“But that’s so wrong.”

“No,” Kathy said. “It's evil—that's what it is” The little heap of torn paper on the table in front of
her grew as she started on another ngpkin. “What' s redly scary isthat thiskind of thing's going on dl the
time | guessit doesn’t redly hit home until it happens to someone you know.”

“It does’t dways seem s0 red until you can put a face to the victim,” 1zzy agreed.

“Pathetic, ian't it? We're letting these Sick freaks take over the world, 1zzy. Sometimes | think they're
dready garting to outnumber us” She let the last pieces of shredded napkin fal from her fingers. “Maybe
Lovecraft wasright.”

“Who?’

“He was this writer back in the thirties who used to write about these vagt dien presences that haunt
the edges of our world, trying to get back in. They exert thisinfluence on us to make us act like shits and
try to convince us to open these cosmic gates through which they can come back. The closer we get to
ther return, the worse the world gets” She gave 1zzy a sad look. “Sometimes | think they’re due back
any day now.”

“That's crazy.”

“Probably. But something’s gone wrong with the world, don't you think? Every year we lose a little



more ground to the bad guys. Five years ago, you didn’t have to worry about waiting for a bus at Butler
Green. You could wak through mogt parts of the city, day or night, and not have to worry; now that's
unthinkable. We've loosed something evil in the world—maybe not you or me, persondly, but if we
don't fight the problem, then we' re as much a part of it

“l don't know if | can believe in evil exiding of and by itsdf,” 1zzy sad. “It seems to be that
everybody’ s made up of amix of good and bad and what sets us apart are the decisons we make as to
whichwélll be”

“So you can see something good in a child abuser? Or these guys that at-tacked Rochelle? You
could forgive people like that?’

|zzy shook her head. “No. No, | couldn’t.”

“Me neither,” Kathy said glumly. “Rochelle's only alowed vidtors in the afternoons. You want to
come see her with me tomorrow?”

“I've only got one class” 1zzy said. “I'll be finished by four.”

Kathy pushed her little hesp of torn paper asde and picked up a menu. She looked at it for a
moment, then shut it again.

“l don't have any appetite,” she said. I can't eat because my somach’s dl in knots, just thinking
about what happened to Rochdle”

|zzy closed her own menu. She tried to imegine what Rochelle had gone through last night, how she'd
be feding today, and fdt Sck hersdf. “Let’sjust go home” she said.

That night 1zzy’ s dreams were particularly bad. When she entered Rushkin's studio, there were dead
people strewn in among the ruin of her artwork, the subjects of her paintings given physical form and then
cut and burned with the same methodicd brutdity thet had been employed to destroy her art. She woke
before dawn, weeping into her pillow, and couldn’t fal adeep again. By seven o' clock, she was dressed
and out the door, heading for the studio, where every-thing was as unchanged as it had been when she
left except that she could tdl from the canvas on Rushkin's easdl that he'd continued working long after
she'd left the coach house the previous thy.

Y esterday, he had barely sketched in his main subject; today, a completed painting was drying on the
easd.

IX

Your friend is quite correct,” Rushkin said when Izzy brought up the idea of pure evil and pure good
later in the morning. “And that is why you and | mugt proceed with such care in our endeavors. We are
haunted by angds and mon-sters, Isabelle. We cdl them to us with our at—from the great beyond,
perhaps, or from within ourselves, from some inner redm that we dl share and vist only in our dreams
and through our art, I'm not sure which. But they do exist. They can manifest.”

|zzy gave a nervous laugh. “Don't act so serious about it. Y ou're sarting to give me the creeps.”

“Good. For thisis a serious business. Evil is on the ascendant in these times. What we create, what
we bring forth, counteracts it, but we mus be very care-ful. The very act of creating an angd opens the
door for the mongters aswdl.”

“But we're jud ... just panting pictures.”

“Mogt of the time, yes” Rushkin agreed. He lad down his brush and joined her where she was
taking a break. She was lazing in the windowsest that over-looked the lane running by the coach house
and pulled her legs up to her chest to give him room to sit. “But we aspire to more,” Rushkin added. “We
aspire to great works in which the world may revel and find solace. Those works tap into that achemical
secret | wish to share with you, but the formulais so precise, one s will and intent must be so focused,
that without the vocabulary we are building up between us, | would never be able to teach it to you.”

|zzy studied him for a long moment, looking for some telltde Sgn that he was putting her on, but his
features were absolutely serious.

“You ... you're taking about more than making pantings” she said. “Aren't you?’

Rushkin placed a stubby finger againg the center of her brow. “FHndly you begin to open your eyes
and actudly see.”



“But—"

“Enough of this chetting,” Rushkin said. He stood up and smoothed his smock. “Thereiswork to do.
| believe your friend Sprech has requested more paintings from you?’

“Yes, but—"

Rughkin continued to ignore her atempts to have him expand on the new scaitering of hints and
riddles that he'd Ieft for her to congider. “The gdlery has sold how many now?’ he asked as he returned
to hiseasdl. “Fifteen?’

“Twelve, actudly.”

Rushkin nodded his head thoughtfully. “1 believe it' s time you had your own show there,” he said. He
picked up his brush and regarded his new canvas for a long moment, then turned his gaze toward her,
one brow cocked. “Don't you think?’

“l don’t know. | guess so. But what about these angels? You can't just leave me hanging now.”

“l can't?’

He seemed amused more than threstening, but Izzy knew better than to press hm on it. Ther
relationship had progressed to where she had more free-dom to question him, but she dso knew her
limits

“You should finish the Indian,” Rushkin said as |zzy swung down from the windowsest. “1t could wel
be the centerpiece of your show.”

lzzy gave him a surprised look. “I thought you didn't like the fact thet | put him in jeans and a
T-shirt.”

“Nor an | overly fond of the city backdrop you have given him, but | can’'t deny thet it's a powerful
piece”

Izzy could fed hersdf redden, but she was pleased as much as embarrassed at his praise. She was
proud of how the painting was turning out.

“But you won't sl it,” Rushkin added.

“I won't?” Then she remembered what he'd told her the firg time she'd been choosing paintings for
Albinds gdlery. “Becauseit's got a soul?”’

“Partly. But also because having one or two items marked ‘not for sal€ will make your audience that
much more eager to buy the ones which are avallable”

“Oh.”

It made a certain kind of sense, 1zzy supposed, but she couldn’t quite shake the feding that there was
more to it than that. Still, she didn't press Rushkin on this aither. He had aready returned to his own
work and she knew from experi-ence that she’' d heard dl he had to say on the matter.

Teking down the dlill life that was on her easdl, she replaced it with the unfinished canvas of the young
Kickaha man. She'd seen him this past summer in Fitzhenry Park—or & least the idea of him. Following
Rushkin's rule of thumb, she had used the vaue studies and sketches she'd done that day as a basic
blueprint for the piece. The details that made him an individud she' d drawn up from within hersdlf so that
the young man looking back at her bore no rea resemblance to the origind mode except for how he was
posed. Oddly enough, it made her subject appear more red to her than if she'd smply rendered the
young man she'd seen in the park. She couldn’t explain why, any more than she could put into words
what Rushkin was teaching her. All she knew was that there redly did seem to be a connection between
what she brought to life on her canvas and some mysterious place that was ether deep ingde her, familiar
only through dreams and her art, or esewhere entirdy. Like Rushkin, she couldn’t say which, only that
the connection existed and that through her art, she was dlowed to tap into it.

She worked on the painting for the rest of the morning, then cleaned up and left as soon as she'd
gotten Rushkin his lunch. She was taking half-classes at Butler U. this semester and she had to hurry to
get to Dapple's at-higory cdass for two. Much as she appreciated what she was learning at the
universty, it was at times such as this, when her work in Rushkin's studio was going particularly wdll, that
she wished she hadn’t gotten the student loan to continue her school-ing. Why go into debt this way,
when she was dready learning everything she fdt she' d ever need from Rushkin?

“Look,” Kathy had told her. “Y ou're two-thirds of the way to getting your B.A. Do you redly want



to throw away dl the work you've done over the past two years?’

“No,” she'd replied. “Of course not.”

But her time seemed at such a premium that she couldn’'t help wondering some days if she wasn't
throwing away the hours she could be in the studio by taking these courses. What was she going to do
with a degree anyway? Hang it on her wal? She' d much rather put a painting there. But she stuck with it
dl the same, if only to prove—to Kathy, and perhaps to her parents, if not hersdf—tha she wasn't a
Quitter.

When Dappl€'s lecture was findly over, she was the firg out the door, run-ning across the common
to where she' d agreed to meet Kathy. The bus they took to the hospitd to vist Rochelle was crowded,
ganding-room only, but Izzy didn't mind. Nor did she redly regiser Kathy's muttered complaints. Her
head was full of the canvas waiting for her a Rushkin's studio, planning brush strokes and the details of
the painting's background, until they reached the hos-pital. But then the harsh redity of what Rochelle
had suffered cut through her daydreams.

The pretty girl who had agreed to pose for Izzy a few weeks ago didn't seem to exis anymore.
Instead a stranger looked up from the bed when they came into Rochelle's room. Her face was swallen
and discolored with ugly bruises. She had a broken arm, cracked ribs, a fractured pevis. But worst of dl
was the lost and hurt look in her eyes. Izzy remembered a swest, trugting gaze and had the sick feding
now thet it would never return.

After gving Rochelle the get-well card she' d made the night before, 1zzy sat quietly on the end of the
bed while Kathy andliilly talked to Rochelle, trying to cheer her up. 1zzy wanted to join in, but dl she
could do was st there and look a the pitidble figure their friend cut, lying in that bed, swathed in
bandages, her only sustenance coming to her through an IV tube. It made 1zzy fed more determined than
ever to continue her sudies under Rushkin. If what he taught her could hep counteract such terrible
injustices as Rochelle had been forced to suffer, then 1zzy would do everything in her power to learn what
he had to show her. She didn’t fully understand Rushkin's explanation as to how their art could be of any
help. She wasn't sure she even beieved in the idea of angdic manifes-tations. But so far he' d made good
on dl of what he'd promised to teach her and she was willing to trust him that everything else would
become clear intime.

Looking a Rochelle, she desperately wished it were dl true. She wished she redly could learn to cdl
up angels. Joyful spirits, protective spirits, guardian spirits. She wished she dready knew how, so that she
could have prevented what had happened to Rochdlle last night. Like Kathy’s growing plans for hdping
underprivileged children, 1zzy was determined to do more than Smply rall againg the injustices of the
world. She couldn’t pinpoint the source of the evils that plagued the world any more than Kathy could.
Like Rushkin's dchemica secret, they could have ther origind source from outdde a person—~be it
one' s environment or Kathy’s cosmic evils—or they could originate in the darkness that everyone carried
ingde them, that most people rightfully refused to dlow into the light of day. It didn't matter where they
came from. All that mattered to |zzy was that they were red and confronting them was more than Smply
tilting at windmills.

X

|zzy finished The Spirit Is Strong the next day, but she had no time to admire her portrait of the
Kickaha brave in his urban setting. She had to rush to another class that afternoon and then, when it was
done, she spent what was left of the day at the universty library, working on a paper that was due the
next Monday. When shefindly stepped outside, she blinked in surprise. She'd logt dl track of time and
night had falen while she was cloistered away in the sudy cubicle with a stack of art-history books.

Her somach rumbled and she redlized that she’d not only missed lunch, but supper now as well. She
fdt so tired she could have lain down right there on the library steps and gone straight to deep except she
had just enough common sense left, in the fuzzy space between her ears that was passng for her mind at
the moment, to know that she should get hersdlf home firg.

“You look beat,” a stranger's voice sad from behind her. “What're you doing—burning the
paintbrush a both ends?’



“You mean candle,” 1zzy corrected absently as she turned to see who' d spoken.

A figure stood leaning in the shadows beside the stone lion statue on the left Sde of the library’'s
doors. She could see he wore awhite T-shirt and blue jeans, and hislong hair was dark, but his face was
just a daub of shadowed skin color in the bad light and she couldn’t make out his festures. There was
enough of anipinthe ar that she found hersdf wondering how he could stand being outside in only those
short deeves.

“But you're an artist,” he said, “so | thought paintbrush would be more appropriate.”

“Do | know you?’ 1zzy asked. There was something familiar about him, but she couldn’t quite put her
finger onit.

“Does it matter?’

|zzy had been about to take a step closer to get a better look at him, but she paused as the memory
of Rochell€ s bruised features rose in her mind. Oh shit, she thought, taking a quick look around hersdf,
but they were done on the library steps. Through the leaded panes of the doors, she could see people
mov-ing around ingde the building, but she knew they were too far away to do her any good if she had
to ydl for help.

She wanted to turn and run, but the idea of crossing the dark common with this guy chasing her held
no appea whatsoever. But she couldn’'t get by him to go back ingde either. All he had to do was grab
her and drag her away into the bushes and nobody’ d know. Nobody’ d know at dl.

“Look,” she said. “I don't want any trouble.”

“I'm not here to hurt you,” the figure in the shadows told her. “Then what do you want from me?’

“Nothing, redly. | was just meking conversation. Go ahead and leave. | won't stop you.”

Right, 1zzy thought. I'll just walk off onto the common and make it easy for you. Then something se
struck her.

“How'd you know I'm an artig?’ she asked.

“You've got paint under your nails and you were reading up on art history.”

“Soyou saw meindde” lzzy sad.

“Probably.”

|zzy shivered. What kind of an answer was that? It was so creepily vague. “Look,” she sad. “You're
darting to fresk me out alittle”

“Sorry. | just wanted to meet you, hear what your voice sounded like—that's dl. | didn't mean to
upset you. You can go back indde or wherever you were going. | won't bother you.”

|lzzy started to rdax then. Now she thought she knew what he was doing out here, waiting for her.
He' d seen her indde and was trying to work hisway around to asking for a date.

“What's your name?’ she asked.

“Mizaun.”

“I'm sorry,” 1zzy said, leaning forward alittle. “What did you say?’

“Cdl me John.”

|zzy frowned. The firg thing he'd said hadn’t sound at dl like “cdl me John.”

“Wdl, John,” she said. “Being myderious and everything's kind of interest-ing—1I'll give you
that—but consdering what happened a couple of nights ago, it's not exactly dl that endearing at the
moment, if you know what | mean.” The figure in the shadows shook his head. “What happened two
nights ago?’

“You don't know? What planet did you beam down from tonight anyway—Mars?’

He hesitated for the length of afew heartbeats, then said, “I’m not sure | understand the question.”

Oh boy, 1zzy thought. Maybe it was time to reevduate the idea that he wanted a date.

“Thisis getting alittle too weird for me,” she began. “Maybe we should just forget about—"

Before she could finish, the door to the library opened and two girls came out, a brunette and a
blonde, chatting to each other, books bundled up againg thair chests. 1zzy stepped aside to let them pass
by, but when she turned back to where her mysterious companion had been standing in the shadows, he
wasn't there anymore. Alarm bdls went off in her mind.

“Hey!” she cdled to the departing girls When they paused to look back at her, she added, “Are you



going asfar as Lee Stret”’

“Jud as far as the bus stop at the Green,” the blonde said.

“Mind if | wak with you?’

“Not & dl.”

“Great. I'm kind of nervous of waking over the common by mysdf to-night.”

“l know exactly what you mean,” the brunette confided when 1zzy joined them. “Everything feds a
little weird after what happened the other night.”

|zzy looked back at the library steps, but they were dill empty. Where had he gone? Hopped over
the wdl into the vegetation that grew on either Sde of the steps? But then why hadn’t she heard him
moving in the bushes?

“You'retdling me” she said dowly.

Her nerves fdt dl on edge and she redized that she wasn't at dl tired any-more. Or hungry. The
srange encounter had stolen both her fatigue and her appetite. She was never so glad to be in her
gpatment as she was that night, even if Kathy was out for another hour before she returned home as
well.

“Oh yuck,” Kahy sad after 1zzy rdlated what had happened to her. “You're gving me goose
bumps.”

“Do you think he was dangerous?’ |zzy asked.

“Jeez, that's a hard cdl. But let me assure you, | would' ve done exactly the same thing you did.
There's no way | would ve stuck around to find out. Uh-uh.

“No, of course not,” 1zzy said thoughtfully.

Kathy had to shake her head. “Oh, ma belle 1zzy. Don’'t start romanticizing it.”

“I'mnot. It'sjust ...”

“Jug whet?’

Call me John. Not “my nameis John.”

“l don’'t know,” 1zzy said. “I guess| just fdt like | knew him from some-where.”

Kathy sprawled out on the cushions under the window and laced her fingers behind her head. “Let’s
see now,” she said. “You sad that he didn’t Strike you as ether threstening or shy—right?’

|zzy nodded.

“Wadl, then how did he gtrike you?’

|zzy had to think about it for amoment. “Odd, | guess” she sad findly.

“And maybe alittle lost. Like he was a stranger, dill trying to get his bearings” Kathy started to play
an imaginary vidin until 1zzy threw apillow & her. “Be serious,” 1zzy said.

“I'm serioudy glad you took off when you did,” Kathy told her. “I'm just not dl that keen on hearing
you mooning over thisguy. You don’t know any-thing about him except that he hangs around outsde the
library, giving people the willies”

“If it was al innocent—"

“ And he can make a good exit.”

|zzy Sghed. “I suppose. But | can't hdp but wonder if the reason it dl seemed so weird is because of
what happened to Rochelle. | mean, everybody’ s been feding weird lately.”

“And no wonder.”

“But if what happened to Rochdlle colored something that was perfectly harmless—”

“Oh please” Kathy said. “You don't even know what he looks like. Maybe he was hiding in the
shadows because he' s got a face like atoad.”

“You like toads,” 1zzy pointed out.

“Thisistrue, but for themsaves—not as a frame of reference for a potentid boyfriend' s features.”

|zzy's face went red. “I never said—"

“I know, | know. Just do me afavor. The next time you tak to him, do it in a crowd.”

“If | get the choice”

Kahy nodded. “If heé's asinterested in you as you are in him—hold on, let me finish,” she added as
|zzy started to protest, “then you can be sure heéll be approaching you again. And if he's got any kind of



smarts whatsoever, héll do it a a more appropriate time, like the middle of the day when there's lots of
people around. If he doesn't, my adviceis run.”

“Advice duly noted and to be followed,” 1zzy said.

“Good. Now ask me about my night.”

“How was your night?’

“Borrr-ring,” Kathy said. “Alan and | went to a poetry reading & The Stone Angd and | honestly
didn't think we' d get out of there before our brains had turned to mush.”

“| thought you guys liked poetry.”

“We do. But thiswasn't poetry. It was more like—" Kathy grinned sud-denly, “—yposery.”

After two years of being roommates, by now |zzy was used to the way Kathy liked to coin words.

“Which means?’ she asked.

“They were more interested in the way they looked—in being ‘poets —than the content of ther
work. Except for this one girl—Wendy something-or-other. | didn't quite catch her name and she left
before | had a chance to tak to her. She was good.”

They stayed up a little while longer, taking over a pot of tea before findly cdling it quits around
midnight. When Izzy findly fdl adeep that night, she didn’'t dream of ruined pantings, but of a shadowy
figure who stayed out of the light and caled himsdfJohn. She woke up wondering when, or indeed if,
she'd ever ssehim again, not a dl sure that she was even looking forward to another encounter with him
inthe firg place.

X

But 1zzy didn't have to wait dl that long to find out how she'd fed. The next morning as she was
coming down the lane toward Rushkin’s studio, she spied John again, alean shape in a white T-shirt and
jeans, lounging againg the stone wall a hundred yards or so farther down the lane on the far sde of the
coach house. She hesitated briefly, then continued past the coach house, coming to a sudden hat when
she was a hdf-dozen yards away from him. She'd stopped more from shock than from any fear of his
harming her.

He amiled, but looked a little uncertain as to his welcome.

“Hdlo, again,” he said as the long moment of slence continued to stretch out between them.

All 1zzy could do was stare at him. Last night’s feding of familiarity had returned in a rush, but it was
no longer vague. She knew those broad, flat fea-tures, those dark eyes, that spill of long black hair.

“This is so weird,” she sad findly. “You look exactly like the guy in the panting | just finished
yesterday.”

Right down to the amdl slver earring shaped like a feather that dangled from his left earlobe. The
resemblance was so uncanny she couldn’t suppress a shiver.

“Redly? hesad. “I'd love to seeit”

lzzy turned to give the coach house a glance, then brought her gaze back to her companion’s
handsome features. “Maybe some other time. My teacher doesn’t much care for vistors” She paused,
dill off-baance, 4ill trying to sort through what she was feding. To cover her uneasiness, she added,
“Aren’'t you cold?’

“Maybe alittle”

“Then why don’'t you wear some warmer dothing?’

He shrugged. “Thisisdl | have”

“Oh.”

She dill couldn’'t get over the way he was exactly like the painting. It wasn't that he bore a
resemblance to the young man she'd used as abasc modd for the pose rendered on her canvas, no, he
was exactly like the manin her painting.

“Theré s a used dothing place on Lee near the corner of Quinlan,” she found hersdf saying. “Rags
and Bones. | was in there the other day and they had some redly chesp jackets, you know, for like
under five dollars”

He amiled. “I don’'t have any money, ether.”



|zzy remembered an article she'd read in The Newford Star recently about the abject poverty on the
Kickaha reserve. God, and she thought she had trouble paying her tuition and making her rent. Here was
someone who couldn’'t even afford awarm shirt or jacket.

“Um, | guess you'd,” she began, hesitated, then started again. “Would you be insulted if | spotted
you the money to get yoursdf one?’

“That depends,” he said.

“Onwha?’

“On whether or not | can see you again.”

He gave her another amile and that, she redlized, was the one thing she hadn’t gotten quite right in her
panting. His was a amile that was utterly guile-less, that spoke of the pure joy of amply being dive and
breething the crigp autumn air, jacket or no jacket, never mind the cold.

“Wdl?' he sad.

Oh boy, Izzy thought. Like you have to ask. Then she remembered how Kathy’'d been teasng her
the night before and fdt hersdf darting to blush. She wondered if he'd noticed, which made the flush
risng up her neck grow hotter, then redized that he was ill waiting for her to answer him.

“Urn, sure” she said. “Maybe we could have dinner tonight. Do you know Perry’s Dingr? It's aso
onlLee”

“No, but | can findit”

“Around SX7’

“Sounds fine”

Feding alittle awkward, 1zzy dug out her walet. All she had was a pair of tens, so she handed one of
them over to him.

“Thanks” he said. “I'll bring you the change.”

“Sure. Whatever. Just get yoursdf something warm.” 1zzy glanced back at the coach house and this
time she saw Rushkin standing at his window, watch-ing them. “Look,” she added. “I've redly got to
run. I'll see you tonight—okay?’

He nodded.

“My name'slzzy,” she sad before she left. “Isabelle, actudly.”

“I know.”

“Oh.” How did he know?

This time he was the one to look up at the coach house. “I'll see you to-night,” he said, his gaze
dropping back down to meet hers once more. “Be careful, Isabdle”

“What do you meaen by ... 7’ 1zzy began, but he'd dready turned away and was waking off down
the lane as though he hadn’t heard her. She started to cdl after him, but then shook her head. She'd ask
hm tonight. There were a lot of things she was going to ask him tonight. She wondered how many
draight answers she' d get, and then redlized that she didn't redly care. The whole mys-tery of it was sort
of fun. His resemblance to her panting, the way he just kept showing up, the way everything he sad
seemed 0 ... S0 ambiguous. She remembered how he'd frightened her lagt night, but she didn’t fed he
was a dl scary anymore. Odd, yes. And he 4ill seemed a little lost. But any fear she'd fdt toward him
was gone.

She was humming happily to hersdf by the time she dimbed the stairs up to the studio. Tonight was
going to be fun.

Xl

Who was that?” Rushkin demanded.

“Judt thisguy | met last night,” 1zzy replied.

She took off her coat and hung it on a nal by the door, then walked over to her easd where The
Soirit Is Srong was dill drying. Yes. Except for the amile, he was exactly the same.

“Butit's so strange,” she went on. “He looks just like the fdlow in my painting here.”

“You mug not see im again.”

“What?’



|zzy had been so taken with her encounter in the lane earlier, and in subse-quently comparing John to
her painting, that she hadn’t redly been paying much atention to Rushkin since she'd arrived. She looked
up now to see him glowering at her. The fear that had been absent when she'd met John returned now,
but John wasn't the cause of it.

“ ... I'msorry,” lzzy said. “I didn’t mean to be rude”

And as she spoke, she could hear the lagt thing John had said to her, the words echoing in her mind:
Be careful, |sabelle—What did he know?

The anger left Rushkin's face, not without some obvious effort upon his part to cdm down. He
regarded her now with what was merdly a stern expression, but 1zzy was unable to relax. She stuck her
handsin her pockets to keep them from trembling.

“Do you remember what | told you about angels and monsters?” he asked.

|zzy nodded dowly. “But what's that got to do with anything?’

“It has to do with everything,” Rushkin replied. “Come, let us St down.”

He led the way to the windowsesat, where 1zzy had seen him standing earlier. The bunched knots in
|zzy's neck and shoulders started to ease when she redlized that they were only going to talk. She gave
the lane a hopeful glance as she sat down, but John was long gone. Although Rushkin noted what she
was doing, he made no commert.

“The ancient Hellenes,” he said instead, “beieved in the Garden of the Muses aswdl.”

“The who?’ Izzy said, not wanting to break in, but dso wanting to make sure she knew what they
were taking about. There were often times when the train of Rushkin's conversation grew so arcane that
she was left more confused after they’ d talked than before they’ d begun.

Rusghkin didn’'t take offense at the interruption. “The Greeks. They them-selves never used the word
‘Greeks.” That was a Roman invention.”

“Oh.”

“They considered themsdlves to be descendants of Hellen, the son of Deucdion, the Greek Noah.
When he navigated his ark and landed his passen-gers on the top of Mount Parnassus, he brought them
to the heart of the Garden of the Muses—the home of Apollo. Now one can ether take such a sory at
face vaue, or consder it a metgphor, but what can’t be denied is that the Helenes believed that the
world abounded in deities, dl of whom had their place of originin this holy garden.”

“Sort of like Eden?” 1zzy tried.

Rushkin shook his head. “No one was cast out of this garden. Its inhabitants were free to come and
0o as they pleased between it and our world. We might cal them spirits and the Hellenes believed that
they touched upon every facet of our lives. Every country lane and mountain, every river and tree had its
own airit with which we might commune. Every endeavor of men had its patron soirit.”

Although her grasp of classica mythology was undoubtedly not on a par with Rushkin's, 1zzy at lesst
didn't fed quite so logt. Yet.

“It was through their arts” Rusghkin continued, “they could cdl these spirits to them. Ther presence
was considered a great blessng—which we can dill see from the sunning display of art that the Hellenes
left behind—but those spirits were dso responsible for the grest wars between the Greeks and the
Peasans and that which findly decimated ther culture, when they went to war with
L ace-daemonians—you might know them better as the Spartans.”

|zzy nodded in agreement. She had heard of Sparta, though she'd dways been a little fuzzy on the
context beyond an adjectiva use to describe austere lifetyles.

“Before ther downfdl,” Rushkin went on, “from artists of great genius to merchants trading in
commodities which only happened to be art, theirs was an era of glory; ther art, the perfect marriage
between inspiration and technique. We have had too few of them in the higtory of the humen race.”

“And ... and thisis another?’” 1zzy asked, wondering if that was what he was leading up to. Living on
Waterhouse Street as she did, and from the exploson in dl fidds of the arts that had begun at the tall end
of the Sixties, she could eeslly beieveit.

But Rushkin shook his head. “No. | waited forty years to find someone who had the potentid to
learn and use this gift. It might be another forty years, or even longer, before another could be found. But



that will be your concern, not mine”

“My concern.”

“When the time comes for you to pass on the knowledge | am giving you.”

lzzy wasn't S0 sure she was at dl interested in teaching anybody anything, but she gave a dutiful, if
uncertain, nod of agreement. Rushkin fixed her with a long, consdering look before he findly finished up
with, “So you see why we must take such greet care as to what irits we invite into this world with our

Now that, 1zzy thought, seemed to come right out of left fidd and al she could do was shake her
head. “I'm sorry,” she said, “but | don't seeit at dl. What do the ancient Greeks or Hellenes or whatever
you want to cdl them—what do thar bdiefs have to do with us?”’

“They made the same covenant with the spirits from beyond that we do,” Rushkin explained. “As the
Hellenes did, we connect with those spirits through our art; if they agree with our renderings of them, the
art dlows them to cross over.”

“You're taking about real ... what? Ghosts? Spirits?”

“Yes” Rushkin said patiently. “Angds and mongters. Beings capable of leaving great good in ther
wake, but aso those that may leave greet evil.”

“Pease don't take thiswrong,” 1zzy said. Her nervousness came back and made her mouth go dry.
She had to swdlow a couple of times before she went on. “But this is dl a little hard to accept, you
know?’

“| thought exactly the same thing when it was explained to me”

“Wl, good.”

“But you have fdt the spirit growing in some of your paintings, haven't you?’ he went on. “That sense
of connecting with something beyond human scope, of reaching into some mysterious beyond—cal it the
Garden of the Muses, for convenience. | know you have fdt yoursdlf reaching into it and returning with
something more in hand, some ... power independent of your-sdf or the painting on your easdl.”

“I'vefdt ... something,” 1zzy said cautioudy.

“Then trust mein this When | saw that spirit in the flesh, when | saw him accost you in the lane
below this window, | knew immediady that he means you harm. How he will harm you, | can't say. It
might occur today, it might occur a year from now, but he meansyouill. This| can guarantee.”

“So what are you tdling me?”

“You mug not dlow himin your company.”

“Jud like that.”

Rushkin nodded. “And we must destroy your painting. He will not die with it—not immediatel y—but
itisdl that tieshim to this world. With the panting gone, he will be drawn back to wherever it was tha
heinitidly originated and no longer pose a threst.”

|zzy stared at her mentor with openmouthed shock. She thought of her recent dream, the charred and
bloodied limbs strewn in between the destruction of her paintings, and started to fed sick.

“You ... you can't be serious” she said.

“l am mogt deadly serious.”

But Izzy was sheking her head. “Absolutdy not,” she said. “No way. | will not destroy my work
because of some crazy sory.”

She was s0 upset that she didn't care if Rushkin's own temper flared or not, but her mentor only
nodded, accepting her reaction with a cdmness that 1zzy found alittle eerie.

“The choice isyours” he said. “There is nathing | or anyone dse can do. Only you can make the
decison and only you can send the soirit back.”

“Wdl, I'm glad we' re agreeing on that much, because if you think for one moment I'd—"

“But the time will come when you will remember this conversation—just as | did when my own
mentor explained it to me—and you will do what is neces-sary.”

“Thisis not the kind of conversation I’'m lidble to forget,” 1zzy told him.

“Good. Now, | think we should perhaps forgo work for the remainder of this morning. It might do
you good to be away from the studio to think upon what was said here today.”



|zzy got up from the windowseat and regarded Rushkin cautioudy. “I ... I'm taking my painting with
me” she said.

“That isyour decison,” Rushkin replied, his voice gill mild. “1 won't stop you. Y ou forget thet | have
been through dl of this before: the joy of the cre-ation, the covenant with a spirit from beyond, the
disodief in the true existence of that same spirit; and then findly understanding the danger some of these
crestures represent to mysdf; and to this world which | love so dearly. | have had to destroy certain
pieces of my work, so that the mongters they called up would be sent back. Each time, it broke my heart.
Thefirg time, | was dmogt too late and it was only by luck that the monster didn't kill me before | cast it
back into the beyond. | pray you will come to the proper redization before such a Stuation arises for
you.”

“Sure” 1zzy said. “Whetever.”

“PMease understand,” Rushkin said. “You are not at fault. No one can blame you for what your art
brought across. It can happen to any of us, a any time. We have no control over the process. But we do
have the ability, and the respons-hility, to send these creatures back when we do inadvertently bring
them over.”

|zzy nodded—not in agreement, just to let him know that she'd heard him. She collected her coat
and knapsack and put them both on. The Spirit Is Srong was 4ill tacky, but she carefully collected the
panting from her easd dl the same and waked with it to the door.

“Tomorrow will be business as usud,” Rughkin told her. “We won't speak of these matters again
until you are the one to bring them up.”

|zzy only nodded again. The way she was feding at the moment, she wasn't so sure she'd ever be
back—at least not without a couple of big guys to help her collect her canvases and, while they were a
it, protect her from the serioudy crazy man that she was beginning to suspect Rushkin redly was.

“Hne” she sad.

Rushkin gave her a sad amile as she opened the studio door to leave. “Be careful, Isabele” he said.

An egrie shiver went up 1zzy’s spine as Rushkin's words, echoing John's earlier caution, went
goinning through her mind. She looked a the smdl figure her mentor cut, dill gtting there in the
windowsesat, and then down at the image she'd captured in the panting she held. Who to believe? Who
did she need to be careful around? Well, John was mysterious, but he didn’t seem crazy. And Rushkin
was the one who had besten her.

“I ... I will,” she told him, then closed the door behind her and made her way down the dtairs, trying
not to bump the gtill-wet ol painting on anything as she made her retrest.

Xl

|zzy thought that John had stood her up when she firg arrived at Perry’s Diner that evening. A pang
of disappointment shot through her until she spotted him gitting in a booth at the back. When he raised a
hand and gave her alazy wave, she made her way down to where he was dtting. He was wearing a
well-worn, flannd-lined jean jacket that she wasn't sure would do him dl that much good when it got
colder, but it was better than the short deeves hel d been wearing to date. And he certainly did look good
init.

“For amoment there, | didn’t think you'd come,” she said as she sat down across from him.

“l dways keep my promises,” he told her. “My word's the only currency |I’ve got that's of any red
worth. | don’'t spend it lightly.”

|zzy smiled. “Highly commendable, ar.”

“It'sjudt the truth,” he said, but he returned her amile.

|zzy dipped off her own jacket and bunched it up into a corner of the booth. When she turned back,
John did aten-dollar hill across the table to her. “What' sthis? she asked.

“Your money. | raninto abit of work after | left you this morning and made enough to buy the jacket
without having to use what you'd lent me.”

“Good for you. Did you get agood ded onit?’

“Iseght dollars a good ded?”’



“You're kidding.”

John shook his head. “I went to that store on Lee Street you told me about.”

“I'd say it was ared bargan.”

When John shrugged, she wasn't sureiif he redlly didn’t care about money, or if he just didn’t want to
tak about it. Probably a bit of both, she decided. “ So what'll we have?’ she asked, opening her menu.

“Judt black coffee for me” John told her.

She eyed him over her lowered menu. “Look, if you haven't got enough left over, | redly don't
mind—"

“No, I've got the money. | had alate lunch, that’s dl. | couldn’t et if | wanted to.”

“Wdl, if you're sure ...”

|zzy settled on the soup of the day—cream of cauliflower—and a Sde order of French fries. She dso
ordered a coffee, but she took hers with cream and sugar, adding John’s creamer dong with her own to
her mug since he wouldn't be uang it. Slence lay between them while they waited for 1zzy’s med to
come, but it was't anything like the comfortable slences she could share with Kathy or her other friends.
There was dill too much of the unknown between them for her to fed completely at ease, and the fact
that he bore such an uncanny resem-blance to a painting she'd done before she’'d met him continued to
unnerve her.

“Soyou're an Indian,” she sad fmdly, to fill up the sllence.

John smiled, amusement dancing in his dark eyes, and 1zzy wished she'd never opened her mouth.
What an inane thing to say. Of course he was an Indian.

“I mean a Native American,” she corrected hersalf. When he continued to look amused, she added,
“Wdl, what do you cdl yoursdf?’

“Kickaha. It means ‘the peopl€ in our language. If | were to introduce mysdf to one of my own
people | would say, | am Mizaun Kinnikinnik of the Mong tudem.”

“You told me your name was John.”

He shrugged. “John’s as good a name as any in this place.”

“Is‘Mizaun’ the Kickaha name for John?’

“No. My name means Thidle in the Sweetgrass—| was a hard birth to my mother, but she told me |
hed cherubic festures”

But not anymore, 1zzy thought. There was nothing of the pretty boy about his rugged good looks.

“And ‘Mong,’” she asked. “That's your—what? Y our totem?’

John shook his head. “Not exactly. In Kickaha tudem means clan, but | suppose it could also mean
totem in the sense that you're using the word. My dan is sacred to the loon.”

|zzy tried, but couldn’t suppress agiggle

“l know,” John said, amiling with her. “Everyone bdlieves that our totem should only be eagles and
wolves and bears, but there's good in dl creatures and one can take pride in belonging to the clans
looked over by the black duck or the frog as wel. Or the loon.”

“It' s abeautiful bird, redly,” 1zzy said, remembering them from when she used to live on the faam on
Wren Idand. “And ‘Mong' is a better name for it—it doesn’t sound quite so, you know, Slly.”

“The loon represents fiddity to my people,” John said, “so it's anything but a slly bird. Of course,
I'm biased.”

“Would you prefer me to cdl you John or Mizaun?’

“Oh, John'll be judt fine”

“Your Kickaha nameisredly beautiful.”

“Soislsabdle”

|zzy blushed. “But it doesn’t mean anything.”

“That’s not true. 1t comes from Elizabeth, which means ‘ consecrated to God.””

|zzy pulled a face.

“Wdl,” John said, “if you're not rdigious, just think of it as meaning you are sacred to the great spirit
that oversees the world. You can't find fault with that.

|zzy shook her head.



“And Isabelle,” he went on, “is aso related to the name Isa, which means ‘iron-willed.’”

“Oh great,” 1zzy sad. “Aniron will’s about the last thing I've got.” But spesking of names reminded
her of something. “How did you know my name this moring?’

“| asked someone—I| don't remember who.”

W, of course that made sense. The walitress brought her order then and they went on to tak of
other things. I1zzy fdt alittle odd, egting while John was having nothing, but he assured her again that he
hed no appetite, so shefdl to. She was garving. All she'd had to eat dl day was a muffin she'd grabbed
on the way to her afternoon class.

“What did you mean lagt night,” John asked when she was finished with her med, “about that being a
bad time, or rather a bad way, to approach you?’ Izzy gave him along look. “You redly don’'t know, do
you?”
When he shook his head, she told him about what had happened to Ro-chelle.

“I'm surprised you didn’t hear about it,” she said. “It was in dl the papers and everybody’s been
taking about it.”

“l wasn't in the ity that night,” John said.

“Ian't it just awful what they did to her? And that's why you spooked me when you stood there
taking to me from the shadows. | couldn’t see your face at dl, so | didn’'t know what to think.”

“That was wrong,” he said. At first 1zzy thought he was talking about lagt night, but before she could
tdl him that she knew now it had Smply been bad timing, he went on. “The worst thing you can do is
take away a person’ s right to make a decision for him or hersdlf. Without free will, we' re nothing. Slaves.
Objects. Nothing more.”

“l agree” lzzy said. “I mean, who wouldn't? But ...” Her voice trailed off. “But what?’

“Wel, what about hunting and trapping? That's what your culture' s based on, isn't it? Those animds
didn't decide to die”

John amiled. “No. But long ago we made a pact with the wild things of the forest. We take only what
we need, no more. And we do it with respect. We have no fear of fading the spirits of our victims when
we dl meet together in Epanggishimuk.”

“When you meet where?’

“The sairit land in the west—where we go when our whed upon this world has made its find turn.”
The amusement returned to his eyes, but thistime it held a hint of mockery. “You know: those famous
“happy hunting grounds.””

|zzy nodded. “I guess you mugt get tired of everybody having something to say about your culture,
and none of them knowing anything about it.”

“Not redly. We don’'t have a particular monopoly on spiritud enlighten-ment and many of our people
don't follow the old bdliefs themsdves, but | Hill think our relationship with the naturd world has much to
offer as a kind of touchstone for others to form their own pacts with the earth. They should only
remember that we're not perfect oursaves. Our people fit no more tidily into boxes as a whole than
might any race. We were not the murdering heathens we were made out to be when the Europeans first
took our land, nor were we noble savages. We were just people, with our own ways, our own
bdiefs—nothing more, but nothing less”

“I wish there were more people likeyou,” 1zzy said. “If there were, then maybe something like what
happened to Rochelle would never have taken place.”

“The ones who hurt her will recaeive thar just reward,” John said. “This| can promise you.”

Something about him changed as he spoke. His features were stern and there was such a grim tone
to his voice that it scared lzzy a little, enough so that she could bardy suppress a shiver. When she
looked into hisface, he didn't seem to see her. Instead it was asif he was Saring off into some far unseen
distance where that terrible vengeance was taking place.

“By their vary actions” he sad, “they have stepped onto a whed where retribution will play a
principd role”

|zzy wished he' d come back from wherever it was he had gone. She didn't like this dark side to his
persondity that had suddenly been revedled. In the back of her head she heard Rushkin's voice tdling



her that John was evil, for her to be careful. But just as she started to get redly spooked, John's gaze
focused back on her and he offered her a weak smile

“Or at least that’ s what my people believe” he said.

lzzy was surprised a how rdieved she fdt to have hm back. “Spesking of beiefs” she sad,
“Rughkin—the guy I'm studying under—he thinks | made you up.”

She thought it was kind of funny, and brought it up to clear the air and maybe bring a red smile back
to her companion’s features. But John didn’t laugh. All he did was cock an eyebrow questioningly.

“Hetold me that | brought you to life through that painting | did,” 1zzy explained. “No. How did he
put it? That | gave you passage from some nebu-lous otherworld to here by panting you. You're
supposed to have watched me work and when you agreed on how | made you look, you crossed over.”

John laughed and dl 1zzy could do was think, Way to go. She'd succeeded in changing the mood,
but only at the cost of making hersdf sound like afoal.

“He was pulling your leg, right?’ John said.

lzzy shook her head. “No. He seemed quite serious” She hestated a mo-ment, then decided to
plunge on ahead. “He even warned me againg you. He told me you were evil and | should destroy the
painting and send you back.”

A frown took the humor from John's festures. “He should talk.”

|zzy blinked in surprise. “You know Rushkin?’

“l know his kind. They don't live in the world, but they’ll St in judgment of those who do and take
what they want from it and from us”

“No, you've got imdl wrong,” 1zzy said. “He's a brilliant artist.”

“l don't think so. True artists live in the world from which they take ther ingpiraion. The two are
inseparable—the subjects and those who render them. They return to the world as much—more—than
what they take away.”

“He goes out,” 1zzy said, thinking of how she' d firg met her mentor.

“Ohyes” John replied. “To observe. To take back what he's found and capture it in his art. But not
to partake of life. What does he give back?’

Me, 1zzy thought, because that was dl she knew Rushkin gave back. He teaches me. But he didn’t
show anymore, and he’ d told her often enough that he didn’t like to go out, didn’t like to talk to people.

“Can’t think of anything?’ John asked.

“He sjud alittle reclusve, that's dl,” 1zzy replied. “But he's inspired any number of people to enter
the arts, so you can't say he's never given anything back. | can't tdl you how many people | know who
got involved in the artsin one way or another because of him.”

John shrugged. “Any good a man such as he might do, is inadvertent.”

His reaction had been so strong to what 1zzy had hoped would just be an amusng anecdote that she
fdt depressed. It was beginning to look as though they weren't going to agree on anything. And what
was worse, she couldn’'t stop hersdf from thinking about what Rushkin had told her. She redized that for
the past twenty minutes or so she'd been redly sudying John, amog as if she were trying to find the
brushstrokes.

Suddenly she leaned across the table to get a closer look. John returned her scrutiny with a mild
curiogity, but he didn’'t say anything.

“Are you red?’ 1zzy found hersdf asking him, more than alittle haf-serious.

John leaned forward as well. He put his hand behind her head and gently pulled her toward him and
then he kissed her in away 1zzy had never been kissed before. There was tenderness in the soft brush of
hislips, but urgency as wel; he was utterly focused upon the act, putting dl of his attention on her and the
contact of their lips until 1zzy fet she was svimming through thickened air.

“What do you think?’ he asked when he findly drew back.

|zzy took along steadying bresth. She couldn’t stop the amile that widened her lips: She didn't want
to.

“l don’'t think it matters,” she told him. “I don't think it matters one bit.” This time she was the one to
initiste the kiss.
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|zzy didn't go back to Rushkin's studio the next day, or Friday, but by Monday morning she was
itching to return. All her art supplies were there, dl her paint-ings, and while Rushkin might be an odd
bird, she knew that she'd learned more in the months she'd studied under him than she could have in
years of working on her own. If he wanted to believe that some paintings could bring their sub-jects to
literd life that they could in effect create red physca representations of what appeared on the canvas,
let him. She didn’t have to buy into the extremes of his eccentricity to keep learning from him. And one or
two odd ideas cer-tainly didn't invaidete dl she had learned, and could yet learn, from him.

But she was 4ill nervous, returning to the studio. Not for fear of ther continuing that weird
discusson, nor even that Rushkin might redly want her to start destroying certain paintings, but because
of histemper. Since that anvful day last December, he' d been true to hisword and he hadn’t hit her again,
but Izzy had gotten no better with confrontations and she could essly see this fuding more of them. But
that Monday she returned, Rushkin kept his word once more. He didn’t bring up the subject again. The
weeks went by and their con-versations revolved around art, if they originated from Rushkin; anything
ese they taked about, 1zzy had to bring up fird. It got so that she forgot Rushkin had ever tried to
convince her that she had brought John to life by painting him.

It was John who reminded her.

“Do me afavor, Isabdle” he said when she was trying to decide where to store her painting of him,
“and keep it somewhere safe”

At that time the painting was leaning againgt the wal of her bedroom, but her bedroom was so amdl
and cluttered that she was afraid of inadvertently damaging the canvas by dropping something onto it, or
putting her foot through it on her way to the bathroom in the middle of the night. It was too imposing to
heng anywhere in therr little gpartment, and besides, she thought it was a little weird, the idea of having
this huge portrait of her boyfriend up on her wall.

“Wheat do you mean, keep it safe?’ she'd asked him. “I thought you didn’t believe what Rushkin told
me”

John gave her a lopsded grin in response. “I jud like it,” he said. “And there’'s no harm in bang
careful, isthere?

And that was dl he would say on the matter. When she tried to press him on it, hed turn her
questions aside. He was good at that. Whenever something came up in their conversation tha he didn't
want to talk about, he’' d steer them onto some other topic so killfully thet it wouldn't be until she was at
home in bed, or maybe even the next day working a her easd, that 1zzy would redize she never had
gotten a sraight answer.

John liked to retain a sense of mystery about him, and 1zzy learned to ac-cept it. She knew he was
daying with an aunt who “didn’t much like white girls’; that he worked at odd jobs; that he never seemed
to have much of an appetite; that he had an unquenchable thirst to know about everything and anything so
that he was never bored and, consequently, it was hard to be bored in his company, for his enthusasm
for the most mundane subject in-evitably became catching; that he had a great treasure of the stories and
his-tory of his people that he would share, but very little to relate in terms of personal history except that
he' d been in trouble a lot when he was younger and he didn't like to talk about it anymore.

He was a0 the best lover Izzy had ever had. She knew she didn't exactly have the world's largest
experience dong those lines, having only taken three up to the time she'd met John, but each of those
previous relationships had been disasters. For some reason, when it came to boyfriends, she was dways
attracted to men who treated her badly, or indifferently. John treated her asif she were made of gold.

She got the impression, from the little he talked about the trouble he used to get into, that he had a
vident sde to him, but it was never turned toward her. She had seen him angry, but it was dways
directed toward something or some-one else, never a her.

If she had one red complaint in their reaionship, it was that they were rardly a couple around her



other friends. Somehow he was just never there when they were dl getting together. He tended to cdl
her & quiet times, or would Imply show up when she was done—returning from the studio or from the
universty—and then they went off on their own. It never seemed planned, but for dl that most of her
friends had met him, after three weeks, he was even more of a mydery to them than he was to her.
Taking about it with him never seemed to resolve anything because they dways ended up talking about
something ese that was of far more immediate interest, and since it never appeared to bother any of her
friends, eventudly |zzy just let it go. Everyone was intrigued with him, but no one seemed to be insulted
that he was rardly a part of the crowd.

Kathy was paticulaly happy with John’'s appearance in 1zzy’s life, having mother-henned her
roommate through dmost two and a hdf years of 1zzy's bad luck with men.

“You see?’ she'd sad after the fird time she met John. “There are ill good people around.”

“But | don’t know anything about him.”

“All you have to know is that he's a good person,” Kathy replied, reverang thar roles now that
she’'d met him. “You can see it in his eyes. This guy is serioudy enamored with you, ma belle 1zzy, and
why shouldn’t he be?’

“Don't dart,” |zzy said, darting to fed embarrassed. She hated it when Kathy got into catdoguing dl
of what she fdt were Izzy’s strong points.

“No,” Kathy told her. “Don’'t you start. Give this relaionship a chance to go where it's going to go
before you start making up your mind about where you think it's headed.”

Over the past few months Kathy had gotten alot more serious with her writing. She took to spending
long evenings at the library, researching and writ-ing, and dways made a point of letting 1zzy know when
shed be back. I1zzy wasn't so sure that Kathy actudly needed to do so much research, and she
cer-tainly could have written at home, but it did dlow Izzy some intimecy with John that they wouldn’t
have otherwise been able to share sSince he didn’t have a place of his own.

“Where did you put the painting?’ he asked one night when he came over. “It's going to be in the
show,” Izzy said. lily' sletting me storeit a her sudio until then.”

She'd been surprised, certainly more than a little self-conscious, but ulti-matdy ddighted when
Albina had agreed to give her a solo show a The Green Man. It was going to be in January. She planned
for The Spirit Is Strong to be the centerpiece.

“You'regoing to sl it?” John asked.

|zzy shook her head. “Oh, no. Rushkin saysit's good to have a couple of

NSF pieces hanging with the ones that are for sde—it supposedly gets people into the buying mood.
And besides, | think it's one of my best pieces.”

“I"d fed you were sdling a part of me, if you did sl it,” John told her.

|zzy knew what he meant. Though she’'d painted it before she'd met him, she 4ill thought of it the
way people thought of the fird time they met, or afirs date.

“l could never &I it,” she assured him.
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From The Newford Sun, Thursday, November 28, 1974

POLICE HUNT VIGILANTES

by MariaHill Newford Sun

Police have launched a manhunt for the killers of three Butler Universty stu-dents brutaly besten to
desth yesterday.

Robert Mandd, 19, John Callins, 19, and Darcy McClintock, 20, died after being savagdly attacked
inLower Crowsea at approximately 11:30 P.M., police said.

The bodies of the three students were discovered in a car parked in front of the Crowsea Precinct a
1:00 A.M. by Congt. Craig Chavez. The car was reg-istered to McClintock.

With the bodies was a note dleging that the three students were responsible for the brutd assault and
rape last month of afemde Butler University student.

Detectives have few detals on the vigilantes and are gopeding to the pub-lic to hep provide



information, said NPD spokesman, Sgt. Howard Benzies.

“We have no idea how many were involved in the attack,” said Benzies, adding that there was aso
no indication whether the fatid assault took place in-9de or outsde the car.

Police had no comment when asked if there was any evidence that the vic-tims had been involved in
the assaullt last month.

An extensve search of the area by police officers faled to find the murder weapons.

Anyone with information is asked to cdl the Crowsea Precinct at 263—1112.

> Grief Hits Ps Hard as Victims Mourned: Page 5
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At firg, dl 1zzy could do was stare at the front-page headline of the newspaper that Kathy had left
out for her to read. Then she began to read the piece. She forgot dl about getting hersdf a coffee or
meking breakfast as she worked her way through the various articles and findly the editorid related to
thet headline.

“Weird, in't it?” Kathy said, coming into ther little kitchen from the shower. “ Judtice is served.”

She had atowd wrapped around her wet har, another wrapped around her torso. Flling a couple of
mugs with coffee, she brought them over to the table and sat down across from 1zzy.

“Do you think they redlly are the guysthat attacked Rochdlle?’ 1zzy asked. “God, | hope so. | don't
know who killed them, but they should get a medd for giving the scum what they deserved.”

|zzy wasn't so sure. While she cartainly didn’t want Rochelle's attackers to remain at large, if these
redly were the same men, the punishment seemed too extreme. Jal, yes. Lock them up forever, even.
But to be beaten to death likethis ...

“| take it you don't agree,” Kathy said.

“It'snot that. It'sjust ...”

“Excessve”

“l guess”

Kathy sghed. “Look. If they did it once, the odds are they'd do it again. Rochdlle wasn't necessarily
the firs womean they attacked, and she certainly wouldn't have been the last.”

“We don’'t know that.”

“Statigtics bear me out on thisone,” Kathy said. “It's not something | want to be right about—believe
me”

“I know,” |zzy sad.

But her mind wasn't redly on the conversation anymore. She was thinking instead of that night with
John in Perry’ s Diner, when she' d told him about what had happened to Rochdlle. He' d looked so grim.

The ones who hurt her will receive their just reward, John had told her that night. This | can
promise you.

John with his violent past.

John of whom she dill redly knew next to nothing.

John who'd dso told her, | always keep my promises. My word's the only currency I've got
that’s of any real worth. | don’t spend it lightly.

John who, she’d discovered since, dways did keep his word.

John who'd assured her that Rochell€ s attackers would pay for what they had done.

This| can promise you.

Her gaze drifted back to the newspaper. Phrases legpt up from the newsprint and went spinning
through her mind.

‘... brutdly begten to death ...”

. savagely attacked ...



. fad asault ...”

The scary thing was that she could imagine John doing it. Gentle as he was with her, she knew how
grong he was, how much he abhorred injustice, how he had no fear of bresking the law because they
were “white man’'s laws. We never agreed to them.”

What kind of afriend are you, she asked hersdf, that you'd even suspect such athing of him?

This| can promise you.

And then she thought: Angds and mongters. Spirits cdled from beyond. Guardian spirits ... and
vengeful ones as wdl?

She shook her head. Thiswas crazy. But she couldn’t suppress a shiver dl the same.

“You okay?’ Kathy asked.

|zzy nodded. “I'm judt a little creeped out, that's dl.” She let her gaze rove to the kitchen clock.
“God, look at thetime. I've got to get to the studio.”

“What? Rushkin's got you punching a time clock now?’

“No. It's jud that I've got a class at two, but | redly wanted to finish off this painting I’ve been
working on.”

She managed to make her retreat and leave their discussion finished without having to bring up the
fear of John's involvement in last night's murders that had lodged insde her. But she couldn’t make it go
away, dther. It stayed with her dl day, afecting her ability to paint, disracting her in class. She fdt guilty
for even thinking what she was thinking, but it loomed so large in her mind now that she knew she had to
hear John’ s innocence proclaimed from his own lips before she could let it go.

My word'’s the only currency I’ ve got that’s of any real worth. | don’'t spend it lightly.

He wouldn't lie to her. She trusted in that much. Even if he had killed those men last night, he
wouldn't lie to her when she asked him about it.

Shefdt like such a traitor when she spotted him cutting across the common to meet her after class.
He looked the picture of innocence as he ambled over the grass, hands thrust deep in his jeans; his harr
the glossy black of raven feathers, swdlowing the sunlight; the white of his T-shirt showing through his
open coat even though everybody dse was buttoned up and wearing scarves and hats and gloves. When
he got close enough, he didn't even say hello, just swept her into his arms and gave her along kiss that
left her happily breathless. But the question that had plagued her dl day rose up between them and stole
away her pleasure in the moment.

“Did you read in the paper about what happened to those guys that attacked Rochdlle last month?’
she asked asthey started to walk back across the com-mon.

John shook his head. “No, but | heard about it. | told you retribution was waiting for them on the
whed that they’ d chosen. It was only a matter of time”

“Do you think they deserved to die?’

He paused and turned to look at her. “What you're redly asking is, did | do it?’

|zzy couldn’t read the expression in his features. He didn't look sad, or even disgppointed in her, but
there was something new there dl the same. “I guess| am,” she said.

“Maybe you should look at this firgt,” he said. He reached into the ingde pocket of his jacket and
brought out something wrapped in brown paper. “1 was trying to think of how to bring this up, but |
guess | might as well be as up front about it as you are.”

|zzy took the parcdl. The blood drained from her features as she found her-sdlf looking at a corner of
mounting frame with some canvas attached to it. The ends of the frame were charred, as was the edge of
the canvas, but there was enough of the image Ieft for her to recognize that it was dl that was left of her
panting Smither’s Oak. The rest was gone. Burned. Just as her paintings were in her dreams,

“Where ... where did you get this?’ she asked.

“In the trash behind your studio.”

Not her studio, Izzy thought. Rushkin's studio. Where Smither’s Oak was supposed to bein storage
with the rest of her paintings that weren't stacked up around her easdl in the upstairs studio proper.

Her chest fdt tight, but she didn’t fed the helplessness that dways accompa-nied her dreams. Anger
rose up indde her instead, unfamiliar, dark and over-powering.



“What do you want to do about it?” John asked.

“Wha do you think?" she said. “I’'m going to confront him with it. Right now.”

John fdl in step beside her as she marched off, but she stopped and shook her head.

“| gppreciate your wanting to hep,” she said, “but | have to ded with this by mysdf

“What if he gives you a hard time?’

“The only person that’s going to get a hard timeishim,” 1zzy said, her voice grim.

She looked down at dl that was left of her painting. The sorrow at its loss would come, she knew,
but dl she felt now was the pure hot burn of her anger. Just let Rushkin try and raise a hand againg her,
she thought. Her gaze lifted to meet John's.

“l just have to do this mysdf,” she repeated. “If you come it's going to make everything more
complicated.”

“l understand,” John told her.

Hewadked her as far as the bus stop, but when the bus came, he stayed behind. It wasn't until she
was dmog at her stop that |zzy redized that once again she hadn’t gotten an answer to a question she'd
asked John.

XVII

When Rushkin opened the downdtairs door to the coach house, Izzy thrust what was left of her
painting a him, poking himin the chest with one end. He backed up a step in surprise and she followed
hminsde, jabbing him again.

“It had spirit, did it?” she said. Her voice was s0 cold, she couldn’t recognize it as her own. “It
couldn’t go to the gdlery because you don't sdl paintings with spirit—right?’

“Isabdle, what are—"

“But burning them isfine”

“l don't—"

“How dare you do thisto my work?’

Images from her dreams flashed before her eyes. They'd been horrible enough on thaerr own, but to
know that they’d been prescient warnings made them dl that much worse. How many of her paintings
hed he destroyed?’

“|ssbelle—"

“Who died and made you God? That's what | want to know. Y ou' ve treated me like shit most of the
time I’ ve come here, but | put up with it because | could Hill respect you as an artist. | thought you redly
believed in the worth of my work. God knows I’'m nowhere near your level, and maybe | never will be,
but | was trying. | was doing the best | could. And then you do thisto me”

She thrust the charred remains of Smither’s Oak up in the ar between them, dmost poking him in
the eye. He backed up another step, but thistime she didn’t follow. She stared a what she held and her
eyes suddenly brimmed with tears. Her anger was il there, deep and strange to her and so very panful,
but the sorrow she thought she'd be able to put asde until she'd dedt with Rushkin rose up to
overpower her.

Rushkin moved forward, a hand raised to touch her shoulder, but she backed away from him.

“You ... you betrayed me,” she mumbled through her tears.

“Isabelle)” Rushkin said. “Thet is not your painting.”

She looked blankly a him, everything blurred through a vel of tears. Her gaze dropped to the
charred canvasin her hand. Though she couldn’t see it dearly now, she'd studied it on the bus ride over.
She knew the brushstrokes, the subject matter, the palette.

“l ... | know my own work,” she said.

But Rushkin shook his head. “I did that painting.”

“You ..

“I'm intrigued by your choices of subject, your use of light,” he said. “I wanted to get ingde your
work.”

“You're copying my pantings?’ 1zzy rubbed her deeve agang her eyes, try-ing to clear her vison so



that she could get a better look a him. He had to be making fun of her. But dl he did was nod. “Isn't it
supposed to go the other way?’ she asked.

“The artist who stops learning,” Rushkin said, “is either dead or not an artist.”

“Sure, but I’'m the student here.”

“Do you think the teacher can’t learn anything from his sudent?’

“l don’t know. | never thought of it before.”

“Come with me” he said.

He led the way back to the spare bedroom that he used as a storage space, and there they were,
Snither’s Oak, dl her paintings, intact, unharmed, just as she' d left them.

“You see?’ Rudhkin said. “1 would never dream of harming your work. | know how important it is to
you.”

“But ..... 1zzy lifted the charred bit of canvas and wood she was holding. “Why did you burn this?’

“Because it's your work. | did it as a sudy, for mysdf, nothing more. | didn't want to keep such
pieces around because ... wdl, what if | were to die and they were found in my estate? Do you think
anyone would bdlieve that | had copied them from you?’

|zzy dowly shook her head.

“Exactly. So once I've learned what | can from apiece, | destroy it to pre-serve the integrity of your
art. | wouldn't dream of Ietting your unique vison appear to be based upon work I'd done—and | was
only insuring that no one ese would gather the wrong impression.”

“But what could you possibly be learning from me?’ 1zzy had to know. Rushkin hesitated. “I'll tdl
you,” he said after a moment, “but remember, you were the one to bring this up, not 1.”

|zzy nodded.

“Let me take that,” Rushkin said.

lzzy gave hm the canvas that he'd asked for and watched as he dropped it into the brass
wastebasket that stood by the door. He led her back into the kitchen then and poured them each a mug
of tea from a pot he'd had stegping when she burdt in. Not until they were settled at the table did he go
on.

“We taked about spirits before,” he said. “Of how artists can cdl them up from ... wdl, no one
knows where. But we cdl them up with certain paintings or songs or any cregtive endeavor thet builds a
bridge between our world and that mysterious Garden of the Muses.”

“l remember,” 1zzy said. She got an gpologetic ook on her face. “I’'m just not so sure | can believe in
it”

“Far enough. But it doesn’'t matter. Insofar as the current Stuetion lies, dl that matters is that |
believe it. Are you with me so fa?’

“| suppose.”

“l used to be able to bring them across,” Rushkin said. “I made homes for those spirits in my
paintings, gave them bodies to wear. My work was a bridge between the worlds. But no longer. I've logt
the touch, you see. For many years now, when | paint, | make a panting. A wondrous enough
enchantment in its own right, to be sure, but when you’ ve known more, merdly painting can no longer be
enough.”

“But you ... you said you were teaching me how to do that.”

|zzy ft a little odd as she spoke. She didn't believe, but she fdt cheated a the same time to learn
that this cdling up of spirits was no longer possible.

“l was,” Rushkin said. “I am. | ill will. You see, | can remember how | did it, but | have log the
adility to do so. Lost the gift. But you have nat. It lies srong indde you. So | was copying those pieces of
yours in hopes of building a bridge to that other place to seeif | could regain what | had lost by seeing
how you did it.

“And?’ 1zzy asked, forgetting for the moment how she fdt about the whole idea. “Did it work?’

Rughkin shook his head. “No. All that resulted was exact duplicates of your work. After each
attempt, | destroyed them.”

|zzy frowned, thinking thisdl through. “So the painting can cdl up spirits—spirits that can physcaly



manifest in our world.”

“Yes”

“And do they become red, then?’

“What do you mean?’

“Once they're herein our world,” 1zzy asked. “Are they red like you and me?’

“They become redl, but not like you or I,” Rushkin told her. “There reemains a bond in them to that
place from which they originated so that they aways carry a piece of otherness indde. They might seem
like you or I, but they don’'t have our needs. They require neither food, nor deep. They don't dream.
And because they can’t dream, they are unable to create.”

“Andit'sjust people that come across?’ |1zzy asked.

“Beings” Rushkin said. “Yes. However, they won't necessarily seem like people. They have the
same source as legend and myth, Isabelle. When the ancients firsd made their paintings and sculptures of
marveous beings—dryads and satyrs, angds and dragons—they were not rendering things they had
seen. Rather they were bringing them into being. Not dl of them, of course. Only those artists with the
gift. The others were working from observation, but what they observed was what the gifted had firs
brought across.”

“What about the tree in Smither’s Oak? You sad it had spirit. Did it come across as wdl?’

Rushkin's shoulders lifted and fdl hdplesdy. “I don't know. Perhaps. | have never been aware of
such a crossing, but it seems possible. Of course, such a spirit would have no mohbility. It would be
forced to remain at whatever spot it crossed over.”

“And what you were saying earlier,” 1zzy asked. “You weren't just talking about panting. You made
it sound like music or writing could build a bridge as well.”

“It seemslogicd and so I’ ve been told, but | know only how to use the gift through my painting. My
understanding of it has dways been limited in that sense.”

What got to Izzy the most was Rushkin's sincerity. He took such impossible concepts and damned if
he didn’'t make them seem plausble.

“You redly bdievein this suff, don't you?’ she asked.

“Without question,” he replied. “Though as | told you before, | was as skeptica when my mentor
told me of them, as you are ligening to me.”

XVIII

It was while 1zzy was riding home on the bus tha the fatigue hit her hard. She'd been burning
adrendine dl the way to the studio and through her confrontation with Rushkin, so angry that she hadn't
even had time to fed scared. After his explanation, her energy deflated. Her head spun from the
emotiond roller coaster she'd just been on and she fdt so weak it was dl she could do to St upright in
her seat. But the events of the day continued to turn over and over in her mind.

She would have cheerfully killed Rushkin, she redized. That easly. And over what? Paintings. It was
true that she'd invested an incredible amount of hersdf in each one, but paintings could aways be
redone. When she likened what might have been her loss to what had happened to Rochelle, there was
redly no comparison at dl. What had been stolen from Rochele could never be recovered.

|zzy thought she understood Kathy’ s argument better now, seeing it from the other side of the coin as
it were. And as for what had happened to Rochdlle's attackers ... She didn't necessarily agree any more
then she had earlier, but it was easier to empathize with the killers now.

Killers

Or killer?

She knew now why John had deflected her question earlier in the evening by handing her that piece
of charred canvas he' d found behind the studio. He had done so to make her understand what true anger
meant. Judtified anger. Had he been involved in the deaths of Rochell€'s attackers? At this moment she
thought it was more to the point to ask, was he even red?

Rushkin's arguments were so seductive that, impossible though they had to be, she had I€ft the coach
house halfway convinced that spirits could be called up through certain art, through the concentration and



focus one hed while work-ing on a piece. Rushkin had never lied to her before. Why should he begin
now? And why with something so bizarre?

If thet process Rushkin described was red ...

She had painted John before she'd ever met him. John never seemed to eat. He never seemed to
deep. He never spoke of dreams. He remained as much an enigmato her now as he' d been when they'd
fird met. It could Imply be the way he was. But if Rushkin was to be bdieved, the mysery she dways
sensed surrounding John might not be inborn, or self-produced; it might have its source in that piece of
otherness that he’ d brought with him when her painting had called him up from that other place.

The whole idea was crazy, but she knew now that she had to explore it or she'd redly fed she'd
gone mad. Imagineif it was red and she turned her back upon it.

She would go to July’s sudio, away from Rushkin's influence, and deliber-ately attempt to cal up a
being from that so-called otherworld. Not a man like John who, because he had the appearance of a
normd person, could as eadly be a product of aether world, but a being for which there would be no
quedtion that its place of origin was utterly dien. And then she would wait and see. If it would come to
her. Here. In thisworld.

You're mad, she told hersdf as she got off a her stop and waked down Waterhouse to the
gpartment. Wdl and truly. Except she knew she had to make the attempt. Because, what if ... ?

She wouldn't think of it anymore. She was tired enough as it was without exhaudting hersdf further
worrying over it. Tomorrow she would just do it. Start a painting. And then see what, if anything, it called
to her.

As she was meking her way down the block, she saw that John was waiting for her, Stting on the
stoop of her building. She thought the spectre of the day’ s suspicions would rise again at the sght of him,
but ether she was too worn out, or the decison shed made to conduct her own experiment put
everything else on hold urtil thet one question was resolved.

“How did it go? John asked, risng to hisfeet a her approach. She fdt as though she could just mdt
into the hug he gave her. “ Are you okay?’ he added.

|zzy nodded againg his shoulder. “It wasn't my painting you found,” she told him. When they sat
down together on the steps, she leaned againgt him, gppreciating the support as much as the contact. “It
was a copy of it tha Rudhkin had done” she went on to explan. “He destroyed it so that people
wouldn't think | was copying from him, even though it was the other way around.”

“Why would he want to copy your work?’

|zzy sat up draighter and turned to look a him. “Because he thinks I'm magic,” she said, amiling.
“Remember? He's logt his magic and he thought he might be able to recover it by doing a painting the
way | doit. Or at least that’s what he says.”

John gave her an odd |ook.

“It's okay. Honedtly,” Izzy said. “I saw my paintings and they were dl dill there”

“If you say 0.”

“Oh, don't go dl vague on me, John. I'm way too tired. If you've got something to say, just say it

He hesitated for a long moment, then took her hand in his. He traced the lines on her pdm with a
fingertip.

“You redly thought whet | brought you was a piece of your own painting, didn't you?’ he findly
asked.

|zzy nodded. “1 know my own syle. God, | spent so long on parts of that painting | could redo it in
my deep.”

“And the works that were intact—they were yours?’

“Yes” She started to get an uncomfortable feding as she saw where this was heading. “Look,” she
sad. “Rushkin’s a genius. Of course he' d be able to dupli-cate my work.”

“Enough so that you couldn’t tdl the difference?’

“Wdl, in some ways, that was the whole point of why he did it, wasn't it? To do it exactly the way |
did it. Otherwise he wouldn't be able to find this magic whatever-it-is that he' s looking for.”

John nodded. “ So how do you know that the paintings he destroyed were the ones he did?’



For along moment dl 1zzy could do was look a him.

“I ... 1 don't,” shesadinasandl voice. “What are you saying? That he lied to me?’

“I'm just saying to be careful. Don't be so trusting.”

Agan tha warning, Izzy thought. John warning her againgt Rushkin, Rush-kin warning her againgt
John. It made her head hurt, trying to work it dl out.

“Why would he lieto me?’ she asked. “What could he possibly stand to gain by lying to me?’

“Maybe that’ s the wrong question to ask,” John replied. “Maybe what you should be asking is, what
does he stand to loseif you know the truth?’

“You're presupposing that heislying.”

“Doesn’'t what he told you about copying your work seem more than alittle odd to you?’

“When you come down to it, everything’s odd about him.”

“Judt think about it, Isabelle”

| don't want to, she thought. But she knew she would. It was the kind of thing that, once someone
brought it to your attention, you couldn’t help but think about. She hated carrying around suspicions. It
was like today dl over again, except it would put Rushkin in the seat of scrutiny instead of John.

She regarded him for along moment. Suspicions concerning Rushkin, sus-picion in genera, made her
mind travel a certain circuit. Without wanting them to, dl her earlier uncertainties concerning John were
back in her mind again, demanding that she dedl with them.

“Did you kill those men?’ she found hersdlf asking.

“No,” John replied.

Bdieve him, Izzy told hersdf.

“l believe you,” she said, and by saying it doud she knew it was true. She did believe.

My word'’s the only currency I’ ve got that’s of any real worth.

How could she not, and dill love him?

“I'm sorry,” she said. “That | had to ask, you know.”

“Friends don’t need to gpologize”

“When one of them’swrong they do,” 1zzy said. She paused, then gave him an uncomfortable look.
“I’ve got to know one more thing.”

John amiled. “And that is?’

“Areyou red?’

He took her hand and lad it againgt his chest. She could fed the rise and fdl of his breething.

“Areyou?’ he asked.

And that was dl she could get out of him that evening.

Paddyjack

Paddyjack crouches by a dumpster in a shadowed alleyway. Light from a streetlight enters far
enough from the roadway to play across his curious features. pointed chin, the wide spread of a
thin-lipped mouth, nose like a goshawk’s beak, danted deep-set eyes the color of burnished gold
and surrounded by shadows, long ears tapering back into fine points. In place of hair he has a
tangle of leafy vines and twigs standing out every which way from under a battered
three-cornered hat the color of an oak trunk.

His limbs are as thin as broomsticks, shoulders narrow, chest flat, hips almost nonexistent. His
raggedy clothes hang from him as from a scarecrow, a crazy-quilt patchwork of mottled forest
colors. sepias and Van Dyck’'s brown, ochers, burnt senna and a dozen shades of green. The
rendering of histrousers, shirt and hat is festooned with mere daubs of paint that <till manage to
convey the notion of shells and buttons, thorny seeds and burrs, all patterned in a bewildering
array.

The first impression is that he has the look of an animal, caught in the headlights of an
automobile, or the sudden glare of a back porch light turned on at an unfamiliar sound. One
thinks of a cat or, with those dark rings of shadow around his eyes, a raccoon. But upon closer



scrutiny, the viewer can find no fear. He carries, instead, an air of both dy amusement and mental
simplicity, an old-world humor utterly at odds with the urban decay of his more contemporary
surroundings. And while he has the basic prerequisites of a human being in his appearance—one
head, two limbs for walking, opposable thumbs, clothing—it quickly becomes obvious that he has
origi-nated from somewhere other than the world of his surroundings, from the pages of the
Brothers Grimm, perhaps, by way of Arthur Rackham or Jean de Bosschere.

Paddyjack, 1974, ail on canvas, 10 X 14 inches. Private collection.

kismet

| prefer winter and fdl, when you fed the bone Structure in the landscape—the londliness of it—the
dead feding of winter. Something waits beneath ft—the whole story doesn’t show.
—Attributed to Andrew Wyeth

Wren Island, September 1992

It would be winter soon, Isabelle thought. She'd paused in her packing to St in the wing-backed
chair by the bedroom window. She could see the idand's au-tumned fidds from her vantage point,
running off to the diffs before they dropped into the lake. In the aftermath of last night's storm, the sky
was a perfect blue, untouched by cloud. She watched a crow glide across that cerulean ex-panse, then
swoop down toward the fields. When it was logt to Sght, her gaze moved back toward the house, where
the forest encroached alittle closer every year. Therich cloak of leaves was aready beginning to thin, the
colors losing their vibrancy. Movement caught her gaze again and she saw tha the raggedy stand of
mountain ash by one of the nearer outbuildings was filled with cedar waxwings the deek
yelow-and-brown birds gorging on this year’s crop of the trees orange berries. Putting her face closer
to the glass, she could hear their thin ligaing cries of tsee, tsee.

Autumn was her favorite time of year. It bared the landscape, it was true, herdding the londy
desolation of the long months of winter to come, but it made her heart sing dl the same with a joy not so
dissmilar to what she fdt when she saw the fird crocuses in the spring. It was easy to forget—when the
trees were bare, the fidds turned brown and the north winds brought the fird snows—that the world
went on, that it wasn't coming to an end. She agreed with what Andrew Wyeth was supposed to have
sad about the season: some-thing did wait, underneath the drab masquerade that autumn eventudly came
to wear. The whole story didn’t show. But that was the way it was with everything. There were dways
other stories going on under what you could see—in people as much as landscapes.

Isabelle amiled at hersdf and rose from her chair. She knew what she was doing. Procragtinating.
She was going to miss the idand—that was a given. Espe-cidly now. This was when she normdly lad in
afew months worth of supplies agang that time when the channd between the idand and the mainland
became impassable. For anywhere from two to 9x weeks she would be cut off from dl contact with the
outsde world, except by phone. She savored that forced her-mitage. It was a time when she collected
hersdf after the summer and its inevita-ble influx of vigtors, and often got her best work done. As things
were going now, she probably wouldn't be able to return to the idand urtil the channd froze over in early
December. But it was too late to go back on the promise she'd made to Alan. Whether she liked it or
not, she would be living in the city for a least a few months. Which reminded her: she should give Jlly
another try.

Rubens was moping about in her studio when she went in to use the phone.

“You know what’s up, don't you?’ Isabelle said.

She punched in Jlly’s phone number. Cradling the receiver between her shoulder and ear, she
hoisted the orange tom onto her lap and scratched the fur up and down his spine until he began to purr.
She was hdf expecting her cal to go unanswered again, but after the third ring she heard the sound of the
phone being picked up on the other end of the ling, quickly followed by Jlly’s cheerful hello.

“Hello, yoursdlf,” Isabelle said. “Where ve you been? I’ ve been trying to reach you dl morning.”

“Wereyou? | was over & Amos & Cook’s picking up some paints and | kind of got distracted on



the way home. | ended up down by the Pier, watching these kids showing off on their Rollerblades. You
should have seen them. They were just amazing. | could' ve watched them dl day.”

Issbelle smiled. A rarer occason would be a time when Jlly wasn't distracted by one thing or
another.

“Tdl me something new,” she said.

“Ah ... the Pope' s gaying with me for the weekend?’

“Rats. And here | was hoping thet | could hit you up for a place to stay.”

“Y ou're coming to town? When? How long are you saying?’

Rather than taking the questions on an individud basis, Isabelle backtracked, explaning how Alan
had come out to the idand with his proposal for the omnibus of Kathy's stories that 1sabelle had agreed
toillugrate.

“You mean inyour old style?” Jlly asked.

“That's the plan.”

“How do you fed about it?”

Issbelle hesitated. “Excited, actudly,” she said after a moment's thought. “And what was it like
seaing Alan again?’ Jlly wanted to know.

“Sort of weird,” Isabelle said. “In some ways, it was like I’ d only just seen him last week.”

“I've dways liked him,” Jlly said. “Theré's something intringcdly good about him—an inborn
compassion that you don't find in many people these days.”

“You could be taking about yoursdf,” Isabelle pointed out.

Jlly laughed. “Not a chance. | had to learn how to be a good person.”

Before Isabelle could add her own comment to that, Jily steered the conversation back to Isabelle’s
current concern. “Y ou're welcome to stay with me” she said, “dthough it sounds like you're going to be
intown for awhile, so it could get alittle cramped.”

“l was hoping to stay just for a couple of nightswhile | find mysdf some-thing.”

“Are you bringing Rubens?’

“I couldn’t leave him behind on his own.”

“Of course nat,” Jlly said. “But having a pet’ll make it a little harder to find a place unless—hey, do
you remember the old shoe factory on Church Stregt?’

“The one by the river?’

“That's the place. Wdl, some people bought it a the beginning of the sum-mer and have turned it
into a kind of miniature verson of Waterhouse Street.”

Isabelle remembered having read about it in the features section of one of the papers. The ground
floor was taken up by boutiques, cafes and gdleries, while the two updtairs floors conssted of smdl
gpartments, offices, sudio spaces and rented rooms.

“They cdl the place Joli Coeur,” Jlly went on, “after that Rossetti painting. They’ve even got a
reproduction of it—agiant mura in the central courtyard on the ground floor.”

“| saw apicture of it in the paper,” Isabdle said. “Have you beenin at dl?’

“A couple of times. Nora has a studio in there. She says it's dl sort of com-muney, with everybody
running in and out of everybody else's place, but I'm sure no one would bother you if you made it plan
that you didn’'t want to be disturbed.”

“l don't know,” Isabelle said. “I think | could use a hit of chaotic bohemia about now—just to get
me back into the mood of what it was like when Kathy was writing those stories.”

Jily laughed. “Wdll, I’d cdl this place more baroque than boho, but | sup-pose there's redly not that
much difference between the two. At least there never was in the Waterhouse Street days. Do you want
meto give them a cdl to seeif they have any studio spaces free?’

“Do you mind?’

“Of course not. | think you'll like staying there. You wouldn't believe the old faces I've run into. |
even saw that old boyfriend of yours the other day—what was his name? John Sweetgrass.”

Everything went dill ingde Isabelle. A cold slence rose up ingde her, tight-ening in her chest, and she
found it hard to take a bregth. In her mind's eye, she saw a painting, consumed by flames



“But that ... that's—"

Impossible, she'd been about to say, but she caught hersdf in time. “That’s so ... odd,” she sad
ingtead. “I haven't thought of imin years.” Until yesterday. Until Alan came with his proposal and woke
up dl the old ghosts ingde her. John and the others had been on her mind ever since.

“He doesn't go by the name John anymore,” Jlly went on. “He cdls himsdf

Mizaun Kinnikinnik now.”

Issbelle remembered a long-ago conversation in a Newford diner, John tdl-ing her about the
Kickaha, about names. The tightnessin her chest was easing, but the chill hadn’t gone away. How could
Jlly have seen him? She looked out the window of her studio. The view was different from here, the
fidds choked with rosebushes, the woods looming dark behind them. It was easy to imagine hidden
gtories when she looked at their dark tangle.

“Areyou dill there, Isabdle?” Jlly asked.

Isabelle nodded, then redized that her friend couldn’'t see the gesture. “How did he look?’ she
asked.

“Great. Like he haan't aged a year. But | didn’t get much of a chance to tak to him. | was on my
way out and he was on hisway in and | haven't seen him since. | did ask Nora about him and she says a
friend of his runs the little bou-tique that sdls Kickaha crafts and arts on the ground floor. You'll have to
look him up when you get to town.”

“Maybe | will,” I1sabelle said.

Asif she'd have a choice. Asif he wouldn't come to her fird.

“I should finish my packing,” she told Jlly. “I'll probably be leaving in another hour or s0.”

“I'll st an extra plate for dinner. And | should have some news about Joli Coeur by the time you get
here”

“Thanks, Jlly. You're ared sweetheart.”

But Isabelle didn't get back to her packing right away. She hung up the receiver and then sat there,
groking Rubens, trying to gain some measure of cdm from the touch of his fur, hisweight on her lap. But
dl she could think of was John, of the presences that she fdt sometimes in the woods around her
home—itinerant remnants of a logt time, cut adrift from ther own pasts, but no longer a part of her
present. And o they waited in the woods. For what, she'd never been quite sure. For her to take up that
part of her art once more? To take afew pigments, some ail, a piece of canvas and an old brush and add
others to ther ranks?

She'd never been entirdy sureif she'd made them redl with her art, or if they were red firg, if a part
of her had recognized them from some myserious esewhere s0 that she was adle to render their
likenesses and bring them across. The only thing of which she was entirdy certain was that she believed
inthem. For dl these years she'd believed in them and in the part she'd played to bring them forth. But
ifJohn was 4ill dive, that changed everything. It created new riddles to unravd and made a lie of what
Rushkin had taught her was redl.

Rushkin, she thought. Considering al he'd done to her, why should she ever have bdieved anything
he'd told her?

But she knew the reason before she even asked hersdf the question. No matter what Rushkin had
done, she'd dways bdieved that there were some things he held sacred. Some things he would never soil
with alie If she couldn’t believe that, she didn’t know what to believe anymore.

She was bound to those errant spirits that had come across from their other-where. That much was
red. Thar lives dill touched hers as though she were the center of a spider’s web and each fine outgoing
strand was connected to one of them. She could close her eyes and see them. But if it wasn't her art that
mede the connection, then what was?

The two red-haired women sat on a rococo burgundy chesterfield in the mid-dle of a amdl glade
surrounded by old birch trees. The glade had dl the appear-ance of aliving room, with the birches for
wadls, the sky for celing and the forest floor, mogtly covered with an Oriental rug, underfoot. Though a



breeze blew across the fidds beyond the glade, ingde the air was lill. Indement weether never intruded.

Lanterns hung from the white boughs above, unlit now snce sunlight streamed into the glade,
providing ample illumination. Standing across from the chesterfidd were a pair of mismatched dub chairs
with a cedar chest set in between them to serve as a table. Beside the older woman was an empty
book-case with leaded glass panes, its one book presently lying open on her lap.

The older woman carried hersdf with a dately grace. She appeared to be in her early thirties a
griking figurein her long grey gown, rust underskirt and her thick red hair. She might have stepped from
aWaterhouse painting, the Lady of Shalott, trailing her hand in alilied river; Miranda watching a ship Snk
off her father’sidand.

Her companion had hdf her years, was gangly where she was dl dender curves, scruffy where she
was 0 negtly groomed, but the resemblance between the two was such that they might eesily have been
sgers, or mother and daugh-ter. If the younger girl’s har was a bird's nest of tangles, her choice of
dathing torn blue jeans and an overszed woolen sweater spotted with burrs and prickly seeds, it was
amply because she was endlesdy active. She had no time to comb her hair or mend her clothes when
there was so much to do.

But she was quiet now, dtting beside the older woman, the two of them unable to look away from
the indistinct figures that gamboled about in the fidd just beyond the birch wals of their curioudy Stuated
room. The red-brown shapes romping about in the grass caught the bright sunlight and pulled it deep into
their coloring until they appeared to glow from within.

“Look at them, Rosdind,” the younger woman said. “They're so new. They mugt dill remember what
it was likein the before.”

Rosdind shook her head. “There's not enough of them here to dlow them memory. They'll be gone
in another hour.”

Cosette nodded glumly. She could see that one or two of them dready were becoming less distinct.
The digant hills could be seen through an arm or a torso, flashes of lake appeared through hair that was
turning to a soft, red-brown mig.

“What do you remember of before?” she asked, tuning her head from the meadow to her
companion.

It was an old question, but one she never grew tired of asking.

“There was gory,” Rosdind said. Her voice was thoughtful, ful of remem-bering. Of trying to
remember. “ Stories. And one of them was mine”

Cosette was never sure if she actudly remembered that there'd been Stories, or if it was only from
Rosdind having told her of them so often. What she did know was that she carried an ache insde her,
that she'd logt something coming from before to here.

“We miss our dreams,” Rosdind had explained once. “We have no blood, so we cannot dream.”

“But Isabelle dreams,” Cosette had protested.

“|sabelle has the red crow indde her.”

Sometimes Cosette would run medly across the fidds, dangeroudy close to the diffs run and run
until findly she fdl exhausted to the turfy ground. Then she'd lie with her hair tangled in grass and roots
and weeds and stare up into the sky, looking for a russet speck againg the blue, red wings besting like
the drum-ming of a pulse.

Red crow, red crow, fly insde me, she'd angin her husky voice.

But she could 4ill prick her finger with a thorn and the red crow wouldn't fly from the cut. She
couldn’'t bleed—not red blood, not green fairy-tae blood, not any blood at al.

And she couldn’t dream.

Seep wasn't necessary for her kind, but when she did close her eyes to seek it, there was only the
vadt darkness lying there in her mind until she woke again. When she dept, she went into an empty place
and came back nether refreshed nor touched by the mythic threads of story that the red crow brought to
others when they dept.

“It's because we're not red,” she'd whigpered once, shaken with the enor-mity of the thought that
they were only loaned their lives that ther existence depended on the capriciousness of another’s will,



rather than how every other person lived, following the red crow’s whed asit dowly turned from hirth to
death.

But Rosdind had quickly shaken her head in reply. Taking Cosette in her arms, she'd rocked the
younger woman againg her breast.

“We arered,” she'd said, afiercenessin her voice that Cosette had never heard before. “Don't ever
believe differently.”

It had to be true.

We arereal.

She took Rosdind's hand now and repeated it to hersdf like a cham. Her gaze was hdd and
trapped by the red-brown shapes fralicking in the sun beyond the birch glade.

We are real.

Not like them. They'll fade and go away, back into the before, but we Il remain because we're redl.

Evenif we can't dream.

“Isabelle s going back to the city, you know,” she told Rosdind. “She's gaing to paint like she did
before”

She never looked away from the dancing shapes. Many were fainter now, ther outlines vague,
certain limbs dmost completely washed away. They were becoming patterns of red-brown mig, rather
than holding to true shapes as the sun and the dreams of this world burned them away.

“l know,” Rosdind said.

“I'm going to follow her.” Cosette findly looked away, tuning her atten-tion back to her companion.
“Thistime I’'m going to learn how she reaches into the before and brings us back.”

“We ve dways known how she doesiit,” Rosdind said. “ She paints”

“l can paint.”

“Yes, but she dreams, so it's not the same.”

Cosette 9ghed at the truth of it. It wasn't the same at dll.

“I'm dill going to follow her,” she said.

“And then?’ Rosdlind asked.

“I’'m going to reach into the before mysdf and bring back ared crow for each of us”

“If only you could,” Rosdind murmured, the trace of a poignant amile touching the corners of her
mouth. “It would be like in the story—one for memory and one for dream.”

“But none for the man who has no soul.”

Rosdind nodded again.

“Never for him,” she agreed.

The man who had no soul was only a dark figurein Cosette’ s mind, an image of menace, lacking any
detal. Thinking of him now stole dl the warmth from the sunlight. Cosette shivered and drew closer to
her companion. She hadn’t actudly ever met him, only observed him from a distance, but she would
never forget the emptiness that lay behind his eyes, the dark hollow of who he truly was that he could
cloak so dfidently with hisfase charm and gaiety.

“You mugn't tdl the others,” she said. “Tha I'm going, | mean.”

“Paddyjack won't need to be told.”

Cosette nodded. “But he won't follow meif someone doesn't think of it for him. If we have to take a
chance, let it only be one of usthat takes the risk.”

“But—"

“Promise me,” Cosette said.

“I promise” Rosdind's grip tightened on Cosette's fingers. “But only ifyou promise that you'll be
careful. Promise me you won't let that dark man find you.”

Cosette promised, but it wasn't a pledge she was sure she could keep. She could only try.

She looked away again, out between the birches to the fidd beyond. The figures were dl gone now.
There were only the autumn fidds, red and gold and brown, and the lake farther off, a blue that was
amog grey. The red-brown shapes had been washed away as eadly as Isabelle might lift transparent
pigment from wet paper.



Theat could happen to me, she thought. That could happen to dl of us. But she took the fear and held
it indde hersdlf, leaving it unspoken.

“| likethis Alan,” she said instead. “Maybe if 1sabelle doesn’t want him, I'll take him.”

“He sfar too old for you,” Rosaind said with alaugh.

Cosette's lips formed a sulky moue that wasn't a dl serious.

“l only look young,” she informed her companion.

“That's true,” Rosdind said, dill amiling. “And you never play the fool. You're far too mature for
thet.”

Cosette poked her in the ribs with her elbow.

“Hush you,” she sad.

Rosdind let go of Cosette’s hand and put her am around the younger woman's shoulders. They
spoke no more of departures or danger. Instead, they watched the day pass beyond ther glade, the light
change on the fidds as the afternoon crept toward dusk, and pretended, if just for these few hours, that
they wouldn't miss each other. That nothing was changed. That the red crow flew ingde their bodies and
when they dept, they could dream.

Newford, September 1992

Driving back to the city, Alan was glad thet he'd taken Marisa's advice and not tried to apologize for
or make sense of his and Isabelle's estrangement dl those years ago. His stay & Wren Idand had
contained enough odd and strained mo-ments dl on their own without his needing to bring up any old
baggage. 1t was funny, though. He didn’'t remember Isabelle as being so moody in the old days. She'd
been somewhat serious, and certainly quieter than Kathy, but then every-one had been quieter than
Kathy.

Thinking of Kathy woke a deep pang of loss. It was afamiliar sorrow, but no less difficult to bear for
that familiarity. He wondered if it was memories of Kathy that had brought on Isabelle's extreme shifts of
mood. Lord knew the memories seemed o fresh to him at the moment that they were leaving im more
then a little off-balance. It wasn't just the senselessness of her degth that ate at him, but that he missed
her so terribly. While time was supposed to hed dl, it had yet to hed him. He thought it never might.

There were times when he was able to go a week or more without thinking of her, but something
aways came up to remind him and then that deep sorrow would return, lodged so firmly insde that there
was no escaping it. The court battles with her family and working on the omnibus didn't help ather.
Some-times he thought that if he could just get the book out, he'd be able to close the door on the past
and get on with hislife, but most of the time he fdt that would never happen. He wasn't even sure he
wanted it to. Forgetting seemed too much like a betraya.

Treffic was light going into the city and he made good time on the highway. The recent cassette of a
New Jersey songwriter named Kate Jacobs was on the car stereo. She came across as folky and wise,
with just a touch of dy humor, and he found himsdlf rdlaxing to the sound of her voice, though he couldn’t
help but wonder, After what?, as he listened to theftitle cut, “The Cdm Comes After.” A

miracle, he supposed. He reached the downtown core before the lunch crowds began to congest the
streets and had no trouble driving into Lower Crowsea, which was somewhat of amiradeinitsf. By the
time he pulled into his garage, it was just under two and a hdf hours from when Isabelle had |eft him off at
her landing on the mainland.

Thefirg thing he planned to do was change; then he'd get on the phone to the New Y ork paperback
house that was interested in the omnibus to pass dong the good news that 1sabelle had come on board.
They could use one of the paintings hanging in the Newford Children’s Foundation to start the publicity
mechine ralling and he'd send out gdleys of the unpublished Stories to get some new quotes. Since
Kathy's work had been out of the limdight for five years now, it was important to choreograph her return
90 that it was judt right.

With his head full of business details, he went up the stairs to his gpartment, then stopped dead at the



sound of musc that was coming from the other sde of the apartment’s front door. He was certain he
hadn't |eft the stereo on. With his key in hand, he moved forward again, an uneasy feding prickling
across his shoulder blades, but before he could put the key in the lock, the door swung open and Marisa
was ganding there.

“Hi,” she said.

Her familiar half-amile had a touch of nervousness about it and Alan could see why. She'd obvioudy
made hersdf at homein his absence. She was barefoot, wearing one of hislong-deeved shirts over a pair
of her own jeans. Her har was a disheveled blonde tangle and her eyes were puffy and red, as though
she'd been arying.

“l saw you pull up into the garage,” she went on, “but | didn't have time to change” She gave the
ghirt she was wearing a fidgety pluck with her fingers. “Sorry.”

“That's okay,” Alan said.

“| left so fadt, | never even thought to pack anything. George, | mean.” She backed up a little so that
Alan could comeingde “I left im last night. | didn’'t know where dseto go.”

Alan closed the door behind him. Of course, he thought. After dl thistime, shefindly left George just
when Isabelle had come back into his life. Then he fdt like a hed for even thinking such a thing. Tears
were brimming in Marisa's eyes and her lower lip trembled.

“l . | tried to think of where | could go,” she said, “and then | redized tha you're the only person |
redly know. After dl these years of living here, you're the only person | can trust.”

“You can stay aslong as you want,” Alan told her, and he meart it.

“l don’t want to get in the way of ... you know ... you and Isa-bdlle ....”

“There' s nothing to get in the way of,” Alan said. Not yet. Maybe never.

“l ... would you hold me, Alan?| just need somebody to hold me...”

As he put hisarms around her, she buried her facein his shoulder and began to cry. Alan steered her
toward the sofa. He sat there holding her for a long time, murmuring words of comfort that he wasn't
sure were true. Everything wasn't necessarily going to get better for her. He knew how Marisa fdt about
him, but he wasn't sure how he fdt about her anymore. She'd waited so long to get out of her
marriage—maybe too long.

Shefdl adeep findly. Being careful not to disturb her, Alan rose from the sofa after putting a pillow
under her head. Stting on the edge of the coffee table, he regarded her for a long time. After a few
minutes, he pushed an errant lock away from her forehead, kissed her lightly on the top of her head and
rose to hisfeet. He crossed the room and sat down at his desk, but found himsdf unable to concentrate
on hiswork. Instead, he looked a Marisa, degping so peacefully now on the sofa.

From the firg time he'd met her, he'd sensed an arr of contradiction about her. She was very much a
womean, but dill retained a waflike qudity. She could be brash, and a times deliberately suggestive, yet
she was panfully shy. She seemed to have an inborn wisdom about her, but she'd stayed in a marriage
that only made her miserable and had gone sour long before he'd met her. She was incredibly easy to get
aong with, yet she had few friends. She was a talented artist in her own right, but so self-conscious about
her work that she rardy completed a piece and preferred to work with other people's at and
ideas—which is how Alan had met her in the fird place. He'd placed an ad in The Crowsea Times for a
part-time book designer and she'd been the fird person to respond. After the interview, he hadn't
bothered to see anyone dse, but Smply gave her the job.

“Now, remember,” he'd warned her, “when | said part-time, it's redly quite part-time. | rardy do
more than three or four booksin a year.”

“That's okay. I'm not doing it for the money, but because | want to be doing something. We were
just transferred to the city and | fed completely a |oose ends”

“We?" Alan had found himsdf asking with a certain measure of disappoint-ment.

“My husband George and I. He's a finandd consultant with Cogswell’s. It's because of his work
thet we came here”

It was a good year before Alan got any inkling that the marriage was in trouble, but by that time he'd
managed to teach himsdf to think of her as a friend and coworker and nothing more; beyond that he



drew aline that was admittedly hard not to cross a those times that Marisa got into one of her teasing
moods. But even if he had known that her marriage wasin trouble, Alan wouldn't have let it change tharr
relationship. He was far too old-fashioned to court a woman who was aready married, if only in name,
though that hadn’t stopped him from wishing that she’d Smply walk out on George once and for dl.

Alan sghed. And now she had, now she was here, and dl he could do was think about Isabelle and
fed guilty about his being attracted to Marisa, even though he doubted Isabelle would care in the lesst
what he and Marisamight get up to. There was certainly nothing going on between Isabelle and himsdf,
noth-ing even implied or possible, so far as he could see.

It was the story of hislife, Alan thought. He was never in theright place at the right time.

He remained at his desk for a while longer, Sffling papers that he couldn’t concentrate on. FHndly
he arose and went into the bedroom so that he wouldn't disturb Marisawith hiscal to New Y ork.

v

Issbelle didn't even have time to finish parking before Jlly had come down from her Yoors Street
gudio and was out on the pavement to meet her. She was wearing her usud jeans and scuffed brown
congtruction boots, but Isabelle didn’'t recognize the oversized sweater. It was a deep ydlowish-orange,
which made Jlly’s blue eyes seem a more dartling blue than norma. When Isabelle stepped out of the
Jeep, Jily bounced up to her and gave her abig hug.

“It's so grest to see youl”

“You, too,” Isabelle said, returning the hug.

Stepping back, Jlly surveyed the contents of Isabelle’ s Jeep. The backseat and storage compartment
was duffed with atdl pile of boxes and suitcases and various sacks and bags, while on the passenger’s
Seet was a woven sraw cat carrier from which Rubens watched the proceedings with a mournful
expres-sion. Jily went around to the other Sde of the car and opened the passenger’ s door.

“Poor fdla” she said, crouching by the front of the cage and poking her finger through the mesh to
scratch his nose. Once Rubens looked a little more settled she stood up and surveyed the back of the
Jeep agan. “Boy, you redly were serious about saying awhile”

“You know me. | dways bring too much.”

“l think it's called being prepared,” Jlly said dubioudly.

Isabelle laughed. “ Or something.”

“So do you want to come up for some tea, or would you like to go check out your new studio?’

“They had room at Job Coeur?’

Jlly nodded. “Third floor, with a huge bay window overlooking the river.”

“Who'd you have to kill to get that?’

“Nothing so drastic. The renovating of the top floor was only just finished this week, so they hadn’t
even started renting space yet. The ad’s not going into the paper until tomorrow.”

Knowing that she at least had a place of her own, a weight lifted indde Isabdlle. She'd been nervous
the whole drive in, not sure quite what was waiting for her in the cty. She'd never been very good at
depending on the kindness of others for a place to stay. But now, with a studio found, and buoyed by
Jlly’sinfectious enthusasm, her own excitement findly began to grow.

“Let'sgo seeit,” Isabelle said. “We can dways have teain one of those cafes on the ground floor.”

Jlly grinned. “I thought you'd say that,” she said, “so | dready locked up before | came down.” She
picked up Rubens's carrier and dipped into the seat, perching the case on her knee. “Ready when you
ae’”

Isabelle shook her head in amusement. She dways forgot how spontaneous Jily was. The amdl artist
was a witch's brew of energy and wide-ranging inter-ests, bubbling away in a cauldron and congtantly
salling over to splatter anyone standing in the nearby vianity. When Jlly had you in tow, everything took
on new meaning. The ordinary was transformed into the extraordinary, the odd or unusud became
postively exatic.

“Do they have parking?’ she asked as she dipped behind the whed on the driver’s side.

“‘Frad not. You'll have to park on the street. But you can get a permit if you've got the patience to



wade through an afternoon or so of City Hal bu-reaucracy.”

“What? Y ou're not on a firg-name basis with whoever’ s in charge?’

“Wdl,” Jlly said. “Now that you mention it, Sue's got an office on the second floor. Maybe she
could help us”

“l was kidding,” Isabelle told her.

Jlly smiled. “I knew that. But you should dill give Sue a cdl. Do you know how to get there?” she
added as Isabelle pulled away from the curb. “It hasn't been that long.”

Jlly shrugged and settled back into her seat to fuss with Rubens through the mesh of his carrying case
while Isabelle maneuvered them through the thicken-ing afternoon treffic.

“You're going to love the big city, old fdla” Jlly told Rubens. “There mug be hundreds of lady cats
just waiting for a handsome tom like you to come courting.”

“Oh please”

Jlly shot Isabelle aquick grin. “Wel he' s got to have something to make up for being uprooted from
house and home the way he has.”

“It' sonly for afew months”

“People months,” Jlly corrected. “But how long is that in cat months?’

“Thisistrue,” Isabelle said.

Vv

The offices of the Newford Children's Foundation were gStuated in a building not nearly so
prepossessing as one might imagine from its name, taking up only the ground floor of an old
Edwardian-style house in Lower Crowsea. The out-side of the house bore little resemblance to the
blueprint from which it had been constructed. The origind architectura lines were blurred with the
addition of various porches and skylights, a sunroom dong one side wal, the wdl on the other sde
haf-covered inivy. Ingde, it was changed as well. The front foyer led into a waiting room that had once
been a parlor, while the remaining rooms on the ground floor had been converted into offices. Only the
origind kitchen at the rear remained asit had been, dill overlooking a postage samp of a backyard.

Because she lived in one of the two gpartments upstairs, Rolanda Hamilton could often be found in
the Foundation’s offices during off-hours, catching up on her paperwork. She was an dtractive woman in
her mid-twenties, broad-nosed and full-lipped with short corkscrew hair the color of chestnuts. Alone in
the office, she'd dressed for comfort rather than style. Her white sweatshirt made her coffee-colored skin
seem darker than usud while her long legs were com-fortably ensconced in a par of baggy jeans. Her
Reeboks were a dark ma-genta—the same color as the large plastic hoop earrings she was wearing.

She'd discovered not long after beginning work here that, since the sdary for an office support
person wasn't in thelr budget, she, like the other four counsel-ors that the Foundation employed, had to
do double duty: counsding the chil-dren they worked with during the day, and then trying to find time to
bring files up to date, send out the donation mailings, baance the budget and whatever dse needed to be
done that they hadn’t been able to get to during the course of their working day. It was an endless task,
but Rolanda had yet to bum out on the job as had so many others before her.

There was a reason why she was s0 dedicated to the furtherance of Kathy Mully's ideds. Rolanda
hed grown up in the projects, where her mother had indilled in her a respect for hard work and doing
what was right. Her younger brother had been shotgunned when his gang got into a turf war with another
crew. He died en route to the hospital and never saw his twelfth birthday. Her older brother was in jall,
saving seven to ten for armed robbery. Two of her cousins were dso in jal. The boy next door tha
she'd played with before she entered her teens was sarving alife sentence for murder one.

These were Satistics that her mother liked to recite whenever Rolanda got into trouble hersdlf, like
the time she got sent home from fifth grade for beating up a white gifl during recess.

“But Mama,” she'd walled as her mother gave her a dap across the back of her head as soon as they
returned home from the school. “She called me a supid nigger.”

“You are astupid nigger if you can't do better at school than ligen to some white trash mouth off”

“It' snot fair. She started it.”



“And you finished it.”

“BU—"

“You ligen to me, girl. There s nothing fair about having to try twice as hard to do wel and then 4ill
have’em spit in your face, but I'll be damned if | won't have one child of mine do wel. You hear me?
Are you going to make your mama proud, girl, or do | have to be shamed by you as wel?’

The projects ground you down, and Rolanda had never understood how her mother had resisted the
oppressive heartbreak of its weight upon her fral shoulders. Five-foot-one and barely a hundred pounds,
Janet Hamilton was tougher and more resilient than men twice her Sze. She had raised three chil-dren on
her own when her husband abandoned her. She'd worked two jobs and gill managed to keep ther
house clean and regular medls on the table. She’ d dways had time for her children, and even when she'd
logt two of them to the projects, her spirit refused to bow under the loss.

“Why you aways got to try so hard?’ one of Rolanda's classmates asked her when they got ther
tests back one day and Rolanda's was the only one sporting thet red “A” at the top of the paper. “You
that afraid of the back of your mama s hand?’

Rolanda had shaken her head in response. No, she'd thought. I'm afrad Mama won't be proud of
me anymore. But the words remained unspoken. Rolanda had long since learned how to make do in a
world where her peers reviled her either for being black or for acting white, depending on the color of
their own skin. She amply kept to hersdf and did the best she could. She didn't fight with the other kids
anymore. She didn’t run with the gangs. Her mother had taught her respect for the rules, both legd and
societd, and Rolanda made a point of saying within their parameters, even when dl she wanted to do
was srike back at the unfairness that surrounded her every day of her life, even after the injustice of her
mother’s degth, in a drive-by shooting. She fought for change, but she fought from within what she
wanted to change, rather than chipping away at it from the outside.

Rolanda had been bent over her computer for over an hour when she sud-denly redized that she was
no longer done in the Newford Children’s Founda-tion office. Lifting her head, she looked across the
waiting room to find a red-haired girfl sanding in front of Isabelle Copley’s panting The Wild Girl, and
for along moment dl she could do was regard the stranger with mild confusion. It wasn't thet the gifl was
barefoot and wore only jeans and a thin flannd shirt—clothing not at dl suitable for late-September
wegther; it was that she seemed to have appeared out of nowhere. Rolanda hadn’t heard the front door
open, hadn’'t heard the girl enter. One moment she'd been done a her desk and the waiting room was
empty, inthe next the girl was here, sanding barefoot on the carpet and looking up at the painting. She
bore, Rolanda redlized, an uncanny resemblance to the subject of the panting.

“She could be your twin,” Rolanda said.

Thegirl turned with asmile “Do you think so?’

“Definitdy.”

Rolanda had thought the girl was in her early teens, but now she was no longer so sure, though she
couldn’'t pinpoint what had made her change her mind. Perhaps it was the momentary trace of a very
adult mockery that she'd seen in the girl’s amile. Or perhaps it was the worldly look in her eyes. The
latter, initsdf, wasn't so unusud. The children who came to the NCF' s offices invari-ably had either one
of two looks about them: aworldliness that was out of keeping with their tender years, or fear. Rolanda
hated to see ether. Both spoke of logt childhoods.

“It' sawfully cold to be waking around in bare feet,” she said.

The girl looked down and wriggled her toes on the carpet. “I supposeitis”

“Wha's your name?’

“Costte”

Of course, Rolanda thought. They never had last names. Not & fird.

“| think we might have some socks and shoes that would fit you,” she said. “A jacket, too, if you'd
like one. Or a sweeter.”

“That would be nice”

Rolanda stood up from behind her desk. “Let’s go see what we can find.”

Thegirl dutifully fdl in step behind her as Rolanda led the way down the central hal toward Shauna



Ddy’s office. Because it was the largest room in the building, Shauna had to share her space with much
of the dothing and toys that were donated to the Foundation. Still more was kept in boxes in the
basement, replenished whenever the supply in Shauna s office ran low.

“Take whatever you like” Rolanda said.

Cosette seemed ddighted by the jumble of dothing that took up one sde of the office. Laid out on a
long worktable, or spilling out of various boxes, were any number of jeans and skirts, jackets, swesaters,
socks and underwear. Shoes were lined up under the table, ranging from tiny footwear suitable for infants
to boots and shoes to fit teenagers.

“Do you have a place to stay, Cosette?’ Rolanda asked as the girl ft the texture of various jackets
and swedters.

“Oh aure. | sort of have a boyfriend and I’'m going to be staying with him.”

Oh-oh, Rolanda thought. She’d didn’t like the sound of that. A “boy-friend.” Who let her wander
around on the streets barefoot and without a jacket.

“Wha's hisname?’ she asked, keeping her tone casud.

When the girl lifted her gaze from the dothing and turned it toward her, Rolanda fdt an odd
sensdtion. It was as though the carpet underfoot had sud-denly dropped a few inches, satling like an
elevator at anew floor. It wasn't worldliness that lay in the girl’s eyes, she redized, but she couldn’t put a
name to it. Otherworldliness, perhaps.

“Hisname?’ thegirl said. “It's, um ... Alan. Alan Grant.”

Rolanda recovered her equilibrium and gave her a sharp look. “Alan Grant the publisher?’

“That'sright,” Cosette said with a bright amile. “He does make books, doesn’'t he?’

Rolanda was shocked. She knew Alan. Everybody a the NCF did. He was one of the Foundation’s
biggest supporters. He was adso old enough to be this girl’s father.

“And he'syour ‘boyfriend' 7" she asked.

“Well, sort of,” Cosette said. “I only met him last night and | know he likes Isabelle better than he
likes me, but she's not interested in having a boyfriend and | am.”

Rdief flooded Rolanda when she redized that it was the girl who was fix-ated on Alan, not the other
way around.

“| think he thinks I’'m too young,” Cosette added.

“Perhaps you are ... for Alan, | mean.”

“I'm much older than | look,” Cosette assured her.

She sat down on the floor and tried on various shoes.

“Are you hungry?’ Rolanda asked.

Cosette shook her head. “I don't redly need to eat.”

More warning bells went off in Rolanda's head. While Cosette was thin, it wasn't the same sort of
thinness that Rolanda usudly associated with eating disorders, but looks could aways be deceiving.

“Why'sthat?” she asked, mantaining that studied nonchaance she dways assumed with clients when
she wanted information, but didn’t want to scare them off.

Cosette shrugged. “I don’t know. It's just the way we are. We don't need to deep, ether, and we
never dream.”

“We?

Cosette ignored her for a moment. Having found a pair of dunky leather shoes that she appeared to
like, she was now trying on sweaters. She finished pulling one over her head before replying.

“My ... family, | guessyou'd cdl them.”

“Do they livein the city?’

“All over, redly. | don't redly keep track of them.”

“Why’stha?’ Rolanda asked.

Cosette gave her another of those odd looks that had so unsteadied Rolanda earlier. She took off the
swesater she' d been trying on and hoisted hersdlf onto the table, where she sat with her legs dangling and
the sweater hdd againgt her chest.

“Why do you want to know so much about me?” she asked.



“I'm judt interested in you.”

Cosette nodded with dow undergtanding. “That's not redly it at dl. You think I'm like the other kids
who come here, don’t you? That I'min trouble and | need help.”

“Do you?’ Rolanda asked. “Need help, | mean.”

“Oh, no,” Cosette said with amerry laugh.

Rolanda was struck with a sense of incongruity at the sound of Cosette’s mirth until she redized why
the girl’s laughter sounded out of place: the laughter was genuine, unforced—an dien sound in this place.
When children laughed here, it was not because they were happy or anused. Thers was a laughter that
grew out of stress, or rdief, or some comhbination of the two.

Cosette hopped down from the table. “Thanks for the shoes and the sweater,” she sad. “I don't
redly need them, but | like getting presents,” she added over her shoulder as she left the room.

“You're welcome,” Rolanda began.

She was caught off guard by the girl’s sudden departure, but by the time she had followed her out
into the halway, Cosette was dreedy at the far end of the hdl, opening the front door.

“Wait!” Rolanda cdled.

Cosette turned to give her a wave and stepped outsde. Rolanda broke into a trot, reaching the front
door just before it closed. When she stepped out onto the porch, the girl was gone. She wasn't on the
wakway, or on the sdewak, or anywhere up or down the street.

That eerie feding returned, the vague sense of vertigo, as if the ground underfoot had abruptly
become uneven or spongy, and Rolanda had to steady hersdf againgt one of the porch’s supports. It was
as though Cosette had never existed in the first place, disgppearing as mysterioudy as she had appeared
inthe office a few minutes ago.

“Who were you?' Rolanda asked the empty Street.

She wasn't expecting areply, but just for a moment, she thought she heard Cosette’s laughter again,
sweet and chiming like tiny bells, echoing not in her ear, but in her mind. She stood there on the porch for
along time, leaning againg the support pole, before she findly went back ingde and closed the door
behind her.

Vi

| guess| redly messed up thistime, didn't 17" Marisa said.

Alan was gtting at the kitchen table, garing off through the window a the patchwork row of
backyards that the view presented. He hadn’'t heard Marisa come in and he jumped a the sound of her
voice, scraping the legs of his chair againgt the floor as he hdf rose from his seet. He sat back down again
when he saw Marisa sanding in the doorway, gill wearing his shirt. 1t had never looked hdf so good on
him. Her hair was a little more disheveled then it had been earlier. Her eyes were dill swollen, the rings
under them darker. Alan’'s heart went out to her.

“Pul up achair,” he said. “Do you want something to drink? Coffee, maybe, or some tea?’

“Tea, please. Coffee would just make me fed even more jangly than | d-ready am.”

Alanfilled the kettle and put it on the stove. He rummeaged around in the cupboard and came up with
abox of Bengd Spice that dill had a couple of bags left in it. Marisa sat at the table, hugging hersdlf, her
hands logt in the long deeves of the borrowed shirt. Neither of them spoke until Alan findly brought two
mugs to the table, seam walting up from the rims of each. Alan wanted to say something to show his
support for what Marisa was going through, but nothing had changed since he'd sat with her in the living
room earlier. He couldn’t promise that things were going to get better. And while he was certainly willing
to give her a place to stay, he couldn’t promise her anything ese beyond his friendship. Even if Isabelle
hedn’'t been in the picture, thinking of Marisa as a friend for so long had eroded his desire for their
relationship to become some-thing more. At least he thought it had. Seeing her gtting there across from
himin his shirt, barefoot and without any makeup, stirred something in him that he hadn’t fdt for a while,
but he didn't fed right about bringing it up now. It wouldn't be fair—not unless he was sure.

Marisa was the one who broke the slence. “What did Isabelle say about the project?’ she asked.

“Shesgaing to do it”



“That's great. Did you cdl Gary to give him the news?’

Gary Posner was the editor at the paperback house who was interested in acquiring the rights to the
omnibus. Thinking of him brought up a whole other set of worries for Alan.

“| cdled him while you were desping, but he's not exactly thrilled with the news.”

“How can he not be?’

“Oh, he loves the idea that 1sabell€ s on board,” Alan explained. “1t's Mar-garet Mully that concerns
him. He's afraid that if she appeals, itll put the whole thing on hold again. He says he can’t afford to
commit untl we have something from her in writing that says she won't interfere with the
project—ypreferably something notarized.”

“But you'll never get that from her.”

Alan nodded glumly. “Tdl me about it.”

“So what happens now?’

“We go ahead with our edition.”

“But you were counting on the paperback money ....”

“Only for the Foundation,” Alan said. “As the bank account stands now, we can afford to publish the
East Street Press edition—especidly snce Isabell€' s donating the use of her art to the project.”

“Sill ... you must be disappointed.”

Alan nodded. Tdking business, Marisa seemed to have perked up some. Alan hated to remind her of
her problems, but he didn't see that he had any choice,

“Marisa, we have to talk.”

As soon as he spoke the words, Alan saw a change come over her. She sat up a little sraighter and
bit a her lower lip, but appeared determined to tough out what she seemed to think was coming.

“l won't impose on you any longer,” she said. “| just didn’t have any other place to go. But I'll call
around. | ... I'm even thinking of moving back east. At least | know some people out there ....”

Her voice trailed off as Alan shook his head.

“WEe re not talking about you leaving,” he said. 1 just wanted to tdl you that you're welcome to say
here as long as you need to. We can move the boxes of books out of the spare room and set it up for
you.”

There, he thought. Though he hadn’'t meant to, he'd aready begun to define how their reaionship
would go. Separate rooms, separate beds ... “I couldn’t let you do that. | know you need your own
gpace.” Alan gave her an odd look. “What's that supposed to mean?’

“I've dways known you were a private person,” Marisa said. “Sort of re-served. Why do you think
| tease you so much? It's the best way to get arise out of you.”

Alan didn't fed able to explain why she had gotten the idea he was reserved. Origindly, it'd had
more to do with her, and her marriage to George, than his own fedings toward her. By now it had
become a habit.

“l want you to stay,” he said. “That was never in question. What | wanted to tak to you about was
what you wanted to take from your gpartment and how you wanted to go about doing it.”

“Oh, god. | don’'t know. If | could afford it, | think I’d just go out and buy dl new things”

Alan shook his head. “That's your being upset that’ s talking.”

“l don’t want anything from George.”

“Fne But you should at least take your own things”

She gave him a helpless look. “1 don't even know how | can face him. My leaving  do you know
thet it came as an absolute shock to him? He had no idea our marriage was even in trouble, little say
over. It'slike he's never heard aword | had to say about it.”

“Maybe he didn't want to think about it,” Alan said. “You know—if he didn't acknowledge the
problems, then they’d just go away.”

“Wdl, | guessit worked,” Marisa said. “Because I’'m not going back.”

“| doubt thisis the solution he was thinking of.”

Marisa shrugged. “It's too late for anything to be done about it now.” She looked so hurt and
confused that Alan’s heart went out to her. “Tdl meI’m not making amistake,” she said.



“The only mistake you made,” Alan told her, “was waiting this long to leave him.” 7
The amile that touched Marisa' s lips held no humor.
“Thanks,” she said. “I needed to hear that.”

VI

Thisis perfect,” Isabelle said. She stepped back from where she'd been looking out the window to
survey her new studio once more. “ There's so much space.”

Jlly was gtting on the floor across the large room, surrounded by dl the various cases and boxes and
bundles that they’d just finished lugging up the stairs. Rubens lay sprawled across her lap, half-adeep and
completely relaxed.

“Yes” she sad. “I've often thought | should go into red estate. It'sjust agift | have.”

“I'll have to get some furniture,” Isabelle said. “Nothing too fancy. A futon. A drawing table.”

“A kitchen table and chairs”

“A bookcase.”

“Aneasd.”

“I've got one—it’s just in piecesin one of those boxes.”

“It' slike being a student dl over again, isn't it?’ Jlly said. “Do you think you'll survive?

Isabelle looked around hersdlf once more. The sudio was utterly at odds with her work space on the
idand—not amply for what it was itsdf, but for what surrounded it: the view from the window of the river
and the city spread out on ether Sde of it; the sound of traffic risng up from the direet; the sense of
sharing a building with so many other people. There was a buzz in the air that 1sabelle dways associated
with the city. Part dectric hum, part the press and proximity of so many other souls.

“Actudly, | think I'll thrive” she said. “I might have had some trouble getting into the proper frame of
mind back on the idand. But here ... ever dnce | arrived, I've fdt as though I'm fdling into one of
Kathy's stories.”

Especidly when she thought of John Sweetgrass having been seen in this very

No, shetold hersdf. Don't even start thinking about that.

“Is something the matter?” Jlly asked.

“What makes you think that?’

“Well, you just had the oddest expression on your face. | couldn’t tel if you were happy or upset.”

“Happy,” Isabelle assured her. “But alittle intimidated with everything I ve got ahead of me”

“It'sgoing to be alot of work, ign'tit?’

|sabelle nodded.

“Not to mention cdl up alot of old memories” Jlly added.

“Wel, | knew what | was getting into when | agreed to do it,” Isabelle said. She gave Jlly what she
hoped was a bright smile. “Ready to try out one of those cafes downgtairs?’

“What about dl of this?’ Jlly asked, indicating the jumble of unpacked boxes and bags.

|sabelle shook her head. “That I’'m going to deal with tomorrow. Tonight | just want to relax.”

“What about Rubens?’

“He can explore his new domain. Well come collect hm when we're ready to go back to your
place”

VI

It took Cosette the longest time to find out where he lived. Issbelle was easy. She aways knew
where |sabelle was. All she had to do was close her eyes and she'd know, but that was because Isabelle
was the one to bring her over from the before. It would have been more surprising for Cosette not to
know where Isabelle was. But it took her longer to track down Alan and then, when she findly did dimb
up the fire escape atached to the sde of his house and peer in his kitchen window, it was only to find
that some other woman she didn’t know at dl had gotten there before her.

Waan't it just the way, she thought grumpily, gtting down on the fire-escape steps. Somebody dse
aways got there firg. And it wasn't as though that woman with Alan didn’'t dready have so much. She



could degp and dream on the wings of the red crow, jus as everybody e€se in the world
could—everybody except for her and those brought over from the before.

Rigng to her feet, she pushed her face close to the glass and offered the pair of them a glower, but
neither Alan nor the woman bothered to look her way. She started to lift a hand to tap on the pane, but
then let her arm fdl back down to her Sde again. Sghing, she returned to her seat on the fire escape.

And she'd so been looking forward to seeing him blush again. She'd never known that grown men
could blush so eadlly. There was so much she didn’t know; so much she might never know. What did it
fed like to dream? What was it like when the red crow beat its wings indde your chest and you didn’t
have to wonder about being redl, you just were? What aluxury to take such a miradle for granted.

She looked down a her new shoes, but dl the pleasure from getting them and her sweater was
draning away.

It was't fair. It had never been far and it never would be.

Her gaze traveled up into the sky where the moon hung drowsing among the stars, high above the
neon lights and streetlamps and dl the other sparkling, stuttering lights that made the city glow.

“Red crow, red crow,” she whispered. “Hy indde me”

She cocked her head to one side and listened, but the only wings out tonight were those of bats
caching the last few bugs of the season. She doubted that they had any more interest in her than stupid
old Alan did. And she knew why. It was because she wasn't

“Don't say it, don't say it, don't say it,” she chanted, her voice a husky whisper, hands clasped
around her knees as she rocked back and forth on the fire-escape steps.

“Don’'t say what?’ avoice asked from below.

Cosette stopped rocking to frown at the dark-haired young man she could see sanding below her.
The shadow of the fire escape made a Strange pattern across his features.

“What are you doing here?’ she wanted to know.

He shrugged. “I could say | was just passing by and happened to see you stting there.”

“Did you?’

“Or | could say | followed you here.”

“Why would you want to follow me?’

“l didn't say | was”

Cosette laughed. She rose to her feet and ghosted her way down the fire escape, her new shoes
slent on the metd steps. She paused when she could st with her head at the same levd as his.

“But you're here dl the same,” she said.

“What were you doing?’

Cosette shrugged. She glanced back up to where light spilled from the kitchen window out onto the
landing of the fire escape. Indde, Alan’s girlfriend was probably laughing while Alan told her about the
drange vigtor he'd had on the idand this morning. Maybe they were taking their clothes off and touching
each other. Maybe Alan was lying with his head upon his girlfriend’s breast, ligening to the red crow beat
itswingsingde her.

“Somebody gave me new shoes and a sweater today,” she said. “For no reason at dl. Just for being
me. | think the woman liked me.”

“Maybe. But she probably wanted something from you.”

“Do you think so?’

He nodded. “They dways want something from us. If not today, then to-morrow. It's just the way
they are. Everything they do relates to commerce.”

“What do you want from me?’ Cosette asked.

“To see you again. To remind mysdf that I'm not adone.”

“What makes you think you're not?’

He looked away from her, down the street. A cab went down its long empty length, but the light of
its headbeams never reached far enough across the dark-ened lawn to touch them.

“That was unkind,” he said when hefindly turned back to her.

Cosette gave him another shrug. “You make me nervous when you start answering questions. The



things you say make me fed bad. Y ou dways make Paddyjack cry.”

“I only tdl the truth.”

Cosette cupped her chin with the padm of her hand, propped her elbow on her knee and studied him
for along momertt.

“Rosdind says truth islike aghogt,” she said. “Nobody seesiit quite the same.”

He met her gaze, but said nothing.

“And the reason you're done,” Cosette added, “is because you warnt it that way.”

“Is that what you think?’

“It swhat you told Paddyjack and he told me.”

“Paddyjack’s like abig puppy. He was dways falowing me around until | had to tdl him | wanted to
be aone. | didn't want him to get hurt and that could essily happen to himin the places | go.”

“But you hardly ever come by to say hdlo.”

“I'm here now.”

Cosette smiled. “But not because of me. You want to know about Isabelle. You want to know why
she's come back to the city. You know it's not to vist, but you don’t know why, do you?’

“I'll admit thet I'm curious”

“You see?’ Cosette sad, the disgppointment plan in her voice. “You're the one who wants
something. Y ou' re the one who makes everything into an object of commerce.”

“l never said | was perfect.”

“But you dways pretended to be so happy.”

“l didn't dways pretend. | was happy once—but that was along time ago.”

“Heré's a riddle for you,” Cosette sad. “If love is such sweet sorrow, then why is it that people
pursue it the way thet they do?’

Before he could reply she closed her eyes and cdled up the painting of The

Wild Girl that hung in the Newford Children’s Foundation. A moment later she was standing in front
of it, her new shoes scuffing the carpet.

“It's because usudly we don’t know any better,” the dark-haired young man sad to the empty fire
escape where she' d been Stting. “And even when we do, we can't stop oursaves.”

IX

What was that?’ Alan said, turning toward the kitchen window. “What was what?’

“I thought | heard something out there.”

He rose from his chair and looked out the window, but between the dark-ness outsde and the glare
from the kitchen window, he couldn’t see anything beyond the fire escape.

“l didn't hear anything,” Marisa said.

“| suppose it was just a cat or something.”

But he sounded doubtful and stayed by the window, gaze fixed on some-thing that Marisa redized
only he could see. There was something terribly for-lorn about the way he was standing. She wanted to
get up and go over to comfort him, but she remained at the table, hands on her Iap, fingers entwined.

“Some nights” he said, “I fed as though there are ghodsts out there—not just of people who have
died, but of the people we used to be. The people we might have been.” He turned to look at her. “Do
you ever think about things like that?’

“l guess s0. Not that they're ghogts or anything, but | think about the past and the choices | made.
And what might have happened if I’d chosen differ-ently.”

Alan returned to st at the table. He toyed with his empty mug. “Is marrying George something you

wouldn't have done if you were given the choice?’
Marisa shook her head. “If | hadn't married George, I'd never have moved to Newford and met
She watched him as she spoke, expecting to see him flinch, or withdraw behind his shel agan.
Instead he reached across the table and took her hand. She knew he wasn't promisng her anything by
the gesture. They were comforting each other, that was dl, and for now it was enough.

you



X

Isabelle awoke to find Rubens kneading the pillow by her head his face pressed up close to hers,
whiskers tickling her cheek. She turned dightly to see that Jlly was dill adeep on the other side of the
Murphy bed, before she pulled a hand out from under the comforter to give im a pat. The motor deep in
his chest imme-diatdy started up.

“I know, | know,” she whispered to him. “Y ou want to go out, but you can’t.”

When she didn't get up, he butted his head up againg the sde of her face. “We're not a home
anymore,” she explained patiently, as though he could understand.

After awhile, he trod daintily down to the end of the bed and lay down. She had to get up, just S0
she could get away from the reproachful look on his face. Once she was washed and dressed, she
decided to forgo having breskfast here. She and Jlly had stayed up later than planned last night, just
taking, catching up on gossip and each other’s news, so she was going to let Jily deep in.

She'd spent a restless night hersdlf, just hovering on the wrong edge of deep dl night. City nerves,
she'd told hersdf as she lay there, not wanting to move around too much for fear of waking Jily. She just
waan't used to dl the ambient noise. It was't the redl reason, and she knew it, but she refused to let her
mind dwell on what was redly keeping her awake: Kathy and the book. The fact that Jily had seen John
Sweetgrass when he was supposed to be dead.

After shaking some dry cat food into Rubens's bowl, she wrote a short note and Ieft it propped up
on Jlly' seasd:

Good morning, deepyhead,

| decided to get an early start on some errands. | hope you don’t mind my leaving Rubens. I'll be
back around noon to pick him up.

l.

Rubens ran up hopefully to her as she opened the front door, but had to settle for the quick hug she
gave him before she dipped out into the hall. She waited a moment to seeif he'd cry.

Good boy, she thought when he didn’t. You just let Jlly get some deep.

Traling a hand dong the wal, she made her way down the steep dairs from July’s studio and out
onto the street. There she stood on the pavement, checking her pocket for the key that she dready knew
was there, before she caught the southbound subway that would take her downtown to the bus termind.

The key proved to be usdess. It fit into the dot, but it wouldn't turn. She tried it a half-dozen times,
compared the number on the locker with the one on the key. The numbers matched, but the key
wouldn't work. Logicaly, it was what she should have expected. It made no sense that what Kathy hed
left for her in the locker would dill be waiting for her after dl thistime. But dill she was disappointed that,
even from beyond the grave, Kathy hadn’t been able to work one lagt bit of magic. Isabelle had never
known anyone who could manipulate luck better than Kathy had been able to. It was a gift that had only
deserted her at the end.

Eventudly 1sabelle went looking for the security office, which she found tucked away in a short
corridor on the far sde of the public rest rooms. There were two uniformed men insde. The one who
was her own age was douched in a chair, reading a book. He looked up a her when she came in, giving
her aglimpse of a par of dartlingly dark eyes before he returned his attention to his book. The older man
stood at the counter, his admirable straight-backed posture at odds with the paunch that stretched over
his belt.

“You have to understand, miss” the older man said when she explained her problem to him. “We
clear those lockers out every three months. Whatever we find is stored for awhile longer and then we
dispose of it.”

Isabelle' s heart sank. She had no idea what Kathy had Ieft for her in that locker. While it might have
been of no intringc vaue by most people's stan-dards, it had gill been important enough for Kathy to
send Isabelle the key. The idea of it having been thrown away was unthinkable.



“Can you tdl me where you would send it?’

“We tredt it as abandoned. Anything that can be sold ends up in places like the Goodwill where the
money can help out. The rest gets thrown away.”

“Yes, but—"

Behind the older security guard she could see his younger companion re-garding her over the top of
his book, a curious expression in those dark eyes of his. He ran a hand through his short brown hair and
dropped his gaze when she looked back at him.

“It's been five years, miss” the older guard said.

“I know.”

“And you can't even tdl me what it was that your friend was storing for you.

“l undergtand,” Isabdle said. “It'sjudt ...”

Jugt what? she thought. There was nothing the man could do for her.

She could fed tears weling up in her eyes and turned away so that the man wouldn't see them.

“I'm sorry,” he said. “1'd love to help you.”

Issbelle nodded. “Thank you. I | ...”

She gave him a helpless dhrug and was garting to leave when the younger security guard put down
his book and cdled her back. He opened the drawer of his desk and rummaged around in it for a
moment. When he met her at the counter, he was holding a photograph that he lad down in front of her.

There were three people in the picture Kathy, Alan and hersdf. They were dtting on the grass in
Fizhenry Park, a summer’s day, the sky a glorious blue behind them, the three of them so young. Isabelle
couldn’t redly remember ever having been so young, but she could remember that afternoon, Alan usng
the timer on his camera, setting it on one of the benches so that dl three of them could be in the picture.

“That's you, ign't it?" the guard asked, pointing to her younger sdf. Isabelle nodded. “Where ...
where did you get this?’

“It wasin your friend's locker.”

Isabelle gave the older guard a confused look, but he was obvioudy as much in the dark as she was.

“l don’'t understand,” she said.

“l was a big fan of Katharine Mully’s writing,” the younger guard said. “I recognized her when she
came in. | wanted to get her to autograph one of her books for me, but | didn’'t have any of them with
me. So | dipped a note into the locker, asking her to stop by the security desk the next time she came in.
But then she ... well, died.”

“Mark,” the older guard said. “If you're tdling me you went into that locker, I'm going to—"

“No way. | waited the ninety days. But then | stashed what wasin the locker. | figured someone was
going to come for it someday. It was like one of her stories,” he added, looking to Isabele for support.
“You know the way she talked about everything being a part of a pattern and how it dl comes together
someday? Like in the story ‘Kismet,” when the two pen pds findly meet, even though one of them's
been dead for twenty years.”

“Kismet,” Isabelle repeated.

He nodded. “Fate. That's what thisis, my hanging on to that suff and you findly showing up here five
years later to collect it. Kismet.”

“Y ou mean, you've got what she left for me?’ Isabelle said.

Mark nodded. “It'sin my own locker. Hang on asec and I'll get it for you.” When he I¢ft the office,
the older guard turned to Isabelle. “I want to assure you,” he said, “that what Mark did is completely
agang company policy.”

“You won't hear me complaining,” Isabelle told him.

She redized that the younger guard would have gone through this mysteri-ous legacy that Kathy had
left her, but she was 0 rdieved to actudly be getting whatever it was that she couldn’t muster up any
anger agang him.

“He s not going to get into trouble, is he?’

“Wdl, grictly speaking, he should have turned in whatever he found in that locker. Our policy is quite
clear on that.”



“But then | wouldn't be getting it now.”

“Yes wdl ..

The conversation didn’'t go any further because the other guard returned at that moment, carrying a
plagtic shopping bag. From it he took two flat parcels, each wrapped in brown paper and taped closed.
Neither appeared to have been opened.

“Thisis dl there was in the locker,” Mark said. “These two packages and the photograph lying on
top of them.”

Issbelle ran a finger dong the seam of one of the pieces of tape, unable to beieve that he'd kept
them as long as he had without ever looking insde. “Y ou didn't open them?’ she asked.

“I couldn’t bring mysdf to. It's like she entrusted me to take care of them.” He shrugged. “1 know
that sounds stupid, but you have to understand. | was going through a redly rough time when | firg
started reading her work. | never got the chance to meet her, but those stories pulled me through. It's like
she was my friend, and you don't pry into your friends private concerns, you walit for them to share them
or not.”

Isabelle moved her hand across the surface of one of the parcels. She could tdl what they were,
amply from their shapes. One was a book. The other, the parcd that lay agang her pdm, was a
painting. She could fed the give of the canvas under the weight of her hand.

“You're redly amazing,” she told the younger guard. “I think you've just restored my fath in the
basic goodness of humanity.”

“See? Mark sad. “It redly isfate. That's what Mully’s stories did for me”

Isabelle turned to the older guard. “So it's okay if | take these with me?’ He hesitated for a momernt,
then shrugged. “Oh hdll. Why not. Just don’t tdl anybody how you got them.”

“Thanks—both of you.” Isabelle replaced the parcels in the plagtic bag. “Don’t forget this” Mark
sad, handing her the photograph.

Isabelle looked at it. Her memories didn’t need keepsakes to jump-gtart them.

“Why don’t you keep it,” she said.

“Redly?’

“It sthe least | can do for you. Thanks again.”

She shook hands with both of them and left the office, the plastic bag clutched againgt her chest. It
was an incredible coincidence how things had worked out, she thought as she waked across the bus
termind toward the exit. Or maybe it truly had been kismet and Kathy's magic hadn’t entirdly deserted
her after dll.

X

Rolanda couldn’'t stop dreaming about the strange young girl who had appeared so myderioudy in
the Foundation’s office yesterday evening, appeared and then just as myderioudy vanished. The dream
was as odd as the girl hersdf had been. It consisted solely of Cosette stting on the edge of Rolanda's
bed, garing a her. Whenever Rolanda woke up and looked, the end of the bed was empty—which was
how it should be, of course. Yet no sooner would she drift back into deep again than the dream would
return.

Fndly Rolanda got up and decided to finish the finanda report she'd been working on last night. If
she couldn’'t deep, she might as wel make hersdf useful.

She brewed hersdf a strong cup of coffee in her own kitchen, then took it downgtairs. She froze at
the door of the office, and not smply because of the odd smdl in the air. Her gaze fixed on the amdl
figure curled up on the sofa. Cosette was ill wearing the sweater and shoes she'd gotten from Rolanda
earlier and she was ugng the am of the sofa as a pillow. Her hands were clutched close to her thin chest,
her torso and lower limbsforming atight Z.

Rolanda dowly waked over to her desk and set down her coffee. Her hands were trembling and she
soilled some of the dark liquid on one of thefile covers, but she didn’t bother to maop it up. All she could
do was gare a her mysterious vistor and wonder at the odor that permeated the room. Findly she went
into Shauna' s office, where she collected a blanket. Returning to where Cosette was deegping, she lad



the blanket over the girl.

“I'm not adeep,” Cosette sad.

Rolanda's pulse skipped a beat. Sowly she sat down on the coffee table in front of the sofa. What
are you doing here? she wanted to ask. How did you get in? But dl she said was “I guess the sofa's not
dl that comfortable, isit? I’ve got a bed updtairs that you can deep inif you like”

The grl regarded her with a solemn gaze. “I can't dream, you know.” The abrupt dhift in
conversation didn’'t phase Rolanda. She was used to it in this place.

“Everybody dreams,” she said. “You just don't remember yours, that's dl.”

“Thenwhy can't | paint?” Cosette asked.

“I'm not sure | get the connection.”

Cosette sat up and pulled a gtill-wet canvas out from under the sofa. Turpen-tine, Rolanda thought
when she saw it. That was what the odd smell was that she'd noticed earlier. She hadn’t been able to
place it before because it was so out-of-place here.

“Look a this” Cosette said. “It' sawful.”

Rolanda would have chosen the word primitive to describe it. In darkened tones of blue and red and
purple, Cosette had rendered a rough imeage of a woman deeping in a bed. The perspective was dightly
askew and the propor-tions were off, but there was dill a power about the smple painting, a sense of
brooding disquiet that was completdy at odds with the artist’ s obvious limitations in terms of technique.

“I wouldn't say it was awful,” she began, and then she looked more closdly a the painting. The shape
of the headboard ...

It was her bed, Rolanda redlized. Cosette had painted her, degping in her bed upgtairs. She hadn't
been dreaming. The girl redlly had been in her bedroom watching her.

“But you wouldn't say it was good either, would you?’

Rolanda had a difficult moment trying to bring hersdf back to the conversation. The idea that
Cosette had crept into her bedroom, had actudly been stting there, watching her, was unsattling. How
hed the girl gotten in? The front door was locked. And so was the door to her own gpartment.

“Wdl, would you?" Cosette asked.

Rolanda cleared her throat. “How long have you been painting?’ she asked.

“Oh, for years and years. But | can never get anything to look the way it redly is Not the way that
Issbelle used to. If | was her, I’d never have given that up.

She spoke with such earnest weariness that Rolanda couldn’t help but amile.

“Have you ever taken any courses?’ she asked. “Because it's a long process, you know. Most
atigs take fine arts a a universty or at least sudy under an-other artist. 1 can't think of any who were
dready completdy accomplished at your age.”

“I'm older than | look.”

Rolanda nodded. “Y ou said that before.”

“Wel, it' strue”

“l believe you.”

“l just look like this because thisis the way |sabelle brought me over. I'm not redly a child.”

“Who is Isabdle?’

Cosette pointed to the painting of The Wild Girl that hung on the wall across the room. “That’s one
of her paintings. It’s the one she did of me.”

“But that painting's been here for years ....”

“l know. Didn't | tdl you | was older than | looked? It’s been fifteen years since she firg brought me
over.”

Rolanda fdt as though she werein one of those old black-and-white com-edies where conversations
adways went a cross-purposes. She regarded Cosette. It was true the girl looked like the subject of
Issbelle Copley’'s panting, but she couldn't have sat for it. She dmply wasn't old enough. Rolanda
wanted to con-front Cosette with the imposshility of what she was saying, but the firgt thing you learned
when you came to work for the Foundation was not to be confron-tationd with the clients—especidly
not at the beginning. They might be lying, you might know they were lying, but you didn’t cdl them on it.



By the time a child came to the Foundation, their life was dready such a mess that the first priority was to
make sure they were hedthy and safe. Everything ese was dedt with |ater.

“What do you mean about Ms. Copley bringing you over?’ she asked in-stead. “Where did she
bring you over from?’

Cosette shrugged. “From before.”

“Before what?’

“l don’t know. There are stories there, but they don’t belong to us anymore. We have to start a new
dory here. But it's hard because we're not like you. We can't dream. The red crow doesn't beat ingde
our chests”

Rolanda found hersdf wishing she had the luxury of enough time to cal someone: one of the other
counsgors. Alan Grant, whom Cosette had men-tioned earlier. Or even this artis, Isabelle Copley. She
knew she was missing something, but she couldn’t put her finger on what it was. She might have put
Cosette's odd conversation down to drugs, except that Cosette showed none of the usud Sgns of a user.
She was so matter-of-fact, so norma. Except for what she was taking about.

“You'll have to forgive me” she told the girl, “but I'm not sure | understand what you mean abolt ...
wal, any of this Red crows and coming across from before and the like. But | want to understand.”

“Maybe | should just show you,” Cosette said.

She threw the blanket back and got up from the sofa Waking over to Rolandd's desk, she
rummaged around in the papers on top until she turned around with the sharp Xacto blade that Rolanda
used for opening parcels. She brought it back to the sofa.

“Look,” she said.

Rolanda cried out and grabbed at Cosette’ s hand as the girl drew the blade across her pam, but she
was too late.

“Oh, my god!”

“Don’'t worry,” Cosette said camly. She dropped the blade onto the floor and held her cut padm up
to Rolanda s face. “Just look.”

All the blood, Rolanda thought. She couldn’t stand to see dl the blood .... Except there was none,
There was just awhite line on Cosette’ s pam, which was aready beginning to fade.

“Whwhat ... 7’

“We don't have any blood,” Cosette said. She hed her hand upside down and shook it, then held it
out again, pam up. “And that’s why we can’'t dream. We don't have a red crow besting its wings ingde
our chest. We ... we're like hollow people.”

Rolanda couldn’t take her gaze away from Cosette’ s hand. When shefindly did, it was to look at the
Copley panting of The Wild Girl.

It's the one she did of me.

Sowly she looked back at Cosette and the bloodless cut on her pdm. The painting was a least ten
or fifteen years old. But Cosette hersdf couldn’t be much older than fifteen ...

It's been fifteen years since she first brought me over.

She didn’t bleed. She was unchanged after fifteen years. Rolanda couldn’t suppress a shudder. The
Foundation’s rules and regulaions fdl by the wayside. “What ... what are you?' Rolanda asked. “What
do you want from me?’ Cosette dropped her hand to her Igp and she seemed to shrink into hersdlf.

She lowered her face but not before Rolanda saw the tears wdling in her eyes. “I don’'t know what |

Her voice was amdl, pitched so low that the short distance between them dmogt stole away its
audibility. And then she began to weep.

For along moment al Rolanda could do was stare at her. Then dowly she reached out, shivering
when her hands touched the girl’s shoulders. She didn't know what she'd expected, but there was
nothing dien under her hands. All she fdt was the warmth of Cosette’'s body under the swester, the
tremor in her shoulders as she wept. No matter what she was, no matter how strange, she was dill a
child. Still hurting. Rolanda could no more turn away from her than she could from any child that came in
through the Foundation’s doors.



She went down on one knee and drew Cosette into a comforting embrace. She hdd her until the
tears findly subsided; then she took her upstairs and put her into her own bed. Long after she could hear
the other counsglors arrive downgtairs and the day’s work begin, she sat there beside the bed, holding
Co-sette's hand. She looked into the girl’s face and saw no rapid eye movement under Cosette's
eydids. She touched the pale white padm, now unblemished.

We can't dream. The red crow doesn't beat insde our chests.

She was way out of her depth here, but she didn’t know to whom she could turn. The firg thing
anyone would do would be to take Cosette to a doctor and then specidists would be brought in and then

Rolanda sghed. Thefird priority a the Foundation was dways the child, and she knew she couldn’t
dlow Cosette to be put through any of that. She'd seen E. T. and Firestarter. They were both fictions
but, she thought, not so far from the truth of how events would go if the Stuaionsin them were true.

Which |eft them on thelr own.

“What am | going to do with you?’ she whispered.

Cosette' s fingers tightened on her own, but otherwise she didn’t tir.

Xl

Jlly searched high and low, but no matter where she looked in her studio, she couldn’t find the two
tubes of all paint she' d bought the day before at Amos & Cook’s. She knew she'd brought them home
and left them, dill in ther distinc-tive orange and white plastic bag, on the table beside her easd, but
when she went to start work this morning, they smply weren't there. And then, as she searched for the
missng pant tubes, she discovered that a par of brushes were gone as well—one of them a
favorite—along with a glass jar that had been hdf-full of turpentine, and a smdl piece of hardboard that
she'd been saving for the next time she went to paint on location out on the street.

Isabelle mugt have taken them, she decided, dthough why she would need them, Jily couldn’'t even
begin to guess. It wasn't as though Isabelle hadn’t brought half her studio down from the idand with her.
And besides, it wasn't like Isabelle to just take something without asking fird. At the very least she would
have mentioned it in her note. But there didn’t seem to be any other logica explanation.

“Is that what happened?’ she asked Rubens. “Did Isabdle take tha quff? Or maybe it was the
Good Neighbors. You know, the Little People. Do you have them out on the idand?

Rubens ignored her. He sat on the broad windowsill, staring through its panes at the three dley cats
on the fire escape outside that were walfing down the dry cat food that Jlly had put out for them earlier.
Rubens s presence made them fidgety and eventudly dl three fled, nervousness overcoming their hunger.
Not until they were gone did Rubensfindly deign to look at her.

“You're going to have to learn to get dong,” filly informed him. “Y ou can’t just go around playing the
heavy with every cat you meset, you know. Next time the window might be open and one of then7ll come
inand give you a good box in the ears.”

She left him to think that over while she rummaged about in her closet for a jacket she fdt like
wearing on her trek back to the art shop to buy new supplies. Eventudly she gave up and put on the
sweeter she'd been wearing yesterday. She was giving it a criticd ook in the mirror when she heard a
knock on the studio door. Opening it, she was surprised to find John Sweetgrass standing out in the hall.

“Wel, helo,” she said. “That didn’t take you long.”

“I'm sorry?’

“I meant it didn’t take you long to track Isabelle down. How’d you even know she was in the city?
Oh, I know. Somebody at Joli Coeur told you, right?” He gave her ablank look. “Do | know you?’

“Give me a break, John. I'm not in the mood for jokes. | was dl set to get back to this piece I've
been working on, only to find out that | have to go back to Amos & Cook’s to buy some more paints
fird—after just having been there yesterday.”

“You musgt have me mistiaken with someone ese. My name' s not John.”

“Oh, that’ s right. It's Mizaun Kinnikinnik now, right?’

He shook his head. “Is Isabelle Copley here?’



But now it was July’ s turn to give him a puzzled look. “Y ou're redly not John Sweetgrass?’

“| dready told you that. Now, will you please answer my question.”

Jlly gave im along look. She hated to think that she had somehow stum-bled into thet category of
whites who thought dl Native Americans looked the same, but there was no way she could deny the fact
thet to her he looked exactly like Issbelle’s old boyfriend.

“Is there some point to your wasting my time like this?” he asked when she didn’t reply.

“What?’

“I'm looking for Isabelle Copley. Is she here or not?”’

“Your name's not John?’

“Look, lady—"

“And you redly don’'t know me?’

“l don’t know you and | don’t want to know you. Just answer my question. If asmple yes or no's
too hard, you could just move your head. Nod for yes and—"

“Screw you,” Jlly told him, amiling sweetly. “Come back when you've learned some manners. Or
better yet, don't come back at dl.”

Then she dammed the door in his face and engaged its two deadbolts. He knocked again, but this
time she ignored it. The nerve of him. Who did he think he was to stand there and pretend he didn’t
know her, not to mention treat her like she was something that had gotten stuck to the bottom of his
shoe?

When he continued to bang on the door, she cdled out, “If you're dill here by the time | count to
three I'm diding nine-one-one. I’ ve got the phone in my hand. One. Two ...”

The banging stopped.

“Three” Jlly finished softly.

She waited a little longer, then went over to the window by the fire escape. Shooing Rubens away,
she heaved the window up and stepped out onto the metd landing. Rubens immediaidy jumped back up
onto the gll, but she closed the window before he could get out. At the bottom of the fire escape, she
turned down the dley that led onto Y oors Street, hugging the brick wall as she went. Before she stepped
out onto the sdewak, she peeked around the corner. She was jud in time to see the man who said he
was't John heading off in the other direction. He moved with a giff angry stride that had none of the
loose ambling gait that she aways associated with the John Sweetgrass she knew.

This was so weird, she thought. She'd seen him just a few days ago and while it wasn't as though
they'd ever been great buddies or anything, he'd never been flat-out rude to her before. And it wasn't
just the rudeness. There' d been a meannessin his eyes that was out of keeping with the John Sweetgrass
she remembered.

She waited until he turned the far corner before going back up to her studio. She'd better warn
Isabelle, she thought, while running through a second act of

“Cat Trying to Escape Through Window” with Rubens when she dimbed back into the studio from
the fire escape. She had her hand on the phone and was dready diding the number a Wren Idand when
she redized what she was doing.

“Shit”

Isabelle was in town now—yprobably organizing her studio at Joli Coeur. Where she didn’t even have
aphone yet.

Sghing, Jlly redized that she'd have to walk over to tak to Isabele. But maybe it wouldn't be a
complete loss, she thought as she left her studio by the more conventional method of the front door.
She'd at least be able to get her quff back from Isabelle. She didn't redly care about any of it except for
the brush. She redlly loved that brush.

Xl

By the time Isabelle reached her new studio in Joli Coeur, she fdt as though the day had taken on a
kind of surred ar. She lad the plagtic bag she'd gotten from the security guard down on the windowsl
and looked out on her view of the river.



She dill couldn’t get over how things had worked out for her at the bus termind. It was what usudly
happened to Kathy, not her. But then maybe part of Kathy's legacy had been the kind fate that had
alowed the |etter to findly arrive in her mailbox yesterday, and for these packages to ill be waiting for
her after so many years when, by dl rights, they should have been logt to her forever.

Or maybe it wasn't fate. Maybe it was like the security guard had said: the two of them had gotten
caught up in one of Kathy's stories and his keeping these parcels for her was just a part of the story that
hed been hidden until now—the way the winter hid the ongoing story of the fidds and woods under a
blanket of snow.

How long would it take for the whole story to be lad out for her? she wondered. But then she
thought of Rushkin, and of Jlly having seen John Sweetgrass downdtairs from where she was sanding at
this very minute, and she wasn't so sure she wanted to know the whole story. Not dl ofKathy's stories
hed ended with their protagonists happy, or even surviving.

Isabelle wasn't even sure she believed in fate. Coincidence, surdly. Perhaps even synchronicity. She
liked to think there was such athing as free will and choice, but there were times when events seemed to
be the work of fate, and only fate: that Kathy should be her roommate at Butler U. Her firgt meeting with
Rushkin. The arrivd of yesterday’ s letter and the daming of today’s par-cels.

Her gaze dropped down to the bag on the windowsll. What did fate have waiting for her in here?
She had lived this long, not having what was in this bag. There was nothing to make her open the
packages. No one knew she had them, except for those two security guards and she wasn't likdy to run
into them again.

There was no one to whom she would have to answer if she smply put the bag in the back of a
closet and carried on with her life

No one, except hersdf.

She sghed then and tried to shed her fear. For it was fear, plan and smple, that made her want to
hide Kathy’ s legacy and pretend it had never been deliv-ered into her hands. It was 4ill not too late, she
thought, to escape the demands of the story to which the security guard had dluded, the story into which
she could fed hersdf stepping. It waited like massed clouds on a far horizon, dark and swollen with
events over which she would have no control, a orm that might eesly sweep away dl she held dear.

But she could do this much, she thought. If the story was there waiting for her, she could a least
make the choice as to whether or not she would dlow hersdf to step into it. She could wrest that much
control from fate.

And s0 she sat down in the bay window and pulled the bag to her. She took the contents out and laid
them beside her on the window seat. Book and paint-ing. She chose to open the painting first. The tape
was brittle and came easlly away from the paper. She unwrapped the paper, but then she couldn’'t move.
All she could do was stare a the familiar painting and fed the storm clouds leave that distant horizon to
come swirling around her.

Paddyjack lay on her lap.

Her painting.

But it couldn’'t be here. It had been destroyed in the fire with the others. She had seen it bum.

Unless memory had played her fase and that had been the dream.

There was a knock on her door, but she didn’'t answer it. She didn't even heer it.

like gypsiesin the wood

Every work of art isan act of faith, or we wouldn't bother to do it. It isa message in a bottle, a shout
in the dark. It's saying, “I'm here and | bdieve that you are somewhere and that you will answer if
necessary across time, not necessarily inmy lifetime”

—Attributed to Jeanette Winterson

Newford, December 1974
As the year wound to an end, 1zzy could see her life goinning more and more out of her control.



There were jugt too many things to get done, and trying to juggle them dl left her in what fdt like a
perpetud state of bewildered frenzy. There were the preparations for her firsg solo show a Albind's
gdlery. She had her sudies at both the universty and with Rushkin. She was trying to mantain some
vague semblance of a socid life—or at least see John more than once a week and not be o tired when
they did get together that she didn't either fdl adeep on him, or fed too cranky to properly enjoy his
company.

She had no idea how she kept everything in balance or managed to get anything done at dl. Still, by
the end of December, not only was she keeping up with everything, but she'd ill squeezed in the time to
finish three paintings at the studio in back of Professor Dappl€e's house.

The udio had origindly been a greenhouse, but the professor had con-verted it into sudio space for
the use of those gifted students who, for one reason or another, didn’'t have any other fadlity in which to
work. At the time that 1zzy started going, Jily was the only other artist usng the place. Since it had its
own outsde door, they could work in there at any time of the day or night without digurbing the
professor. Jlly was the one who had christened it the Grumbling Greenhouse Studio after the professor’s
cranky mansarvant, Olaf Goonasekara, who would glower a them through the greenhouse windows
whenever he happened to be passing by.

Money being a a premium for both hersdf and filly, they worked with very limited palettes and
tended to share brushes and other equipment when they could, but even then it was tight. Still they
managed, working in monochrome when they were down to their last tube of paint.

At firg 1zzy had thought she would find it too frudtrating to create in such conditions. She'd been
gpoiled a Rushkin's studio, where everything she could possibly need was provided for. But while the
opposite hed true in the green-house studio, 1zzy discovered that those same limitaions were very
freeing in terms of her art. Mot of the time she had to rdy on her own wits to get the effects and colors
she needed, and while she soon appreciated just how much she had learned from Rushkin to dlow her
art to flourish as it did in these limited working conditions, she dso came to redize that the painting she
did here was dlowing her to step out from under the broad shadow that Rushkin cast upon her art.

In that sense, she found it to be a very empowering experience. Less success-ful was her atempt to
use her art to bring otherworldly beings across from their world to her own.

She finished the third of her paintings in the week between Chrismas and New Year's Eve. They
were dl three portraits of beings that were partly of this world, but partly of some other: a strange gaunt
scarecrow figure with twigs and vines and leaves for hair. A tiny woman that seemed to be a cross
between one of the bohemians from Waterhouse Street and a ladybug. An dley cat with wings and a tall
like a rattlesnake s body, complete with the rettle a the end. Not one of the strange beings followed the
laws of nature as lad out by Darwin. And not one of them manifested itsdf beyond its two-dimensiond
exisience on her easdl.

And that was because such creatures were impossible, she thought as she sat on the edge of one of
the long tables in the greenhouse that had origindly bent under the weight of the professor’s potted plants
and flowers. She looked at her odd cat, crouching on a fire escape as though it was about to take flight,
then let her gaze drift away from the easd to the professor’s backyard. It was snowing again, big lazy
flakes that glistened in the light sailling from the professor’ s house and the greenhouse studio.

Hopping off the table, she collected the other two paintings and stood them up on the easdl beside
that of the winged cat. There was just enough room for dl three of them on the long piece of wood that
served as the lower canvas holder.

She' d done other pieces here—monochromatic studies and various sketches—but these three were
the only completed works to date. She knew she was biased, but she bdieved they had spirit. She was
aure that they had as much heart as did her Smither’s Oak or The Spirit Is Strong, but they weren't
going to come dive because their subjects didn't exist, except in her head. There was no bringing them
across from some otherworld with her art because there was no otherworld, the creatures didn't exig,
and neither did the magic that was sup-posed to bring them over.

How could she have been so stupid as to think it could be otherwise?

Because she wanted to, she redlized. It was partly because she wanted to believe that magic could



exig in the world. But it was aso because she didn't want to beieve that Rushkin had been lying to her.
It was disheartening to redize that for dl his artidtic tent, he redly was quite mad.

She amiled. Maybe it was because of his artigtic tdent that he was mad.

After a while, she put her paintings away and cleaned up. She paused at the door, looking back
before she turned off the light. The experiment had been a falure in some ways, but a least it had
reminded her that she did have her own individud taent. It wasn't dl borrowed from working in
Rushkin's shadow. And one thing she knew. She wasn't gaing to give it up. So long as the professor let
her work here, she was gaing to share the Grumbling Greenhouse Studio space with Jlly and continue to
dretch her own atistic muscles, free from Rush-kin's influence, for she'd come to understand over the
past few weeks that she couldn’t do otherwise and dill consder hersdf her own woman. And besides,
the hours she spent here seemed to be the only time she ever fdt any red peace. The only coin she had
to pay in was lost deep.

She turned off the light and the studio plunged into darkness. Locking the door, she pocketed the key
and then trudged off through the snow for home.

Newford, February 1975

The show a The Green Man Gdlery didn't do as wel as Izzy had hoped. Of the fourteen paintings
avalddle for sde, only two sold. Both were street scenes of Lower Crowsea: competent, but
indiginguishable from those painted by the many other artistss who used the same locde as ther own
source of ingpiration.

“You're going to have to put your own stamp on your work” was how Albina summed it up.

|zzy gave her aglum nod. The two of them had retired to the back of the gdlery to commiserate over
apot of tea after taking the show down. In the pocket of her black jeans I1zzy had a check worth a grand
totdl of a hundred and forty-four dollars—her share of what the two paintings had sold for, minus the
gdley’s cut. She did better a The Green Man, she redlized, when she didn't have her own show, when
her paintings were just scattered here and there throughout the gdlery, tossed in among the works of
the other artists that Albina represented.

“Wha you're doing is lovey,” Albina went on. “It's beautifully rendered, but it doesn't tdl me
anything about you. The lack doesn’t show up so much when you only have one or two pieces hanging,
but it becomes quite plain over awhaole show. The viewer wants more from you, 1zzy. They might not be
able to aticulate it, but they want a connection to you. They want to know what you fed about your
subject and that’s Imply not coming across with your work.”

“I'm getting the picture,” |zzy said.

The In the City review had said much the same thing. The city’s daily papers hadn’t even covered
the show.

Albinasmiled sympatheticdly. “But don't be too discouraged. January’s not the best time for a show,
what with everybody sarting to redize just how much they spent over Chrissmas. Why don’t we think of
doing another onein thefdl?’

“You'd do tha even though this one was such a disaster?’

“It was't a complete disaster.”

|zzy pulled out her check. “No, we redly had some big sdles, didn’'t we?’

“Actudly, there were a couple of other offers” Albina said. “1 was just getting around to tdling you
about them.”

“There were? What do you mean, like commissions?’

Albina shook her head. “I'm talking about the two paintings that you wouldn't sl. I've had inquiries
on both—serious inquiries for The Spirit Is Srong.”

“Wha do you mean by serious?’ Izzy asked.

“Someone's offered usfive thousand dollars for it.”

“You're kidding. Who'd pay that kind of money for anything I’ve done?’ Albina shrugged. “I've no



idea. The offer was made through a lawyer. Ap-parently the buyer wants to remain anonymous.”

“Hve thousand dollars” 1zzy repeated.

It was a phenomend sum. The most one of her paintings had ever gone for to date was a tenth of that
amourt.

“If we accept the offer,” Albinasaid, “it'll put you on a whole new plateau in terms of what you can
ask for your work. The buyer might be anonymous, but word 4ill gets around. If you can produce more
works of asmilar qudity, | can guarantee that your next show will be far more successful.”

“And somebody wants to buy Smither’s Oak aswdl?’

Albina nodded. “1 have an offer of seven hundred dollarsinon it.”

“Another anonymous buyer?’

“No. Kathryn Pollack wants to buy it.”

|zzy gave her ablank look.

“She owns Kathryn's cafe, over on Battersfield Road. She said she knew you.”

“Oh, you mean Kitty. We met through filly, who's got a part-time job there” 1zzy paused for a
moment before adding, “ She wants to pay that much for it?’

“Wdl, I'm sure she'd offer less, if that’s what you' d prefer.”

“No, no. It's not that. | just wouldn't expect her to pay that kind of money for one of my pantings”

“She used to go to Butler U.,” Albina explained, “and that oak behind the library was one of her
favorite places to St and study. And probably to do other things as wdl. In my time we caled it ‘the
Kissng Oak.””

“We thought of it as a part of what we cdled ‘the Wild Acre.””

“It' sthat, too. Doesn't it bring back the memories”

|zzy amiled. “Asif you're that old.”

“It was over thirty years ago,” Albinasad, returning Izzy’s amile. “Truth is, I’ ve some fond memories
of that old tree mysdf. | think your painting's worth every penny of that seven hundred dollars, if not
more.”

“l just fed weird, sdling certain pantings.”

“Because they fed like your children?’

|zzy nodded.

“I would think you'd be more pleased to have them hanging somewhere where they'll be loved and
appreciated, rather than piling up in the back of your cupboard.”

|zzy thought about Rushkin's studio and dl the breathtaking work that was in it, hidden from the
world: hanging frame againg frame, stacked in corners, piled up againg the walls, five or Sx canvases
deep.

“You'reright,” she said.

“So | can go ahead and complete the deds?”’

“On Smither’s Oak,” 1zzy said. “But | can't sl the other one”

“Hve thousand dollarsis a great ded of money,” Albinatold her. “It buys alot of art supplies”

“I know. And it'd pay my rent for ayear. It'sjudt ...

She didn’t know how to explain it. Her experiments at the Grumbling Greenhouse Studio had proven
to her that her art couldn’t megicaly transport beings from some otherworld into this one, but even
knowing that, she couldn’'t quite shake the conviction that John's presence in her life was tied to the
exis-tence of The Spirit Is Srong; that aslong as she kept it, everything would be fine between them.

“If you don’'t want to sl it,” Albinasaid, “I’m not going to pressure you.”

Not on purpose, 1zzy thought, she wasn't. But it was five thousand dollars. And hadn’'t Albina just
finished saying that sdling one of her paintings at that price would raise the sling price of dl of her
work? Who knew when that opportunity would arise again? Who knew if it ever would? But if she
weighed her career againg friendship, there was Smply no contest.

“l can't Al it,” she said. “It doesn't belong to me. It belongs to the fdlow who—" Little white lie
time “—sat for it. | just had the loan of it for the show.”

“Then that’ s that,” Albinasaid. “Do you want to leave any of the other pieces here, or do you have



something new you want to hang?’

|zzy thought of the paintings at the Grumbling Greenhouse Studio, but she was't sure she was ready
to give them up just yet. She aso wasn't sure what Rushkin's reaction to them was going to be, since
he/ d made it quite plain that any work she did he wanted done in his studio. Their rdaionship had been
going so smoothly of late that she didn’t want to throw a kink in the works. Rushkin was so quick to take
offense a even fancied dights, she couldn’t imeg-ine what he'd do if he found out about the paintings
she’' d done in the green-house—especialy when she tried to explain why she'd done them there, not to
mention the freedom she’'d discovered working away from his studio in the coach house. She supposed
she'd have to tdl him a some point, but she planned to put that off for as long as she could. Hanging
them in The Green Man Gdlery was not the way to go about keeping them secret from him.

“Nothing at the moment,” she said, findly. “Do you redly think any of these will sdl now when no
one wanted them in the show?’

Albinanodded. “They’re dill good, 1zzy. They're just not as good as what you're capable of. They
may St here for awhile, but | guarantee we ll have sold them dl by the summer.”

“Redly?

“Redly. So you'd better get started on some new pieces for me” Albinalaid her hand between her
breasts. “But envison them from here. Put your heart into them, the way you did with Smither’s Oak
and The Spirit Is Srong.”

That night, while they were sitting on a bench down by the Rier, Izzy tried to give John The Spirit Is
Srong, but he wouldn't take it.

“Where would | put it?” he asked. “It's not like I've got my own place and | can't redly see it
sharing the same wall as my aunt’s black velvet Elvis and her crucifixes. I'd rather you stored it for me.
I’d fed safer that way.”

“What's that supposed to mean?’

He looked blankly at her.

“Why would my gtoring the painting for you make you fed safer?’ 1zzy asked.

“Because if | kept it a my aunt’s place, she'd probably throw it out. Why? What were you
thinking?' Then he laughed. “Are you 4ill wondering if I'm redl or not?

“l can't help feding that if something happened to the painting it would happen to you as well.”

“Like what?’

“Likeif | gaveit away to anybody but you, you'd wak out of my life”

“lzzy. You don't have to—"

“l was offered five thousand dollars for that painting, but | turned it down.”

“Hve thousand dollars?”

|zzy nodded.

“And you turned it down?’

“Wel, what was | supposed to do? You're like this big mystery in my life. | don’t know where you
came from and | don’'t know where you're going. All | know is | painted this piece and you waked into
my life. | can't help but think that you'd walk right out again if anybody but you or | owned it.”

“You know that’s not going to happen. I’'m not going to leave you because of some painting.”

Izzy shook her head. “No, | don't know that. All I know isthat | love you, but then | get dl screwed
up because | don’'t even know who you are.”

“I'm what you see—nothing more or less” He turned to face her, dark eyes serious, and put his
hands on her shoulders. His gaze held hen. “There's no mystery here”

“l guess”

John amiled. “But | have to tdl you. Nobody ever thought | was worth anything before—and they
catanly wouldn't have given up five grand for my sake.” Keeping one am around her shoulders, he
leaned back againg the bench once more and drew her close. “I appreciate it, 1zzy.”

They looked out over the lake, watching the crowds at the concession stands and gralling dong the



boardwalk. The ferry made its return from Wolf Idand, landed to exchange one load of passengers for
another, then started back out across the water again.

“Tdl me something about your past,” Izzy said.

“Like what?’

“l don’'t know. Anything. You tdl me about the reserve and your people, but never anything about
yoursdf “

“There' snothing to tdl.”

“Ther€' s got to be something.”

John shook his head. She had turned to look a him, but his gaze remained on the distant horizon.

“Were you 0 bad?’ 1zzy asked. “Is that it? | wouldn't think the less of you, you know, because
you're so good now. | could only admire the turnaround you’ d made in your life”

“l wasn't bad or good,” John said findly. “Before | met you, | was nothing, 1zzy.

“Nobody’ s nothing.”

“That depends upon your perspective. Let's just say | was in a different story from the one I'm in

“And how does this sory end?’

John shrugged. “That’s not something we can know. We have to live it through and find out, just the
way everybody ese does.”

Only everybody dse has a past, 1zzy thought, but she knew there was no point in trying to take this
particular conversation any further. There never was. Sighing, she shuggled againg him and tried to put
the questions out of her mind and be happy with what she had.

A%

Newford, March 1975

“Did you read those new stories yet?” Kathy asked when she got home.

|zzy looked up from the art-history book she was studying and fdt a twinge of guilt. Even with her
show over, she dill never seemed to have enough time to do hdf the things she wanted to do. She had
two papers due at the end of next week; she was behind in her sudying, which was not good congdering
she had finds coming up in less than a month; John was beginning to complain about how little time she
hed for him; her other friends were sarting to tel her that they were feding neglected; and then there was
Rushkin. He was working her so hard that she could barely keep her eyes open in class dfter leaving his
gudio. She hadn’t been to the greenhouse studio in weeks.

“l fed s0 bad,” she said. “1 just haven't had the time”

“That's okay.” Kathy hung up her coat and then settled into the pile of cushions by the window. “I
understand.”

“No, redlly. | fed like my life went insane last December and it's never recovered.”

Kahy nodded. “We should get a cat,” she sad. “A big scruffly tomeat with a chewed ear and an
atitude.”

Izzy blinked. For dl that she was used to the way both Jlly and Kathy switched topics dmost in the
middle of a sentence, it could il catch her off guard sometimes.

“Whatever for?’ she asked.

“| think we need some mde energy in here”

“You could get a boyfriend.”

“l don’'t think so. They're too much responsibility.”

“Oh, and acat ig't?

“Not in the same way,” Kathy said. “I mean, look at you, jugdling a million things in your life, and
then having to worry about what John'll think if you can't get together with him this night or that. A cat’s
not like that. They’ re much more easygoing.”

|zzy laughed. “Y ou’ ve obvioudy never owned a cat.”

“But am | that wrong? | think men are like dogs, dwaysin your face about something or other, while



women are like cats, just content to take things as they come.”

“I think a men would say just the opposite.”

“But it wouldn't be true. Or at least,” Kathy added, “it would only be true on the surface. The
stronger a woman gets, the more insecure the menin her lifefed. 1t doesn’'t work that way for a woman.
We celebrate srength—in our partners aswel asin oursaves. Do you want some tea?’

|zzy shook her head. “1 just made mysdf a cup.”

“Yes, wdl. I'm parched.”

|zzy watched her roommate make her way into the kitchen. A few moments later she emerged with a
beer. She gave Izzy a vague wave before going into her bedroom, dosing the door behind her. 1zzy
looked down a her book, then sighed. Time enough to study tomorrow. She got up and collected the
loose sheaf of manuscript thet consisted of Kathy's latest stories and settled back in her reading spot. An
hour later she was tapping on Kathy's door. She opened it wide enough to poke her head in before
Kathy had a chance to respond.

“Areyou awake?’ |zzy asked.

Kathy was stting cross-legged on her mattress, doing nothing so far as 1zzy could tell, merdy stting
there, the empty beer bottle lying beside her on the blanket.

“You didn't have to read them right away,” Kathy sad when she saw the manuscripts in 1zzy's
hands.

“Have you been rAlking to Jlly about whet I've been working on at the Grumbling Greenhouse
Studio?’ |zzy asked.

“Are you kidding? Sometimes | think she's busier than you are.”

“l haven't been around much, have 1?7’

“Try not a dl. Sometimes | think | should file missng persons reports on the both of you.”

“And you haven't been to the studio either?’

“What'sthisdl about, 1zzy?

|zzy |eft the doorway to St on the end of Kathy's bed. “It's this Story,” she said, tapping the top
manuscript, which was the last of the three Kathy had left for her to read. “Where did you get the idea
for the character you cdl Pad-dyjack?’

Kathy looked embarrassed. “What makes you think | had to get the idea from somewhere? Maybe |
just made it up.”

“You know whet | mean.”

“l suppose.”

“C'mon, Kathy. Thisisimportant.”

“Why'sit so important?’

“Youtdl mefird,” 1zzy said.

“But you're gaing to think I'm crazy.”

|zzy shook her head. “If what | think istrue, that's the last thing I'll think. Trust me on this”

Kathy gave her alook full of curiosty.

“Where did he come from?’ 1zzy asked.

“It's...” Kathy began; then she started over. “1 was coming home from Perry’s Diner one night. You
were at the sudio and | didn’t fed like cooking just for mysdf, so | went out. It was kind oflatc
going on to eeven—and | was just waking aong, thinking about this new story I'd been working on ....”

“And?’ |zzy prompted her when shefdl slent.

“And | saw him. | just happened to glance down the driveway of number twelve and there he was,
gtting on the steps that lead down to Berni€'s agpart-ment. | saw him as plan as day. All sinny and
weird looking, in his ragged scarecrow dothing and that funny hair poking out from under his hat that
looks like a bomb exploded ina bird's nest.”

“It'snot har,” 1zzy said.

“l know.” Kathy paused. “How do you know? Have you seen him, too?’ I1zzy shook her head. “I
cdled hmover.”

“Say what?’



Now it was Izzy’s turn to fed embarrassed. She knew just how Kathy had fdt rdating her story,
because what she had to tdl Kathy was even more prepos-terous. But she went ahead and told her dl
the same, from Rushkin's theories to how she'd gone to paint a the Grumbling Greenhouse Studio with
the express purpose of putting them to the test.

“Wha anedt ideg,” Kathy sad when she was done.

“But don't you see?’ 1zzy said. “It'snot just an idea. It actudly worked!”

“BUt—"

“Wait asec and I'll proveit.”

She dropped the manuscripts onto the mattress beside the empty beer bottle and went back into her
own room, where she fetched a couple of the preimi-nary sketches for her painting from out of her
knapsack. When she came back into the room, she handed them to Kathy.

“Isthat your Paddyjack?’ she asked.

Kathy nodded dowly, her eyes widening. “Thisistotdly amazing. What do you cdl him?’

“l didn't give him aname. | haven't named any of the pieces I’ ve done there yet.

“Thisisexactly likewhat 1 saw. | mean, | know it could have been just some weird junkie, dressed
up funny, but he was too skinny. And that face—there' s nathing reglly human about thet face.”

“l know. | did it on purpose. | didn't want to do another person, because that wouldn’'t prove
anything.”

Kathy laid the drawings down. “Y ou don't redly think you brought John over, do you?

“What am | supposed to think? He just appeared in my life—right after | finished the painting.”

“Yeeh, but he's ...”

“Red?’

Kathy nodded.

“S0's Paddyjack,” 1zzy said.

“Thisistoo weird.”

“But he's here, ign't he? | painted him. | called him up out of my mind and now he'sred. Just ...” She
gave Kathy apained look. “Jugt like John.”

“You don't know that.”

“It happened exactly the same way,” 1zzy said. “I painted him, and then he showed up outside the
library—exactly the same as in my painting. Right down to the earring. | can Hill remember medting him
by Rushkin's studio last autumn and lending him the money to buy a jacket because dl he was wearing
was a T-shirt and it was cold. But he said it didn’t bother him. Maybe they don’t have the same kind of
fedings as we do.”

“I've seen guys wearing T-shirtsin the middle of the winter.”

|zzy gave her alook.

“Okay,” Kathy said. “Maybe not quite the middle of winter. But some people are like that. The cold
just doesn't bother them.”

“Hée' s got no past.”

“That you know of. You told me a few weeks ago when you tried to give him that painting that
you're sure he doesn't tel you anything just so he can seem myderious”

“Nobody knows him.”

“Everybody knows him.”

“But only because I’ ve introduced them to him. | don’t know where he lives ,,

“You told me he lives with his aunt.”

“Who doesn't like white girls, so I've never been over. | don't know the address. | don't even have
aphone number for him. | never contact him. He just shows up—and it's dways when | happen to have
some free time to spend with him. How does he know?”

“So wheat are you saying? That he' s got no life except for when you've got time for hm? For God's
sake, 1zzy. I've run into him mysdf dozens of times”

|zzy Sghed. Leaning back, she lay full length across the end of the bed. She turned her head to look
a Kathy, the blanket ragping againg her cheek.



“l don't know what I'm saying,” she sad. “I can’t believe that Paddyjack is red, but he is. And
because he'sred, because | know now tha | did bring him across, | know that | did the same thing for
John.”

“Thereis such athing as coincidence.”

|zzy shook her head. “1 know.”

“Then you should talk to him”

“l do. But he's a magter at changing topics or just not answering questions that he doesn't fed like
ansvering.”

Kathy leaned her head on her knees and looked down at her. “Even if you did bring him across ...
what's so wrong about that?’

|zzy shrugged. “It doesn't seem hedthy.”

“Whoa. Where's that coming from?’

“Think about it. How would you fed if you wrote a story about some great guy and then he becomes
red?’

“I’d be careful who | wrote about.”

“I'm serious, Kathy. Don't you think being respongible for his existence would put a strain on your
relationship? | mean, it’slike I’'m John’s mother or something.”

Kathy shook her head. “Sorry. | can't buy into that. I'll grant you thet if it's true, if you redly can
pant people into life it would make you fed pretty weird. But think about it beyond John. You've
tapped into something magic. Y ou' ve proved that there is more to the world than what we can normdly
see of it. You should be filled with awe and wonder. | know | get dl kinds of little tingles running up and
down my spine just thinking about it.”

“But you don’'t have John to think about.”

“That’s true. Maybe you could paint somebody for me.”

|zzy sat up. “You're not being much help.”

“Sorry.”

“I'm being serious.”

“l know you are. So tak to him, ma belle I1zzy. What ese can you do?’

\Y

The next evening |zzy made her way to the Slenus Gardens, that part of Fitz-henry Park which was
dedicated to the poet Joshua Stanhold. Guided by the pools of light cast by along row of lampposts, she
walked through that slence peculiar to winter. This far into the park the only sound she heard was her
own muffled footsteps. A dugting of snow had fdlen earlier in the evening, but the clouds had moved on
now, leaving behind a ky deep with stars. Her bregth frosting in the air, 1zzy brushed the snow from the
wrought-iron bench that stood directly below the tal bronze statue of Stanhold. She tucked the back of
her jacket under her to insulate her from the cold metd and sat down. And then she waited.

She'd thought long and hard about where she wanted to meet John. It had to be somewhere
reativey private, so that they could talk_without being interrupted, but she aso wanted it to be
someplace that gave her a sense of empower-ment because otherwise she didn't think she'd be adle to
muder the drength she was going to need to sudain her through what was to come. The Slenus
Gar-dens was perfect on both counts.

The firg collection of poetry she'd ever owned had been Stanhold's The Sone Slenus. She'd
bought it on Kathy’s recommendation, amonth or so after they began rooming together at Butler U., and
then went on to get his collected works. The images of satyrs and fauns that pervaded his work spoke
directly to the heart of the somewhat animigic country gil she'd been when she fird ar-rived in the
city—not so much because they reminded her of the lost country-side of her youth as that the imagesin
his poetry seemed to lend a certain gpprova to the feding she'd dways had in those woods around her
home that they were full of spirits and, moreover, that they were communing with her, if she could but
make out what they were saying.

Herein the shadow of Stanhold's statue was the only place she’ d ever found away from Wren Idand



that gave her an echo of that magicd sense that other-wise she only retained in memory. So what better
place to meet with a piece of magic that she’ d cdled into being hersdf?

She didn’t have long to wait. It couldn’t have been more then five minutes after her own arivd that
she saw John's familiar figure come ambling down the path toward her. At least she didn't have to
wonder how he dways knew just when and where to find her anymore, she thought. Since she'd brought
him into this world, how could there not be a strong, if one-sided, connection be-tween them? She
catanly never knew where he was a any particular time unless he/d told her in advance.

John paused on the path in front of her. He regarded her for a long moment before he findly sat
down beside her. He shoved his hands into the pockets of his jean jacket, impervious, as dways, to the
cold, but now 1zzy knew why that was as well.

“It won't be long before spring returns” he said after a fev moments of their dtting together in
slence “You can fed it lying under the snow, waiting and expectant. Ready for its turn upon the stage.”

“Have you ever seen a goring before?’ |zzy asked. She'd cadled him across in the autumn of last
year.
John turned to look a her. “What makes you think | haven't?’

“I know, John. | know dl about how you came here. | don't know exactly where it is that you came
from, but | do know it wasn't anywhere in thisworld.”

His eyebrows lifted quizzicdly, but he didn’t reply.

“l brought somebody ese across,” 1zzy went on. “I haven't seen him yet mysdf, but Kathy did. She
wrote a story about him without ever having seen my painting, so that's how | know he's red. She
described him exactly like the weird little man | painted.”

John nodded dowly. “The treeskin.”

“The what?’

“That's what we cal them—part tree, part manitou. Little mysteries made of bark and vine and
bough.”

“So you know about him?’

“How could | ignore him? The poor litlle fdlow's been lost and scared ever snce he arrived.
Someone had to look after him.”

“I never thought of that.”

John shrugged. “No one can think of everything.”

A flash of irritation went through 1zzy. Though she doubted he'd done it on purpose, she didn’t like
to be on the defensive. Not today.

“Why did you dways play me dong?’ she asked.

She was surprised a how cdm she fdt. She'd barely dept the night before and dl day long she'd
been nervoudy rehearsng what she was going to say, how she was going to sy it. But now that the
moment had come, dl her nervousness had fled. She fdt only a mdancholy resgnation indde, a sense
that something was ending, that she was bringing it to an end, but she couldn’t seem to stop hersdf.

“Because your knowing changes everything,” John said.

“What do you mean?’

“We can't meet as equas anymore. Every time you look a me now, you're going to be reminded of
how you brought me across from the before. You fed responsible for me. You think that | can’t be who
or what | want to be without affirmation from you.”

“That’s not true. | mean, | know | brought you across, but ...” She sghed. “No. You're right. That's
exactly what I'm thinking.”

“And the funny thing is, that’ s the way it isfor everyone. You can decide to cdl yoursaf Janet, but if
everybody you ever meet inggts on cdling you Izzy, then you're going to be 1zzy whether you want the
name or not. It's that way for every facet of our lives—from the way we look to the careers we choose
for oursalves. We dl depend on other people to confirm who we are and what we're doing here. The
only difference with you and me is that with us this sense of confirmation is more specific. You think |
exig because you painted meinto existence. | know that | was somewhere ese, in some before, and that
you merely cdled me over.”



“l don’t understand what you' re saying.”

“I'm saying you didn’'t make me. You just brought me here. The way you could go to Audrdia and
bring a native of that country into this one. There' s no difference. None at al.”

“Except that Augtradia s on the map.”

John nodded. “Whilein the before, thereisonly story.”

“You sad that before, thisthing about stories. First you said you came from nothing, then you said it
was judt a different kind of story from the one we' re in now.”

John looked away, over the snowy common of the Slenus Gardens.

“l don't remember the before” he said findly. “1 came here and | had a name in my head. You
painted me as a Kickaha, so | know the Kickaha. | know thar higory and ther customs. You painted
mein an urban setting, so | know this city. Everything ese | learned as our story unfolded.”

“What about Rushkin? Y ou tried to warn me againg him when we firs met.

John shook his head. “No. When we firs met on the library steps | just wanted to make a connection
with you. | didn't know what he was until later. | didn't warn you about him urtil we met in the lane
behind his sudio.”

“So what ishe?’

“A monger.”

“That'swhat he cdls you.”

An anguished ook crossed John's features. “He feeds on us, Izzy. | don’'t know how, but it has
something to do with the way he destroys the paintings that call us over.”

“But he didn’'t destroy them,” 1zzy said. “The paintings he destroyed were the copies he made, not
mine”

John shrugged. “Whatever.”

“I know my own work, John. He didn’t destroy them.”

“Y ou thought the painting fragment | showed you was your own work, t00.”

“I know. But | was wrong. | just got confused because he's so good. Natu-rdly if he' s going to copy
one of my pantings, it'd be perfect.”

“So how do you know which he burned?’

“Do you dill have those dreams you told me about?’

|zzy shook her head. “Not for afew months. Now | keep dreaming about someone looking for me”

“For you, or your paintings?’

“Me, | think,” 1zzy said; then she shrugged. “I'm not sure.”

“And have you done any pantings like the one of the treeskin a Rushkin's studio where he could
copy them?’

“No, but what does that prove?’

“It'snot just that we have a connection to you,” John told her. “Y ou have a connection to us as well.
When we die, you are aware of it. You see it happen, if only in your dreams. You used to dream about
Rushkin destroying your paintings. Now you' re dreaming about him looking for them.”

“How can that even be possble?’ 1zzy asked.

“After bringing us over from the before” John sad mildy, “you're dill aguing about what's
possble?”

“But why would Rushkin do it? | know he's got problems, a bad temper, but he' s not evil.”

“Why isit that you can't picture him as evil? Because he creates such beauti-ful works of art?”

Could that reely be the reason? |zzy thought. And was it aso the reason that she let im mistreat her
in ways she wouldn't take from any other person? Had her vaues become so twisted around that she
amply couldn’t perceive of Rush+kin as a monster because of his talent?

“Here' s another experiment you can try,” John said. “Since he can't seem to find the paintings you've
done at the professor’s greenhouse, the next time you want to cdl one of us over, do the painting a his
gudio where he won't have any trouble finding it. Leave it there for him to ‘copy.” Then wait for the
dreams to start again.”

“What an awful thing to say! | couldn’t do something like that.”



“Why not? Is it any worse than tumning a blind eye to what he does to us? We're real, 1zzy. You
might cdl us over, but once we're here, we're red. I'll grant you we're different. We don’t need to eat
and we can't dream. We don't age. Physcdly, we don't change at dl from how we're brought across.
But we're dill red.”

“Stop it!” 1zzy cried. She shook her head and turned away from him. “Y ou're mixing me al up until |
don’'t know what to bdieve anymore.”

“Y ou mean you don’'t know what you want to believe. Y ou've no problem bdieving that you're like
some little god who can bring whatever she wants to lifewith a few daubs of paint and a canvas, but not
that these creations might have a life of their own beyond your influence. And heaven help anyone who
suggests that perhaps you should take responghility for what you're doing. That perhaps your precious
Rudhkin presents a danger to us—a danger that you could avert Smply by accepting the truth and
keeping us away from him.”

It was going dl wrong, 1zzy redized. She’'d only come here tonight to try to get John to open up to
her. She hadn’t been expecting a confrontation. She' d wanted to get closer to him, but instead they were
being driven apart. When she looked a him now, she saw a stranger Sitting beside her on the bench.

“Why are you doing thisto me?’ she asked.

“I'm nat trying to do anything except get you to face up to the responghility of your actions.”

“You lied to me before when | asked you about the connection between my painting and yoursdlf.
Why should | bdlieve you now?’

“I didn't lie | just didn't tdl you the whole—"

But Izzy didn't let him finish.

“l don’'t think we should see each other anymore,” she said.

She stood up from the bench, shivering from the cold that had lodged insde her—a cold that had
nathing to do with the winter fidds lying about them. She stuck her hands in her pockets to keep them
from trembling.

“lzzy, you're teking thisdl—"

“Please. Just let me go.” Her throat fdt swollen and it was hard to get the words out. “Don't ... just
don’t come looking for me ... anymore ....”

Then she fled. Before he could see her tears. Before he could call after her. Before he could weave a
new set of liesto replace the old ones that weren't working anymore. Becauise even as she ran from him,
she wanted to bdieve the lies Wanted to pretend he'd never said any of those horrible things to her.
Wanted to be with him and everything to be like it had been before.

God hdlp her. She loved him and he wasn't even redl.

Behind her John rose from the bench. He took a few steps after her, but then hestated. He didn't
follow after her. He stood watching her go until she was no more than a tiny figure, running far down the
path, a dark, disgant speck againg the white snow.

“I never meant to fdl in love with you,” he said softly.

But she was no longer even in Sght.

Vi

You did what?' Kathy said. “How could you break up with him? | thought you were so happy with
him”

|zzy turned away from the window and gave her a miserable look. The sky had clouded over agan
on her way home and now it had started to snow once more, hig fa flakes drifting down. She wished it
were raning. Rain would suit her mood far better.

“l don’t know how it happened,” she said. “I just go so confused. And then he started lecturing me
about my responshbility to those | brought over from this ‘before’ he keeps taking about ....”

“But you do have to be respongble towards them.”

“l know that. | just didn’'t want to hear it right then. | wanted him to—I don’'t know. Confide in me, |
suppose. | wanted to understand, but not like that.”
“Then maybe you should have given him a copy of the script. How was he supposed to know?’



“You're not hdping, Kathy.”

“I'm sorry.” Kathy left the pillow where she was stting and settled down beside Izzy. “It's just dl s0
weird. | can hardly believe any of it sred.”

“You saw Paddyjack.”

“True. But John—he never seemed any different from the rest of us, you know? And he' sredly got it
infor Rushkin, doesn't he?’

|zzy nodded. “Thethingis ..... |1zzy hesitated. She'd never told Kathy about the violence in Rushkin's
persondity. She'd never told anyone. She knew the flaw in Rushkin, but she 4ill couldn’'t help but fed
that the violence was dso somehow her own fault. Thet if she could only be better, he wouldn't get so
med at her.

“You just don't seeit,” Kathy finished for her.

“l guess. But John never lies”

“Not that you know of.”

It was like taking_to John about Rushkin, Izzy thought. That same confu-son of, who do you
believe?

“Everyone has secret landscapes indde them,” Kathy said. “Thereé's no way to tdl how deep they
go.”

“Wha do you mean by that?’

“It' sjust another way of saying ‘gill waters run deep.’” All we know about each other is that face we
present to the world. Insde we could be anything. Anybody.”

“So who's the red villan?’ 1zzy wanted to know. “John or Rushkin?’

“Lover or mentor.”

“Or maybe it's me. Since I'm the one bringing people across from this otherworld. Maybe I’'m the
villan.”

“Never avillan,” Kathy assured her. “But maybe there is no otherworld-at least not in the sense that
dther of them are tdling you. Maybe you' re bring-ing them up out of yoursdf.”

“l don't get it.”

“Maybe they come from those secret landscapes,” Kathy said. “The place where we go when we
dream. The place where the muses whigper to us and we bring back the inspiration for our art. Accepting
megic as a given, if you can bring back ingpiration, then why not an actud manifestation of that
ingpiraion?’

“But that doesn't make any sense.”

“And painting a nonexistent person’s portrait and so making them rea does?’

“l don’'t know,” 1zzy said. “1 don't even think | care. | just wish | could turn back time to before ...
before this evening ever happened.”

Aslzzy’s eyesfilled with tears, Kathy put an am around her. Izzy burrowed her face in the crook of
Kahy’ s shoulder and began to cry. When shefindly sat up again, Kathy took a Kleenex tissue from out
of her deave and passed it over. 1zzy blew her nose.

“Thewordt thing is,” she managed after a while, “I’ve got no way to get hold of hm so | can’t even
tdl him | was wrong, or that I'm sorry or anything.”

“If he loves you, heéll be back.”

|zzy shook her head. “You don't understand. | cdled him a liar. He told me once that his word was
the only currency he had that was of any worth. He's got too much pride to come back to me. Don't you
see? I’'m never going to seehim again. | told him not to ever see me agan.”

When she started to cry again, Kathy drew her back into her arms.

“Oh, ma bdle 1zzy,” she sad, the words getting lost in 1zzy’s hair. “What are we going to do for
you?”
Thistime when she stopped crying, Izzy let her roommate lead her into her bedroom.

“Do you want me to keep you company for awhile?” Kathy asked.

|zzy shook her head. “Could you ... could you take the painting out of my closet and lean it up
agang the wdl where | can seeit?’



Kathy looked in the closet and found The Spirit Is Strong standing in among a stack of papers and
hardwood pands.

“Are you sure thisis such agood idea? she asked as she pulled it out. “It'sdl I've got left of him.”

After propping the painting up againg the wall, Kathy stood there for a long moment before kneding
down beside 1zzy’ s mattress. She smoothed the har back from 1zzy’s brow and gave the exposed skin a
kiss.

“Cdl meif you need anything,” she said.

|zzy nodded. She waited until Kathy had Ieft the room; then she pressed her face into her pillow and
started to cry once more. It took her a long time to fal adeep; when she did, she found no comfort in
dream.

It began innocuoudy enough. She was outside, waking through the fdling snow, the whole aty
muffled in slence. Even when a cab passed her on the street, the sound of its motor was muted. No one
else seemed to be abroad, arare occurrence in this part of town. Even when the deep frosts settled onto
the city, there were aways one or two hardy souls to be found out and about on Waterhouse Strest.

But tonight she had it to hersdf. She walked down Waterhouse to Lee Street. Perry’s Diner was
closed, the windows dark. Only the neon 9gn was lit above the front door. When she looked up and
down Lee, there were no cars, no pedestrians. The clubs, the restaurants and stores were dl closed. The
snow continued to fdl, thick and fast. Underfoot it was gathering into lazy drifts that spun across the
width of the street, the snow pushed and whirled in amdl der-vishing twisters by arisng wind.

She didn't know why she turned into the dleyway just past the diner. Her feet seemed to know
where they wanted to go and she was content to follow, but her complacency died in her chest when she
entered the mouth of the dley and looked down its length. There, on the landing of a fire escape that
seemed to have been taken directly from her painting, was the winged cat. But it wasn't the presence of
the cat that woke the sudden terror in her. At the bottom of the fire escape, haf-hidden by the swirling
snow, a squat hooded figure holding a cross-bow was cregping up its metd steps. The cat watched the
figure rise up toward it, the tip of itstall flicking nervoudy with a rattling sound.

“No!” lzzy cried.

But she was too late. Before the word Ieft her throat, the crossbow had been fired. Its shaft plunged
into the cat’s chest just as it was spreading its wings in flight. The impact of the blow drove it back
agand the gde of the fire escape. Izzy stared in horror. The crossbow shaft protruded from the tiny
creature’ s chest—a giff, unnaturd additiona limb. There was no blood. Just the limp form of the cat,
gorawled in the snow. A living, bresthing piece of megic reduced to dead flesh. And the figure, head
turning now toward 1zzy, features hidden under the shadow of its hood.

|zzy fled. She ran down Lee Street, sumbling through the snow, until she collgpsed in the doorway of
agrocer’s. There she pressed her face againg the cold glass of the display window, her eyes open wide,
because if she closed them, the winged cat’s death would play out again in her mind's eye. She tried to
think of something else, but that only brought John back to mind. John. The wild skdtering of her
thoughts dowed down as something occurred to her. She reemembered something he'd said to her
ealier in the evening and heard his voice repegting it now as dearly asif he were sanding right beside her
instead of only in her memory.

Do you dill have those dreams you told me about?

|zzy graightened up from the window. She looked out & Lee Street through the fdling snow.
Dreams. Thiswas just a dream. An awful, horrible dream, but thet was dl. The winged cat wasn't dead
because the panting was safe in the Grumbling Greenhouse Studio where no one could harm it. No one
even knew it existed, except for Kathy, and she'd only learned about it tonight.

Standing up, Izzy made her way back out onto the sdewak. There was no red danger to anyone
she'd brought across from John's before. This was only hagppening because John had woken the fear of it
in her, not because she was dreaming her creations actud deaths. It was dl “what if"—her mind playing
out her fears while she was safely adeep in her bed and the paintings were hidden away, three of them in
the greenhouse, John'sin her bedroom.

She started back toward the dleyway. It was harder going because the wind was againg her and the



snow on the pavement seemed to have risen another foot snce she'd fled down it what seemed like only
moments before. Her earlier footprints were aready filled, the drifts stretching smooth and unmarred.
When she reached the dley and looked down its length to the fire escape, there was no sgn of ether the
winged cat’s corpse or the strange little hooded man with the crossbow.

Turning, she made her way past the diner and started back up Waterhouse Street once more. Just a
dream, she told hersdf as the wind got in under her coat. Her feet fdt like blocks of ice in her boots, her
cheeks bright red with the cold. But weren't you supposed to wake up from a dream, once you knew
you were dreaming?

She had to laugh at hersdlf. Yeah, right. It wasn't as though there were rules to dreaming. Dreams
were the place where anything could happen. You could play out your fears, or live out a fantasy, but
none of it was redl. And it dl happened & its own pace. It wasn't as though you could control what you
dreamed. She'd heard of people who could, but she'd dways put that down to their smply having a
good imagindtion. They weren't redly contralling their dreams—they’d smply convinced themsalves that
daydreams were red dreams.

The next time she went to the library, she decided, she'd pick up a book on dreaming. Maybe she
should just do that now. Dream hersdf walking over to the Lower Crowsea Public Library and checking
out a book. She could dream hersdf reading it and who knows what her subconscious would make it
say. Except, knowing her luck, she'd dso dream that the librarian at thistime of night—never mind that in
the real world the library wasn't open past nine—was Professor Dappl€e’s unpleasant mansarvant. He'd
probably hit her on the head with the book, rather than let her take it out.

She became aware of a sound then, redizing that she'd been hearing it for some time—it just hadn't
registered until now. Tick-tappa-tappa-tick-tick-tappa-tick ...

It was like the sound of gticks, rhythmicaly dacking againgt each other. Smple wooden clappers. It
was odd to hear them here, ticking and tapping so dearly in the hush that the snowfdl had placed upon
the aity.

... tick-tick-tappa-tick-tappa-tappa ...

She hesitated for a moment, then followed the strange sound. It led her down the driveway where
Kathy had firg seen Paddyjack—now that she had read Kathy's story, the little man would aways be
Paddyjack to her. The snow was even deeper here, in between the buildings, and she found hersdf
wishing for the snowshoes that she used to wear back home on the idand when she went exploring in the
winter fidds Asit was, she made her dow way down to the end of the driveway to where a ramshackle
garage leaned precarioudy againg its neighbor. In the summer it was overhung with grapevines, tonight it
was the heavy snowfdl that blurred its shape.

Sill fallowing the curious tick-tappa-ticking, she dogged through the narrow path between the two
garages and out onto the old carriage lane that lay behind the buildings of Waterhouse Street, separating
its properties from the ones on the street one block north. The lane was choked with thigh-high drifts, but
|zzy forced her way through them urtil the lane took her to just behind the building where she and Kathy
lived.

Thinking of the little creature from her painting as she had been earlier, she wasn't at dl surprised to
find that it was him making the tick-tappa sound. He was crouched up on the fire escape beside her
bedroom window, tapping the knobby twiglike fingers of hisright hand againgt the forearm of hisleft arm.
Therallings of the fire escape had dl been festooned with torn lengths of long narrow strips of doth that
seemed to have been dyed from a paette of bright primary and secondary colors. Red and ydlow and
blue. Orange and green and violet. Attached to the fire escape, they were like the streamers of some
Maypole gone dl askew, fluttering and dancing in the wind as if they were actudly keeping time to the
strange, dmost meodic rhythm that Paddyjack was cdling up, fin-gers rap-a-tapping agang hisarm.

Tick-tappa-tappa-tick-tick-tappa-tick ...

|zzy was enchanted—by both the scene and the sound. She fdt jugt as if she'd stepped into some
winter fairy tae, courtesy of her own and Kathy’s imaginations, rather than the more traditiond ones
collected by Lang or Grimm. The little treeskin’s presence seemed dl the more precious for being here in
the middle of the city, with the snowy winds blowing and the streets dl hushed except for the lovely musc



he woke, fingers on limb.

... tick-tick-tappa-tick-tappa-tappa ...

Now if she could only figure out what he was doing. Though why should he have to be doing
anything? she immediatdy asked hersdf: Couldn’'t what he was doing be as naturd as birdsong in the
soring, the cicadain summer, the geese flying overhead on a crisp autumn day?

Granted, she thought. But then why appear outside her bedroom window? Why the ribbons?

She wondered if he' d talk to he—if he could even talk. Perhaps the only sound he could make was
the rhythm he played on his body.

There was only one way to find out.

The andl metd gate leading into the backyard behind her building was too bogged down in
snowdrifts to open properly, so she moved toward the short chain-link fence separating the lane from the
yard, planning to dimb over it. And then, hands on the meta bar that ran dong the top of the fence, she
saw him again—the little hooded figure with his crossbow, cregping dong the sde of the building where
the snow was less deep.

Not thistime, she thought, hauling herself over the fence. Her heartbeat went into double-time as she
floundered through the snow. She opened her mouth to cry out a warning to Paddyjack, but before she
could make a sound, his rescue was taken out of her hands.

Another figure appeared behind the fird, legping upon the hooded man and wresting the crossbow
from his grip. It was John, 1zzy redized, as he tossed the crossbow into the deep snow of the backyard.
The hooded figure threw a punch a him, but John eesily deflected the blow. He struck back, dropping
the man to his knees.

The whole scuffle took place in a drange slence. When John had legpt on the hooded man,
Paddyjack had left off his tick-tappa-tapping. Now he clambered quickly down the fire escape. The
sow didn’'t seem to dow ether im or John down. It was dmog as though they could walk over its
surface, they moved with such ease.

“John!” Izzy cried, when she redlized that the two were leaving.

He turned to look at her and the coldnessin his eyes struck a deeper chill in Izzy than might have any
amount of wind and snow. He hdd her gaze for a long moment before he turned away again. Taking
Paddyjack by the hand, he led the little treeskin off into the night, leaving |zzy done in her backyard.
Alone with the snow and the ssorm—and the hooded man, who had made it back onto his feet once
more. Except his hood had fdlen back from his face and now she could see that it was Rushkin standing
there by the sde of her building. Rushkin with the Hiff corpse of a winged cat hanging from his belt.
Rushkin glowering a her with dl the fury of one of his towering rages digorting his features. When he
started for her, 1zzy scrambled backward in the snow, trying to get away, but her legs were dl entangled
and she—

—woke in her bed with the sheets dl wound about her legs, her bresth coming in sharp, sudden
gasps. The T-shirt she was wearing dung damply to her skin. She stared wild-eyed about her bedroom,
expecting Rushkin to come lurching out of the shadows & any moment, crossbow in hand. But there was
no one wating for her in the darkness—only her painting of John.

She looked at it and her chest went tight. Just a dream, she told hersdlf, as she had earlier, when she
was dreaming that she was out wandering on snowy Lee Street. But the look in John's eyes before he
left with Paddyjack remained im-printed in her memory. The coldness of it. And behind that coldness, the
hurt, the ache that twinned her own, al wrapped around with an unfamiliar anger that she'd never seen in
hm before.

| put that there, she thought before remembering again that it was only a dream. But it had dl seemed
o very red.

|zzy dowly disentangled her legs from the sheets, then wrapped them around her as she began to
shiver. She pulled the sheets free from the end of her mattress and got up, traling them behind her as she
made her way to the window. She went to look at the night and the snow outside her window, to tear her
gaze away from the painting at the foot of her mattress and dl the hurt that looking at it cdled up in her.
She wasn't expecting the ribbons to actudly be there—dozens of bright, colored ribbons, narrow



streamers of torn cloth fluttering in the wind.

She stared at them for a long time before she findly turned back to her bedroom. Dropping the
sheets, she put on her jeans and a swester, two pairs of socks, another sweeter. Her fingers fumbled with
the latch at the window, got it open. She gasped at the blast of cold ar that burst in. Her face and hair
were white in moments as a cloud of twiding snow was blown over her. Brushing the snow from her face
with the back of her hand, she clambered out the window, socked feet snking into the deep snow.

She looked out at the backyard, but there was no sgn of her passage through the snow—just as
there was no 9gn of Paddyjack’s presence in the snow that lay so thick on the fire escape. There were
only the ribbons. She untied them, one by one, suffing them into the pockets of her jeans until she'd
collected them dl. Only then did she return to her bedroom and shut the window on the storm.

After changing into dry clothes, she took the ribbons and laid them out on her mattress. She hesitated
for a moment, looking at her painting of John. His expresson seemed to have changed from the one
she'd painted to one of recrim-ination. Shivering again, she put the panting back into the closet and
turned on alight. She blinked in the sudden glare until her eyes adjusted to the brightness.

All these ribbons.

She fingered each one, rearranged them on her mattress in varying patterns, let them dry. After a
while she began to weave them into bracelets, just like the ones she’'d made in summers on the idand
udng scraps of lesther and cloth, sometimes vines or the long sems of grasses and weeds. When she'd
used dl the ribbons up she had three doth bracelets lying on her mattress in place of the scattering of torn
cloth. She stared a them, unsure as to why she'd fdt compelled to do what she'd just done, then put one
on. The other two she stored away in her backpack, suffing them deep down under her sketchbook,
paint box, pen-cils and the other art supplies that she toted around with her.

It was only then, tumning the bracelet around and around on her wrig, that she tried to work out
exactly what had happened tonight. What was the dream and what was real? Beyond the ribbons, was
any of it read? Rushkin hunting her creations with a crossbow, the winged cat hanging dead from his belt.
John standing up to him. He and Paddyjack fleaing into the night. And she hersdlf, both desping in her
bed and out there in the storm. She couldn’t have been doing both. It had to be one or the other. Since
she' d woken in her own bed, it had dl been a dream.

Except for the ribbons.

Shefdl adeep without meking any sense of it a dl. Fel adeep with the light on, banishing shadows,
and the fingers of her left hand hooked under the cloth bracelet she wore on her right wrist. She dept
fitfully, waking before her darm clock sounded, but at least she didn’'t dream again that night.

VI

The ribbon bracelets 1zzy had made the night before were 4ill there in the morning, one on her wrig,
the two others a the bottom of her backpack. She took them out and studied them in the morning light,
gtting up on her win-dowsill, turning them round and round between her fingers. The interweaving of the
brightly colored ribbons created a muted kal eidoscope effect, a pleasng, random pattern thet was dl the
more enchanting when she held them up againg the view outside her window, the colors standing out in
bright counterpoint to the panorama of white snow that the storm had left behind the night before.

After awhile she took the best two of the three and put them into an enve-lope. She wrote “For
Paddyjack and John” on the outside. Braving the cold, she opened her window just wide enough so that
she could lean out and tie the envelope to theraling of the fire escape. She closed the window and eyed
her offering, shivering from her brief encounter with the weether. It seemed to have dropped another
dozen degrees now that the ssorm had moved on.

She dill was't sure about the ribbons—if they meant that last night's dream had been a true
experience, with the ribbons appearance sarving as surety, or if the dream had smply been a warning to
her from her subconscious concerning the fragility of her creations existence in this world and finding the
ribbons on her fire escape had been no more than one of those odd moments of syn-chronicity that
carried only as much weight as one was willing to invest in them.

And redly. Couldn’'t anyone have tied them to the fire escape? She hadn’t looked out her window



last night—not when she got home, not when she went to bed, not until after she'd had the dream. They
could have been there dl the time. For dl she knew, Kathy could have put them there. Lord knew,
Kathy could get some quirky ideas—get them, and follow up on them.

It was possible, 1zzy supposed, but then dl she had to do was close her eyes and she would hear the
tick-tappa-tapping of Paddyjack’s fingers on his forearm, could see him gtting there on the fire escape
in the fdling snow, with the ribbons fluttering dl around him, ther wind-driven dance perfectly
synchronized to the rhythm he was cdling up. And then she remembered the silence, fast-forwarding her
memory through Rushkin's attack, until the image thét findly lay in her mind was of Paddyjack and John,
waking hand in hand, down the lane, over the snow, away ....

|zzy shook her head. No, she didn't want to remember that, because then she'd see agan the
coldnessin John's eyes.

Sghing, she refastened the remaining bracelet back onto her wrist and left her seat by the window.
Kathy wasn't up yet, so she had a quick breskfast of dry cereal and black coffee—she had to remember
to buy some milk on the way home today—collected her backpack and left the apartment. Even bundled
up as she was, the cold hit her like a shock when she stepped outside. She tried to adjust to the chill by
shovding the walk, but by the time she had walked hdfway to Professor Dapple's house, the cold had
crept in under her coat and seeped through her boots and mittens. She was completely chilled when she
findly arrived a the Grumbling Greenhouse Studio.

She fdt a twinge of guilt as she unlocked the door. She was actudly due a Rushkin's place this
morning, but first she had to see for hersdf that the paint-ings were dill safe. She couldn’t seem to escape
that question John had asked her in the park.

Do you 4till have those dreams you told me about?

The one she'd had lagt night was far different from the dreams of fire she'd been having the previous
year, or the more recent ones of someone looking for her, but it had il involved danger to her creations.
She was certain the paint-ings were safe. How could they be anything ese but? No one knew about
them except for her and Kathy—and of course, Jlly. But she dill had to see them for hersdf

No one was up yet at the professor’s, but 1zzy was too cold to shovd his walks as wel. Let Olaf do
that—it would give hm something concrete to grum-ble about. She kicked away a the drift that was
piled up againg the studio door until she could get it open, then dipped indde and savored the warmth.
The windows were dl patterned with frost and she took a moment to admire them before she got up the
courage to take her paintings out from under the table where she had stored them. They were dill there,
dl three of them, not one of them damaged. She lined them up in arow on the lower canvas holder of her
easd, judt as she'd done the night she finished Rattle and Wings, and stood back to look at them. It was
only then that she saw that something was wrong.

Paddyjack was fing, but her fanaful ladybug with its tiny humen face and the winged cat had
undergone a sgnificant change since the last time she' d looked at them. Both paintings had logt the vitdity
she remembered them having. The main figures seemed to blend into the background now, and dl the
highlights and contrasts that had made them come dive were gone, dminishing their sense of presence.
The colors had gone from vibrant to muddy and even the composi-tions themsdves seemed to suffer.

She wished now that she had shown them to someone ese before. It was too easy to bdieve that she
amply hadn’t gotten them right in the firgt place, despite her memory to the contrary. But paintings didn’t
lose thar vitdity just like that. Oils didn’t lose ther vibrancy and become dulled in such a way over the
passage of a couple of months.

Animage flashed in her mind: the smdl hooded figure with his crossbow. Fring. The quarre griking
the winged cat where it was perched on the fire escape and driving it back againg the wall with the force
of itsimpact ...

Jugt a dream, she told hersdf.

But her fingers strayed to the bracelet on her wridt.

No, she thought. Even if Rushkin were responsible, even if he had been out there in the storm last
night, hunting down her creations, how could she have dreamed about it hgppening? She wasn't
clarvoyant—not even close. Except ... bringing her cregtions over in the fird place, that was an act of



megic dl initsdf. If that was possible, then why not something else? If the borders of redity were going
to tear, why should they tear dong some tidy little perforation? This was possible now, but this was 4ill
impossible—everything negtly contained within its own particular box, changed, perhaps, but Hill safe,
dill contained.

If only she had someone to help her understand the perimeters of this new world she found hersdf in,
someone to show her which parts she could ill count on and which had changed. But the only person
she'd had was John, and she' d driven him away. Even though his conversations could be so ambiguous,
ghe dill fdt certain that he meant her no harm. There was no one ese she could trus—no one with the
necessary knowledge. In the magica borderland she now found hersdf in there was only John. John and
Rushkin.

She saw the crossbow quarrdl again, the flash of its feathers before it plunged into the winged cat’s
chest ....

It was just a dream, she told hersdlf; as though repetition would make it true. The paintings in front of
her seemed to say otherwise, but she didn’'t know whét to think anymore. Rushkin was the one who had
shown her how to bring her creetions across from the otherworld in the firg place. Why should he mean
them harm? Why should he mean her harm?

In the end, she redized she had no one ese to whom she could turn. She left her paintings on the
easdl and locked up the studio, trudging off through the cold and the snow to the coach house, where
Rushkin would be waiting for her. He' d be angry, yes, but only because she was late, she told hersdf. He
waan't her enemy. He might be John’s, but Rushkin had taught her too much, he had too much light
ingde himsdf that he was willing to share with her, for 1zzy to be able to consider him her enemy as well.

But anger was an understatement, |zzy redized as she stepped out of the cold into Rushkin's
coach-house studio. Rushkin was in one of his rages. She started to back out the door before he could
hit her, but he was too quick. He grabbed her by one arm and spun her back into the studio. When he let
go, 1zzy floun-dered for baance and crashed into her easd, fdling to the floor with it under her.

“How dare you soy on me?’ he shouted.

He crossed the room as 1zzy tried to get back to her feet, but the straps of her backpack had gotten
entangled with her easdl and she couldn’t free hersdf in time. Rushkin kicked at her, the toe of his shoe
caching her firg in the thigh, then in the somach, then on the sde of her head. She cried out from the
pain.
“You filthy little sneak!” Rushkin cried. “ After dl I’ ve done for you.”

He continued to kick at her. When she findly got hersdf free from her backpack and tried to rise, he
hit her with hisfigts, driving her back down again. Findly al she could do was curl up into as smdl a bl
as she could make of hersdf and try to ride out the storm of his anger. Rushkin ranted and flaled at her,
hitting hisfists againgt the Sides of the easd as often as he hit her. She could make no sense of what the
betrayds were that he was shouting about. After a while, she didn’'t care. All she wanted was for the
hurting to stop. But then, when his rage findly did run its course, he fdl to his knees in front of her and
began to weep.

“Oh no, Isabdle” he moaned. “What have | done? What have | done? How can you ever forgive

No, I1zzy thought. Therell be no forgiveness thistime. But she couldn’t seem to tak. Her mouth was
swoallen, her lips bruised. There was't a part of her body thet didn’t ache. Every breath she took woke a
piercing ditch of painin her sde.

With fumbling fingers she pushed hersdf away from the easdl and tried to stand. She only got as far
as her knees. She crouched there on the floor, regard-ing Rushkin through a flood of tears, both of them
kneding as though they were supplicantsin a church of pain.

“Go,” he told her in a broken voice. “Get away. Now. While you can. Before the madness takes
hold of me again.”

She wanted to move, but it hurt too much. “I ... | can't ....”

She flinched when he rose to his feet and reached for her. He hauled her up and hdf carried, hdf
dragged her toward the door. The gust of cold ar that hit her face when he opened the door helped to



revive her alittle, but everything seemed to spinin her Sght as he pushed her outside. Shefdl in the snow
on the landing, unable to make her way down the stairs. When the door opened behind her again, she
ducked her head, but not intime.

“Gol” Rushkin cried, and he flung her backpack at her.

The weght of it hitting her was enough to knock her away from the landing and she went tumbling
down the stairs with only the snow to cushion her fdl as she hit the various steps on her way down. The
fdl seemed to take forever, but findly she reached the bottom. She lay there in the snow, trying to
breathe as shdlowly as she could to stop the fierce pain in her sde. She looked up when the door
dammed above her, but her vison was so blurred that she couldn’'t see athing.

She pulled hersdf up into a gtting pogtion by grabbing hold of the bottom rall, then bent over agan
to vomit up the remains of her breakfast. Her head drooped until it was amogt touching the foul-smelling
puddie. It seemed hours before she could move once more. She shivered as much from the cold as from
shock and findly managed to make it to her feet.

She didn't think she'd ever make it home. She fdl three times on the way, but no one helped her.
Everyone who passed by stepped around her, avoided looking a her. They probably thought she was
drunk, or stoned. Whenever she could get up and move, she sumbled aong, holding on to the sdes of
buildings with one hand, dragging her backpack with the other. She didn't know why she didn't just
leaveit behind, but she couldn’'t seem to open her hand enough to let it fdl. Thoughts were too hard to
form clearly, but she got the strange idea thet if she let go of the backpack, she'd be leting go of
evarything. She' d never get home, never survive, never stop hurting.

So she clutched her backpack and dragged hersdf dong, one painful step a atime.

Vi

Kahy wasin her bedroom, working on a new story, when a weak thumping on the front door of the
gpartment brought her out to investigate the source of the sound. She opened the door and at firg didn't
recognize the amdl figure leening up againg the doorjamb, arms wrapped around hersdf, backpack
traling onto the ground by her feet. It was't until 1zzy lifted her head that Kathy redized who it was. It
took her amoment longer for Izzy' s battered condition to register on her.

“Sorry,” 1zzy mumbled. “Couldn’t ... find ... my key ....”

“My god!” Kathy cried. “What happened to you?’

|zzy tried to focus as three or four images of her roommate’s face did a dow spin in her blurry gaze.
All the Kathys looked worried, so she attempted a smile to assure them that it wasn't as bad as it
looked, that she just wanted to have abit of a lie down, redly, and then she'd be fine, but her lips were
0 diff from the cold, so bruised and swollen from the beating and subsequent fdls, that after those firg
few words she couldn’t do much more than speak in monosyllables.

“Got ... got mugged,” she managed.

Now why did she say that? she found hersdf wondering. Why didn’'t she just tdl the truth? But what
was the truth? The harder she tried, the less she could remember of what had happened. Memory and
last night's dreams were dl mixed up in her head. Rushkin and John and Paddyjack. Rushkin attacking
her, Rushkin attacking Paddyjack, John attacking Rushkin. Crossbow quarrels and dead cats with wings
and ribbons fluttering in a crazy pattern that sounded like someone going tap-tap-tap againg a hollow
gick. Fling down aflight of sairsinto the snow. Had that been her, or Paddyjack? Or both of them?

‘just need ... need to ... to lie down,” she mumbled through her swallen lips “Thasdl.”

And then she collapsed into Kathy’s arms.

As Kathy carefully pulled her into the gpartment and stretched her out on the carpet, 1zzy’s fingers
findly relaxed enough to let go of her backpack. What happened next took place in a blur of digointed
images and sounds. 1zzy kept fading in and out of consciousness, feding like someone working a faulty
radio did who couldn’t quite tune into the staion she was looking for. She heard Kathy on the phone.
She thought she remembered riding in the ambulance. She was sure she'd been luad while the doctor
was taking to her, but then why had the doctor looked exactly like Jlly? She closed her eyes so that she
only had to ligen.



“—couple of cracked ribs, multiple bruises, mild concusson,” the Jlly/doc-tor was saying in a
Pakigtani accent.

It was like she was ticking off items on a grocery lig, 1zzy thought. Standing ingde Injuries ‘R.” Us,
saying, And yes, I'll have one of those broken arms, too, but only if they’re fresh.

“You say she was mugged?’ the doctor went on.

“That'swhat she said.”

Kathy’'s voice, responding. It sounded as though it came from very far awvay. The other side of the
room. The other Sde of the city.

“Have you spoken to the police?”’

“God, | hadn’t even thought of it. Is she going to be okay?’

“We'd like to keep her in for observation overnight, but | think with a little rest she'll soon be back
onher..”

The dation in Izzy's head faded out again. It went to dtatic, then blank. The next time she woke up
she wasin a hospital room. She stared up at the white-tiled cdling and tried to remember what she was
doing here. Behind her tem-ples, a gang of little men appeared to have been commissoned by someone
to dismantle her brain. She could fed the demalition bal swinging back and forth, crashing into either sde
of her head with a throbbing regularity. Then the image changed and it waan't little men insde her head,
but a gang of teenage boys, surprisng her in the lane by Rushkin's studio, laughing as they knocked her
down and then started to kick her ...

The mugging, she thought. That's why she was here. She'd been mugged. She could remember
curling up into as amdl a bal as she could, trying to shidd hersdf from the blows, trying to survive. No
wonder she fdt the way she did. Every part of her body bruised and her head filled with this awful
gtabbing pain.

She wondered if there were any painkillers on her bedside table. Sowly turning her heed, she found
Kathy instead, dozing on the chair beside her bed. Kathy's eyes flickered open as though sensng Izzy's
gaze upon her.

“How long have you been gtting there?” |zzy asked.

Her lips were dill swollen and her mouth and jaw 4ill hurt, but she could talk at least. She had a
vague memory of standing in the hdlway of their gpart-ment and not being able to shape anything but the
smplest of words.

“All night,” Kathy replied. “But | dept through mogt of it. How' re you doing?’

“Okay, | guess. My head hurts”

“l don’'t wonder.”

|zzy looked down at the length of her body, at the shape it made under the bedding that the hospita
hed provided.

“Is ... isanything broken?’ she asked. She found she was too scared to try to move an am or aleg.

Kathy shook her head. “Everything' s dill there—bruised, but otherwise fine”

“l guess | was lucky.”

Kathy sat on the Sde of the bed and gave her a gentle hug. “Oh, ma belle 1zzy,” she said softly. “You
gave me such a scare.”

“You and me both.”

IX

The two detectives in charge of 1zzy’s case came by to take her statement while she and Kathy were
shaing Izzy's lunch. They were both big men, looming impossibly tadl and bulky above the bed in their
rumpled suits. 1zzy could sense Kathy's protective indinct brisle as they introduced themsdves,
remembering Rochdl€'s experience, but the one who did dl the taking proved to be soft-spoken and
polite and 1zzy fet there was a genuine concern behind his ques-tions. When she gpologized and
explained that she couldn’t redlly tdl them much, they didn’t seem to be particularly surprised.

“It sdl right,” the detective assured her. “I think most people finding them-sdves in the Stuaion you
did would consder themsdves lucky to remember ther own names never mind retan a useful



description of their assailants”

Stll, 1zzy tried. She closed her eyes, trying to cdl up a clear image of the kids who'd attacked her,
but it was no use. Although she could make out their shapes, their faces were dl an indigtinguisheble blur.
The memory of their attack woke afit of shivers.

“The important thing to concentrate on now,” the detective went on, “is to get better. Everything else
we can ded with later.”

Before they I€ft, her doctor, an atractive Pakistani woman who didn't look at dl like Jlly this time,
came by to check in on her, making for quite a crowd around Izzy's bed. The detective who had done
mog of the talking left her his card with ingtructions for her to give him a cdl if she remembered anything
ese. He dso wanted to set up an gppointment for her to come down to the precinct to go through the
mug books, but her doctor said that would have to wait afew days. 1zzy was happy to follow her orders;
the last thing she wanted to do was look at page after page of pictures of criminds.

The detectives |eft. The doctor Ieft. And findly, 1zzy was dlowed to leave as well.

She was discharged from the hospitd later that afternoon. When a nurse and Kathy took her down in
the whedchair, 1zzy found hersdf blinking like a mole in the glare of the bright sun on the snow. After a
few moments she redized tha Alan and Jlly were wating for them at the front door with Alan’'s
Volkswagen bug. They treated her with the exaggerated concern that friends will offer to the sick, and
she would have been roydly embarrassed if she hadn't fdt so anful. Her headache had subsided to a
muted throb, but that seemed smdl consolation because every other part of her body hurt every time she
moved or took a breath. She was so swollen and bruised she hadn’t recognized hersdf when she looked
inthe bathroom mirror before she left her room.

“Now you know how you'd look if you put on afew pounds,” Kathy had joked.

“And gone punk with my makeup.”

“Morbidly punk. But maybe it suits you. | think the ydlowish green bruises bring out a green in your
eyes. And black’s dways been your color.” 1zzy would have given her a whack, but she fdt too wesak.

“Let’sjust go home” she said.

For once she gat to gt in the front seat without there being a long discussion as to who had sat there
the last time, and considering how much taler Kathy was, she redly deserved the extra legroom.

“It' slike what happened to Rochelle dl over again,” Jlly said from the backseat once they were on
thar way.

But 1zzy shook her head. “No, | just got beat up.”

“And the cops were dmost human,” Kathy said.

|zzy started to drift off as the conversation turned to what shits the police usudly were. An image of
her attackers floated into her mind as she dozed, but she could make out their faces now. They dl looked
like Rushkin, which didn't make any sense at dl. She woke when they arrived at the Waterhouse Street
gpartment, desperately dutching the braided-ribbon bracelet on her wridt.

“Did you tie ribbons on the fire escape outsde my window the other nignt?’ she asked Kathy later,
when the two of them were donein her bed-room.

“Ribbons? What kind of ribbons?’

|zzy gave her alittle shrug. “I don't know. | guessit was something | dreamed.”

Like she'd dreamed Rushkin killing her winged cat. Attacking Paddyjack. Attacking her ...

Except the ribbons were real—she had the proof on her wrist. When Kathy findly left her so that she
could deep, she managed to shuffle her way to the window. The envelope with the other two bracelets
she/d put in it was gone. She pressed her face againg the icy windowpane.

“I didn’t mean what | said,” she whispered, her breath froding the glass. “I don't care what you are.
| love you too much to ever redly send you away.”

There was no reply. John didn’'t come waking down the dley and dimb up the fire escape to be with
her, appearing a that exact moment the way he dways did when she wanted to be with him. But then she
hadn’t been expecting areply. She didn’t expect to ever see him again.

Tha was the second of many nights that she cried hersdf to deep over what she'd lost by sending
hm away.



X

Newford, April 1975

Of dl her friends, Rushkin and John were the only ones who didn’'t come by to vist her a one point
or another while she was convaescing in the Waterhouse Street gpartment. A regular stream of vigtors
werein and out of the place for the whole of the three weeks she was cooped up—never say-ing long
enough to tire her out; just letting her know that they were think-ing of her. Even Albina came by.

But she never heard from John. She did hear from Rushkin. Though in some ways she thought he
needn’'t have bothered. He sent a letter that had nothing to say about what had happened to her or that
he hoped she'd get wel soon. Rushkin, it seemed, was having his own problems:

Isabelle,

As you understand, | mus go away for a time. | hope you will con-tinue to use the studio in my
absence. | have left akey for you, under the clay flowerpot by the back door.

| can’t say how long I will be, but | promise to contact you before | return so that, should you wish,
you will not have to see me. If this should be the case, | will understand. My behavior has been
unforgiv-able.

Y ours, in humility, Vincent

But she didn’t understand. Not what Rushkin was referring to. Nor why John had once been able to
appear whenever she needed him, week after week, for so many months, as though he could read the
need asit quickened in her heart, but that he could no longer read it now.

She was drad that she'd inadvertently sent him back into the otherworld from which her art had
brought him. The painting remained unchanged, it dill retained its vitdity, but John himsdf might as well
never have existed.

She vowed, in the days as she dowly mended, to bring no more beings across from the before. John
hed been right. Who was she to play god? Who was she to bring an innocent such as Paddyjack across
and then abandon himin the unfa-miliar streets of the city? But Kathy disagreed.

“You told me yoursdf,” she argued. “You don't force them to come across. All you do is open the
door for them. Y ou offer them the posshbility of a shape or a form as rendered in one of your paintings,
but they’ re the ones who choose whether or not they find it agreeable. They decide if they want to dimb
into the skin you' ve made for them, not you.”

“But if it's dangerous for them ...”

“Ma bdlle Izzy, it's no more dangerous for them than it isfor us. For dl we know, that's the way we
come into being as well, but we smply don’t remem-ber it. Maybe we were dl no more than bits of spirit
floating around somewhere and insteed of checking out a painting, we got to decide whether or not we
wanted to dip ingde our mothers wombs.”

“But I'm not God,” 1zzy said. “I can't assume that kind of respongbility.”

“I'm not saying you are.”

“But how can | be responsble for them al?’

“That's where | disagree with John,” Kathy said. “I mean, it'd be no differ-ent from how it works
with us. You get born and then you're pretty much left to make your own way through life”

“That’s not true. We have parents to help us through the formative years.”

“Not dl of usdo.”

“You know what | mean,” 1zzy sad.

“Of course | do. But the difference here is that the beings you bring into existence are aready mature,
Think of what John was like. If you want to play it safe, just don’t paint any infants or children.”

|zzy shook her head. “1 don't know ....”

“Nobody can force you to do it,” Kathy said. “1’m not trying to force you. But | do think you were
given a gift and to not use it, to not give these beings a chance to live—the choice to live—is to abuse



that gift. Not in the same way John says Rushkin does, of course, but it's wrong dl the same. Sureit's a
dangerous world out there, but it's just as dangerous for us and we make do.”

“But why put anyone in a pogtion where they have to risk that clanger in the firs place? Don't you
think it would be better to just leave them where they are?”’

“l can tdl you're not planning to have children.”

|zzy Sghed. “1t's a consderation, isn't it?”

But Kathy remained firmin her belief. “If they didn’'t want to come across, they wouldn’t inhabit the
bodies you paint for them. They make the choice”

“BU—"

“Then think of it thisway,” Kathy said. “One of the reasons the world's in such sad shape is that no
one believes in magic or wonder anymore. The beings you bring across could wel spdl the difference
between the fla, grey world that most of us see and one filled with actud manifestations of enchantment
and mystery. Confronted with the results of your magic, people might learn to look up from the narrow
fidd of vison that lies directly in front of them and actudly see the world they’re in and the people they
share it with. When that happens, maybe we ll findly start to take care of it and each other better.”

“It dill does’t seem fair to make them risk their liveslike thet for us”

“It snot just for us” Kathy said. “It’s for them, too. You can't tdl me they don't like it here, or why
ese would they choose to cross over? I'll tdl you this | don’t think | ever met anyone so enamored with
being dive as John is”

|zzy couldn’t deny that. “Okay,” she said. “But that's dill an anfully big assgnment you're setting for
me”

“But one worth attempting. | can't think of a better retionde to create a work of art. | don't care
what form one's art takes, it has to be an attempt to leave the world a better place than it was before we
got here or it's not doing its job. And | don't mean just meking things that are pretty. I'm taking about
confront-ing the problems we see and trying to do something about it. Trying to get other people to see
those problems and lend their help. That' swhy | write the kinds of stories | do.”

They left the argument unresolved. 1zzy needed time to mend both her body and her heart. Her body
mended quicker. Long after she was able to get about once more, she dill missed John and was no
closer to understanding why he wouldn't come back to her than she'd ever been. He'd been so quick to
read her heart before. Why couldn’'t he fed her regret now? She'd made a terrible, terrible mistake. She
knew that. God, she'd known it not ten minutes after dl those horrible things she'd sad had come
gpewing out of her mouth. All she wanted to do now was say she was sorry. She knew she'd adways
love him, no matter what he was, or where he'd come from. But she couldn’t tel him any of that unless
he came to her. She had no way of reaching him hersdlf.

In her worst moments she fdt that he did know, but he Hill refused to return, and that was the worst
feding of dl.

journal entries

There are no truths, only stories.
—Attributed to Thomas King

Biographies bore me. | don't care how ingghtful a biographer is, no one knows what's going on
ingde someone else's head. Autobiographies bore me, too, because we lie to ourselves even more than a
biographer does. Here's what | think the bottom lineis if you're looking for truth, try fiction. Oh, | can
hear the protest aready: “Buit fiction is even more lies” Thisis certainly true. But I've dways believed
that the lies we use to make our fictions reved the truth with far more honesty than any history or herstory
or life story. So why have | started a journd? Well, it wasn't my idea. Truth is, | was dead set againd it.

| went into therapy after 1zzy moved back to the idand. It wasn't 1zzy’s moving away that sent me
over the edge—that had been building up for awhile. I've dways had these bouts with depression; | hide
them well, but that doesn’'t mean they aren’t there. Some morningsit's dl | can do to get out of bed and



face another day. So it wasn't 1zzy's leaving me done in the gpartment so much as it was that | didn't
have anybody around for whom | had to put on a chearful mask. The thing with pretending you're in a
good mood is that sometimes you can actudly trick yoursdf into feding better. Without 1zzy being there
every day, the emptiness I’ ve dways carried insde me expanded until it threatened to swalow me whole.

So | thought I’ d try therapy. Sophi€'s been through it. And Wendy. Even Christy, though lord knows
why he would have needed it, he dways seems so confident, so sdf-contained. Still, | suppose people
sy the same thing about me. We're back to masks, | guess.

Anyway, | went to see this woman that Sophie recommended, Jane Cooke, but it didn't redly seem
to hdp. I've dways been a taker. I'll tak to just about anyone about anything—except about mysdf.
My sessions with Jane weren't any different. After a couple of months of weekly vigts, she was the one
who suggested | start keeping ajournd.

“You've dready told me that anything anyone might want to know about you isin your stories” she
sad.

“That’strue”

“But there mugt il be things you fed a need to communicate, or you'd no longer be writing these
gories. Would that be afar assessment?’

“I don’'t think I'll ever have enough time to tell dl the Stories | need to tdll,” | told her.

Jane amiled. “There' s never enough time, is there?’

“But the stories aren’t enough. | know people who use their writing as therapy, but | don’'t get a
sense of catharsis from mine Tdling stories is some-thing | have to do, but it's like the part of me that
tdls the stories and the part of me that's dways depressed are two separate people. The stories hdp
other peo-ple work through their bad times, but they don’t do anything to help me.”

Jane nodded. “Do you keep ajournd?’ she asked.

“I never redly saw the pointinit.”

“Wdl, I'm going to ask you to giveit atry.”

| thought | saw what she was getting at. “Y ou want me to write about the things | can’t seem to tak
about.”

“You do seem to have an easier time articulating certain concerns on paper.”

“So | write this Suff dl down and then | show you the entries”

Jane shook her head. “No. | want you to think of them as dtories that you write just for yoursdf,
ingeed of for other people. And don’t make any rules for yoursdf about what goes in the journd except
for the fact that you write in it every day. You can write about the day you're having, or plan to have.
Story ideas, events from the past, philosophica chitchat, anything at dl. Think of it as a way for you to
have a didogue with yoursdf, for yourself. No pressure, no expectations.”

‘just write for me”

Jane nodded.

| laughed. “Sounds kind of like masturbating.”

Jane amiled in response, but | could see she didn't agree with me at dl. “There's nothing unhedthy
about doing something for yoursdf,” she said. “Our society has made it seem somehow shameful if we do
anything for our-selves and that shouldn’'t be the case. We deserve a little downtime to devote to
oursalves”

“Okay,” | said. “So | sart ajournd. And then what?’

“Then nothing,” Jane said. “1 don’t want you to go into thiswith any sort of preconceptions. Just do it
for yoursdf. Perhaps it will help you recadl something that we can discuss in our sessions, perhaps not,
but that's not the reason you should be doing it. | want you to Smply tak to yoursdf on paper. Giveit a
chance and see how it goes. We can discuss how it makes you fed after afew weeks.”

So that’s what I'm doing here—talking to mysdf, working on my autobiography, ha, ha—instead of
tdling stories to other people. But isit ill autobiogra-phy, if I'm only writing to mysdlf with no plans for
publication? | don’'t know what it is, or how it's making me fed. For now I’m just going to do it.

* %



Rereading yesterday’s entry—yes, Dr. Jane, this makes two days in a row, whoopie-do got
me thinking about autobiographies again, only from a different perspective, that of celebrities and thar
public's ssemingly insatiable need to know everything there is to know about them. | mean, People
megazine didn’'t get so popular because of its dedication to serious journdism.

| know Jane thinks | should be usng these pages in a thergpeutic manner, but | can see another use
for these pages aswd| and that' s to set the future record sraight. | don’'t know why | care what people
write about me after I’'m dead, except that since | invest so much of my timetdling the truth in my fiction,
I’d hate to see someone play fast and loose with the pieces of my life. | don't care what they might think
of me but | don’t want lies about my life used to invai-dete the stories. My characters seem red because
they are drawn from the redi-ties of my life | didn’'t have to research their pan; | just tapped into my
own.

So | redize that while | can use these pages as ajournd the way Jane wants meto, | aso have to use
them to tdl my own story. I'll have to be completely honest. I'll have to overcome my distaste of
autobiography because of the fear of what they’Il say about meif | don't write this.

The truth is, the success of The Angels of My First Death surprised no one as much as it did me.
But while my friends were dl ddighted with the newfound fame and freedom from monetary worries that
the sdes of that fird book brought me, | could only think: what if when | die, my biographer goes to
Margaret and gets her versgon of my early years, rather than the truth? 1zzy and Alan and Jlly and the rest
of them, they can fill in my Newford years, but going back to what brought me scurrying into the
city—I’m the only one who can tdl that story.

So that's what brings me here: therapy and fear. But I'm going to compro-mise. I'll tdl the truth—I’ll
always tdl the truth in these pages—but I’ll do it in my own way.

* %

Here's a weird thought: What if everyone only has so many words ingde of them? Then sooner or
later you'd run out of words, wouldn't you? And you'd never know when it was going to happen
because everybody would have a different dlotment, it would be different for everyone—the way hair
colour varies, or fingerprints. | could bein the middle of a story, and then run out of words and it'd never
be finished. | could be usng up the words | need for that story writing this.

Chrig, | don’'t even want to think about it.

* *

It wasn't until 1 was fourteen that | discovered why my mother hated me. Like many unwanted
children, | had a recurring fantasy that | was an orphan. That one day my red parents would arrive and
take me away. But | never redly believed it. | just figured, even as a child, that some people were born
with good fortune and others got dedlt the shit. You either played out your hand, or you folded. Then one
day when | was fourteen ...

Thisismore intimidating than |1 thought it would be. Even with dl these good intentions I’ ve got and
the past so far behind me, | 4ill find it hard to write anything more than a few details. Fiction's such an
easer way to tdl the truth. Anyway, here s abig due | could only cal her Margaret, not Mother.

| told dl my friends | was an orphan, but here's my red family tree My father went to jal for
molesting me when | was an infant and he was killed there by another inmate. I'd like to think it was
because the other prisoners drew the line a having to do time with child-molesters, but the truth is he was
adoolie.

My mother committed suicide. Not because she loved my father and died of a broken heart. She just
couldn’t dedl with red life. Tdl me about it.

Shlings? Not aone.

* *

Got up. Looked in the mirror after having a pee. Went back to bed. Don't know if ever want to get
up again. Is this the kind of thing you had in mind for me to write, Jane? | hope not, because it's redly



darting to depress me and it doesn't take much these days, let metdl you.

* %

Ddfinitdy a down day yesterday. Maybe | should try to find something happier to write about, like
how from the firg time | met Izzy, | fdt we were knitted together, the way the eye knits a landscape,
horizon to sky. | knew we would dways be friends. Two weeks of being together with her and | wanted
to be more than friends. | redlized that | had fdlen in love with her from day one, but | never once got up
the courage to tdl her. | hope | do before either of us dies. Maybe when we're old and grey and nobody
else could possbly want us—though | can't see anybody ever not wanting 1zzy. It's not because she's
beauti-ful, which she is; it's because she's an angd, sent down from heaven to make us dl a little more
grateful about our time spent here on planet earth. We're better people for having known her.

She'd die to hear me saying that. When it comes to modesty, she's cornered the market. She was
like thet right from the Start.

* *

Here' s something 1zzy’s friend John once told me. He was passing it on as a story idea but | never
have gotten around to usng it yet. | never forgot it, though. We were having dinner together a the Dear
Mouse Diner during that crazy period when 1zzy was trying to put together her firg show a The Green
Man, both of us feding a little londy and left out of her life | told him I’d been reading the Bible lately,
maostly because | wanted to soak in the language, and how startled | was at just how many good stories
there wereinit.

“What about the ones they left out?” he asked.

“Like what?’

“Like how there wasn't only a Tree of Knowledge in the Garden of Eden, but a Tree of Life as wdl,
and who ate of itsfruit, lived forever. That was why God expelled Adam and Eve—not because they had
acquired knowledge, but that they might acquire both knowledge and immortdity.”

“Where' d you hear about that?’ | wanted to know.

“Can’'t remember,” he said. “But you can go ahead and useit.”

“Maybe | will.”

He just gave me one of his al-purpose shrugs by way of reply and then steered the conversation
elsawhere,

Funny thing is, | was never jedous of what he and 1zzy had going. | was just happy that she was
happy. | know how corny that sounds, but whet can | do? It’s the truth.

* % %

| actudly had a pretty normd day today. | got up early and wrote dl the way through until about
twedve-thirty when Alan came by to seeif | wanted to go down to Perry’s for lunch, where we ran into
Chrigty. Alan had to go back to work after lunch—he's editing a collection of Kristiana Wheder poems
that his pressis publishing in the fal—so Christy and | went rambling through the nar-row streets of Old
Market together, just the two of us, soaking up the ambience, pretending we were somewhere in Europe
ingde of Newford. That's one of the thingsthat I’ ve aways liked about this city. It's such a hodgepodge
of architec-turd gylings and humours that | sometimes fed as though | could vist any mgor dty in the
world without ever leaving its streets. All | have to do isturn a corner.

Old Market is definitdy old world. The matrons in ther black dresses and shawls, gossping in
clugers like amdl parliaments of crows. The little old men gtting at tables in the cafes, drinking strong
coffee, smoking ther pipes and playing cards or dominoes. The twidty cobblestoned streets, too narrow
for most cars. The way the old gabled rooflines seem to lean up againgt each other, whis-pering secretsin
the form of swalows and gulls. The ar isfull of the smdl of baking bread and fish and cabbage soup and
other less discernible odours. Hid-den gardens and squares rise up out of nowhere, tangles of rosebushes
and nedly laid-out flowerbeds, smdl cobbledstoned plazas with wooden benches and wrought-iron
lightposts. The rest of the city seems a hundred miles away. A hundred years away.



By thetime| got back to the Waterhouse Street gpartment | was feding so relaxed that | sat down
and finished “The Goagirl’s Mercedes’ and got about three pagesinto a new sory that’s dill waiting on
atitle Truthis | don't even know what it's about yet. | just met the characters and we' re dill negatiating.

* * %

| brought my journa dong to my session with Jane today, but | didn’'t show her any of it. She asked
me how it was going and | had to admit that | enjoyed writing iniit.

“But even writing to mysdf,” | admitted, “I dill can't seem to tak about the past. | start to write
about it and everything closes up indde me”

“Don't force it,” Jane told me. “ Remember what we agreed on: no expec-tations. Let what wants to
come, come.”

“That sounds like the way | normdly write”

“So you've dready got the trick down. What you have to do now isgtick to it.”

| can’'t remember what else we talked about. Nothing monumentd, that's for sure. | dmogt told her
that | just wanted to forget about these weekly sessons, but then | remembered Christy taking about
how long it had taken him to work things out when he wasin thergpy and | decided to stick with it a little
longer. | mean, it's not like I’ ve got anything better to do with that one hour a week.

* *

The new story sucks. I've never dragged such alimp cast of characters out of my head as the ones
thet I've got sumbling through this story. I'd scrap everything I've done so far except | know from
experience that having let them out onto the page, they'll never give me any peace until | take them
through to the end. Makes no difference to them how shitty the story turns out to be, just so long as |
finshit.

* %

Margaret used to ddight in tormenting me. | don’t know what she had against me. So far back as my
memory goes she would find ways to hurt me, emotion-dly as wel as physicdly, and it just never made
ay sense. | mean, wha could a three-year-old—which is as fa back as | can dealy
remember—ypossibly have done to earn such hate? | used to drive mysdf crazy trying to make sense of
it. Trying to figure out ways to get on her good sde.

It was only when | got older thet | redlized it didn’'t have anything to do with me persondly. It was a
power thing and | was just one more thing for Margaret to control.

| hope my sster—excuse me, my stepsster—Susan is slitably grateful to me. If | hadn’t been there,
her parents would have taken it dl out on her, instead of me. But of course as far as Susan’s concerned,
the sun rises and sets with Marga-ret and Peter. Epecidly Margaret. Everybody adways defers to her. |
meen, whileit'strue that Peter started fucking me from the time | turned 9%, and I'm not saying the old
pervert didn't enjoy it, it was Margaret who put him up to it. Margaret who sat on the bed and watched
it happen. Margaret who kept coming up with dl these “interesting” variations. Margaret who took the
Polaroid pic-tures that they’d sdll to the other sick freaks who hadn’t been lucky enough to acquire ther
own live-in s2x toy. Consdering what put my natura father injail, | guess life wouldn't have been much
better living with my red parents.

| wonder what it's like to have parents that love you. Parents who'd do anything to protect you from
the kind of shit that Margaret reveled in.

I’m never going to know, am |?

* *

This morning | was washing out a tin can before | put it in the recycling bin and | diced open my
finger. | can't believe how much blood poured out of that litle wound. | might have bled to degth,
ganding there watching the blood spurt from my finger into the sink, but | findly got smart, washed it out,
bandaged it, and then put up with the way its been throbbing dl day.



Luckily it was the index finger of my left hand, so | can ill write my dally entry. Trouble is, ha ha,
I’ve got nothing to say. Cutting my finger was the highlight of my day.

* * %

|zzy cdled this morning and we had a nice long tak. She's invited me out to the idand for the
weekend, so I've got that to look forward to. | dill can't get used to her being so far away after dl the
years we lived together, but then things started to get different long before she actudly packed up dl her
guff and went away.

Something changed in 1zzy after John left her and the mugging. I’'m not sure which was worse on her.
The mugging seemed a betraya of the dty she'd come to love, as though it were responsible for the
battering she recelved. When she findly moved back to the idand a few years later, | wasn't surprised. |
think | was the only one.

Asfor John's abandoning her ... | wonder if he ever redized just how much he broke her heart? He
was the reason that she didn’'t want to use her newfound magic anymore. It was as much because of how
bedly things turned out between them as it was for John’s warnings of the danger it would put the numena
in. That'swhat | cal the beings that came to life through Izzy's art. | ran across the word “numen” in the
dictionary once while looking up something else. It means a spiritud force or influence often identified
with a naturd object, phe-nomenon, or locdity. Works for me,

Izzy and | had long talks about her numena, me saying she owed it to the numena to make their own
choice as to whether or not they wanted to come across, she being scared of what might happen to them
once they got here and knowing how terrible she'd fed if they got hurt. I'm not sure what convinced her
to continue bringing them across. | doubt it was my arguments done—when lzzy sets her mind on
something she can be the most stubborn woman | know. It's more likdy that with Rushkin gone, she felt
it would be safe.

Once she made the decision, though, she threw hersdlf into her work—cregting paintings that would
have stood the test of time with the best of the world's great art, had they only survived. She had
Rushkin's studio to herself—he' d gone on sabbatica or something—and that was where she worked her
meagic, peopling not only her canvases, but the streets around us with the deni-zens of her imagination.

The numena themsdlves were usudly pretty circumspect about being no-ticed. Mind you, Newford's
aways had a reputation for being a hotbed of oddi-ties and marvels. Next to the West Coast, we've
probably got the highest percentage of mydtics, pagans, sages, and downright strange people on the
conti-nent, so a few more magica ghtings weren’t necessarily going to make the headlines of anything
except for arag like The Newford Sun.

|zzy told no one about the magic besides me—not even Alan or Ply. She fdt as though Hking about
it would disspate the power, that it would set up a wal between our world and that otherworld from
which the magic came. | dill maintain that there was no otherworld—or &t least not in the sense that 1zzy
believed in it. The magic came from her. The world was indde her, the magic blossomed in the fettile
ground of her inner landscape and was pulled forth by her painting. No less a wondrous, enchanted
process, to be sure, but the differ-ence seemed important, if not to anyone else, at least to me.

After afew months of mourning her abandonment at John's hand, she dso became very socid. She
was out dl the time, a fixture at dl the Waterhouse Street parties, she started drinking and taking drugs,
and she had a congtant stream of lovers. | don't think there was ever atimein those years that she didn't
have alover in attendance, with a least one or two pining for what they’d lost and a couple more waiting
inthe wings to take their turn on the carousd. Count me in among the former, forever unrequited like so
meany of the women in those Victorian novds that Kristiana loves to read.

But it wasn't dl fun and games, though it might seem so from the outside looking in. Izzy found time
for her career as wdl. Her star rose until soon the occasiona paintings she offered up for sde began to
command high four-figure prices. Still, for dl her success at the easd or in bed, | don’t think she was
ever happy agan.

My own fortunes seemed to rise in direct proportion to how her happiness diminished. My tuming
point came when Alan decided to publish The Angels of My First Death. | dill have no idea why that



fird collection did as wdl as it did. My circdle of friends had widened to indude any number of other
writers and | thought many of them to be far more talented than | was. Anne Bourke, cer-tainly. Christy
Riddell—especidly with his newer stories. Frank Katchen. We had quite a community going in Lower
Crowsea in those days. Not so high profile as the artists and musicians, or even the theatre people, but
then writers aren’'t usudly as flamboyant, are they? We work in private, emerging for the parties or book
launches and sgnings, before withdrawing back into our seclu-sons. Except for Frank, who seemed to
enjoy the idea of being a writer so much more than actudly doing the work. But then there are dways
exceptions, aren't there, and whatever ese might be said about Frank, he did exceptiona work.

Alan's Crowsea Review never had to go beyond the borders of Lower Crow-sea itdf to find its
contributors, but it grew rapidly from a student effort into one of the more respected literary magazines in
the country. 1t seemed only naturd for him to use his East Street Press as an imprint of books as wel. He
tested the waters with a novdla by Tama Jostyn cdled Wintering and Dust, Dreams and Little Love
Letters, acallection of Krigiana's poems, before he did my collection of short stories. The firgt two did
reasonably wel for books published by a regiond press, sling out their modest print runs within gx
months of publication. Then came The Angels of My First Death and everything changed.

| made so much money off the paperback sales and subsequent foreign rights, movie options and the
like that it was crimind. | could've lived high on the hog, but instead | kept the gpartment on Waterhouse
Street and channeled my money into setting up the Newford Children’s Foundation.

| don’'t mention this to toot my horn. Truth is, if | had a choice between being remembered forever
and the Foundation, the Foundation would dways come fird. | believe in what | write—l can’'t not
write—but once | saw the serious money | could make by writing, the act of writing became subservient
to the Foundation, exiging to keep the Foundation solvent as much as for my own need to tdl Stories.
They both promote the same message: children are people and they have rights, don’t abuse those rights.
They both drive to educate the public. But the Foundation will dways be more important because it's
actudly heping those in need. I’ d’ve given anything for the option to become a ward of the Foundation
when | was akid mysdf.

* *

Tomorrow I'm off to Wren Idand to stay with Izzy. I'm so excited. I’ ve packed and repacked my
bags three times dready. | was hoping to finish off that new story before | went, but | can't seem to
concentrate on it. Maybe | should just write, “And then they dl died. The End.” And leave it a that. It
wouldn’'t be any worse than what I’ ve written so far. But who knows? Maybe being with 1zzy agan will
make the whole thing come dive for me. Stranger things have hap-pened in her company, thet’s for sure.

* *

I’'m having the best time I’ ve had in ages. 1zzy’ s been after me for years to move onto the idand with
her and I'll tdll you, if it could aways be like today, I'd do it in a flash. But it gets harder and harder for
meto bein her company and not just blurt out that | love her. That | want to be her lover. | don't think
she's exactly homophobic, but 1 do know that the thought of same-sex sex makes her fed very
uncomfortable.

| can remember waking past a cafe on Lee Street with her once and we saw two women necking in
adarkened corner of the outsde patio.

“God,” Izzy said. “Why do they have to do that in public?’

“Heterosexuds do it in public.”

“Yeah, but that’s normd. | couldn’t ever imagine kissng another woman like that.”

| didn’'t say anything. Truth is, I’'m not so sure that I'm actudly a lesbian mysdf. I'm not attracted to
men, but I'm not attracted to women ether. It'sjust 1zzy | want.

* *

| like the work that 1zzy’s been doing for the past few years, but | miss the earlier paintings. Or
maybe it's that | miss the numena



|zzy used to say that they came from a place where dl was story—that’s dl they remember, she told
me tha there were stories. But we're dl made of stories—you, me, everybody. The ones you can see
and the hidden dories we keep secret ingde—like my love for Izzy. When they findly put us
under-ground, the gtories are what will go on. Not forever, perhaps, but for a time. It's a kind of
immortdity, | suppose, bounded by limits it's true, but then so’'s everything.

It didn't work that way for her numena, though. Even when they were brought over to this world
through 1zzy’s art, they lived in secret, in their own hidden world. 1zzy could find them—or they found
her. | could see them, because | knew where to look. | suppose other people saw them from time to time
aswadl, but it wouldn't be quite red for them. | thought it'd be different. | thought their existence would
change the world, but it wasn't the firg time I’ ve been wrong about something, and | doubt it'll be the
last. It just never hurt so much before. The cost was never so high.

When the famhouse burned, the numena died, and ther dories died with them. Only lzzy
remembered them, and me.

And Rushkin, | suppose, wherever he might be.

angelsand monsters

Friend, when | am dead,

Make a cup of the day | become,
And if you remember, drink fromiit.
Should your lips ding to the cup,

It will be but my earthly kiss.
—Traditiond Mexican folk song

Newford, September 1992

For Isabelle, the act of unwrgpping the painting of Paddyjack was like that mo-ment in a fary tde
when the crow, stting on the fencepost, or the spoon one held in one’'s hand, suddenly begins to spesak,
its advice, however confudng, dill caculated to restore order, or a least baance. In the world of fary
taes, wha was drange was dso invariably trustworthy. One quickly learned to depend upon the old
beggar woman, the hungry bird, the grateful fox.

So she fully expected the figure in the painting to speak to her, or for its numena to appear a her
window, tgpping his long twiggy fingers againg the glass pane, requesing entry. She remembered a
winter’s night, a fire escape festooned with ribbons, the tip-tappa-tappa-tip of wooden fingers on a
wooden forearm, three bracelets that she' d woven from those ribbons, one of which lay at the bottom of
her purse, the doth frayed, the colors faded, the other two vanished into memory, or dream. But the
panting kept its own counsdl and the only sound she heard was the repeated knock at the door of her
gudio.

It took her another long moment to register what the sound was before she cleared her head with a
quick shake. Laying down the panting, she went to the door to find Jlly standing out in the hal, worry
douding her normaly cheerful features.

“l was about to give up,” she said. “I’ve been knocking for ages.”

“I'msorry. | was ... thinking.”

Remembering. Wishing she could redlam what was gone. Regretting that the world would no longer
dlow her even that samdl touch of magic. But per-haps when she began the paintings to illustrate Kathy's
dories, perhaps when she once again breached the bathers that lay between the world of her numenaand
her own ...

“Issbdle?

She blinked, returning her atention to her visitor.

“You went dl vague on me” Jdlly said. “Are you sure you're dl right?’ Isabelle nodded and stepped
addeto let Jlly in. “I'm fine—alittle distracted, that's dl.”

“Wdl, I’ ve had the weirdest thing happen to me” Jlly said. She paused in the middle of the room to



look around. The studio looked exactly the way it had when they’d left it last night, dill furnished in
unpacked boxes and suitcases, sacks and bags, dl hegped up in various piles.

“l jugt got back from running afew errands,” 1sabelle explained.

“Thisiswhy | don't ever move” Jlly said. “It's way too much like work. | don’'t know how Christy
can stand to do it dmogt every year—especidly with dl those books.”

“Imegineif I’d redly moved.”

“No thanks. But ligen to this” Jlly boosted hersdf up onto the counter that held the studio’s snk and
ahot plate and sat there with her legs dangling. “John Swesetgrass stopped by to see you a my place this
morning.”

“John,” 1sabelle repeated.

A deep dillness seemed to stle indde her. She put a hand on the counter to steady hersdlf. Only
moments ago she'd been yearning to redlam the past, but now that it was here, looking for her, she
wasn't so certain what to do about it. After dl these years, what could she possibly say to him?

“Except,” Jlly said, “he told me he wasn't John. He was quite rude, redly. The only smilarity
between this guy and the John | knew is that they look exactly the same” She went on to relate the
morning’s encounter, finishing with, “I mean, in't it weird? | know we were never the best of friends—I
don't think anybody redly knew John wel except for you.”

And did | even know him at al? I sabelle wondered.

“But dill,” Jlly said. “It's not asif | hadn't just seen him a few days ago and he was pefectly
norma—well, perfectly John, anyway: friendly enough, but alittle distant. This guy had such a mean look
inhis eyes. Does John have atwin brother? More to the point, does he have an evil twin brother?’

Isabelle shook her head. “I've no idea. He never redly talked much about his family, or his past. |
know he had an aunt living here in the city and that’s about it.”

“It's funny how you can know someone for years, but not redly know them at dl, isn't it? There's
people I’ ve hung around with for years whose last names | ill don’t know.”

“Congdering how many people you do know, I’'m surprised you can re-member anybody’s name.”

Jlly smiled. “Yes, wdl, I'm not exactly renowned for my very excelent memory. | never forget
something I've seen, but anything that requires words, which incudes names, forget it. My memory
becomes very sdective then, toss-ing up informeation only as it fedslikeit, instead of as | need it.”

“I think it's called getting old.”

“Thisis true, more' s the pity.”

|sabdlle was trying to match July’ s lightness of mood, but it was alogng struggle for her. She couldn't
help but remember what Rushkin had told her, how the numena could be either mongters or angds, and
sometimes it was diffi-cult to tdl which was which. Except Rushkin had dways had his own agenda when
it came to parceling out what he wanted her to know, hadn’t he? But what if her turning away from John
was what had changed him? What if it wasn't so much that numena were either mongters or angdls, but
that they became what we expected them to be? That they could be transformed, monster into angd,
angd into mongter, by our expectations. If there was only one John—and redly, how could there be
another, identical verson of him waking around?—then she couldn't even protect hersdf from him
because his painting had aready been destroyed, burnt in the fire dong with mogt of the rest of her work.

At that thought her gaze went to the window seat, where she'd been gtting when Jlly had arrived
earlier. Except she'd dways believed that Paddyjack had burned in the fire as well, hadn’'t she?

Jlly’s gaze followed Isabll€’s to the smdl painting. “Oh wow,” she said, hopping down from the
counter. “1 haven't seen thisin years.” She picked it up to admire it, then turned to look at Isabelle. “But
wasn't it one of the ones that was destroyed in the fire?”

“That’'swhat | thought.”

Jlly looked confused. “But then ...”

“Wha's it doing here? | don't know. | was picking up some things that had been Ieft for me by an
old friend and that was part of the package. | never thought I'd see it again, yet here it is, as though it
was never hanging in the farmhouse when the place burned down. | mean, obvioudy it wasn't, though |
can remember it hanging beside the fridge in the kitchen—right up until the night of the fire. What | don’t



remember istaking it down or giving it away or it even having been stolen. But hereit isdl the same.”

“Sowho's had it for dl these years?’

Isabelle shrugged. ‘just this guy who works &t the bus termind.”

For some reason Isabdle fdt uncomfortable in sharing the communications from Kathy that had
recently found their way into her hands. It wasn't that she didn't trust Jlly to keep a confidence, but that
their arrival was dill too fresh, their message too private for her to share. She wanted to ded with them
on her own fird. Letter and painting and the mysterious book that was dill wrapped in brown paper on
the window sedt.

“Jud thisguy,” Jily repeated.

|sabelle nodded.

“Thisis so mysterious. So how did you meet him?’

“It skind of along, weird gory ....”

Jlly sensed her discomfort. “Which you're not ready to share quite yet.”

“l just don't know whereto start. | ...”

“You don't have to explain,” filly said as Isabelle's voice trailed off. “Nosy, | might be, but I'm
patient, too. Just promise you'll tell me dl about it when you' re reedy to talk about it.”

“Thet | can promise.”

Jily admired the painting for another couple of moments before laying it back down on the window
Sedt.

“But | do have to know something,” she said.

“What's that?’

“Did you borrow some paint and brushes before you left this morning?’ 1sabelle waved a hand at her
unpacked boxes. “The one thing | don’'t need is more art supplies”

“l was afraid you'd say that.”

“Why? Have you lost something?’

“The only thing | care about is my favorite brush, but there's dso a couple of tubes of pant gone
missng. A piece of hardboard, some turpentine. | can’t figureit out at dl.”

Isabelle thought of her surviving numena. It would be so like Cosette to have “borrowed” the art
supplies that Jlly was mising.

“Thet kind of thing happens to me dl the time back on the idand,” she said. “I think | mugt have
brought one or two of the loca Good Neighbors dong with me”

Jlly gave her an interested look. “Redly? Y ou’ ve seen faeries on the idand?’

July, 1sabelle redlized, was probably the only person she knew who would take something like that a
face vdue. And it wasn't redly a lie—many of her numena were very much like the little mischievous
Sprites and hobgoblins that inhabited folk and fairy taes.

“l don't see them,” she explained, “but things are often rearranged or bor-rowed for extended
periods of time. I’ ve gotten used to it.”

“Well, they’ re welcome to share,” Jlly said. “I just wish they hadn’t taken that brush.”

“Why don’t you leave out a note, asking for it back?’

Jlly gave her aquick amile “Maybe | will. But that doesn’t hdp me a the moment. It's back to the
art shop for me. Will you be coming by this after-noon?’

Isabelle nodded. “I shouldn’t be here too much longer. Rubensisn't giving you any trouble, is he?’

“Rubens” Jlly announced, “is an absolute angd, judt like he dwaysis”

Issbelle waited until Jlly had left before returning to the windowseat. When she was stting down
agan, she picked up the other parcel, the one that fdt like a book, but firs she looked out the window,
not at the view of the river, but down below at the street, searching for a dark-haired man in white shirt
and jeans. But if John Sweetgrass was skulking about Joli Coeur, trying to catch a glimpse of her the way
she was of him, he was being surreptitious abot it.

After awhile she sghed and began to open the parcel. The book ingde had no title, or byline. But
three-quarters of the pages were filled with a familiar handwritten script that she immediaidy recognized
as Kathy’ s, and dthough the entries were undated, it was obvioudy ajournd.



Ye another mydery, Isabelle thought, for Kathy had never hdd with the busness of keeping a
journal—or at least not in dl the time that they’ d lived together.

“If people want to find out about me,” she’'d said once, “they can read my stories. Everything | want
anybody to know about meisin them.” Apparently, she'd changed her mind.

Marisafdt guilty taking Alan’s bed from him while he dept on the sofa, but as usud, once he'd made
up hismind there was no arguing with him. His gentle-manly quota was as high as ever—a feature of his
persondity that she found both endearing and frudrating. Just for once she wished he wouldn't fed the
need to dways do the right thing. If he could just have put aside his sense of decency for one night and
come to bed with her—it didn’'t have to be a lifetime commit-ment; just for tonight. Much as she cared
for him, she wasn't so sure she was ready for any long-term commitment ever again anyway. All she
wanted was to be hed through the night, held by someone who cared about her. Who under-stood her.

But that wasn't Alan, and she hadn’'t been able to quite muster enough cour-age to ask him, so she
found hersdf lying in his big bed on her own, ligening to the sound of his washing up in the bathroom,
followed by the cresking of the sofd's sorings as he shifted from one position to another, trying to get
comfort-able.

She didn’t think she'd ever fdl adeep. Her head was too full of a bewildering jumble of worries and
emotions. Questions prowled through her mind without respite. What was George going to do when it
findly sank in that she'd redlly walked out on him? What was going to happen to her? How was her
relation-ship with Alan going to be affected? What did she even want out of their rdationship? When
was she going to take control of her own life for a change?

Leaving George was a step in the right direction, she knew, but it had left her in a state of limbo. If
only Isabelle hadn't come back into the picture. If only she'd had the courage to leave George
earli—even a week ago would have been time enough. Or was that it a al? Perhaps she'd been
waiting for this Stuation to arise, for Alan to be taken, before she could make the move on her own. That
seemed to be perverse enough to fit into the constant mess she made of her life.

When shefindly fdl adeep, it was to dream of aface looking in at her through the bedroom window.
She couldn’t tdl if it was mde or femde, friendly or hodile if it was some anima risen up from her
subconscious, panick-ing a what she had done, or a night muse looking in on her with approva, eyes
dark with the promise of what was to come. All she knew for sure was that when she woke in the
morning, she was done in the bed and there was no one at the window.

She rose, dill wearing Alan’s shirt, and went into the living room, where she watched him desping for
a few moments before going on into the kitchen to brew some coffee. When she returned to the living
room, two mugsin hand, Alan was stting up, blinking deep from his eyes. She didn’t know the detalls of
the dreams he' d been having just before he woke up, but judging from how his penis lifted the sheet up
between hislegs, they hadn’t been chaste.

Were they about Isabelle or me? Marisa found hersalf wondering.

He bunched up the bedclothes onto hislgp and blushed, but he didn’t look away.

Me, sheredized. He' s been dreaming about me.

The redization both excited and scared her. She sat down on the coffee table in front of the sofa and
placed the two mugs beside her. Alan reached for her hands and she wasn't sure if he was Smply
comforting her as he had last night, or if he was about to draw her to him on the sofa.

What about |sabelle? she wanted to ask him, not sure she even wanted to know.

But before she could speak, before he could reved his intentions, before she could find out if this
impulse toward intimecy came from his heart or from what had sorung up between his legs when he
woke, the doorbel rang. They both jumped, sarting with a quilt she knew neither of them should be
feding. Alan let go of her hands.

“I, uh, I'm not wearing anything,” he said.

Marisa couldn't resist meking a amdl joke. “Not even a bow ti€?” she asked. The samdl grin he
returned helped diffuse the awkwardness of the moment. “Do you want me to answer that?’ she added.



“If you don’t mind.”

As she went to get the door, Alan fled into his bedroom, tralling a sheet. Marisa hoped whoever this
was wouldn't take long. Last night's indecison had fled and she was determined to grasp the moment as
it arose. But when she opened the door it was to find two strangersin waiting in the hal. They both wore
dark suits that seemed to have been bought off the same rack. The amdler man had dark har combed
back from his forehead and a thin mustache that followed the contour of his upper lip, gving him the
outdated air of aforties ladies man. His companion had short brown hair and broad, placid features that
seemed a odds with the sharp intendty of his gaze. The smdler man, sanding to her right, hed up a
billfold to show his identification.

“Detective Michaedl Thompson, maam,” he said, “of the Newford Police Department.” He nodded
to his companion. “This is Detective Roger Davis We' re looking for a Mr. Alan Grant of this address.
Would he be available?

“What's going on?’ Marisa asked. “What do you want with Alan?’

“Nothing to worry about,” the detective assured her. “We have a few questions for Mr. Grant,
that'sdl.”

“Questions about what?” Alan asked, coming up behind Marisa. He'd changed into jeans and a shirt,
but was il barefoot.

“Jugt afew routine questions concerning an ongoing investigation,” Thompson said. “If you'd like to
finish getting dressed, gr, wéll drive you down to the precinct.”

“Can’'t you tdl me what thisisdl about?’

“We d prefer to ded with this at the precinct, Sr.”

“I’'m coming with you,” Marisa said.

When Alan gave her a grateful look, she redized that he didn’t want to be done on this, whatever it
was about. It gave her a good feding that she could be here for him.

“Would that be a problem, officers?” Alan asked.

Both men shook their head.

“Not at dl, dr,” Thompson said. “Do you mind if we wait indde while you get ready?’

“Please, comein.”

The amdler detective made his way to the sofa and sat down while his com-panion drifted across the
room to stand by the window. He didn’t seem to be looking a anything in particular, but Marisa got the
definite impression that he wasn't missing a thing. Rllow on the sofa. The sheet Alan hadn’'t wrapped
him-sdf in bunched up on the floor. The open bedroom door through which he could see the bed with its
rumpled bedclothes. She wished she'd taken the time to put some clothes on hersdf, rather than be
ganding here in Alan’s shirt.

“Wewon't be long,” Alan said.

“No problem,” Thompson assured him.

Marisafollowed Alan into the bedroom, where she collected her clothes. She paused at the doorway
to look at Alan where he sat on the edge of the bed putting on a pair of socks. She held the bundle tight
agang her chest, wishing it were Alan she was holding, that Alan was hugging her back.

“What do you think it's about?’ she asked.

“l don’t know. But it can't be good. They don’t take you in for questioning when it's only an unpad
parking ticket or something ese as innocuous as that. Still we should take comfort in the fact that they
obvioudy don't think we' re dangerous or they'd never have let us out of thelr Sght, even to get dressed.”

“But you haven't done anything wrong, have you?’

Alan shook his head. “Not that | know.”

“Then why—"

“WE re keegping them waiting. Y ou should go get dressed.”

“l know,” Marisa said. “But this whole business is giving me the creeps. Why can't they just tdl us
what it'sdl about?’ She hesitated, then asked, “You don’t think it's got anything to do with my leaving
George, do you?’

Alan gave her a thin amile “There's no law againgt leaving your husband—not unless you killed him



firg”

“Haha”

“Jud get dressed, Marisa. Well find out what's going on when we get down to the precinct.”

“l don’t see how you can be so cam.”

Alan shrugged. “I' ve nothing to fed guilty about.”

But maybe that won't make any difference, Marisa thought. As she stood there looking a him, every
miscariage of judtice that she'd ever heard about reared up in her mind, tormenting her with the
possbilities of what might be waiting for them at the precinct. Just last week she'd read about a man
accused of moledting his niece. HE'd been proven innocent—the girl had admitted that she'd made the
dory up to get some atention from her own parents—but ac-cording to the article, the sigma of the
accusation dill dung to the man and the whole sorry affair had opened a breach in the family that showed
no signs of being diminished. But now wasn't the time to bring anything like that up, she redized.

“I guessI’ll go get dressed” was dl she said.

“Thingswill work out,” Alan told her.

She nodded.

“But if anything does happen when we're at the precinct—I| mean, if they decide to hold me or
whatever—I| don’t want you to think thet it changes anything. Y ou're dill welcome to stay here. You'll
have to get someone ese to help you pick up your things, that’s dl.”

“l don’t even want to think aong those lines”

“But justin case.”

Marisasghed. “Fine. Just in case. But that's not going to happen.”

“| sure as hdl hope not.”

He might look cam, Marisa redized, but ingde he was feding just as wor-ried as she was. She
draightened her back, determined to put on as good a face hersdf. If he could do it, when he was the
one the police wanted to question, then she could do it too.

“Wdl, let’s get this over with,” she said.

She went into the bathroom to get dressed hersdf and was out again in record time, having paused
only long enough to put on a touch of lipgtick.

Come midmorning, Rolanda was dill Stting beside her bed, watching Cosette deep. She'd left once
to go downdtairs to cancel her morning's gppointments and get hersdf a coffee. That had been over an
hour ago. The coffee was long finished and Cosette dill dept—if what she was doing was degping.
Rolanda couldn’'t shake the memory of that anful moment earlier this morning when the girl had run an
Xacto blade across her hand, the sharp metd cutting deeply into the pam, but the wound hadn’t bled.
Hadn't bled at dl. What it had done was close up again as essly as you might sedl a zip-lock plagtic bag.
Hey presto, judt like thet.

It wasn't possible, of course. What she'd seen couldn't have happened. Ex-cept there was no
denying that she had seen it and now the whole world had become unsafe. Nothing could be trusted to
be as it once had been. The hard-wood floor of her apartment seemed spongy underfoot, the walls
pulsed, the air was thick with light that appeared to have a physca consstency. Dust motes didn't so
much float in it as were encased. Everything was changed.

You think you're safe, Rolanda thought, looking down a her degping charge. You think you know
who you are and you' re content with the comfort-able familiarity of your life, and then something like this
comes dong and the next thing you know, everything becomes foreign. It wasn't just Cosette, lying there
on her bed; it was that everything now had the potentid to be other than what she dways believed it to
be.

This must be what people meant when they spoke of an epiphany, she thought, except she didn't
actudly understand what she was seeing. She amply knew that there were no more safe corners to turn.
That underlying what every-one accepted as true was another truth. A different truth, one that alowed
for god knew how many interpretations.



“You're scared, aren't you?’

She looked down to see that Cosette's eyes were open, thear luminous gaze regarding her
sympatheticaly, and Rolanda redized that she no longer consid-ered the girl as a potentid client, in need
of the Foundation's services. Ther roles hadn't so much reversed as evened out so tha they were
mesting now as equas, each able to learn from the other.

“l don’'t know whet | am,” Rolanda admitted. “Everything seems changed. Anything seems possible.”

Cosette sat up and scooted over to where she could lean back againg the headboard. “Except for
happiness”

“What do you mean?’

“l want to be red.”

Rolanda smiled. “Y ou sound like Pinocchio.”

“Who's Pinocchio?

“A little wooden puppet in a story who wanted to become ared boy.”

“And did he?’

“Eventudly.”

Cosette leaned forward eegerly. “How did he do it?’

“It was just a story,” Rolanda said.

“But that’' s what we dl are—just tories. We only exist by how people remember us, by the stories
we make of our lives. Without the stories, we' d just fade away.”

“| suppose that’s one way of looking at it.”

“When you're red,” Cosette added, “your stories have more weight, | think. There's less chance of
being forgotten.”

“l don’t know about that. There are any number of characters from books and movies who are a lot
more red to some people than anyonein their own life”

“How did the puppet become red?”’

Rolanda sghed. “I don’'t remember exactly. | think it had something to do with his having to be a
good boy. Doing good deeds. There was afairy involved as well—except now | think I’'m mixing up the
book and the Disney film. | remember the fairy from the movie but | can’t remember if she was in the
book. In the movie, she was the one who findly changed himinto ared boy.”

Cosette was hanging on to her every word. “1 wonder if Isabelle would paint afarry like that for me.”

“You don't need afary,” Rolanda said. “You're dready red.”

“l don’'t dream. | don’t bleed.”

“Maybe that's a blessing.”

“You don't know wheat it'slike to fed so ... so hollow insde”

“Perhgps,” Rolanda admitted. “But | think you're making more of what other people fed than what
they actudly do. Lots of people go through their whole lives with a sense of being unfulfilled. Of feding
hollow.”

But Cosette wasn't prepared to ligten to that line of argument.

“I'll do good deeds,” she said. “WE Il dl do good deeds. And then when Isabelle paints the fairy for
us well dl become red. The red crow will beat its wings in our chests and well dream and bleed just
likeyou.”

“BUE"

“l have to find Isabelle and ask her.”

She stood up on the bed and danced about excitedly, bouncing on the mat-tress, dapping her hands.

“Thank you, Rolandal” she cried. “Thank you!”

Rolanda stood up. “Don’t get too excited,” she began. “That was only—"

But she spoke to hersdlf. Her guest had disappeared, vanishing with a sudden whuft of displaced air.
Rolanda stared dack-jawed at the empty space above her bed.

“A gory,” shefinished softly.

She heard cries of astonishment rise up from downgtairs, followed by the sound of the front door
damming. She made it to the window in time to see Cosette running off down the sdewak. Something



Cosette had said earlier echoed in her mind.

That's what we all are—just stories.

She stared through the window, watching until the girl’ s trim figure van-ished from her fidd of vison,
then dowly made her way down to the Foundartion’s offices. The waiting room wasin an uproar.

—out of thinair, | svear—”

“—ooked just like—"

4-not possible—"

Rolanda stood in the doorway, feding as untouched by the noisy bewilder-ment of her coworkers
and the children in the waiting room as though she were the cdm eye in the center of a sorm. She looked
a the panting of The Wild Girl. There was no question but that Cosette had been the modedl. There was
no question but that the world had changed on her and nothing would ever be the same again.

She had to speak to Isabelle Copley, she redized. She had to know where Cosette had come from,
why she didn’t bleed, why she had weight and mass and presence but damed she wasn't redl.

Shaun noticed her stlanding there in the doorway and caled her name, but Rolanda ignored her
coworker’s attention. Instead she retreated back up to her apartment. She put on her shoes and a jacket.
Stuck her wallet into a amdl waist pack and belted it on. And then she Ieft the confusion behind.

She walked in the direction that Cosette had taken until she redized she had no idea where she was
going. Stopping a the firg phone booth dong her way, she looked for Copley’s address in the white
pages, but there was no liging. She thought for a moment, then looked up Alan Grant. She noted the
number, but decided she wanted to speak to him in person, rather than over the phone. She wanted to
be able to look himin the face before she decided how much she would tdl hm about what had brought
her knocking on his door.

As she headed for Waterhouse Street she found hersalf wondering if he could dream, if he bled. If he
was red. Or was he another story, like Cosette, strayed from some myderious before? He'd never
seemed any different from anybody ese before, but then, Rolanda thought, up urtil last night, she'd never
looked at anyone with the perspective she had now.

IV

Issbelle closed Kathy’s journd after having read the firg twenty or so pages, unable to absorb any
more in one dtting. Holding the book againg her chest, she stared out the window of her sudio. The
view was quickly becoming familiar. The Kickaha River, the neighboring buildings, that line of rooftops
across the water marching up from the dope of the riverbank into Ferryside like patches on a quilt ...
Another couple of days here and she'd be able to draw it from memory.

She sghed. Her chest was tight and her eyes kept wdling with tears, but she was holding up better
than she had the morning Kathy's tardy letter had arrived. Whatever that meant.

Don't avoid the issue, she told hersdlf. Never mind the view or how you fed. The red question was,
how much of the journd could she take a face vaue? Was Kathy truly being honest with what she'd
written in its pages, or was she merdy tdling stories again, this time cloaking them as fact ingtead of
fiction?

|sabelle pulled the book away from her chest and looked down at its plan cover. She ran her fingers
across the worn cloth, feding each ridge and bump and dent it had acquired while being toted around in
Kathy's bag.

No, Isabelle redized, the red question was, had Kathy truly been in love with her?

The idea of it fdt completely dien to her—though not so much as it would have fdt if Kathy hed
confided that same love to her back in the Waterhouse Street days. The journa was certainly accurate in
predicting how that would have gone over. But she'd been a different person back then. She'd even had
a different name. |zzy had become Isabelle. 1zzy had been dmost militantly heterosexud, while Isabelle
counted any number of gays amnong her friends. In many ways, Isabelle was far more liberd then 1zzy had
ever been, for dl her more consarvative lifesyle Isabdle ...

Issbelle didn’'t know what she fdt. The love she bore for Kathy ran as deep as that she'd known for
any man—deeper, perhaps, for it had never ended. Not even with Kathy’s death. And while she'd never



hed any yearning to be sexudly active with Kathy, she couldn’'t deny that she'd loved to draw Kathy’s
senaud body lines, loved to be hdd when times were bad, to comfort in turn, the welcoming hugs, to be
out walking the streets with her at night, arm in arm, the kisses of hello and goodbye and sometimes even
goodnight.

But that was because they’ d been friends. Because she'd loved and admired Kathy. The legp of joy
she'd fdt seeing Kathy come up the street, the way she'd missed her so terribly when she fird moved
back to theidand, that, too, had been because they were friends. The best of friends. So where did the
one kind of love end and the other begin? Or were there merdly gradations of love, differing in their
intendties and nuances, but the love was the same?

If Kathy were dill dive, Isabdle could have asked her. But Kathy wasn't dive. No, she'd gone and
died and ... and left ... and left her dl done ...

The tears that Isabdlle had managed to hold a bay for so long could be held in no longer. They
flooded her eyes with the suddenness of a summe storm. The journd fdl from her lgp onto the
windowseat as she hugged her knees, pressng her face againg her legs, aying until the knees of her
jeans were soaked. When the flood was findly reduced to a sniffle, she went looking for a tissue but had
to settle for along streamer of toilet paper that she tore from the rall in the studio’s tiny bathroom. She
blew her nose, once, twice, then stared a her reflec-tion in the mirror, eyes rimmed with red and swollen,
nogtrils runny and florid, face flushed.

Portrait of the artist embracing her despair, she thought as she turned away.

But this was what happened when you mined the past. You gave up control of the present. She
remembered how Kathy had put it—something she'd said once as opposed to having written about it in
adory or one of the journd entries.

“It's a migtake to go poking about in your own past,” she'd told her. “It makes you shrink into
yoursdlf. Every time you return you get smdler and more transparent. Go back often enough and you
might vanish atogether. We re meant to put the past behind us and be the people we are now, 1zzy, not
who we were.”

But what if your now is built upon unfinished business in the past? Isabelle knew what Kathy's reply
to that would be as wdl: Why do you think the psychi-atry industry is booming and that there are so
many saif-help books on the market?

Maybe s0, Isabelle thought. But that didn’t help her now. Her now was inextricably tied to what had
been |&ft undone in the past. It wasn't just Kathy. It was her numena. And John. And Rushkin.

But Kathy—how could she have known Kathy so wel and yet not have known her a dl? Isabelle
fdt like Mary in Kathy's story “Secret Lives” There was a journd in that story, too, only it was left
behind when the dancer Alida left her lover Mary without a word of explanation. She hadn’t died as
Kathy had and the journd hadn’t appeared five years later. The journd in “Secret Lives’ had been lying
on the coffee table when Mary came home Alida had wanted her to find and read it.

Isabelle had never liked that story; not because the lovers were both women—that had merdy made
her uncomfortable at the time—but because of

Alicids meanness in leaving that journd behind. Mary discovered an entirdy different woman from
the one she'd known in the pages of that journd. Much of what Mary read was Alicids fantases. But
not dl of it. Not enough of it.

“You don't understand,” Kathy had said when Isabelle complained to her about the story. “She
didn't have any other way to tdl the truth. Mary would never have listened to her. None of what she read
should have come to her as a surprise. It only did because she wasn't paying attention. Because she'd
dready defined the boundaries of who Alida was and anything that didn't fit ingde them had to be
discarded. The reason Alida left was because Mary wasn't in love with her anymore; she was in love
with who Alida had been.”

Was that the case with Kathy's journa? Isabelle couldn’'t help but wonder. Had the clues dl been
therein the years they were living together, but she’ d been like Mary, unwilling to change her definition of
who she thought Kathy was? Had the story been Kathy’ s way of trying to tdl her to pay more attention?

No, she told hersdlf. That kind of speculation wasn't dedling with unfinished business. That was



poking around in the past. If she kept it up she redly would become invisble. Maybe she dready was ...

Isabelle looked across the room to where Paddyjack and the journd il lay on the window sedt.
The only thing she was doing at the moment was driving hersdlf crazy. She needed to tak to someone
about it. To her surprise, the firgt person she thought of was Alan. She didn't know what se was in the
journd, but she knew she had to show it to him, uncomfortable as sharing parts of it would make her fed.
If nothing else, he had to know who Margaret Mully redly was. If it was true. If it wasn't just Kathy
changing the world to suit hersdf—changing it so that it wouldn’t change her.

She collected the journal and stuck it in her shoulder bag. But before Alan got to see it, he had to
make a promise, she decided as she prepared to leave the studio. He had to promise that what lay in its
pages remained between them. She didn’t want to read about Kathy’ s lifein a newspaper, or hear about
the journd being a forthcoming book from his East Street Press.

Isabelle checked to make sure she had her keys with her, then opened the door to the studio. The
door swung open, but she remained rooted where she stood, daing out into the hal. Standing there
walting for her was another piece of her past. Dark-haired and darker-eyed, dressed in the same white
T-shirt and jeans as dways, the same slver feather earring hanging from his left earlobe, the same broad
handsome fegtures that she knew so well. John Sweetgrass. The only difference was the bracelet of
braided ribbons he wore on his right wrigt, more frayed than her own, the colors more faded. Almogt a
ghog of the bracelet she' d made—as his regppearance in her life was like that of a ghost.

Who was it that had sad it took two to make a haunting? Christy Ridddl, she supposed. Or Jlly.
The one to haunt, the other to be haunted. It was the story of her life

“lzzy,” he said. “It's been along time”

She didn’t want there to be a distance in her eyes. She didn’'t want to hold him & length the way she
fdt she mug. She wanted to hold him closg, to tdl him she was sorry for that night dl those years ago.
But dl she could do was remember what Jlly had told her. She couldn’t see the meannessin his eyes that
July had seen, but that didn’t mean it wasn't there, hidden behind the mild gaze his dark eyes turned to
her.

“Which John are you?” was dl she could ask.

Something dark sped across his features. She wasn't sureif it was hurt or anger.

“What makes you think there's more than one of me?’ he asked. “Wha makes you think there
in't?

John sghed. “Maybe my coming here was a mistake.”

He started to turn away, but I1sabdlle caled him back. He hesitated. When he findly looked at her,
Isabelle couldn’t bear the sadnessin his eyes. He fingered the bracelet she'd woven dl those years ago,
but he didn’t speak.

“Why did you come, John?" she asked.

“Not to fight with you.”

“But not to make up either, or we' d have had this conversation a long time ago.”

John nodded. “Thet decison was yours to make. Y ou sent me away.”

“l was scared. | didn't know what | was doing. | dreamed of you that night. Y ou and Paddyjack.”

“And you left us these,” John said, holding up the wrist enclosed by the cloth bracelet. “But it was
dready too late. You sent me away, 1zzy, but | had to go as wdl. It was never going to be the same
between us, not with you thinking you' d created me.”

“But | did. The painting—"

“Brought me across. Y ou brought dl of us across. But that doesn’t mean you made us. In the before,
inour own world, we dready were.”

Issbelle didn’'t want to get into a repesat of that argument. “ So why are you here today?” she asked.

“Towarn you. It's garting again.”

“Y ou mean my paintings.”

John nodded.

“But | haven't even begun the first one.”

“Doesn't matter. The val that lies between my world and yoursis dready trembling in anticipation.”



“Is it so wrong, bringing you across?’ Isabelle asked. “I know what I'm doing. This time I'll be
responsble. | won't let any of you be hurt again.”

John regarded her steedily for a long moment. Isabelle tried, but she couldn’t read the expression in
his eyes.

“Rughkin’s back aswdl,” he sad findly. “And thistime he's not done.”

“The other John,” Isabelle said.

“What do you mean?’

Isabdlle told hm what had happened at Jlly's apartment this morning. “He might look like me” John
sad, “but he'snot.”

“So Bushkin made—brought him across?’

John shrugged. “That's something you'll have to ask him when you see him”

“l don’t want to see him—not ever again.”

“Then why are you here? Why are you so set on bringing more of us across? Surdy you knew it
would cdl him to you.”

Issbelle nodded. “I'm doing it for Kathy.” She told him about the book Alan had planned, the
children's Art Court. And then she asked him, “How did you survive, John? The Spirit Is Strong was
destroyed in the fire. | thought you couldn’t liveif your painting had been destroyed.”

“My painting wasn't destroyed.”

Issbelle looked for the lie, but it wasn't there. Not in his features, not in his eyes, not so she could
read it. Of course it wouldn't be, she thought. This was John and the one thing he didn't do was lie
She'd ignored that truth once, but she wouldn't do it again.

“You and Paddyjack,” she said softly. “Did | imegine dl those degaths, then? Did any of the paintings
bum?’

“We survived,” John said, “but the others weren't so fortunate.”

“How? Who rescued you?’

John shook his head. “That’s not important right now. What you have to think about is what you're
going to do when Rushkin comes for you again.”

“I'll kill him before | let him hurt anybody again.”

“Will you?’

Isabelle wanted to make it a promise, but she couldn’t. She didn't know what the hold was that her
old mentor had dways had on her, but it was il there.

“l don't know,” she said softly.

“We bless you for bringing us across,” John told her, “but our lives are in your hands.”

“I know.”

“Y ou're the only one who can stand up to himin thisworld.”

“Will he dill be so strong?’

“Stronger.”

“Thenwhat can | do?’

“That's something nobody can decide for you,” John said.

“If | don’t do the paintings ...”

“Then hell ill be out there, waiting. He will dways be a piece of unfin-ished business. The only way
you can be free of imisto stand up to him.”

“Andif | do ..”

“You will have to be sure that you' re stronger than him.”

“l don’t want to be likehim,” Isabelle said.

“l didn't say as ruthless—I said stronger.”

“BU—"

“Rudhkin has put a piece of hmsdf ingde you,” John told her. “That's the hold he has over you.
What you have to do isfind that piece and exorciseit. That’s what will make you stronger than him. Not
force. Not matching his ruthlessness with a ferocity of your own.”

“Andif | can't?’



“Then | would think very carefully upon what you're about to do.”

“Will you hdp me?’ 1sabelle asked.

“l am helping you. But you' re the one who invited him into your life. Only you can best him.”

When he started to turn away, Isabelle caled him back a second time.

“I never meant for any of this to happen,” she said. “I never meant to drive you away or for anyone
to be hurt.”

“I know.”

“Then why didn’t you come back to me?’

“I've dready told you, 1zzy.” He hdd up a hand to forestdl the protest that she was about to make.
“If you can’'t think of me as red,” he said, “why would you want me to come back to you? Would you
love me for mysdf, or for what you thought you’' d made me to be?’

It was Kathy’s gtory dl over again, Isabelle redized. Secret lives that weren't redly secret at al.
They only seemed like a secret when you weren't paying any atention to them. When you couldn’t
accept the difference between who you thought someone was and who they redly were. You could hang
onto your misperceptions dl you wanted, but that didn’'t make them redl.

John wasn't who she or anybody else decided he was. That wasn't the way the story went, whether
Kathy wroteit or it took placein the red world. John was who he was. It was as Smple, as basic as that,
and she knew it. In her mind, in her heart. So why was it so hard for her to accept that he was as red as
she?

“Think about it,” John said.

She nodded.

“l dways know where you are,” he said. 1 dways know when you want me. That hasn't changed.
Theat will never change.”

“Then why hasiit taken you so long to come and see me?’ Isabelle asked. “God knows I’ ve wanted
to see you, if only to apologize for the mess | went and made of everything.”

John shook his head. “We could have this conversation forever, 1zzy, but it dl boils down to one
thing: fird you have to change the way you think of me. Until you manage to do that, each time we try to
tak to each other we' re doomed to an endless replay of what happened that night in the park.”

He turned away once more, but thistime she didn’t cal him back.

Vv

As soon as they reached the Crowsea Precinct, the two detectives hudtled Alan into ther lieutenant's
office, leaving Marisa out in the hdl. Waiting indde the office were the lieutenant—Peter Kent, according
to the name plate on his desk—and a woman introduced as Sharon Hooper, who proved to be an
assistant DA. Nether of them stood up when Alan was brought in. By the grim looks on their faces,
Alan redized that whatever the detectives had told him in his gpartment, he hadn’t been brought in to
answer some routine questions.

Kent had the look of a man who rarely smiled anyway—and consdering dl he would have seen after
his years on the force, that didn’t particularly surprise Alan. He appeared to be in his lae forties, a lean
dark-haired man, greying a the temples. Obvioudy a career officer. The ADA was another matter. From
the laugh lines around her eyes, Alan assumed Hooper was normdly a cheerful woman. The grim st to
her features seemed more out of place and only served to increase the nervousness that had begun when
the two detectives showed up at his door.

A tape recorder was produced and turned on. After he waived his right to counsd at this point, the
interrogation began.

Two hours later, they were dill a it. At one point the larger of the two detectives Ieft the room to
speak with Marisa. He returned, confirming that Marisa could corroborate his story. Then they made him
go through it dl again. Findly, Lieutenant Kent sghed. He looked resigned, if no less grim.

Hooper pushed her blonde hair back from her temples before leaning across the lieutenant’s desk to
hit the Off button on the tape recorder.

“Thet ... isthat it?" Alan asked.



“You're free to go, Mr. Grant,” Kent told him. “Thank you for your coop-eration.”

They were letting him go, Alan redlized, but they didn’'t believe him. The only reason he could wak
out that door behind him was that they couldn't prove anything againg him. At least not yet—that
message was plan from the tense atmosphere in the office. He could go, but they weren't finished with
him. They'd be watching him, pushing and prodding, waiting for him to make a mistake. But he didn't
have any migtakes to make. He hadn’'t done anything.

“Why won't you believe me?’ he asked.

“No one said anything about not beieving you,” the ADA replied. “But you don't.”

“We have to keep our options open,” the lieutenant said. “I'm sorry, Mr. Grant, but going on dl the
informetion we have to date, you're the only one with a plausble motive”

“l ... | undergtand. It'sjugt, I've never been in any kind of trouble like this before and | ...”

Hisvoice tralled off. Why was he even bothering to explain? The only person in this office who cared
about what he was going through was himsdf. He had no dlies here.

The lieutenant leaned forward, a brief ook of sympathy crossing his features. “We're certainly teking
thet into consderation, Mr. Grant. But look &t it from our point of view. If you didn't kill her, then who
did?

Not me, Alan thought as hefindly stepped out of the Crowsea Precinct with Marisa holding hisarm.

He was surprised to find it was dill daylight outside. It fdt as though he'd been in that office the
whole day, but it was dill early afternoon. He blinked in the bright September sunshine. It was a perfect
autumn day, the arr crisp, the sky a gartling blue. Up and down the street, the maples and oaks were
bright with color. None of it redly registered for Alan.

“What did they want?” Marisa asked.

She'd asked him that same question when he joined her outsde the lieuten-ant’s office, but he'd
shaken his head, a wordless “not yet, wait until we're outsde.” No one offered to drive them back to his
gpartment. No one had apologized for what they’ d put him through.

“Margaret Mully was killed last night,” he told Marisa now asthey stood there on the precinct steps.
“They think | did it.”

Marisa s eyes widened with shock. “No.” She gripped hisarm. “How can they even think that?’

“I'm the only one they’ ve got with amative,” Alan said.

“But they let you go, so they’re not accusing you anymore, are they?’

“They just haven't got anything to hold me on.”

“But—"

Alan turned to her. “I won't say I'm sorry that she's dead, but | didn't do it. | didn't kill her,
Marisa”

“l know that, Alan. | would never believe thet of you.”

He put his am around her and held her too tightly, but Marisa didn’t flinch. “The way things are
shaping up at the moment,” he said, “you're the only one.”

Alan thought he'd gotten through the worst, back there in the lieutenant's office. But then he saw
them, gathered there at the bottom of the precinct’s steps like a pack of vultures. The reporters. More
tape recorders. Photographers. Live feeds back to the studio.

“Mr. Grant, can we have a word with you?’

“Why did the police want to speak to you?’

“How do you fed about Margaret Mully being out of the picture?’

“Do you dill intend to go ahead with the book?’

Oddly enough, dl Alan could think of at that moment was that anyone weatching the news was going
to see him ganding here on the steps of the Crow-sea Precinct with his am around Marisa Banning, a
married woman who wasn't hiswife. Her husband George could see it. Or Isabelle. Anyone at dl. And
hedidn't care. He didn't care at dl.

“No comment,” he said over and over again as they made their way through the crowd.

He hdd on to Marisa's hand until they managed to flag down a cab and he didn't let go of it the
whole way home,



Vi

Nobody could run as fast as her, that was for sure, Cosette thought as she sped away from the
Newford Children’s Foundation. Nobody at dl. Maybe that was what happened when you had a red
crow beating itswings indde your chest. Maybe it dowed you down. People like her new friend Rolanda
and Isabelle never seemed to want to run and dance and skip and smply toss themselves about for the
sheer fun of it. The whole body could make a mudc tha they so sddom played. Handclap, the
stampa-stamp of feet on a wooden floor. Click and clack, whigle up a wind, cheeks puffed out,
expdled ar tickling the lips. Or the tip-tappa-tappa-tip of Paddyjack playing wooden fingers againg his
wooden limbs

She paused in her headlong flight to think about that. Up she perched on a low wdl and watched the
dow parade of pedestrians go by. The day was perfect, perfect, perfect, but so few of them were
amiling. Maybe having a red crow insde you took too much energy and you didn’'t have enough left over
for fun. Maybe it made you s0 tired that you couldn’t even see how perfect a day it was and how much it
deserved a amile and alaugh and a dance in return for the gift of it.

And dreams, too. Did you have to think them up, or did they just come to you? How much energy
did they take?

But being redl was important—not just the red that Rosalind daimed they were, but the kind of red
that made everyone you happened to bump into pay atention to you, the kind of red that said, yes, you
hed a red crow besating itswingsindde of you, too. Most people only saw her when she wanted them to.
Otherwise she was no more than a vague flicker of movement caught out of the corner of an eye,
something that seemed more likdy to be aflutter of leaves or debris tossed up by the wind.

Sometimes she liked the surprise of popping up out of nowhere and the slly looks on people’s faces
when they couldn’t help but notice her. Like back a Rolanda's house, where her gateway hung. That
hed been fun. It didn’'t matter where she was in all this world, it took only a thought and she could find
hersdf ganding in front of it. Usudly she was careful that no one saw her—Rosdind was aways saying,
be careful, be careful, be careful, so Cosette was. But not dways. She didn't endanger her gateway, but
ghe liked to pop in there from the idand and then make her way back home, secreting her way, peeping
into houses, ligening to the liveslived by those who could dream and bleed, appear-ing and disappearing
right in front of peopl€e’s eyes and then didn’t they look foolish.

But sometimes she would stand for hours in front of her painting and won-der if the gateway opened
both ways. Could she go back through it into the before the way she'd come across? Nobody knew.
Not Rosdind or Paddyjack or Annie Nin. Not even Solemn John, who was the cleverest of them dl,
even more clever than Rosalind, though much too serious, that was for sure. Nobody knew and nobody
wanted to try. Nobody dared. It was probably so awfu—why ese would they have come across the
way they dl had instead of gaying there?

But dill and dill, she had to ask, her curiogty an itch that Smply had to be scratched. What hed it
been like, truly? Why couldn’'t they remember what it had been like? And aways it came back so
unsatisfactorily: because it must’ve been bad. Which made perfect sense, Cosette supposed. Nobody
liked to re-member bad things. She never had. She'd learned how to forget the bad things from when she
used to watch the dead girl. And from Isabelle.

Like the nighnt of the fire ...

Cosette shivered and hugged hersdlf. No, no, no. That had never happened.

Except it had, it had, and everybody had died. Almost everybody. Died and gone away forever. But
where? When you had a red crow in your chest, it took you up and away when you died, up into the sky
into an even better place. But if you didn't, if you weren't red, there was nothing left of you when you
died. Nothing left at dl.

She watched the passersby, but no one paid the least bit of attention to her. No one saw her because
she wasn't concentrating on letting them see her. Be-cause she wasn't redl.

Don't be sad, she told hersdf. Everything’s going to change, you'll see.

Isabelle would paint the fary and she'd do the good deeds and then the fairy would make her red,



very and truly red, just the way Rolanda had promised.

Casette brightened up at the thought of that. She kicked her heds againgt the wal she was gtting on
and tried to think of just what sort of good deeds would be required. Rosalind would know. And so
would Solemn John. But she didn't want to ask them. She wanted to do this on her own, to show
everyone tha she, too, could be dever and wise. She grinned to think of the looks of surprise that they’d
wear when they redlized that she had a red crow begting itswings ingde her. They would look at her and
know that she was filled with red blood and dreams and then she would tdl them how they could
become red, too, and everyone would have to remark on just how clever she redly was, even Solemn
John, and then ...

Her thoughts trailed off as an uneasy prickling sensation crept up the back of her neck. Someone, she
redlized, was watching her. Which was impossible be-cause she hadn’t chosen to be seen. But the feding
wouldn’'t go away.

She looked about hersdlf, pretending a disnterest that she didn’t redly fed, her gaze traveing from
one end of the street to the other. When she findly did notice the girl leaning by the door of a shop across
the street, she couldn’t figure out how she could ever have missed spotting her Sraightaway since she
seemed more like a black-and-white cutout that had been propped up in the doorway than a red person:
aabagter skin, short black hair, midnight eyes ringed with dark smudges, black lipstick. Black leather
ves, black jeans torn at the knees, black motorcycle boots. There was no color to her at dl.

How can she see mewhen | don’'t want to be seen? Cosette wondered. But she dready knew. The
black-and-white gifl mugt have crossed over from the before just as she had hersdf. Someone had
brought her over. Only who? Not Isabelle. There was only one other person Cosette could think of and
shedidn’t like the idea of that at dl.

At that moment, the girl smiled, but it wasn’t so much a pleasant expression as spiteful—ferd and
hungry. When she saw that she had Cosette's attention, the black-and-white girl dowly drew a finger
across her throat. Then she pushed hersdf away from the doorway and sauntered off down the Street.

Cosette sat frozen on her perch on the wal, unable to do anything but watch her go.

I’'m not scared of her, she lied to hersdlf. I'm not scared &t dl.

But she was unable to stop shivering. Long after the stranger had disappeared from sght, dl she
could do was hug her knees and wish she were back on the idand, or in Solemn John's company, or
anywhere at dl that might be safe. She remembered what Rosdind had said to her just before she Ieft the
idand.

Promise me you'll be careful. Promise me you won't let that dark man find you.

That promise had been easy to make but, she redized unhappily, probably impossble to keep.

She knew she should go looking for Solemn John, right now, but she didn't seem able to move. All
ghe could fed was the fera look in the black-and-white girl’s eyes and wonder how many more just like
her had been brought across from the before.

Vil

Rushkin has put a piece of himself inside you.

Isabdlle thought about that as she locked up her studio and dowly made her way down the two
flights of sairs that would take her out into the central court on the ground floor of Joli Coeur. John hed
that much right, but she wasn't sure if he understood the many leves that smple statement held for her.
Her lovel hate relationship with Rushkin was far more complex than she could begin to explan—even to
hersdlf. At the same time as she dreaded a new encounter with her old mentor, a part of her Hill couldn’t
hete him.

Shedidn’'t know who she’'d be today if she had never met him on the steps of St. Paul’s Cathedral dl
those years ago. The abstract expressonism that was so much a part of her work since the fire ill owed
a debt to dl she'd learned from Rushkin. His techniques, his views on art, the ability to cdl up the
numena. ... they dl lived on ingde her, dong with an affection for im that she knew was as perverse as it
was irrefutable. She understood he was a mongter, but he had saved her from a life of prosaic ignorance,
both as an artist and a person. Without the fire that he had woken in her, she might have put her art aside



long ago and be working in some office right now. It had happened to so many of her con-temporaries
from university days, how could she be so certain it wouldn't have happened to her? Rushkin had found
the butterfly confused into thinking it was a moth and nurtured it so that instead of being drawn to the
flame, she had become the flame. For that, for everything he had done for her, how could she not be
grateful toward him?

She pushed open the door that led out of the darwell and stepped out into the budle of the
courtyard. How could she explain any of this to John when she didn't understand it hersdf? John would
smply

She paused in the doorway, gaze caught by a familiar figure crossng the courtyard toward her. It
was as though she had conjured him up by thinking about him, but she knew that this time that wasn't the
case. Hisreturning to her now gave her anew sense of hope. This was what she wanted from John, she
reelized as she waited for him to reach her. She didn’t want a confrontation. She didn’'t just want him to
show up only because she had called him to her, but because he wanted to come.

It wasn't until it was too late to retreat, until he was right upon her, that she noticed that the braided
cloth bracelet he' d been wearing only minutes ago was no longer on his wrist. The doppelganger looked
50 much like her own John that for long moments dl she could do was stare at him. She was struck with
the same immahilizing shock as when she'd fird seen her John's face and redized that he was an exact
double of the figure she'd painted in The Spirit Is Srong.

The courtyard's crowded, she told hersdf. He can’t hurt me with dl these people around. Maybe he
doesn’t even want to hurt me.

Nether thought brought her any comfort as she looked into the dark wells of his eyes and saw not
her John's gentle warmth, but aferd qudity and promise of crudty that the man she knew couldn’t even
have mustered in anger.

“Who ... who are you?’ she asked.

“A friend.”

The voice was John's, too, soft-spoken and firm. But the eyes mocked her, giving up the lie that his
looks and voice so eesly disguised.

“No,” Isabelle said, sheking her head. “Y ou're no friend of mine”

“So quick to judge”

Isabelle looked for help, but no one was paying any atention to ther ex-change. And what would it
look like to an outsder anyway? John's double hadn't attacked her. HE'd made no menacing gesture.
There was nothing in what he' d said that could be found threatening in the least. There was only the ferd
glitter in his eyes.

“Mease” she sad. “Jud leave me done”

“Too late for that, ma belle 1zzy.”

Isabelle flinched at the sound of Kathy’s endearment falling so readily from hislips.

“Wha do you want from me?’

“A piece of your soul. That's dl. One smdl piece of your soul.”

Theway he amiled did more to disassociate him from her John than had the missing bracelet, or the
darkness that waited in his eyes. It was a hungry amile and gave his entire features an inhuman cast.

“Who brought you across?’ she asked. But she knew. There was no one ese it could have been but
Rushkin.

“What does it matter? I'm here now to collect the debt.”

Isabelle shook her head. “1 don’t owe you anything.”

“Not directly, perhaps, but you owe me. Of this you can be very certain.” But Isabelle was dill
sheking her head. “1 don’t owe you athing,” she re-peated. “Now get away from me before | cdl for
hdp.”

The mocking amileleft hislips, if not his eyes.

“No, no,” he said. “Don’t even think of it. You'd be dead before you opened your mouth.”

Isbdle tried to dart by him, but he moved in close to her, moved quicker than she could have
thought possible. With his body shidding the action from the view of anyone wetching in the courtyard



behind him, his hand shot up to her neck. The fingers fdt like sted cables as they pushed her head
roughly up againgt the doorjamb and hdld it there.

“You don't redly have any choicein the matter,” he told her conversation-dly, “except whether you
comein one piece or not.” The fingers tightened dightly. “Understood?’

She couldn’'t speak, couldn’t even move her head, but he could read the defeat in her eyes. When he
let her go, she gasped for ar, her own hands risng protectively about her throat. The doppelganger put
hisarm around her shoulders.

“Areyou dl right? he asked, dl concern now.

Without waiting for her reply, he led her away across the courtyard, through the light scattering of
midmorning shoppers, his face turned solicitoudy toward her, the ferd hunger hidden under hooded lids.
But the bruising grip of his hand on her shoulder was a clear reminder of who was in control.

Outsde Joli Coeur they were met by a teenage girl. The gifl appeared to be colorless, a
monochrome study brought to life. The hungry look in her eyes matched that of 1sabell€’ s captor.

“Mmm,” the girl said. “She looks tasty.”

“She’'s not for you.”

“Not for you ether, Bitterweed.”

Bitterweed, Isabelle thought on hearing her captor’s name. That made sense. Bitterweed to John's
Swestgrass. Mongter to hisangd.

“Maybe not now,” Bitterweed said. “But later ...”

Thegirl laughed, a dark unpleasant sound that matched the mdiciousnessin her eyes. “Ther€ll be no
later for thisone.”

“Shut up, Scara”

The girl’s humor merdy grew. “Hit a nerve, did we? | think a bit more John Sweetgrass went into
your meking than you'll ever admit to. Next thing you'll be wanting her to fdl in love with you.”

“l sad shut up.”

“Who ... who are you people?’ Isabelle asked.

Her throat was dill sore and the words came out in a rasp. The pair turned to her. Her question
seemed to have gtartled them, as though they were surprised that she could speak.

“Sweset dreams,” Scara replied.

“Memories” Bitterweed countered.

Scard s lips pulled into a thin, savage amile. “Or maybe nightmares—take your pick.”

They hudtled her toward a amdl black car that stood at the curb. Bitterweed pulled her into the back
with him while his companion did in behind the whed. She had the motor started and was pulling away
from the curb before Bitterweed was able to close his door.

“Watch it,” hetold her.

Scara's dark gaze regarded them from the rearview mirror. She sang softly, the melody negging at
Isabdle's mind until she placed it as a song by the Austrdian group Divinyls. They’'d been one of
Kathy's favorite bands, athough this song had come out long after Kathy had died. Scara tapped her
fingersin time on the steering whed as she wove in and out of the traffic.

“Blessmy soul,” she sang, reaching the chorus.

Isabelle shot a glance at the man beside her. What do you want from me? she'd asked him.

A piece of your soul. That's all. One small piece of your soul.

You owe me.

He fdt her glance and turned to meet her gaze. The shock of the dien person inhabiting that
oh-so-familiar and much-missed body struck home dl over again. She had to look away, out the
window. The streets seemed unfamil-iar, as though she were being taken through a city in which she'd
never lived, never even been before. She redized that she didn’t know where she was, where she was
going, what was going to happen to her. All she knew was that they were going to hurt her. They wanted
something from her and, once she gave it to them, they were going to hurt her.

She looked up into the rearview mirror to find Scara' s hungry gaze fixed on her. When the gil mimed
akiss a her, Isabelle quickly turned back to the view outside her window.



Oh, John, she thought as she watched buildings she couldn’t recognize speed by. | need you now.

VI

At firg Alan didn’t recognize the black woman who was coming down the steps of his building just
as he and Marisa were disembarking from their cab. When she stopped in front of them and caled him
by name, he immediady replied with a terse “No comment.”

“What?" she said, obvioudy confused.

Alan looked a her, a sense of familiarity coming to him now, but he ill couldn’t place her.

“I'm sorry,” he said. “1 thought you were a reporter.”

She shook her head. “I’'m Rolanda Hamilton—from the Foundation.”

“Right. | knew that. I'mredly sorry. | ... 'mjugt ...”

“He s not been having a very good day,” Marisa explained as Alan's voice trailed off. She held out
her hand and introduced hersdlf

“It looks like I've come at a bad time” Rolanda said. “Maybe | should come back later.”

Alan shook his head. He'd had a moment to collect himsdf by now. “I've had better days” he told
her, “but that’ s no reason to take it out on you. What can | do for you?’

“Thisis alittle embarrassing, but | have this problem ....”

“Don’'t worry about intruding,” Alan said when at fird she heditated, then fdl slent. “To tdl you the
truth, you couldn’t have come at a better time” Rolanda raised her eyebrows.

“There's nathing that helps you forget your own troubles like ligening to someone ese's” Alan
explaned. “So why don’t you come in?’

“I'll put some water on,” Marisa sad as they went into the gpartment. “Tea or coffee, Rolanda?’ she
added.

“Whatever you're having.”

Marisa went into the kitchen with Rolanda and Alan trailed dong in her wake. They each took a
char at the kitchen table. As Marisa bustled about, filling the coffee maker and setting out mugs, Alan
turned to their guest.

“S0,” he sad. “I hope you're not here to tdl me about the plans for some celebration that the
Foundation has planned, now that we ve findly got the okay to go ahead and publish the Mully omnibus.
I"d hate to put a damper on them, but there have been some ... complications”

Rolanda shook her head. “No, it's not that a dl. Actudly, now that I'm here, | redly do fed
embarrassed. Y ou're going to think thet I've completdy logt it.”

“Now I'm redly intrigued.”

“But—"

“And | promise, | won't laugh.”

“I’'m going to hold you to that.”

“S0o,” Alan prompted her when she hesitated again.

Rolanda took a deep breath. “It'sjudt ... do you know agirl named Co-sette?’

Everything went dill indde Alan. Only in my dreams, he wanted to say, but dl that came out was
“Cosette?’

“She' s about fifteen or S0, maybe older. Red hair. She—actudly, she looks judt like that painting by
Isabelle Copley that’ s hanging in the Foundation’ s waiting room. Y ou know, the one with dl the roses.”

“The Wild Girl,” Marisa offered from where she was leaning againg the counter.

Rolanda nodded. “Cosette looks exactly like the wild girl. She says she was Copley’s modd, but of
course that's impossible”

She looked from Alan to Marisa as though expecting one of them to contra-dict her, but neither of
them made a comment. Alan thought of that early-morning vidtation on Isabdle’s idand that he had
convinced himsdf had only been a dream. His Cosette had looked exactly the same as Isabelle’s painting
aswdl.

“What about her?’ he asked findly when Rolanda didn’t go on. “ She says she knows you.”

“I've ... met her. Or a least I've met someone cdling hersdf Cosette who looks just like the girl in



Isabelle' s picture”

Rolanda appeared rdieved at that. “Did you notice anything, well, strange about her?’

“Everything was strange about her.”

“I'minthe dark here,” Marisa said, joining them at the table. “Who are you taking about?’

Alan sghed. “It was when | stayed over at Isabelle' s place the other night.

On Wren Idand,” he added, for Rolanda's benefit. “1 woke up just before davn and she
Cosette, that is—was dtting in the windowsesat of the guest room just looking at me. We had a mostly
one-sded conversation that didn't make any red sense a dl, but before | could get her to daify
anything, she opened the window and took off across the lavn.”

“That’ s the only time you've met her?’” Rolanda asked.

Alan nodded.

“She told me you were her boyfriend.”

“l don’'t think anything she says can be taken at face vaue” Alan said. “Wdl, she dso told me that
her fedings for you weren't reciprocated.”

“What did Isabelle have to say about her?” Marisa wanted to know. “Nothing,” Alan said. “I never
told her about it.”

Both women regarded him with surprise.

“But why not?” Marisa asked.

“I thought | was dreaming. | did ask Isabdlleif there was anyone ese living on the idand and she told
me there wasn't. It was dl very weird. Isabelle hersdf seemed jumpy that mormning—I think she'd been
up dl night drawing—and | was afrad of getting onto the wrong foot with her agan.” He turned to
Ro-landa. “ She was going to illudrate the omnibus.”

“Was?' Rolanda asked. “She's changed her mind?’

“Not exactly. Have you seen the news today?”’

Rolanda shook her head.

“Margaret Mully was murdered last night.”

Rolanda' s eyes widened with surprise. “Maybe we should have a celebration,” she said. “I know
one shouldn’t speak ll of the dead, but that's one woman the world can certainly do without.”

“You won't hear any argument from me.”

“But what does Mully’s death have to do with your publishing the omni-bus?’ Rolanda asked.

“It's going to complicate things, asin—just to give you one example—what's her estate going to do
interms of the appea Mully filed a couple of days ago?’

Rolanda frowned. “So she's going to stand in our way even after she's dead. God, how | hate that
woman. It's hard to bdieve that she could have had a daughter with as big a heart as Kathy’s.”

“And that’s not the only problem,” Alan said. “The police think | killed her.”

“You can't be serious”

“Very serious” Marisa said. The coffee maker made an odd burbling noise, indicating thet the coffee
was ready. “We were just coming back from the pre-cinct when we ran into you,” she added as she rose
tofill their mugs.

“Now | know what you meant by ‘No comment,”” Rolanda said.

Alan nodded. “The media was waiting for us when we Ift the precinct. It was a zoo.”

“Wdl, if they’d wanted ared story, they should have been a the Founda-tion thismorning,” Rolanda
sad.

Marisa brought the mugs over to the table, dong with the sugar bowl and a carton of milk.

“Wha happened?’ she asked as she poured a generous dollop of milk into her coffee.

“I'll bet it had something to do with Cosette,” Alan said.

Rolanda nodded. She took a sip of her coffee and then told them about her own experiences with
Cosette.

“She said that?” Alan asked. “Thet Isabelle made her?”

“‘Brought her over’ was the way she put it, but | definitdy got the idea that she thinks Isabdle
created her by making a painting of her.”



Alan closed his eyes. He could see the smdl red-haired girl again, perched on the windowsll. Could
hear her voice.

I’d suggest that you simply use monochrome studies to illustrate the book ... but | have to
admit I’'m too selfish and lonely. 1t'll be so nice to see a few new faces around here.

It seemed like something right out of one of Kathy's stories, but as soon as Rolanda had come to that
part of her story, Alan had found himsdf remember-ing the fire. How dl of Isabelle’s paintings had been
destroyed. How her art had changed so dradticdly after the fire. How she couldn’t—or wouldn't, he
amended now—explain why her art had changed so dradticdly. This even ex-plained why she'd been s0
adamant that the finished art she did for Kathy’s new book had to dways remain in her possession.

At the same time that dl those disparate puzzle pieces were coming together for Alan, he saw tha
Marisa was shaking her head.

“I'm sorry,” she said, “but | can't buy any of this. It's just not possible.”

“You weren't there,” Rolanda said. “I saw her draw that Xacto blade across her pdm. She didn’t
bleed. And then she literdly vanished from my room. They're il talking_about how she appeared out of
nowhere downgtairs in the wating room.”

“In front of the painting,” Alan said.

Rolanda nodded dowly. “Where | firsd saw her. Do you think it, I don't know, draws her to it
somehow?’

“It would be her anchor, wouldn't it? If what she saysistrue”

“Oh please” Marisasaid. “You can’t be taking this serioudy.”

“I know whet | saw,” Rolanda said.

“And | know what | fdt,” Alan added. “There was something unnaturd about thet girl. | fdt it right
away. That's why | found it so easy to passit off as a dream. It just didn't fed red to me. And wha
Rolanda s tdling us goes along way to explaining Isabell€' s strange behavior after the farmhouse burned
down and dl her art was destroyed.”

“l don't get it,” Marisasad.

But Rolanda knew. “If the paintings give these ... whatever they are. If it gives them life then if
something happens to the painting, if it should get de-stroyed—"

‘—then the beings she created with those paintings might die as wel. After dl, there is a connection
between them, likein that Oscar Wilde story.” Rolanda shivered. “Thisis so weird.”

Marisa looked from her to Alan. “Thisis so ridiculous. We're taking red life, not fary taes”

“I know how it sounds,” Alan said. “But you haven't met Cosette. You don’'t know what it was like
inthe old days with Kathy and 1sabelle. There was dways a kind of magic in the air.”

“It'scdled nostdgia” Marisa said with aamile,

Alan returned her amile. “I know how we can give everything a glow when we look back on the past,
but thisis different. | feel thet it' strue”

“And | know whet | saw,” Rolanda added.

“l don't have the answers,” Alan said, “but you've got to admit that we're deding with something
unusud here”

“Y ou might not have the answers,” Rolanda said, “but you know someone who does.”

Alan nodded. “Isabdle. WE |l have to ask her.”

“Do you know where she's daying?’ Marisa asked.

“No. But Jlly would know.”

“Jlly Coppercorn?’ Rolanda asked.

“We dl go back along way, but Jlly's the only one who's redly mantained a rdaionship with
Issbelle over the years”

“Do you have her number?’

Alan nodded. He made the call and five minutes later they were leaving his apartment, on their way to
Isabelle’'s new sudio in Joli Coeur.



IX

It took Cosette forever, and then alittle longer ill, to find Solemn John. It wasn't just that John was
hard to find, which he was. John was aways on the move, as restless as the sky was long and dways so
sad, s0 serious. He could be grim, too, though he was never like that with her. But he could be infuriating
in the way he dmogt aways answered a question with one of his own. He was the oldest of them, the
srongest and the fiercest. Cosette liked to think that she could be fierce, but compared to John, she
could only play at fierceness.

So John was hard to find. But the other reason it took Cosette so long to track him down was that
the strange black-and-white girl had frightened her so badly. Afraid of encountering her again, Cosette
didn't wak down the middle of the Sdewaks anymore, she crept through the shadows and dleyways.
When she had to cross a street or the open dtreich of a deserted lot, she did it with a scurrying sSdeways
movement, trying to look al around hersdf at once feding so very much like a tiny little deer mouse in an
open fidd as the shadow of the hawk fdls upon it.

She went dmogt dl around the downtown core of the city, from Battersfield

Road as far east as Fitzhenry Park, from the Rer as far north as the abandoned tenements of the
Tombs, and then found John gtting on a fire escape no more than two blocks from where she'd fire set
out to find him. Of course, she thought. Wasn't that dways the way? But she was 0 relieved to see him
that she couldn’t even muster up a spark of irritation.

“I've been looking everywhere for you,” she said. She dug out an empty crate from a hegp of
garbage on one sde of the dley and dragged it over to the fire escape. “You can be ever so hard to
find,” she added as she sat down upon her makeshift stool.

John shrugged. “I’ ve been here”

“l can see that now.”

Thistime he made no reply. His solemn gaze was fixed on something far beyond the dleyway.

“Something awful’s hgppening,” Cosette told him.

John nodded, but he didn’'t look at her. “I know. | started to poke around after we talked the other
night, ligening to gossip, chasing rumors.”

“Someone dseis bringing people across from the before,” Cosette informed him.

Now John did turn to look at her. “You' ve seen him?’

“Her. She has no color to her, John. She's a black-and-white gifl and | think she's gaing to kill me.”

“I've heard there' s more than one, but the only one | actudly knew existed was my twin.”

“You have atwin?

John shrugged. “Not so's | ever knew. But | talked to Isabelle and she said he looks judt like me”

“You talked to Isabelle?”

“Briefly.”

The idea of John and Isabelle findly spesking to each other after dl these years was enough to
digtract Cosette from her fear of the black-and-white girl and the danger that her existence appeared to
represent. She gave John a careful look, then sighed.

“Did she send you away agan?’ she asked.

“Not exactly.”

“But dill.”

“But dill,” John agreed. “She didn't cdl me back either—not inaway | could come.”

“I'm sorry about what | said to you the other night.”

John shrugged. “1 knew you didn’'t mean it.”

“No,” Cosette said. “I did meanit. | redly don't understand why people bother to fdl in love. But |
didn't say it to make you fed bad. It just sort of popped out. | know how much you care about her. |
know it's not your fault that she makes you fed the way you do.”

“l used to think | loved her so much because she brought me across,” John said. “Theat it was dl tied
up with the magic that dlowed her to open the gate for me. | didn’t think | had any choice in the matter a
dl. When | met Paddyjack and redized that he was hopelesdy devoted to her as wdl, that only seemed



to confirm it. But then she brought more and more of us across and | saw that it wasn't so. Some liked
her, some didn’t. Some didn’t care one way or the other. After awhile | came to redize that while | ill
didn't have any choice, it was a matter of my heart, not because of any enchantment of hers. But by then
it was too late. She never caled me back to her.”

“Couldn’t you have gone to her?” Cosette asked.

John shook his head. “ She sent me away.”

“BUt—"

“It was't a matter of my pride, Cosette. Isabdle just didn't want me any-more. I'm not red to her.”

When he fdl slent this time, Cosette didn’t know what to say. She sat on her crate and tapped the
toes of her shoes together, picked a aloose thread on the deeve of her swester.

“So this man Isabelle told you about,” she asked findly. “Does he redly look exactly like you?’

John gave Cosette a thin, humorless amile. “Apparently. He has my looks, but not my sunny
persondity.”

Cosette digested that dowly. For someone who looked exactly like John to have been brought
across mea ...

“S0,” she said. “Isabelle must have made another painting of you.”

Only when? Cosette made it a point to vigt Isabelle€'s sudio on a regular basis as much as for a
ample curiogty to see what Isabelle was currently working on as to borrow various paints and brushes
and pencils and the like. She hadn’t seen a new painting of John. Isabelle hadn’t done a portrait in years.

“Not Isabdle,” John said. “But Rushkin. Couldn’t you fed his hand in the girl you saw?’

Cosette shivered. John was right. Rushkin had been the firg to come to her mind when she saw the
black-and-white girl.

“Can they feed on us, too?’ she asked. “You know, the way that he can?’

“l don’t know. | don't think so. But they could bring us to him.”

“You said he could only hurt us through the paintings—or in Isabelle's dreams.”

“l don’'t know everything,” John replied sharply.

“Don’'t be mad.”

“I'm sorry. I’'m not mad at you. | ... what | am is scared.”

Cosette started to fed sgck to her somach then. If John was scared, then they were dl doomed,
weren't they? They were going to die without ever having the chance to dream.

“Can’'t we do anything to stop him?’ she asked in asmdl voice.

She wished she weren't so scared. She wished she could be brave, but it was so hard. Just thinking
of the dark man made her want to curl up into asmadl bal and hide away, far awvay. Maybe courage was
something the red crow gave you dong with dreams. She' d never thought of that before, but if even John
was scared ...

“We could kill him,” John said.

Cosette looked a himin surprise. She couldn’t imegine killing anyone, couldn’t imagine dlencing the
beat of ther red crow’ s wings, ailling their dreams and blood. Not even a mongter such as Rushkin.

“Have ... have you ever killed anyone?’ she asked.

John hesitated, then dowly nodded his head.

“I don’'t know if I ... if | could do it,” Cosette said.

“They mean to kill us,” John said.

“I know, but—"

“They mean Isabelle harm. They mean us dl harm. You and |I. Rosdind and Annie Nin. Bge and
Paddyjack. All of us who are left. Ther€ll be no more gathering in the birch woods to sng and dance
then, Cosette. There |l be no more chance than we can ever learn to dream. WE I dl be gone.”

Cosette gave him a drange look. “You've been to the idand?’ she asked. “You've seen us

John nodded. “And listened to the dtories that Rosdind tells. I've watched you paint. I've read
Bgd’s poems and heard Annie Sng.”

“Why did you never make yoursdf known? Why didn’t you join us?’



“l didn't fed | belonged.”

“Paddyjack was dways tadking about meeting you in the woods but | thought it was just another one
of those gtories he likes to tdl. You know, the way he makes something up because that's the way he
wishesit could redly be.”

“I remember,” John said, amiling. But then his features grew serious once more. “I’d give my life for
him. I’d give my life for any of you, but especidly for Isabelle”

“Even though you don't fed you belong with any of us? Even though Isa-belle sent you away?’

“None of that changestheway | fed,” John said. “Knowing you are safe makes my exile bearable.”

“But you never had to be an exile”

“You don't understand, Cosette. You're more like Isabdle is. All of you are. You 9ng and dance
and paint and tdl stories. | have only one talent. I'm a hunter, a warrior. When Isabelle sent me away |
reelized there was no place for someone like me in your lives But | could ill watch over you. | could
dill protect you.”

“That’'s what you' ve done dl these years?’

“Partly. I've ds0 tried to teach mysdf gentler arts” A sad amile touched his lips. “1 haven't been
particularly successtul.”

“But nether have |,” Cosette said. “With my painting, | mean. We need the red crow to be any
good.”

John shook his head. “A red crow will let you do what Isabelle and Rushkin can do—bring others
across. You don't need it for your art to prosper.”

“You can't have looked very closdly at my pictures then.”

“What you lack is patience, Cosette, not ared crow.”

Cosette ducked her head so that she wouldn't have to look at him.

“But none of that matters now,” she said without looking up. “Not with the dark man's return.”

“l won't let him hurt you,” John assured her. “1 said | would give up my life for you. | would dso take
alife”

Cosette lifted her gaze until it met his.

“Me, too,” she said, surprisng hersdf because she redized it was true. She didn't fed any braver
than she had before. If anything, she was more scared. But she knew she would do it. Isabelle and the
others were the closest she had by way of a family. They were bound by deeper ties than blood and
dreams. She would do anything to protect them.

“It redly istrue, ign't it?" she added hopefully. “What Rosdind aways says. We are red.”

John nodded. “The lack of ared crow only makes us different.”

“If we weren't redl, we wouldn't care so much about each other, would we?’

John gave her along thoughtful look. “I think that's what makes usred,” he said findly.

He stood up and wiped the pams of his hands on his jeans.

“How will we find the dark man?’ Cosette asked.

“Isabelle will know where he is. He l&ft a piece of himsdf in her when he went away. It'll tdl her
where heis”

They closed their eyes, waking their own connection to Isabelle. Cosette opened her eyesin darm to
find asmilar worried expresson in John's. “ She's dready found him,” Cosette said.

“Or he' sfound her,” he said grimly.

Cosette’ s newfound courage faltered. “We redly have to kill him, don’t we?’

“We have to try,” John said. “Though | don't know if it's possible for us to actudly kill him. He's a
maker and makers will dways widd a certain power over our kind—even if he didn’'t bring us across
himsdf. Maybe only Isabelle can kill him.”

Cosette shook her head. “Isabelle could never hurt anyone.”

John gave her an odd look. Then, without waiting to see if Cosette would follow, he set off down the
dleyway at a brisk pace, heading north toward the burned-out tenements and abandoned buildings that
made up that part of New-ford known as the Tombs. Cosette hesitated for only a moment before
hurrying off to join him.



X

Across town from her numena, Isabelle was as frightened as Cosette, but for another reason. She
hed no idea where her captors were teking her, or what was going to happen to her. All she knew was
that it would involve Rushkin, and seeing him again made her fed even more afraid.

Cowardice, she remembered Rushkin tdling her once, was a crime like any other. “The difference
is” he explained, “isthat it's boring. You don’t so much commit cowardice as surrender to it. We livein
aworld that seems to celebrate cowardly behavior, Isabelle, except we cdl it compromise. We cdl it
getting along. Not meking waves. We don’'t stand by our convictions anymore because we're too busy
trying to make sure that we don't upset anybody. | don’t careif it's with our art, or confronting injustice,
nine out of ten times the average person will let the world run roughshod over them because they're too
intimi-deted to make a stand and gtick to it.”

“But where do you expect people to find that kind of courage?’ Isabelle had asked. “This is the
world welivein. If we didn’t get ong with each other dl that would be left would be chaos”

“Who wants to livein a world where you have to be a coward to get dong?’

“Theworld isn't so black and white” I1sabelle had said.

“No, but it could be if we stopped compromisng our vaues. We have to confront evil, no matter
where we find it, and then sand up to it.”

Isbelle had shaken her head. “The world ig7't like that. People aren't like that. How are they
supposed to become brave when the best most of us can ever seem to to manage is to avoid a
confrontation?’

“By not surrendering,” Rushkin replied. “It's that Smple. If you believe in the truth of what you're
doing, why in god’ s name would you want to compro-mise?’

“BUt—"

“We owe it to our art to face the truth without flinching. We owe it to oursdves. Every so-called
advantage that evil has can dso be used againg it. The world ig't fair, in and of itsdf. We have to make
it fair.”

Rushkin had adways remained true to his idedls, but at what cost, Isabelle had remembered thinking
more than once when she saw the way he lived. Alone and friendless, with only his art.

Kathy had aways remained true to her idedls, as wdl, though unlike Rudh-kin, she was willing to
compromise when necessary. Slill, there were some things that remained forever sacrosanct to her.
She' d fought injustice wherever it confronted her; she'd never compromised the vison that drove her to
write; she'd created the Newford Children’s Foundation and worked on its front lines, dedicating herself
to what she cdled the four C's necessary for successful guerrilla socid work: cash, contributing,
counsdling and consoling. Y ou gave what you could. Money, if you didn't have the time,

Kathy wouldn't have found hersdf in her own present Stuation, Isabelle thought. They'd both taken a
sdf-defense course, but here it was, the firg time Isabelle had found hersdf confronted with actud
violence gnce taking that course, and she'd surrendered. Kathy wouldn't have. Kathy would have
booted Bitterweed between the legs and made a break for it. She wouldn't be stting here, dlowing
hersdf to be driven to god knew where.

|sabelle Sghed. But she wasn't Kathy, was she?

The car pulled over to the curb in front of an abandoned tenement and Scara killed the engine. She
turned in her seat and leaned her arms on the backrest, hunger dlittering in her eyes.

“End of the line, sweetheart,” she said.

Issbelle shivered. | could dill try to stand up for mysdlf, she thought as Bitter-weed pulled her from
the car. | could il fight them. But whet was the point?

She knew where she was now: in the Tombs. That vast sector in the middle of the city that consisted
of derdict buildings, burned-out structures and empty, rubble-strewn lots. Streets that were often little
more than weed-choked paths, most of them too clogged with buckled pavement and abandoned cars to
drive through. Deserted brownstones and tenements that served as squats for New-ford's
disenfranchised, those who couldn’t even ding to the bottom rung of the socid ladder. The area stretched



for afew square miles north of Gracie Street, aruined cityscape that could as eesly have been Bdfagt or
the Bronx, East LA or Detroit.

She could fight her captors, 1sabelle thought. And she could run. But to where? The streets of the
Tombs were a dizzying maze to anyone unfamiliar with the rubble warren through which they cut ther
duttering way. Many of its inhabitants were eadly as dangerous as her present captors: wild-eyed
homeess men, junkies, drunken bikers and the like. Desperate, dmogt ferd creatures, some of them.
Sociopathic mongters.

So once agan she surrendered. She let the two numena lead her into the building. They stepped over
hegps of broken plaster and litter, squeezed by sections of torn-up floor. The wals were smeared with
aerosoled graffiti and other scrawled marks made with less recognizable substances. The ar was sde
and close, and reeked of urine and rotting garbage. It was the antithess of her home on Wren Idand.
And the opposite of those worlds once brought to life by the paintbrush of the man into whose presence
sewss led.

She saw himin a corner of a room on the second floor, lying on a amdl palet of newspapers and
blankets, his bulk dissipated, his features sunken into them-selves. No longer the stoop-backed,
somewhat homely mentor now. Not even atroll. More like some exotic bug, dug up from under a rotted
log and left to fend for itsdf in the harsh sunlight. An infirm, helpless thing, weakly lifting its head when
Bitterweed and Scam led her into its room. But there was dill a hot light banked in the kiln of his eyes, a
fiery hunger that was even more intense than what burned in the gazes of his numena.

“It's time to make good the debt you owe me” Rushkin said. Even his voice was changed—the
deep tones had become athin, croaking rasp. “I don’'t owe you anything.”

The wasted figure shook its head. “Y ou owe me everything and | will have it from you now.”

Issbelle knew dl too wdl what he wanted. She just hadn’t wanted to be-lieveit.

“John was right,” she said. “All dong, he was right. Y ou redly do feed on my numena”

“Numena,” Rushkin repeated. “An interesting gppellation. Effective, if not entirdy apt. 1 never
bothered to give them a name mysdf”

“l won't doit.”

Rushkin indicated his own numena. “They will kill you if you don’t.”

“They'll kill meif | do. | heard as much before they brought me here.”

Confronted with Rushkin, Isabell€’ s fear was swallowed by the anger she fdt toward her old mentor.
She looked a him and saw a hundred painful desths, the fire that had licked away at canvas and flesh,
conauming dl in its path. Never again, she had promised hersdf, and then she'd stopped painting
gateways that would alow numenato cross over from ther before. Never again, she repeated to hersdf
now. Any of her numenathat gill survived, any that she might bring across with her new work, she would
protect with her life. Where she couldn't be brave for hersdlf, the courage was there for those who had
died before, for those who would dieif she gaveinto him.

“You have my word that you'll be safe,” Rushkin assured her. He hid the hungry fire in his eyes
behind an earnestness that Isabelle didn’'t accept for a moment.

“Until the next time you need my ... my magic.”

Rusghkin shook his head. “Once | have ... recovered, | will find mysdf a new protege. You will never
seeme agan.”

“A new protege?’ Isabdle sad, startled.

All she could think was, how could she dlow him to continue to spread his evil? But Rushkin,
intentiondly or not, mistook her shock for something else.

“l doubt we could work that well together anymore” he said. “And besides, I've taught you dl |
know.”

Issbelle gave him alook of distaste.

“Oh, | s2e” he said. “You thought you were done.” He shook his head. “Hardly. There were many
before you, my dear, and one snce. Her name was Gisdle, alovdy French girl and very, very taented. |
met her in Paris, and though the dity has changed, discovering her and working with her rendered my
relocating there worthwhile dl the same.”



“What ... happened to her?’

“She died,” Rushkin replied. He ducked his head and gave a heavy sgh. “Killed hersdf, actudly.
Burned down our studio with dl of our work and hersdlf init.” He indicated the two numena who had
brought Isabelle to him. “These two were the only survivors of the conflagration and lord knows how |
managed to save them.”

A deep dillness settled indde 1sabelle. She remembered Stting at her kitchen table one morning some
two years ago with that week’s edition of Time maga-zine and reading about that fire. The whole of the
art world had been in shock about it, but it had particularly struck home with her because of her own fire
dl those years ago.

“Gisdle Marchand,” Isabdlle sad softly as her memory cdled up the artist’ s name.

“So you know her work. She could have given Rembrandt a run for his money with her use of light.
We logt agresat tdent that day.”

Isbelle stared a himin horror. “You killed her. You killed her just s0 you could feed on her numena
You st thefire that burned down her sudio.”

“l no more set that fire than | did the one that destroyed your studio.”

“At least have the courage to admit to your crimes”

Rushkin shook his head. “Y ou wrong me. And if my word is no longer of vaue with you, then look at
me. Do you think | would have left mysdf in a pogtion such as this? She had a death wish, Isabelle, and
dl that gorgeous art of ours fdl vicim to it. Without it, | am reduced to begging favors from an old
sudent.”

“No,” Isabdle sad. “You st that fire—just as you set the one inmy stu-dio.”

“l didn't et thet fire”

“Then who did?’

Rushkin gave her along considering look. “You redly don’'t remember?’

“Remember what?’

He dghed. “Isabelle, you st that fire”

Those few ample words made her red back from him. She would have fled the room, except
Bitterweed caught her by the arm and returned her to Rush-kin's pdl€t.

“You dways had a gift for restating the truth to yoursdlf,” Rushkin said, “but | never redized how
thoroughly you would come to believe your own lies”

“No. | would never ...”

She closed her eyes, but then the burning figures reared up in her mind's eyes. She could hear the
roar of the flames the crackle of flesh burning, the anvful ink of smoke and sweet doying smdl of
cooking meat. But it hadn't been meset, not mesat that any sane person would ingest.

“The only difference between yoursdf and Gisdle” Rushkin said, “is that she let the fire consume
hersdf aswdl as her art.”

“No!” Isabdle cried. She shook off Bitterweed's grip and knelt on the floor, her face now levd with
Rughkin's. She glared a him. “1 know what you're trying to do, but it won't work. You can't make me
beieve your lies. | won't believe them.”

“Hng” Rushkin said. “Haveit your way.”

It was plain from the tone of his voice that he was humoring her, but Isabelle refused to let him bait
her any further. She clenched her teeth and sat back on her haunches. Cold. Slent. Staring a him.

“But you will ill repay the debt you owe me” Rushkin added.

Isabelle shook her head. “1 won't do it,” she said. “1 won't make people for you to murder.”

“People? You cdl them numeng, yoursdf. Strictly speaking, a numen is merdy a spiritud force, an
influence one might fed around a certain thing or place. It has no physca presence.”

“You know exactly what | mean.”

“Of course | do,” Rughkin told her. “But you have to remember they're not redl.”

Issbelle looked at the two numena who had brought her to this place. “You heard it from his own
lips” she said. “How can you serve a mongter such as this? How can you help him prey on your own
kind?’



But naither of the numena appeared particularly perturbed.

“Wha do we care about the others?” Scam asked. “What have they ever done for us?’

Bitterweed nodded. “And we will be red. We have been promised.”

“By who? Thisfather of lies?’

“He has never lied to us”

Isabelle shook her head. “You don't need him. He needs you. You're dready red. My numena live
lives of their own and so do you. To believe otherwiseisto bdieve hislies”

“No,” Bitterweed said. “We need him.”

“All we ever did,” Isabdlle said, “was open a door for you to cross over from your own world to
this You don’t need him any more than the man he based you upon needs me”

“Quite the remarkable job | did making Bitterweed, don't you think?’ Rushkin remarked. “Of course
it helps to have an eidetic memory.”

“I'm not taking to you,” Isabelle said.

“l know,” Rushkin said. “But you are wasting your time trying to convince them to see things your
way. They know the truth.”

“Then how will you make them red?’ 1sabelle chalenged.

“It's quite Imple, frankly. They require only a piece of your soul. Or mine. Or that of anyone such as
uswho can make them.”

Now Isabelle knew whet Bitterweed had meant when he said she owed him. Though what he should
have said was that she was owed to him. He and Scara had brought her to Rushkin so that she would
reguvenate her erswhile mentor and in return Rushkin would give her to them. So much for Rushkin's
assur-ances of safety. So much for hisgiving his word. But then she dready knew he was aliar.

“You're amonder,” she said.

Rughkin shook his head. “You take everything far too serioudy, Isabdle. You think of us as
parasites, but it's nothing so crass as thet, | can assure you. The beings | require to restore me are not
red in the sense that you or | can daim. | murder no one; | hurt no one. No one thet isred.”

Isabelle thought of John, of the arguments they’d had on this very subject, and dl she could do was
shake her head in denid.

“And to make them red,” Rushkin went on, “costs so little They will step into your deep and take a
smdl morsd of your soul. A memory, a hope, a piece of a dream. Nothing you can't live without.”

“You were in my dreams once,” Isabedle said, “and you weren’t nearly so benign. You killed the
winged cat. You would have killed Paddyjack, too, if John hadn't driven you away.”

Rushkin neither denied nor agreed to what she said. “It's harder for you and | to step into each
other’s dreams. It’'s because we are both makers—dreamers. It's much easer for what you cdl numena
sncethey are dready so close to our dreams. They are born from our art and our art is born from our
dreams—from what we remember, and what we envison.”

“You 4ill killed the winged cat.”

Rushkin shrugged. “There was a need upon me that night. In retrospect, | should have been more
patient. But | mugt remind you, Isabelle: none of your numenathat | took were red. They need that piece
of your soul to fud them and | would have known if you had given it to them. | would never harm any
that you made redl. | am not the mongter you make me out to be.”

“Oh no? Then what would you cal yoursdf?’

“A man who has lived for a very long time and who is not yet ready to end his stay in this world.”

“No meatter what the cost.”

“Thereisdways a cost,” Rushkin agreed. “But in this case, it is not the one you assume it to be. | did
not want to come back into your life and bring you more heartbreak, Isabelle. But | was weaker than |
thought and in the two years since Gisdle died, | have found no one with the necessary tdent to take
under my tutelage. It was Bitterweed who reminded me of you and even then | would not have returned
into your life except that | heard that you would be illugtrating a new collection of stories by your friend.
Snce | knew you would once again be cregting numena....” He shrugged.

“How could you have heard that? | only agreed to it yesterday.”



“Redly? | heard about it over a month ago. Or perhaps it was only that you were being considered
for the project. It makes little difference, now, snce here we dl are”

“So thiswas dl Bitterweed' s ideg,” 1sabelle said. “Kidngpping me and bring-ing me here.”

“He is very eager to become red,” Rushkin told her, “and like your own John, headstrong. We
meant to wait until you had completed the work for the book before we stepped in, but then ...”

“But then what?’ |sabelle asked when he hesitated.

“There are so many things that could go wrong or delay such a project,” Rushkin said.

He kept that same earnest expresson in his eyes that hed been wearing throughout their
conversation, but I1sabelle didn’t think that this was what he’'d meant to say. He was hiding something.
Then she had to laugh a hersdf. When had she known Rushkin to ever be draightforward about
anything?

“You can see how weak | am,” Rushkin added. “Bitterweed was afraid that | wouldn't survive the
wait. And besides, heis so eager. So impdtient. | think he would do anything to become red.”

“But he dready isred.”

Rushkin sghed. “The numena do not need to eat or deep. They are unable to bleed or dream. They
arenot red.”

“You say that only because it suits your purpose.”

“Then what would you cdl them?’

Isabelle glanced at his numena. Scara lounged on the floor, deaning her nails with a switchblade, and
didn’t even seem to be paying attention to the conversation. Bitterweed leaned againg a wal beside her,
ams folded, ligening, but his face was a closed mask. Unreadable.

“Different,” Isabdlle said. “That'sdl. Not better or worse than us, only different.”

Rushkin amiled. “How very open-minded of you. How palitically correct. Perhaps we should refer to
them as the dream-impaired in the future”

“I'm not 1zzy anymore,” Isabelle told him. “I’'m not that impressionable teenager that you took under
your wing and who'd believe anything you' d say because you were Vincent bloody Adjani Rushkin.
God, | hate you.”

“And yet you named your sudio after me”

|sabelle gave him a withering look. “You know up until this very morning | couldn’t have said which
was stronger: my admiraion for you and the grateful-ness I've fdt for everything you taught me, or my
fear and loathing for every-thing you stand for. Y ou’ ve certainly darified that for me today.”

“And yet you will help me” Rushkin said.

Isabelle shook her head. “1 can’t believe you. Aren't you listening to what I'm saying?’

“If you help restore me with your numena,” Rushkin told her, “I will give you the one thing your heart
mogt desires.”

“What would you know about my desires?’

“I'll bring her back—the friend you gill mourn.”

It took her a moment to understand what he was getting a. She was sure that she was wrong.

“You don't mean Kathy?’ she asked dubioudy.

When Rushkin nodded, Isabelle stared a himin disbdlief.

“That'simpossble” she said.

“And the numena aren't?’

“Jugt because one improbable thing is true doesn’t mean anything can be true.”

“| promise you, | can bring her back to you.”

How many times had she longed to see that mass of red-gold har tossed aside as Kathy turned to
look a her the way she dways did, the welcoming smile, the kind light in those grey eyes? How often
had she seen something, or read something, or fdt something, and thought, Wait'll 1 tdl Kathy, only to
remember that Kathy was dead? Five years had passed, and it dill happened. Not every day. Not even
every week. But enough.

And how often had she ralled againg the unfairness of Kathy's death? How often had she thought
she' d do anything to have her back? Anything &t dl. But this?



She' d considered painting Kathy hersdlf, waking her the way she had John and the others, but knew
it wouldn’t work. The numena were new to this world. Kathy had lived here and died here. There was
no return for her. This world had been hers before.

But even knowing that, even knowing that Rushkin would cdl up a ghost, a Smulation, not the red
Kathy, she couldn’t help being tempted. Because what if Rushkin redly could do it? There were so many
questions she had for Kathy, so many riddles that needed answers only Kathy could give.

| realized that | had fallen in love with her from day one, but | never once got up the courage
to tell her.

| hope | do before either of us dies.

I’m not attracted to men, but I'm not attracted to women either. It's just Izzy | want. She had
to know if it was true.

“Wdl?" Rushkin asked. “Do we have a bargan?’

Isabdlle blinked, startled out of her reverie. She gazed at the insectlike cast into which his features
had falen. Sowly she shook her head.

“Youll bring her back,” she said. “And what will she be? Like hm? She jerked a thumb in
Bitterweed' s direction. “A flawed copy of the red thing? A monster?’

“No,” Rushkin said. “I'll bring back an angd.”

“l don't believe your lies anymore, Vincent. | haven't beieved them for a very long time”

“And if | bring her back fird?” Rushkin asked. “If, before you paint one stroke for me, | bring her
back and you can judge for yoursdf?’

“What ... what are you saying?’

“I will bring your friend back to you. If you are stisfied that it is indeed her, you will paint for me. If
not, then we will part ways here and | will never trouble you again.”

|sabelle hated hersdlf for what she was thinking.

You wouldn't be doing this for yoursef, she tried to tdl hersdf. Not en-tirdy. Sure, you're sdfish
and you want her back, but it's not like you'd be the only person to benefit. She thought of what Kathy
hed written about her in the journd:

It's not because she's beautiful, which she is; it's because she's an angel, sent down from
heaven to make us all a little more grateful about our time spent here on planet earth. We're
better people for having known her.

Kathy might as wel have been taking about hersdlf.

“These paintings” 1sabelle began.

“I will ask you to do only enough to restore me. Two—three at the mogst.”

“And your numena?’

“I will give them what they need from my own dreams.”

Could she do it? Isabelle asked hersdf. Could she bring two or three of her own numena across from
the before and sacrifice them for Kathy’ s sake?

She knew it would be wrong. She was wrong to even congder it. It put her on the same levd as
Rushkin. She knew that Kathy would be horrified at the price paid for her return.

“WdI?" Rushkin asked.

“It wouldn’t even be necessary for you to make new pantings” Rushkin said. “You mug have one
or two |eft over from before you entered this abstract expressonism period of yours”

“No,” Isabelle said. “I couldn’t do that.”

It was hard enough that she had to sacrifice anyone for Kathy to be able to return, but not them. Not
John and Paddyjack, the wild girl and the handful of others who had survived.

“But you will paint for me?’

“Issbelle)” he sad softly. “What do you have to lose? If | fal to bring your friend back to your
satisfaction, you owe me nothing. If | succeed—surdly it would be worth any price?’

“l don’'t know.”

God, she fdt so confused.



If Rushkin wasn't lying about being able to bring Kathy back, then perhaps he was dso tdling the
truth when he said that the numena weren't redl. Isabelle couldn’t barter with true humen lives—even for
Kathy's sake. But if the numena weren't red. If they were only paintings. Dream-born figments without
any true life of their own ...

But then she thought of something Sophie had told her back when they were sharing a udio in the
ealy eighties They’'d gotten to taking about dreams, and Sophie, who had very vivid dreams, had
indgted that you dways had to maintain your principles, even when you were dreaming. What you did in
adream might not be redl in terms of the waking world, she explained, but that didn’t change the fact that
you had done it. That you were capable of doing it. If you killed someone in a dream, you were ill guilty
ofmurder, even if there was no corpse when you woke, even if no one had redly died. Because you
would sill have made the choice where it counted: ingde yoursdlf.

So how would this be any different?

“l repeat,” Rushkin said. “What do you have to lose?’

My soul, Isabelle thought. And everything I've ever bdieved in. “You don't know what you're
asking of me” she said.

Rushkin shook his head. “But | do, Isabelle. | do. We have dways had our differences, but | respect
your beiefs. Just because | believe your fedings con-cerning the numenato be untrue doesn’t mean thet |
don’'t understand the torment you are going through.”

His gaze met hers, guildess and clear. She could dmost believe he honestly cared for her. Could
amog fed hersdf fdling under his sway again. Oh, Kathy, she thought. What am | supposed to do?

X

There was no answer at the door to Isabelle's studio.

“Jlly said she was running some errands thismorning,” Alan said. “She mudn't be back yet.”

As he turned away, Marisa stepped up to the door and tried the knob. The lock was engaged but the
door hadn’t been completely shut and it swung open at her touch.

“Why don’t we wait for her ingde?’ she sad.

“No,” Alan said. “We can't just bargein ....”

But Marisa had dready stepped ingde. Alan and Rolanda exchanged un-comfortable looks, then
reluctantly followed her ingde. The studio was crammed with boxes and suitcases, but otherwise empty.

“Look at this” Marisa said, sanding by the windowsest.

She hdd up the painting of Paddyjack and Alan drew a sharp breath.

“That's a character out of one of Kathy's stories, ign't it?” Rolanda said.

Alan nodded. He crossed the room and took the panting from Marisa. In the corner by Issbelle's
ggnature he found a date, 1974. So it was the origind, not a copy.

“Thisshouldn’'t exigt,” he said.

Marisa gave im an odd look. “Why not?’

“It was destroyed in the fire—admogt dl of her early work was destroyed except for the one I've got,
some juvenilia and the paintings in the Foundation’ s waiting room.”

“That must have been so horrible for her,” Rolanda said.

“It devastated her,” Alan said, “though she tried not to show it” He shook his head. “All that
agonishing work ... gone, just like that.”

He pictured the one panting by Isabelle that he owned—a ten-by-sixteen ol pastd of a andl
angular, red-haired gamine that she'd cdled Annie Nin—and a thought came to him then. If Cosette
redly had been brought over through Isabell€ s painting The Wild Girl, then the subject of the painting he
owned would be dive, too. Out therein the world somewhere. But the others, the others were dl dead.
Destroyed in the fire.

“It mugt have killed her,” he said softly.

“Killed who?" Marisa asked.

But Rolanda was with him. “Isabelle” she said. “The way she must have fet when the people who
were born from her paintings dl died in thet fire”



“No wonder the direction of her art changed so dradicdly,” Alan said. He stared down at the
panting he held. “ Except ... what if they weren’'t de-stroyed?’

“You just sad that the fire took amost everything she'd ever done up to that point in her career,”
Marisasad.

Alan nodded. “Induding this painting. But it's here, isn't it?’

“Do you think she only pretended that they were destroyed in the fire?” Rolanda asked. “That she
hid them so that she could keep them safe from harm?’

“I don’t know,” Alan replied.

But he remembered again how Isabelle had inssted on the condition that the originds of the art she
did for Kathy’s book remained in her possession & dl times.

“She'd bein alot of trouble with her insurance company, if that's true,” Marisa said.

Alan nodded absently. He placed the painting back down in the window seat, sdtting it on top of the
brown wrapping paper that it had been lying upon before Marisa picked it up. He noticed the envelope
as he was graightening up. Before he knew what he was doing, he had the envelope in his hand and was
sudying the handwriting.

“What'sthat? Marisa asked.

“A letter from Kathy. | recognize the handwriting.”

“Walt asec,” Maisasad as he started to openit. “1 know | waked usin here, but that’s because |
didn't think she’d mind us waiting in her studio, you being old friends and dl. But we should definitely
draw theline a reading her mail.”

Alan agreed with her. Normdly he would never have considered prying the way he was about to.
But the need to know what Kathy had written overtook him, shadowing common courtesy. The
compulson had him going ahead and opening the envelope at the same time as he nodded in agreement
to Marisa

“It's dated from just before she died,” he said. “It ...” He continued to scan down the page, turned to
the next one. “It’s her suicide note,” he said when he got to the end. “She mailed it to Isabelle instead of
leaving it in her apartment.”

His chest was tight with the old pain of Kathy's loss. The unfamiliar room suddenly seemed to be
choked with ghosts. He gave Marisa an anguished |ook.

“Issbdle redly knew dl dong that Kathy ... that she killed hersdf. So why did she pretend
otherwise?’

“l don’'t understand,” Marisa said.

“The big fight we had at Kathy's funerd. 1t was about how Kathy died. Isabelle was mad a me for
not going to the hospital to see her ... but Kathy was never in a hospitd. She died of an overdose
ofdegping pills in her own apartment and Isabelle was the one who found her on one of her vigts to
town. When she kept daming that Kathy hadn’t killed hersdlf, | thought it was because there was no
note—you know how people want to deny that someone they cared about could have killed hersdf? But
then it got crazy with dl this talk about cancer and hospitdization and the radiation trestments not
working ...."

“l dill don't get it,” Marisa sad. “Her suicide was reported in dl the news-papers. And even the
other night on the TV, they mentioned it when they ran the piece on how the injunction had been lifted.”

Alan nodded.

“So why would Isabelle try to convince you different?’

“That's something | would love to know,” Alan said. “It's gotten to the point now where | don't
know what to believe anymore.”

Rolanda cleared her throat. “Maybe | should leave you two to hash this out with Isabelle”

Jesus, Alan thought. What must she think of us? Barging into Isabell€' s stu-dio and going through dl
of her Suff.

“l can come back some other time to talk to her,” Rolanda added.

Alan shook his head. “No. There' s something very strange going on here and what you told us about
this Cosette girl isa part of it.” He paused to sudy her for amoment. “Don’t you want to know what it's



dl about anymore?’

“Yes, of course. But thisdl seems so ... persond. | can't help but fed as though I'm intruding.”

Marisa nodded. “I know exactly what you mean. We should go, Alan.”

Alan knew they were both right, but he dso knew he had to ded with the tangle of memories that
rose up from the past every time he thought of Isabelle and Kathy. The past lay so thick upon him &t the
moment he could hardly bresthe. He looked down & the letter once more, wishing it actudly explained
things rather than cdling up new questions.

Thisis what I'm leaving you. For you and Alan, if you want to share it with him.

What had Kathy left in that locker a the bus termind dl those years ago? And why had Isabelle
never told him about it—about the letter or the contents of the locker? Was whatever it had been the red
reason that 1sabelle had gone dl strange at the funerd? They had dl been so close, dmost inseparable for
0 many years. He had never been able to understand how it fdl apart. And surdy Isabelle knew how
much he'd cared for Kathy, how much her death had devastated him. What had she found in that locker
that she couldn’t share with him?

“Alan?’ Marisasad.

Alan nodded. He returned the etter to its envelope. He looked at it for along moment, then tossed it
onto the window seat beside the painting.

“Nora Dennis has a dudio here, doesn’t she?’ Marisa asked as they made their way down the hdll to
the gtairwell.

Alan nodded. “Why?’

“Maybe she's seen Isabdle”

“Doesn't seem likdy. Isabdle only just got back to town.”

“It wouldn’t hurt to ask,” Marisa sad.

So they left the sairwell at the second floor and went looking for Nora's sudio. It wasn't hard to
find. Hafway down the hal they came upon a door that was standing open. Loud music spilled out of it,
a song sung in an Irish dance-tune sgnature but with drums and eectric guitars augmenting the acoustic
insruments. The Waterboys, Alan thought, recognizing the song. Looking through the doorway, they
found Nora stting on the floor with watercolor paintings scattered dl around her. She glanced up and
grinned when she noticed them gtanding in the doorway.

“Sorry about the mess” she said, slanding up to turn down the volume of the music, “but I'm just
getting organized for a show.” She looked around hersdf, her amile widening. “What am | saying?
Organized? | wish.”

Unlike Isabelle' s studio, where everything was dill unpacked, Nora's studio looked as though a
tornado had just touched down in the middle of it. Alan fdt like a rdief worker, showing up at the scene
of amgor disaster with the best of intentions to help out, but being overwhemed by the sheer magnitude
of what had to be done.

“I haven't had a chance to tak to her yet,” Nora said when they asked her about Isabelle. Sheran a
hand through her short brown hair, meking it stland up at attention. “But | saw her down in the courtyard
about an hour ago with Johnny Sweetgrass.”

Isbelle's old boyfriend, Alan thought. Another ghogt from the past. But then he remembered
something dse that painting of John that Isabelle had done. What if Isabelle hadn’t painted his portrait?
Wha if John had come into being because of the painting? A painting which, Alan reminded himsdf; had
aso supposedly been destroyed in thefire,

“I haven't seen iminyears,” Alan said, keeping his voice casud. “How’s he doing?’

“Oh, you know Johnny. He never changes. | swear he gets younger while the rest of us grow
ungracefully old. But Isabelle didn't seem at dl well. She looked as though she couldn’t stand up without
his support. | spotted them coming across the courtyard but before | could get to them to seeif | could
help, they were out the door and gone.”

Alan hung on to the firg part of what Nora had said.

He never changes. | swear he gets younger while the rest of us grow ungracefully old. He never
changes. Because he was like Cosette, forever locked into looking how Isabelle had painted him?



“Gone?’” Marisa asked.

Nora nodded. “Umhmm. She got into a car driven by some red punky-looking girfl and drove off
Here” she added. “I can show you.”

She led them across her studio, wending a careful way through the scattered piles of watercolors that
they dl tried to emulate. At the open window, she pointed off down the street.

“They were going north, the last time I—Hey, wait a minute. There' s Johnny now.”

Alan looked down a the dtreet. He recognized John Sweetgrass immedi-ady, as wdl as his
companion.

“He swith Cosette,” he said, more for Marisa and Rolanda s benefit than Nora's.

Rolanda nodded in agreement while Marisa craned to get a better |ook.

“Wdl, that's not the girl who was driving the car,” Nora said from beside him. “She didn’t have that
gorgeous head of har.” She opened the window and leaned out. “Hey, Johnny!” she cried.

John and Cosstte lifted their heads. Alan thought John looked irritated at having been noticed, but
Cosette smiled happily and waved up at them, recog-nizing Alan and Rolanda. John gave them a brisk
wag of his hand himsdf, then started to walk on, pausing when Cosette held onto hisarm.

“Wait aminute” Alan caled down to them. “I have to tak to you. We ll be right down.”

But when they reached the street, John was gone. Only Cosette was there, waiting for them.

X

What are you doing?’ John demanded when Cosette tugged on his arm. “They’re friends” she said.
“Maybe they can hdp us”

“Good friends?’

“Wel, not redly. But Isabelle's known Alan for ages.”

“And haan't spoken to him for years,” John said.

“But—"

“Do you think they’re such good friends that they’d help uskill a well-respected artist like Rushkin?’
John asked. “Jugt on our say-s0?’

“Maybe if we explained things ...” Cosette's voice traled off a the wither-ing look John gave her.
“Okay. So maybeit's not such a good idea.”

“They have ther concerns and we have ours,” John said. “By what each of us are, they are mutudly
exdusve. We have too little common ground, Co-sette.”

“That’s not redly true”

John didn’t want to argue anymore. “We should go.”

“But that would be so rude.”

“Hne” he said, exasperated. “Wait for them. Y ou know where to find me when you're done.”

Cosette nodded. “I wonder,” she said, before he left. “Should | contact the others—you know,
Rosdind and the rest of them dill on the idand?’

“It wouldn't hurt,” John told her. “They should have alittle forewarning in case we fail.”

“But we're not going to fall, are we?’

She looked up a him, afraid and hopeful dl a once. John wanted to set her mind a ease, but he
couldn’t lieto her.

“If we do,” he said, “it won't be from lack of trying.”

He left her then, heading east and north, aming for a tenement in the Tombs where Isabelle spoke
with Rushkin and prepared to sl her soul. He arrived in the middle of their conversation, finding a perch
outsde the second-story room where they spoke, sharing the narrow ledge with a grotesque gar-goyle
thet reminded him of Rothwindle, one of Isabelle’s earlier creations who had died in the fire & Wren
Idand.

“My darling ‘goyle” he sad softly.

It was the name Isabelle had given the panting of Rothwindle. The gargoyle had come across from
the before with her own name, jugt as John had. Come across and lived her life in the shadows of this
world until John hed let her die. HE'd let them dl die. Since the night he'd rescued Paddyjack from



Rushkin he' d vowed to protect each and every one of Isabelle' s numena, but he’ d falled. He hadn't been
there when the fire siwept through the farmhouse.

John frowned when he heard Rushkin accuse Isabelle of garting the fire. 1sabelle knew what she was
about when she cdled her old mentor the father of lies But then John found himsdf thinking of how
Isabelle could confuse the truth, even in her own mind—daming she was mugged when it had actudly
been Rushkin who' d beaten her. Ingging her friend Kathy had died of anillnessin a hospitd when she'd
committed suicide. What if the mystery of the fire was another of her stories? What if it hadn’'t been
Rushkin who had set the farm-house ablaze, but 1sabelle hersdlf?

Smply congdering the possihility made him fed as though he was betraying her, but now tha the
question had lodged in his mind, he couldn’t shake it. All things considered, hadn’t she betrayed him in
how she'd cast him out of her life? Hadn't she betrayed them dl by dlowing so many of them to die?
Couldn’'t she have saved some of them?

He ligtened with growing disgquiet as Rushkin explained how numena could be given the gift of true
life. Another betraya, he thought, but then shook his head. No, Isabdlle hadn’'t known ... had she?

He wished now that he'd never come. He didn’t want to consider 1sabelle to blame for dl the degths.
Didn't want to think that she could have given dl of them what Cosette caled the red crow a <0 little
cost to hersdf. If they’ d been freed from their paintings, none of them would have had to die. How could
she not have known? And yet ...

Rushkin was a magter of lies, but like dl such men, he had to use a certain amount of truth to lend his
lies the echo of veracity they required to be believed. So what was lie, what was truth?

No, he told himsdf. Thisis exactly what Rushkin wants. To raise so many doubts that you could no
longer be sure what was true and what was not. Un-doubtedly, he was the cause of Isabdle's own
confuson with the truth. Rush-kin's presence, his voice and the hdf-truths he wove in among his
lies—they were like a virus How could you do anything but doubt everything you be-lieved in once
you'd been infected by him?

Tha was when he redlized what it was that Rushkin was demanding of Isabelle. Doubts were put
asde, to be dedt with later if not forgotten. Right now dl he wanted to do was burst into the room and
kill Rushkin where he lay on his pdlet. Squeeze the life out of him the way Rushkin had taken the lives of
so many of Isabelle's creations. But he dill wasn't certain that a maker could die a his hands and there
were Rushkin's own cregtions to consgder—his double and the strange monochrome gifl that Cosette
hed described to him earlier, the one' s gaze more ferd than the other.

So he waited. He hugged the wal and willed, with dl the potency he could muder, that Isabelle
would stand up to her old mentor, rather than fdl under his sway once again.

“Tdl hm no, Isabdle” he whispered, his voice pitched so low that not even the stone gargoyle
squaiting a half-dozen feet away could have heard him. “Deny him, once and for dl.”

Xl

Isabelle didn’t honestly believe that Rushkin could bring Kathy back. She was a naf when it came to
his magics, to what could and could not be done, but not so innocent as to believe that the dead could be
raised, unchanged and whole. The creation of nhumena dmost made sense. If you accepted that there was
an otherworld, then it stood to reason that there could be pathways leading from it to this world. Didn't
Jlly dways say that a hundred centuries of myths and fairy tales had to be based upon something?

But the dead didn't return, unchanged and forgiving. Not even folktaes pretended differently. She
knew that. She knew it, but dill her heart broke when she findly looked up to meet Rushkin's gaze and
shook her head.

“l can't doit,” shesaid. “l won't do it”

He gave her a look that she knew so wel—he was the teacher again, disap-pointed in his
pupil—only thistime she didn’t buy into that role.

“Not now,” he said findly. “But you will.”

“You can't make me”

Rughkin only smiled. “A handful of your numena dill wander loose. Bitter-weed and Scara will find



the paintings that brought them across. And then you will have to make a choice: sacrifice them, or paint
others for me”

|sabelle shook her head.

“It makes no difference to me” Rushkin told her. “But | will survive. Make no mistake about thdt,
ma bele Izzy.”

There was honey dripping from his voice as he used Kathy's endearment, but dl Isabelle could do
was shudder. From where she lounged againg the wal, Scara tittered.

“Take her away,” Rudhkin said.

Isabelle cringed and pulled out of Bitterweed's grip on her shoulder. “Don’t touch me” she told him.

After giving Rushkin a questioning glance, Bitterweed stood back from her. Isabelle rose under her
own steam and let him guide her back out into the foul-smdling halway. She stared down & her feet as
heled her a haf-dozen paces to another door.

“In here,” Bitterweed said.

She hesitated at the doorway, gaze taking in the easdl and art supplies laid out upon a long wooden
table. Brushes and paette knives. Tubes of paint and rags for deaning up. Linseed ail and turpentine. A
paette and beside it, a stack of primed canvases. A white cotton smock hung over the back of the
room’s one wooden chair. The only windows were set highin the wal, cagting a northern light down into
that part of the room where the easdl stood. There was dready a canvas ganding in the easdl.

Issbelle turned to her captor. “1 told him | wouldn’t do it,” she said. Bitterweed shrugged. It was a
familiar body gesture of John's, but John never put the insolence into it that Rushkin's creature did.

Oh, John.

“God, he named you well, didn't he” she said.

“Rushkin didn't name me” Bitterweed replied. “I chose my own name” Issbelle was intrigued
despite hersdf “Why would you choose to give your-sdf a namein mockery of someone else's?’

“Bitterweed ismy name.”

“Jud that. A surname. No given name.”

“There has to be someone to give you a given name,” Bitterweed said. Isabelle sghed. “You know
he doesn’t own you, don’'t you? Y ou don’t have to echo hisevil.”

Bitterweed amiled. “We're not evil, I1sabelle Copley. We' re no different from anyone else. We just
want to survive”

“But a what cog?’

“Don't talk to me about cost. Look at you. You're young and beautiful and why not, consdering on
how many of usyou gorged yoursdf.”

“l did not et that fire. | would never—”

But Bitterweed wasn't interested in continuing the conversation any longer. Before she could protest,
he shoved her into the room and dammed the door behind her. It took her a moment to catch her
balance. She heard alock engage, then his receding footsteps. Then slence.

She leaned againg the table and bowed her head. Nobody knew where she was. Nobody knew
Rushkin had returned. Nobody would even think to con-sider that he would have kidnapped her. She
was utterly and entirdly on her own—not the way she was on Wren Idand, cloistered from the world, but
helpless. Even on his deathbed, Rushkin had so easily returned ther rdaionship to how it had been. Even
now, he wasin control.

After along moment, she sat down on the chair and stared a the blank canvas set up on the easdl.
She didn't doubt that Rushkin's creatures would track down the paintings of her exiging numena. The
two at the Foundation would take no great detective work at dl. The creatures would acquire them and
Rush-kin would feed upon them and she'd 4ill be trapped here. Nothing would be changed except that
two more people, whose exigtence in this world were her respongiility, would be dead.

Unless, she thought, Saring at the canvas. Unless ..

She rose abruptly from the chair and strode to the end of the table. Without giving hersdf the time to
change her mind, she started picking up tubes of paint and squeezing their pigment out onto the palette.
She didn't bother to be care-ful. She didn't put on the smock. She didn’t bother to put the tops back



onto the tubes, but tossed them onto the table when she was done with them, one &fter the other. Once
she had a hdf-dozen colors on the paette, she opened the can of turpentine and stuck the brush into its
narrow mouth. She mixed a thin wash on the paette as she stood in front of the canvas and tried to clear
her mind before she began work on a sketchy underpainting.

She knew she had to work fast. Thered be no time to let the paint dry, no time for finesse or
precison. But then she was used to working under adverse conditions. Not lately, not for years. But she
hadn't forgotten. 1zzy was long gone from her life, but wheat 1zzy had known, what she'd learned and how
she’' d made do when money and supplies were scarce and time ran againgt her—adl of that was il ingde
Isabelle. Her memories were something that no one could take away.

Memories.

Standing in the garden and watching the farmhouse as it was engulfed in flanes. Seaing the fird frall
body sumble out to fal charred a her feet. And then the others. All the others ...

Tears blurred her vison, making it hard to see what she was doing, but she carried on dl the same.

“l did not start thet fire” she whispered to the ghostly imeage taking shape on the canvas. “I did not.”

vignettes from bohemia

From the quiet stream
| scooped the moon
Into my hands
Tosee
Just how it tasted
—L orenzo Baca, from More Thoughts, Phrases and Lies

Newford, June 1975

Although the snow was long gone and there was not a soul in Sght, 1zzy was 4ill nervous the firg
time she walked down the lane off Stanton Street that led to Rushkin's studio in the old coach house. She
thought being here would re-awaken memories of the mugging, but the only piece of the past that arosein
her mind was a more immediate memory from a few weeks ago when she'd findly gone down to the
police gation to look at ther mug books. She'd dutifully scanned page after page of arimind faces, but
none looked familiar. The whole exercise seemed pointless, especidly &fter the detective told her how
mogt such attacks never saw an arrest in the firgt place, little say were brought to trid.

“It's especidly frudrating in a case of random violence such as your own,” the detective went on.
“Nine out of ten times, the victim knows her assallants. Not necessarily wel—it might be the guy who
takes your change at the subway, or some neighborhood kid you upset through no fault of your own, but
there' s usudly a reason for this sort of an attack. Once we know it, we can work our way backwards
from the mative. In your case, however, that line of inquiry takes us right up againg a dead end. And
snce you weren't robbed, we can't even hope to trace your assdlants through stolen goods—a
didinctive piece of jewdry, that sort of thing.

“I'm sorry, Miss Copley. | wish | had better news to give you than that. All | can tdl you is that well
keep the file open. If anything new comes up, you can be sure that we'll contact you.”

But while her going to the precinct hadn't made much of an impact on the lives of her attackers, it did
have an effect upon her own. Now instead of seeing shadowy, unrecognizable features or, what was
worse, Rushkin's face on the youthful bodies of her attackers, she had a whole new vocabulary of faces
to fud her bad dreams.

|zzy Sghed, dill hesitating at the mouth of the lane. It could have been worse. At least you woke up
from a dream. But knowing that didn’'t make the nightmares any easier to endure. She wondered how
Rochelle had learned to dedl with the aftereffects of her own attack. What kind of dreams did she have?

She sghed again. She'd put off returning here for as long as she could. Hav-ing findly made it this far
today, she knew she had to follow through.

Y ou're not dreaming now, she told hersdf and set off down the lane.



The coach house was overhung with a tangle of vines just coming into their summer growth. Yelow
and violet irises ran dong the ddes of the building in bands of dartling color, each pocket of flowers
surrounded by an amazing array of ferns and the plants long, pointed leaves. She paused for a momernt,
looking for movement in one of the second-floor windows, but she could see nothing moving. The
building had an uninhabited feding about it—not quite aban-doned, but not lived-in ether.

As she drew nearer, another memory rose up. This one was more panful. She looked past the coach
house to where the lane continued on under a canopy of maple and oak boughs. That was where she'd
fird seen John—redly seen him and his resemblance to The Spirit Is Strong instead of talking to him in
the shad-ows of the library’s steps. She wished he could be there now, but that part of the lane was as
empty asthe length of it that she'd dready waked down.

Don't think about him, she told hersdf. Easer said than done, but she had to make the effort.

She went up the stairs and tried the door. Locked. Descending, she went to look under the day
flowerpot by the back door. The key was there, just where Rushkin had said it would be in his | etter.

S0 he redly had gone away.

At the top of the gairs once more, she used the key to open the door and waked into a curioudy
unfamiliar sudio. It had the same layout as she remem-bered, but dl of Rushkin's art was gone, which
mede the room appear much larger than it ever had before. The only finished art was her own, which
he'd obvioudy taken up from the storeroom below and put on one of the wdls The two easds
remained, hers and his, as did the long wooden worktable that ran dmog the length of the room. There
she could see boxes of art supplies—paint tubes, brushes, turpentine, linseed ail and the like, dl ill in
thelr manufacturers packaging. Under the table were stacks of blank canvas, frames, pads of sketch-ing
paper, cans of gesso and other materids. Her easd stood where it usudly had, with her paints and
brushes netly arranged on the amdl table that stood beside it. A blank, primed canvas waited for her on
the easdl. Rushkin's easdl was empty, as was the top of the amdl table beside it.

|zzy walked dowly around the studio, teking it dl in. The room held such an eerie sensation of loss
and emptiness. The feding of disuse she'd sensed outsde was so much stronger here. Even the ar was
different—allittle close because of the closed windows, but lacking the smells of aworking studio as wdll.
Paints and turpentine.

She found a note on the worktable that basicaly repeated whet the letter he' d sent her had said. The
only addition was an assurance thet the rent and utilities would continue to be paid while he was gone.

Gone where? she wanted to know.

But that was Rushkin. He only explained things when he fdlt like it.

At the bottom of the letter was a postscript thet told her if she had any questions, or if any problems
arosein his absence, she was to cdl Olson, Slva& Chizmar Associates. After the name of the law firm,
he! d written in their phone number.

lzzy stared thoughtfully a the name, then went downdairs to see if Rushkin had left the phone
connected. When she got adid tone, she cdled The Green Man Gdlery.

“Helo, Albina” she said once the connection was made.

“lzzy. It's good to hear your voice. How are you feding?’

“Much better. I'm going to start painting today.”

“Good for you.”

“But | was just wondering something. You remember that offer that was made for The Spirit Is
Srong a my show—can you tdl me the name of the law firm that made it?’

“Le methink. It was Silver, something or other. I'd know itif | heard it.”

“Slva?’ Izzy asked. “Olson, Slva& Chizmar Associates?’

“Yes, that'sit. Why? | thought you couldn’'t sl the painting.”

“| ill can't. | just ran across that name and something made me think of the offer.”

After alitle more smdl talk, 1zzy managed to get off the phone. She wan-dered around Rushkin's
gpartment, but there was even less to be seen here than upgtairs. The furniture remained and there were
some canned goods and staples in the kitchen, but everything dse was gone. All the paintings and
sketches. All of his persona belongings. It was as though he' d never lived here a dl.



Returning to the studio, Izzy went through some of the boxes whose con-tents she couldn’t guess and
found dill more art supplies. Taking the items out, she soon had an array of soft and all pastels, vine
charcod, pencils, cans of fixative and any number of other useful itemslad out on the long worktable.

It was like having her own art shop, Izzy thought, right here in her studio. Except it wasn't her studio,
was it? It was Rushkin's, but Rushkin was gone, taking with him every trace of himsdf that the long room
had held.

She turned dowly around, studying what remained.

Why had he gone? Why had he I&ft her dl of this materid? Why did he have his lawyers make that
offer on The Spirit Is Srong when he'd wanted her to destroy it hersdf? Surdly he hadn’'t meant to
spend that kind of money just so that he could do the honors?

But then she shook her head. No, he'd didinctly said that only she could send John back. She'd
brought him over, so it would have been up to her to send him back.

She drifted over to the window and sat down, staring down at the place where John had been stting
that autumn morning. None of it made sense. Not what Kathy had taken to cdling her numena. Not
Rushkin's disappearance. Not how she had inadvertently sent John out of her life.....

Although how inadvertent had that been? Perhaps it would be more fair to say that she'd been taking
his measure and he'd been found wanting. Maybe he'd never lied to her, but what hope could there be
for a rdationship built upon vagaries and riddles? When one of them had no past. When one of them
hedn’t even been born, but was caled up by the other through magic.

After a while she got one of the pads of paper and a tick of vine charcod and returned to the
window seat. She sat and drew what she could see of the lane while she let her thoughts go round and
round in her head, giving them free rein until they began to run into one another. They became a kind of a
mantra, the questions losing their need to be answered, eventudly dissolving into a state of mind where dl
she did was draw.

I’'m not going to ask questions anymore, she decided. Not of people. I'll only ask questions of my
art.

She put aside the pad and took the ssump of charcod over to her easdl and began to block in a
painting. By the time the sky began to darken outsde the studio windows, she had an underpainting
completed. Cleaning up, she locked the studio door behind her and pocketed the key. She ate out at the
Dear Mouse Diner, and that night she went out to one of the many parties on Waterhouse Street, where
she had far too much to drink. Instead of going home, she let some young poet, two years junior to her
venerable twenty years of age, take her home to his bed.

Around four in the morning she woke up with the feding that they were being watched. She sat up
and looked around the unfamiliar room, then went to look out the window. The bedroom was on the
third floor and there were no trees outside, no fire escape that someone could have dimbed up, not even
any vines or gutters.

Instead of returning to the bed, she got dressed and went to the bathroom. It took her a few minutes
to track down a bottle of aspirin. She took three with a glass of water, then Ieft the poet’s apartment and
walked the two and a hdf blocks back to her own on Waterhouse Street.

Shedidn’t return to the poet’s bed, but two nights later she dept with his best friend.

November 1975

|zzy had seventeen pieces hanging in her second solo show at The Green Man Gdlery. By the end of
the firgt week of the show, every one of them had sold.

“Obvioudy we priced them too low,” Albina said the night that she, Kathy, Alan and 1zzy went out to
celebrate.

They had a corner table in The Rusty Lion with aview of Lee Street. The shops were dl closed, but
the street, even on this brisk November evening, was budling with people, an even mix of bohemian
types and commuters, tourists and area residents, on their way home, on their way out for a night on the



town, or just on their way from one indefingble point to another. In the midgt of the crowd, 1zzy spotted a
tdl woman with alion’s mane of red-gold har. She walked with a pantherish grace, oblivious of the chill,
her light cotton jacket hanging open. Men turned to look at her as she went by, noting her obvious
charms rather than the way her ears tapered into narrow points from which sprouted smdl bobcatlike
tufts of hair. But it was dark, 1zzy thought, and the red-gold saill of the woman's mane hid them from
Sgnt.

|zzy hed finished the painting that brought this numena over two days before hanging her show. She
hadn't named the piece yet, but seeing the woman in the flesh, admiring the flud movement of her
musculature as she glided by, she decided to cdl it Imply Grace. She wished she'd thought to set the
man figure off againg a crowd the way she appeared here on Lee Street, rather than having her leaning
agang the base of one of the Newford Public Library’s stone lions as she wasin the painting.

“I'mtruly sorry,” Albina said.

It took 1zzy a moment to redize that Albinawas spesking to her. Alan amiled.

“She' s become far too successful now to talk with plebeslike us” he said. “Haven't you, 1zzy?”

“Haha”

“The next time” Albinawent on, “wéll ddfinitdy ask for more.”

“Yes” Kathy declared loftily. “We must ask two or three times the current price for subsequent
shows. We have here the makings of a true artiste to whom dl the world will one day bow in homage.”

“Oh, please,” 1zzy said, aming a kick at Kathy's leg under the table, but she blushed with pleasure.
Kathy moved her leg and dl 1zzy succeeded in doing was stubbing her toe on the rung of Kathy’s chair.

“Now, now,” Alan told her. “You don't see Van Gogh carrying on like this”

“That's because Van Gogh's bloody dead,” Kathy said. “Don’'t you keep up on current events?’

Alan's features took on alook of exaggerated shock. “You're tdling me he' s passe?’

“Or at least passed on,” Kathy said. “Unlike our own belle 1zzy, whose star is ddfinitdy on the rise”

Whilelzzy knew that they were only teasing her, she dill couldn’t stop feding somewhat awkward a
how well the show had done. The paintings dl sdling. The reviews dl so wonderful. Other painters she
only knew from their work or ther reputations coming up to congratulate her. The success was more
then a little frightening, especidly when she knew that what had ended up in the show hadn’'t been her
best work. She hadn’t put one of the pieces thet cdled up the numenain the show, and they were dl far
better than the cityscapes and red-life portraits that had sold. It wasn't that she had invested more of
hersdf in the paintings that called up numeng; they just seemed to draw the best up from her, to push her
atidic limits in a way that the other paintings didn't. Or couldn’t. The ones she'd sold had been
technicdly chdlenging. The paintings of her numena chalenged something deep indde her to which she
couldn’t attach a definition.

“Unlike your so-called friends,” Albina said, “I'm being serious. We're re-dly going to have to
reconsider our pricing for any future work of yours thet the gdlery hangs”

|zzy hated to talk business. She gave a shrug that didn’t commit her to any-thing. “Whatever.”

“We can talk about it later,” Albinasaid.

“That's right,” Kathy announced, rasng her wineglass in a toast. “Tonight we're here to celebrate.
Here' s to 1zzy—long may she prosper!”

|zzy blushed as Albina and Alan echoed Kathy's toast. She could fed the people at the other tables
looking & her.

“Let’s put this in its proper perspective,” she said, dinking her glass againg theirs. “Here's to us,
May we dl prosper.”

Kathy amiled a her. “Amen to that, ma belle 1zzy.”

It was after dinner, while they were having their coffee, that Albina brought up 1zzy’s paintings of her
numena

“l don't suppose,” she said, “that you have any other finished work at your studio, what with having
to prepare for the show and al?’

“Nothing that | want to sdl,” 1zzy told her.

“Jlly tells me you' ve been working on a series of fary-tde portraits—some-thing dong the themes



she's beginning to undertake in her own work, only not quite so fanaful.”

|zzy nodded. “But they’re just Something I’ m experimenting with.”

“I’d have alook through them, if | were you. The sooner we can hang some more of your work, the
better it would be. We have a certain momentum going for us at the moment. It would be a shame to not
build on it.”

“| suppose.”

|zzy looked out the window a Lee Street. The crowds had thinned by now. Christy’s brother
Geordie was busking with his fiddle on the corner in front of Jacob’s Fruitland. He started to pack up as
she watched, with a couple of guitar-ists waiting in the wings, as it were, for ther turn on the pavement
dage. Across the street a mime and a hammered-dulcimer player were vying with the few straggling
passersby on their Sde of the street. Grace's numena was long gone, and 1zzy could see none of the
others at the moment.

It was odd how often she would spot her numena now, blended into crowds, caught from the corner
of her eye, but so far none of them had ap-proached her the way that John had. She had the sense that
they were as curious about her as she was of them, but something hed them back. Sometimes she
wondered if John had warned them away from her. Or maybe they thought that she wanted to ask after
him. Thefird time she got to talk to one of them, she would set the record straight. She was completely
over John Sweetgrass, thank you very much. She didn’'t even think of him anymore.

She resisted the urge to put afinger to her nose to seeif it started to grow at thelie

Albina touched her arm. “lzzy?’

|zzy focused on her friend and gave her avague amile “I’'m sorry. | got Sdetracked.”

“About those paintings you have finished—these experiments. I'd be inter-ested in having a look at
them.”

|zzy shook her head. “ Sometimes you have to do things just for yoursdf,” she said, trying to explain.
“It' slike, if everything you do goes up for sale, you've nathing left for yoursdf. There's no way to judge
where you're going, how you're doing. | need the freedom of knowing that there are paintings | can do
that aren’'t for sde, that don't have any congderation in how or why they came about, or in what they
have to say. Paintings that just are, that | can look up from my easd and see them hanging on the wall
and ... oh, | don’'t know. Grow familiar with them, | guess”

“I think | understand,” Albina said.

Perhaps she did, 1zzy thought. Perhaps what she was tdling Albina did make sense to someone who
didn't know about the numena and how they came to be, but she dill fdt that the only person at the table
who could read between the lines of her explanation was Kathy. When she glanced over a her
roommeate, Kathy smiled and gave her awink.

Two weeks after that night at The Rugty Lion, Izzy came back to the gpartment from working at the
gudio to find a fat manila envelope watting for her on her bed. Her pulse quickened when she recognized
the handwriting as Rushkin's.

Why now? she wondered. Why was he contacting her now after dl these months of slence?

She picked the envelope up and looked for a return address. There was none. The postmark was
too smudged to read, but the samps were domestic, which narrowed down its place of origin to
someplace between the Atlantic and Pacific oceans. It could have been mailed from Newford, for dl she
knew.

After hestating for along moment, she findly opened it. Insde was athick sheaf of paper covered in
Rughkin's handwriting and profusdly illusirated with ink sketches. It was, 1zzy redlized, once she started
to read it, a review of her show a The Green Man. Rushkin had gone to it. Gone and loved her work.
But

She read on, nodding her head a his critiques, glowing at his praise. Much as everyone had loved
her work in the show, 1zzy’d had miggivings about certain of the pieces—nothing she could put her finger
on, nothing that anyone else might even notice; she just knew that something wasn't quite right and had



no idea how to fix it. For each one of those paintings Rushkin provided a detailed critique, showing her
where she’ d gone wrong and how to fix it, should the problem arise again.

Hisindght astounded her. She enjoyed working on her own—painting in Rushkin's studio now gave
her the freedom she’d had at the Grumbling Green-house Studio behind Professor Dappl€’ s house, with
the added benefit of being provided with everything she could possbly require to do her art. But she
redl-ized that she missad her erswhile mentor. Not the way he was when he got angry, not when she had
to tippy-toe around his ego and temper. But dl those many other times that far outnumbered the bad.
When they worked together and he would step over to her easd and point out this or that mistake. Or
she could go to him with a problem she was having and he would either solve it for her, or give her the
tools and information she needed to work the problem through on her own.

It was't the same with him gone, she thought, holding the letter againgt her chest. It was so unfair,
both Rushkin and John disgppearing out of her life a the sametime.

She wondered when he' d gone to the show. Where he was now. When he was coming back.

The letter answered none of those questions. Its tone was affectionate, but it addressed only the
works that had been hung in the show, nothing else. There was no news, no inquiries after her, how she
was doing, how she fdlt. She couldn’t even answer him, because there was't a return address anywhere
in-sde the envelope ether.

She sghed. In thisway Rushkin was exactly like John. They could both be so frudrating.

IV

February 1976

At four o'clock in the morning, Izzy found hersdf out on the Street, shivering from the cold. It was
wel below zero with a bitter wind cutting through the tunnds of the downtown streets, meking it fed far
colder than the weatherman had daimed it would be. She'd gone out for a night of dubbing and hadn’t
dressed for redly cold weather, thinking she'd be ingde and traveing in cabs dl night. Now she wished
she'd forgone fashion for practicdity. Her feet fdt frozen in ther thin lesther boots. Her hands weren’t
too bad, tucked into her armpits, but the cold was turning her stockinged legs blue under her short skirt
and she was sure she was getting frosthite on her ears and face.

She could have stayed in the warm bed she' d vacated a hdf hour ago, but no, she had to get up and
go home the way she dways did, forgetting that she didn’t have any money left after anight of buying and
consuming far too many drinks. Not enough for a bus or the subway. Certainly not enough for a cab. Not
even adime to cdl someone like Alan to give her a lift—not that she would, mind you. Three hours ago,
before she went home with whoever it was she'd gone home with, she might have been tempted. But
she' d been =0 tipsy and she didn’t want to be donein her bed—that dways came after, when she woke
up in someone ese's bedroom and smply had to go home.

Maybe she should deep with Alan some night, she thought. At least then she'd only have to wak
across the street to go home. But she liked Alan too much. She couldn’'t deep with Alan and not have a
relationship with him and what she didn’'t want was a rdationship. Alan was her friend. If they started
degping together, sooner or later he'd walk out of her life and she'd lose another best friend the way
she'd logt John.

Oh, don't get dl maudiin, she told hersdf, and with practiced ease she pre-tended to put John
Sweetgrass out of her mind.

She was 50 cold by the time she findly got home that she could bardly stop her hand from sheking to
insert the key in the lock. But she findly managed. When she opened the door and stepped ingde, it was
to find Kathy gtting up, reading.

“| th-thought I'd d-die out there,” 1zzy told her through chattering teeth. “Ther€' s tea made.”

|zzy shook her head. “No, I'd just be up peeing dl night. Is there anything left in that bottle of
whiskey that Christy gave us?’

“Let mego see”

While Kathy went into the kitchen, 1zzy pulled off her cold coat and boots and settled down on the



pillows near where Kathy had been reading. There was an aghan there, and she wrapped hersdf init.

“There was enough for one shot for each of us” Kathy announced, return-ing with the samdl glasses,
helf full of amber liquid.

|zzy accepted hers gratefully. Thefirs sp went down like liquid fire, and within moments its warmth
was spreading through her.

“That’s better,” she murmured, shuggling deeper into the afghan. “Y ou were out late,” Kathy said.

|zzy shrugged. “I was out dubbing and met thisguy ...."” She let her voice trail off and took another
gp of the whiskey.

“You're meeting alot of guysthese days,” Kathy said. It seems like every week there's one or two
new ones.”

“l didn’'t know you were kegping count.”

Kathy sghed. “1t's not like that, 1zzy. I'm just alittle worried, that's dl. Thisig't like you.”

|zzy gave her a bright amile. “I’'m experimenting with drunkenness and promiscuity,” she announced
with a solemnity that was belied by the twinkle in her eyes. “You know, trying to live a life of mild
debauchery the way dl the great artists have.”

“You ill misshim, don’t you?' Kathy said.

There was no need to name names, not for ether of them.

“I don’t know who you could possibly be talking about,” 1zzy sad.

Kathy sghed again. “God, | fed like a parent. I'm just going to shut up, okay?’

“Okay.”

“But | hope you're being careful.”

|zzy dipped her foot out from under the afghan and hooked the strap of her shoulder bag so that she
could pull it toward her. Rummeaging around in it, she came up with a handful of condoms that she gravely
showed to Kathy.

“I'm being ever so careful, Mom,” she said.

Kathy jus threw apillow & her.

\Y

March 1976

|zzy was working late a the sudio the night she met Annie Nin. She had a new painting-in-progress
on her easd, but it wasn't going well, and hadn’t been for the past two days now. With the new show
due to be hungin less than afew weeks' time, she knew she had at least two more paintings to finish, but
she couldn’'t seem to concentrate on the work at hand. All she wanted to do was paint numena, which
was fine except that painting numena wouldn't get her any further ahead in terms of being prepared for
the show, since she dill refused to part with any of the numena paintings. But the cityscape she was
working on bored her, and it showed in the panting. Findly she dropped her brush into a jar of
turpentine and went to douch in the window sest.

It had started snowing earlier in the evening; now it was aregular blizzard, one of March’s lat roars.
A blustery wind was busy sculpting drifts that had grown progressively taler throughout the evening. The
plows would be out on the man thoroughfares, but they wouldn't get to the lane that ran dongsde the
coach house until sometime tomorrow, so here the drifts were free to expand into graceful sweeps of
snow that blocked the entire width of the lanein places.

The snow depressed her. Winter depressed her. March especidly depressed her. It was afull year
now since she’' d broken up with John, and this week everything seemed to exist not in its own right, but
as part of a conspiracy to remind her of how stupid she'd been that night. Correction, she thought. How
supid she'd been since that night. Throwing hersdf at whoever happened to come dong. Drinking too
much. Partying too much. Feding sorry for hersdf way too much.

Her art was the only thing that kept her sane—in particular, her numena paintings, but she fet guilty
every time she did one. She had two voices arguing condantly in her head: John's tdling her to be
responsible, to be careful, to not play god; and Kathy's assuring her that the numena were in no more



danger when they were brought into the world than was anybody ese who lived here, life itsdf was a
risk, and besides that, it was ther own choice, whether or not they crossed over, |zzy wasn't making
them inhabit the shapes she painted.

Both arguments made sense and she didn’t know which of them was right. She wished sometimes
that she'd never learned the process of bringing numena across, but those paintings brought her closer to
the soul of her art than anything ese she painted and it was a hard thing to consider giving it up. With
evarything else sseming to have gone askew in her life, the numena paintings were the only things she fdt
thet dill connected her to hersdf.

She guarded the numena paintings carefully—amogt to the point of para-noia. She'd changed the
lock on the coach house' s second-story door so that only she had access to the sudio. Every morming
when she arrived, she took inventory and then studied each of the paintings to make sure that nothing hed
happened to any of them. She congtantly monitored her dreams, fathfully scrutinizing them for any hint of
the horrors that had visted her before.

Her vigilance appeared to have paid off. The paintings remained safe. The numena they brought
across were free to make their own lives in the dity with-out fear of attack. But she dill fdt a congtant
quilt that wouldn't ease. It was no use talking to Kathy about it; she aready knew everything Kathy had
to say on the matter. As for John, the fact that his views hadn't changed was made very clear Smply
through his continued absence in her life.

Sghing, she got up from the window seat and went to stand in front of the wal on which the numena
paintings hung.

“Why won't any of you talk to me?’ she cried. “Why won't you tdl me how you fed?’

There was no reply, but then she wasn't expecting one. She heard only the wind, whisling outsde
the studio’s windows. The shift and creak of the build-ing as it soicdly bore the fury of the storm.
Shaking her head, 1zzy walked back to the window seat. What she should do, she thought, was go home
and get a good night’s deep, but she didn't want to leave. That would be too much like giving up. And
she knew as wel that if she did leave, the temptation to drown her troubles by making a round of the
bars and clubs would more then likely win out over anight's deep.

Because drunk, her problems would temporarily fade and for a few hours, she wouldn't remember
them.

She scraped a new buildup of frost from the window and stared out a the storm. Reflected
movement on the darkened glass caught her eye, and she turned to find hersdf no longer done in the
gudio. A dender red-haired figure stood by the wall holding the numena pictures—a gamine in jeans, her
body overwhelmed by the large swesater she wore.

|zzy' s gaze went from the young woman's angular fegtures to settle on one of the pantings that hung
on the wal behind her. The painting had been rendered in ail pastels and was cdled Annie Nin. Its
subject and the young woman stand-ing under it were identical.

“Maybe it's because you make us nervous,” Annie said, replying to 1zzy’s earlier question.

Though 1zzy had long since accepted that her pantings could bring beings across from some
otherworld, the redity of this numend s presence was dill a new enough enchantment to fill her heart with
awe and set her pulse drumming.

“I make you nervous?’ she findly managed.

Annie gave awry dhrug that she might have learned from John, it was so immediatdly expressive.
“Wal, think about it,” she said. “It's kind of like meet-ing God, don’t you think?’

“Oh, please!”

Annie laughed. “All right. So you didn’t create us, you just offered us shapes to wear. But we dill
wouldn’'t be here without you and you' ve got to admit that mesting you would be sort of intimideting for
one of us”

“If you' re trying to make me fed even more guilty, it's working.”

“Why do you fed guilty?” Annie asked.

She crossed the room, walking toward the window seat. 1zzy made room for her and she hopped on
the broad sl leaning her back on the window frame opposite from where 1zzy was Stting.



“It's dangerous for you in thisworld,” 1zzy said.

Annie cocked her head, then gave it adow shake. “Y ou’ ve been taking to John,” she said.

“Not lady, | haven't.”

“Yes, wel, heis stubborn.”

“Why does he hate me so much?’ |1zzy asked.

“He doesn't hate you, he's just too full up with pride. Give im time and he'll come around.”

“It's been ayear now,” Izzy said. “Isit because | haven't stopped, you know, painting? Bringing you
across?’

Annie frowned. “If it is, he has no right to make you fed that way. We chose to come across on our
own, just ashedid.” Her features brightened. “And | don't regret it for amoment. | love your world. We
dl do. There s so much to see and do; so many people to meet and places to go. I'd take just a day in
your world againgt never having the chance to be here at dl.”

Izzy couldn’'t hep but return the numend s amile, it was so infectious. “But why do you keep us dl
here?” Annie went on. “We |l soon crowd you out if you keep painting as much as you do.”

“For sefety,” 1zzy explained. “ So no one will hurt you.”

“But who would hurt us?’

“ John told me Rushkin would,” 1zzy said, and then went on to relate the dream she'd had the night
after she' d broken up with John. Rushkin with his crossbow, hunting her numena through a snowstorm so
gmilar to the one that howled outside the studio’s windows tonight. The desth of the winged cat, how
Paddyjack would have died if not for John's intervention.

“You mugt have fdt so anvful,” Annie said when Izzy was done.

|zzy nodded. “And | don't ever want that to happen to any of you again. That's why | have to keep
you hidden.”

“We're very good at hiding ourselves,” Annie assured her. “Nobody can see us unless we want them
to.”

“I mean your paintings. | have to keep the pantings safe.”

“But Rushkin's gone” Annie said. “He s left the city.”

“l know. But he came to my last show. He sent me a critique of it.”

Anni€ s eyebrows rose quizzicdly. “That sounds more helpful than danger-ous. Are you sure it was
Rushkin you saw with the crossbow?’

|zzy nodded.

“But it wasin a dream.”

“Wel, yes”

“So how can you be sure it redly was Rushkin?’ Annie asked. “I mean, people dream the oddest
things don't they, and then when they wake up they redize none of it was red.”

“But the ribbons were il there when | woke up and two of the paintings were ruined.”

“It ill does't meen it had to be Rushkin.”

“But, John said—"

“I like John,” Annie said, interrupting. “We dl do. And we're cartainly harmed if something happens
to our gateway pantings, but I'm not so sure we can be postive that Rushkin is the threat. John doesn't
like the man, period, so he'sliable to think the worst of him for no other reason than that he doesn’t like
him.” 2

“l don’t think John would do something like that.”

“I'm not saying he'd do it deliberately. But | know he was jedous of dl the time you spent with
Rushkin. And besides that, | know he took a didike to Rushkin right from the firs. Paddyjack’s told me
and he knows John better than any of us”

“Sill,” 1zzy sad. “I’d rather be safe than sorry.”

“No on€ s going to hurt our paintingsif you put them in a show,” Annie said. “The gdlery would have
some sort of security, would it?’

“Yes, but what if Rushkin buys them? He' s certainly got the money.”

“Jud tdl the woman in the shop not to sHl any to him,” Annie said.



Or to hislawyers, 1zzy thought. But she dill fet uneasy about the whole idea.

“What difference does it make to you if | put the paintingsin a show or not?’ she asked.

Annie dhrugged. “It's darting to fed crowded in here. We're each con-nected to our gateway
painting, you see. No matter where we are, dl we have to do isthink of our painting and we can return to
it.” She amiled. “Sometimes it gets pretty busy in here. We like to be near our paintings, but we don’t
necessar-ily want to hang around with each other, if you know what | mean. And be-sides,” she added,
waving an arm about the studio, “this work you hide away deserves a bigger audience than us and the
few friends you have over to the studio.”

By thetime lzzy and Annie left the coach house, each to go her own way, 1zzy didn't know whét to
think anymore. When she told Kathy about the numend s vist, Kathy just looked smug.

“You see?’ she sad. “I told you they weren't your responsibility—not in the way you think they are.”

“But if their paintings are damaged, they die. I'm responsible for keeping those paintings safe.”

Kathy shrugged. “God knows | don't wish any of them harm, or think they should be put into any
sort of danger, but | agree with your Annie. That work deserves a larger audience. And if Rushkin's not
the threet—"

“Whoever itis” |zzy said, bresking in, “isgill out there”

“My advice is to tak to more of your numena before you make any hard-and-fast decisions for
them,” Kathy said. “Let them decide for themseves—just like they did when they crossed over.”

“If | can ever track any of them down,” 1zzy said.

But Anni€ svigt seemed to have done something to help overcome the shyness of the other numena
as well. Two days later 1zzy unlocked the studio door to find her lioness numena, Grace, lying on the
recamier, reading a maga-zine. Grace was 0 tdl and gorgeous, and carried hersdf with such regd
assur-ance, that 1zzy fdt completdly intimidated in her presence.

“I think | see what you mean,” 1zzy told Annie when the other numena reappeared in the studio that
evening. “I mean, Grace wasn't mean or anything, but | couldn't hep but fed so ... andl around her.
And | don’'t just mean in height.”

Annie laughed. “Oh, she's a piece of work dl right.”

“She told me pretty much the same suff you did,” 1zzy went on, “you know, about it getting to be too
crowded in here for everyone.”

“l don’t think Grace likes any room that has another womaniniit.”

“She told me you don't like her because you think she stole away this guy you were interested in.”

“l was't interested in him,” Annie protested; then she sghed. “Wadll, not a lot. But you see what |
mean. We're jus like you. We come in dl different Szes and shapes of persondities and some of them
just don't mesh.”

|zzy nodded. “But I’ d ill be worried if anything happened to any of you.”

“Then take it on a one-by-one bads” Annie sad. “The ones who want to go out into the
world—ther paintings can go into your shows. The others would stay here.”

That made the most sense of anything 1zzy had heard yet.

“How about you?’ she asked. “Would you want to go?’

Annie shrugged. “I don’'t mind either way. If my painting was to go any-where, I'd like it to be to a
library because | do o like to read. But | wouldn't want to be too far from you. | love seeing how the
pantings come to life” She amiled. “Now, that’s the red magic.”

“What was it like in the before? 1zzy asked. “I've talked to John about it, but he wasn't exactly
forthcoming.”

“That's because we don't redly know. I’ ve talked to lots of the others about it, but no one can redly
remember much. It's like our lives only redly began when we stepped across.” She grinned at Izzy's
disappointed look. “But | can tdl you what it’ s like for us here,” she added.

So that night, while Izzy worked on a new painting, Annie perched on a ool beside her and they
chatted away to each other for hours. Later in the evening another of 1zzy’s numena arrived, the gargoyle
Rothwindle, and the three of them gossiped away the rest of the night, getting to know each other better.

As the days went by, dl of I1zzy’s numena came to vidt a one point or another. Some came more



than once, others just to meet her before they carried on with their own lives. The only exceptions were
John Sweetgrass and Pad-dyjack. John's absence 1zzy understood, and pretended it didn’t bother her at
dl. But she dearly wanted to meet Paddyjack—as much because he was one of the first numena she'd
brought across as to ask him about that winter’s night a year ago.

“He s too scared to come to this place,” Rothwindle explained one after-noon. “He says this is the
house of the dark men who has no soul.”

Annie sniffed. “ Sounds like he' s parroting John, if you ask me.”

“Maybe | could meet hm somewhere dse” 1zzy said.

“Maybe,” Rothwindle agreed, but it never did seem to work out.

So Paddyjack’s panting, like John's The Spirit Is Srong, were among the few paintings that 1zzy
wouldn't put into a show or even give away. They had to make the decison for themsdves, and o far as
she was concerned, their absence told her where they stood. Except for them, none of the other numena
seemed much concerned that Rushkin was any sort of a threat, and in time Izzy found hersdf feding the
same way.

Vi

April 1976

|zzy’ sthird show a The Green Man Gdlery was her fird to have an overdl theme. She caled it Your
Streets Are Not Mine and used it as a way of exploring the presence of her numena in the city. Each
piece contained a strange dement, a jolt of the unexpected that could often be missed if the viewer
wasn't paying enough atention. It might be the glimpse of a sunlit meadow, adlaze with wild-flowers, that
appeared in the rearview mirror of ayelow cab driving down a benighted Newford street, the pavement
dick with rain, the reflections of the neon lights in the puddies broken and distorted by the spray of
passng vehicles. It might be the leonine man figure of Grace, the tufts of bobcat har rigng from the
points of her tapered ears modly hidden by the spill of her cascading red-gold hair. Or it might be the
painting from which the show took itstitle, which depicted a row of gargoyles crouching on a grey stone
cornice, looking down at the busy street below; most people missed the fact that the figure on the far
right, half-secreted in shadow, was ared boy rather than a stone figure.

After a lot of soul searching she'd findly let hersdf be convinced to hang a few of her numena
paintings in the show. It wasn't until the theme took shape in her mind that she redized how necessary
those pantings would be to its success. She was careful, as dways, not to make the numena too
outlandish in appearance o that they could fit in more easly when they wandered about the city, but
once the decison to indude them was made, she fdt as though a great weight had been lifted from her.

She continued to fed responsible for the numeng, but findly came to accept that it redly was ther
decison to cross over or not, to have their paintings remain in the studio or go out into the world. They
hed lives of their own that had only as much to do with her as the friendships she made with a few of
them, and in some ways she was happy to see the paintings gain awider audience, rather than have them
gockpiling in her studio. She was't like Rushkin in that sense. Art, she believed, was made to be seen,
not squirrded away. At the sums these paintings were sdling fo—Albina had priced them dl in the
fifteen-hundred—to three-thousand-dollar range—she was sure that their owners would take good care
of them and the numena would remain safe from harm.

Albina was ddighted by the decison and priced the three numena paint-ings—Grace, Your Streets
Are Not Mine and one of a scarecrowlike figure chasing crows from a back lane garden, caled Why the
Crows Fly—at the high end of the show’s price scale. They were her favorites of the fourteen paintings
in the show and were aso the ones most singled out by reviewers. There was so much posi-tive response
to them that 1zzy dmogt regretted not putting her other completed numena paintings in the show, but they
hedn’t seemed to fit in as wel with the theme.

The show took alittle longer to sdl out, but that, Albina assured her, was only because people were
more cautious with their checkbooks once the art entered this price range.

“Trus me, Isabele” she said. “We can consider this show an unqudified success and a harbinger of



€ven more suceess to come.”

One of the red surprises of the show, insofar as |zzy was concerned, was making a reacquaintance
with one of her felow students from her lagt year & Butler U. She spotted him at the opening, dl freckles,
touded red hair and rumpled clothes, and remembered thinking, Oh god, Thomas Downs. Why did he
have to come? In class he'd dways seemed 0 full of himsdf, and she'd hated the way he congantly
argued about fine art versus commercid. He had little good to say about any of the professors at the
university, Sngling out Professor Dapple in particular, which hadn’'t endeared him to Jlly either. He
wasn't evenin any of Dapple's classes.

|zzy hid a grimace when he came up to her, but she wasn't able to hide her surprise at what he had to
sy.
“l owe you an gpology,” he said.

“You do?

He gave her adisaming amile “Oh, it's nothing I’ ve ever said or done.”

“That doesn't leave much to gpologize for.”

Tom tapped afinger againg histemple. “It's the way |’ ve thought about your work in the past. You
see, I've dways dismissad you as a Rushkin-wannabe—’

“But now you've found out that | studied under him,” I1zzy finished for him, “so you've changed your
mind.” Thiswas so boring. She couldn’t count the number of times she' d heard variations on this theme,

“Not at dl.” Tom waved a hand in the generd direction of her paintings. “These changed my mind.”

“l don't get it. | can see Rughkin's influence in each one of them.”

Tom nodded. “Yes, but that's because you're now seeing things the way he might have—didtilled
through your own ahbility to perceive the world around you, to be sure, but you're obvioudy now usng
the tools of vison that he taught you to use rather than merdly gping his style. Your earlier work didn’t
have this sense of vison—persond, or Rushkin's”

“Wdl, thanks very much.”

“Don’'t get me wrong. | know how hard a process this can be. | had the same early luck as you,
except | got to sudy under Erica Keane—you know her work?’

“Oh, please” |zzy said. “Give me some credit.”

Keane was only one of the most respected watercolorists in the country, at the top of her fidd in the
same way that Rushkin was in his. She had a dudio in Lower Crowsea and lzzy had been there once
during the annud tour of artists studios that the Newford School of Art organized every spring. She'd
come away stunned at the woman's control of her medium.

“I'm sorry,” Tom said. “You know how close-minded people can be when it comes to a discipline
other than their own.”

“| suppose.”

“You'd be surprised a how many ail painters don't recognize her name, little say have any familiarity
with her work.”

“I love her mixed-mediawork,” 1zzy said. “Espedidly her ink-and-watercolor pieces”

Tom gmiled. “Me, too. But to get back to my point, my work’s been sad-dled with endless
comparisons to hers just because I’ ve studied under her, but what the critics seem to missis that what a
good mentor teaches his or her students isn't ample technique and style, but the way in which they view
the world. We can’'t hdp but incorporate that way of seeing things into our own work and because of
that, because a Keane or a Rushkin has such a unique perspective on things, | think it's a little harder for
their students to break free and paint with their own—shdl we say, ‘voice’

“You're beginning to do that with the work | see here tonight and | admire you for it because |
haven't been able to do the same thing mysdf—or at least not yet—and that’'s why | fdt | owed you an
gpology. You might be a wannabe, but what you want to be is your own woman and you're making
remarkable inroads to ataining thet god.”

|zzy gave him along searching look, certain that he was making fun of her, but the gaze he returned
was guildess

“Apology accepted, | guess,” she sad findly.



“Great.” He paused, looking alittle salf-conscious, before he added, “Are you doing anything specid
after tonight' s fedtivitieswind down?’

|zzy gave him another consdering look, but this time for a different reason. “Y ou're beginning to get
areputation,” Kathy had told her afew weeks ago. “What' s that supposed to mean?’

Kahy had shrugged. ‘just that you like to have a good time and you're not big on there being any
drings attached. Y ou're a very attractive woman, ma belle

Izzy, and there are a lot of men out there who are more than happy to take advantage of what you
seem to be offering.”

|zzy had been mortified, though in retrospect, she shouldn’t have been sur-prised. Her life, when she
was't in the studio, redly had become one long party. But a the time dl she’'d wanted to know was
“Where did you hear that?”’

“No one place,” Kathy had said. “That kind of thing just gets around.”

“lhad noidea....”

Kathy had given her a sad look. “It's been over a year now since you broke up with John,” she said.
“The only person you' re hurting is yoursdf”

She' d wanted to get angry with Kathy, but she couldn’'t. Kathy was right. 1zzy knew that the reason
she was running so wild was to get back at John; the reason she didn’'t want to make a commitment to
any redionship was that she didn’t want to get hurt again.

“Oh, god,” she said. “Thisis so embarrassing.”

“No one's saying it meanly,” Kathy had added. “At least not in our circle of friends. We're dl just
worried about you—that you might get into a Stuation that you can’'t handle.”

“l won't let that happen,” she'd assured Kathy, and she'd kept that promise in the only way she
knew how: she just stopped going out to the clubs and parties and poured dl her pent-up emations into
her work instead. The vigts from Annie Nin and the others had helped alot.

All of that ran through 1zzy’ s head as she thought about what Tom had just asked her. He was a very
atractive man. She could see them going some-where dark and pleasantly noisy for a drink, or two, or
ax. Then back to hisplace ....

She glanced over to where Kathy and the rest of her friends stood in a gossiping dutch, laughing and
taking. Sophie and Alan. Jlly and Tama Jostyn, whose novedla “Wintering” was going to launch Alan's
new expanson of the East Street Press from publishing a literary journd to actud books.

“I've dready made plans” she said.

Tom nodded. “I sort of thought you might have, but it was worth a shot.”

“But I'd be free for lunch tomorrow,” she added.

Lunch would be safe. She'd just stay away from dcoholic beverages and keep her wits about her for
achange.

“Should | pick you up?’

|zzy shook her head. “Why don’t we meet a The Dear Mouse Diner a twelve instead?’

“Sounds good. I’ll see you there. I'm going to take another turn around the show.”

“Thanks” |zzy sad as he turned to go. When he raised his eyebrows questioningly, she added,
“Y ou know, for being supportive.”

Tom smiled. “Working with who we have, we've got big boots to fill,” he said. “We ve got to stick
together because other people don’t understand that.”

And then he stepped away into the crowd. Jily came up to her once he was gone.

“What were you doing talking to him?” Jlly wanted to know.

“Oh, he'snot so bad,” 1zzy said.

“The way he's dways on about the professor ...”

|zzy had to amile, thinking of how nothing ever seemed to faze Professor Dapple—especidly not
adverse ariticism. He seemed to have been born with thicker skin than anyone ese she knew. And the
truth was, she thought he rather liked to be the center of an argument, even if he waan't there. “1 don't
want you to stop thinking as soon as you leave this classsoom,” he'd said on more than one occasion.
“Apply what we' ve talked about to the world at large. Discuss it amongst yourselves. Argue, if you must.



Jugt don’t commiit the crime of compla-cency.”

“I don't think it ever bothered the professor one way or the other,” she said. “But 4ill.”

“Oh, duly. Lighten up. It's not like I’'m going to many him or anything.”

“Thisistrue” Jlly dlowed. “And heis a handsome devil.”

“l don’'t even want to hear about that,” 1zzy said. “I'd rather hear about thisdbum jacket that Sophie
Say's you got commissioned to do.”

“l can't believe she told you. That was supposed to be my big announce-ment for tonight.”

“You're supposed to tdl people when you want something to be a secret,” 1zzy said, leading Jlly
back to where the rest of their friends were waiting for them. “Then we' d know to keep it to oursdves.”

“Fat chance with thislot ....”

Vil

May 1976

The day after she received the fat envelope containing Rushkin's critique of her Your Streets Are
Not Mine show, 1zzy made her way down to The Green Man Gdlery. She spent afew minutes browsing
through a mixed-media show by Claudia Feder before agreeing to Albina s invitetion to have a cup of tea
inthe back room.

“Taking a bit of abreak?’ Albina asked her.

|zzy nodded. She tended to work such long hours during the day that she rarely took time off to go
vigting. Mogt of the artists she knew relaxed after a mgjor show—for afew days, at least—but hanging a
show dways ingpired 1zzy in new work. She did some of her best pantings in the weeks immediatdy
fallowing a show.

“I’'ve got to Stretch some new canvases today,” she explained, “and you know how much | love
doing that.”

“Wel, you deserve a bit of a holiday. Y ou've been working very hard lady.”

“It'snot like work for me” 1zzy said with a shrug. “Whichign't to say | don't find it hard. It's just not
work—not the painting, not any of it.”

“Except for dretching canvases.”

|zzy amiled. “ And measuring frames.”

“| often wondered why so many of your pieces were of a set Sze”

The teawas ready to be poured then. They spoke alittle of the Feder show that was in the gdlery a
the moment as they added their milk and sugar to ther cups. Izzy didn’'t bring up the red reason she'd
come to see Albinauntil just before she Ieft.

“Did you ever meet Rushkin?’ she asked, keeping her voice casudl.

“l don’'t even know what he looks like” Albina admitted. “He was the origind mystery men of the
Newford art scene. | can remember hearing that he didn’'t even attend his own openings—at least not as
himsdf “

“Who did he come as?’

“I've no idea. | was told that he' d come in disguise so that he could see the reaction to his work
without having to actudly speak to anyone” Albina laughed suddenly. “Although why he'd have to
disguise himsdf when no one knew what he looked like anyway is beyond me.”

So much for trying to find out when he'd seen her show, 1zzy thought when she was back a the
coach-house studio. But at least he had gone to see it and his critiques were as hdpful this time out as
they’ d been the fird time he' d written to her. There was more praise in his most recent letter; he seemed
to be able to find fault with lessin these new paintings. When he did have a criticiam, it dedt mogly with
arcane hits of technique that no one ese would probably notice, or compostiona dements where he
suggested dternate viewpoints, not because they were better, he wrote, but so that she could see the
other possihilities and perhaps utilize them in future work.

Needless to say, 1zzy was pleased with his praise and the fact that, wherever he was, however he did
it, he dill managed to fit in the time to see her work and comment upon it.



She wondered if John ever went to her shows. Maybe he didn't have to. Maybe medting his fdlow
numenain the streets of Newford was enough for him.

Vi

July 1976

On a hot muggy day, with both the temperature and humidity dimbing into the nineties, 1zzy ran into
Jlly &t Amos & Cook’s when she took a break from her current painting to pick up a few art supplies.
Jlly was as preoccupied as she was, and they only noticed each other when they both reached for the
same tube of viridian.

“Wel, howdy, stranger,” Jlly said.

|zzy amiled. “It has been awhile, hasn't it?’

“Weeks and weeks. You're turning into a hermit.”

“Not redly. I’ ve just been working on changing my priorities. Less partying, more panting.”

“Good for you. Just don't overdo it.”

Jlly glanced at the palette-shaped clock that hung behind the airbrush counter. It took her a moment
to work out that the paintbrushes that served as the clock’s hands were pointing to the equivaent of
eleven-thirty.

“Do you have time for an early lunch?’ she asked.

“Depends. |Is the place you have in mind air-conditioned?’

Jlly laughed. “I take it your sudio isn't ether.”

“I'mwilting.”

Because it was only afew blocks over on Williamson Street, they settled on The Monkey Woman's
Nest. They took a table by the window so that they could look out from their comfortable vantage point
a dl the people going by, who were less fortunate than they were because they ill had to fight the hest.
Two iced teas and grilled cheese sandwiches later, the conversation got around to Tom Downs.

“You're seaing alot of him these days,” Jlly remarked.

|zzy shrugged. Her relationship with Tom had never developed further than friendship, but medting
him &t the opening had marked a turning point for her in terms of how she related to men. There were no
more one-night stands. There was no more casud sex, period. She focused dl of her energy instead on
her work and her friends and her numena

“You make it sound like acrime” she said.

“Hejust bugs me, that’s dl.”

“He used to bug me as wdll, but he's turned out to be a pretty decent sort. Have you seen much of
hiswork?’

Jlly sghed. “That's what's so redly infuriating about him. Unlike so many other people who'll launch
into a haf-hour lecture at the drop of a hat, he can actudly paint. Technicaly, he's redly good. A little
reminiscent of Keane at times, but not so much as he used to be. And he redly does practice what he
preaches. | can't believe how redigtic his work iswhile il keeping its painterly qudities”

“And he' s doing it with watercolors.”

“I know.” _Ally paused. “WdI?" she asked when Izzy didn't fill the Slence. “Are you serious about
him?’

|zzy shook her head. “No—or at least not in the sense that you mean. I'm serious about him as a
friend. It's nice to have a man to go to afilm or an opening with and not have to fend off advances or
worry about dl sorts of drings being attached. And | like to ligen to im go on. | don’t agree with him dll
of thetime, but | ill fmd what he has to say interesting.”

“Uh-huh,” Jlly said, as though she thought there had to be more to it then that.

“It strue” lzzy sad.

Jlly studied her for along moment.

“You ill miss John, don't you?’ she asked.

“Not at dl,” 1zzy lied. “I can’'t remember the lagt time | even thought about him.”



IX

March 1977

|zzy finished La Liseuse on the second anniversary of having broken up with John. She stood back
from the canvas and was surprised hersdf a how wel the painting had come out. She dmost expected
the red-haired woman to step gracefully down from the easdl, book under her arm, that solemn ook in
her eyes counteracted by the warmth of her amile Then Izzy had to laugh a hersdf. Well, yes. She
would be stepping down from the painting, wouldn’t she? Cross-ing over from the before to here. That's
what numena did.

Her crossing over wasn't the question at dl. The question was, what would she be like?

|zzy had taken the inspiration for the reading woman from Kathy's story of the same name. Rosdind
was the character’s name; its numena would have the same. This was the fird time that |zzy hed
ddiberately set out to bring to life a numena whose genesis lay in another’ s credtivity rather than her own,
and she had no idea what was going to happen. Would Rosdind be like the character in Kathy's story,
or would she be smilar only in how both 1zzy and Kathy had described her?

“Rosind,” she said softly. “If you cross over, | hope you'll be your own woman.”

“Whose esg swould | be?’ a soft voice asked.

|zzy turned dowly to find the painting's numena standing in the studio be-hind her. She had never
Seen one of her numena so soon after it had crossed over, and she studied Rosdind carefully, worried
that she might fed disoriented and wondering what she should do if Rosadind was. But the numena
radiated an aura of peace, just as Kathy had described in her story, just as |zzy had tried to capture on
her canvas.

“Do you fed okay?’ 1zzy asked.

Rosdind’ s amile broadened. “I’ve never fdt better. Thank you for bringing me across.”

“Y ou remember the crossng?’

“l remember | wasin agory,” Rosdind said in that soft voice of hers, “but | don’'t remember what it
wes.”

For amoment Izzy thought she was taking about Kathy's story, but then she redized Rosdind was
pesking of the before, describing it the same way John had. There were stories, he'd told her once. That
seemed like alifetime ago now.

“Can | get you anything?’ 1zzy asked. “ Some tea, or something to eat?”’

“I think | will St for a moment.”

Rosdlind crossed the room and settled in the window seet. She looked out over the snowy lane that
ran beside the coach house, her face in profile. 1zzy had painted her head-on, but only after much
indecison and having sketched any number of dternate poses. She was surprised to see that Rosdind's
profile was exactly the way she'd imagined it to be, though why that should surprise her, she didn't
know. After amoment, she wiped her hands on arag and went to join her vigtor in the window sest.

“What's the book about?’ she asked.

She'd painted a book because in the story, Kathy's Rosaind had aways been reading. It had been
the character’ s connection to hersdf, alifdine that helped her through the bad times, then a pleasure that
she'd continued when her life findly turned around and she was able to have hope for the future once
more.

Rosdind amiled at her question. “I'm not sure. | haven't begun it yet.” The smile reached her eyes as
she added, “But | have the feding that it will be different each time | read it. That's the way it is with
enchantment, isn't it?’

“I’'m not sure what you mean.”

Rosdind turned the book so that 1zzy could see the one-word title on its spine—Enchantment—then
brought the book back to her chest and folded her arms around it.

“I think | might take awak,” Rosdind said. “I'd like to explore the city alittle before | go.”

“Go?



“Totheidand,” Rosdind explained. “I have thisfeding that | will never be as comfortable indoors as
living out among the elements. | will make mysdf a home there in a birch wood. There is a birch wood,
ign't there?’

“Where?’

“On theidand.”

|zzy gave her a confused look. “I’'m not sure | know whet you're talking about.”

“Wren Idand. It was your home, wasn't it?’

“Yes But ... how do you know that?

Rosdind considered that, then findly shook her head. “I don't know. It Smply feds as though |
adways have” She laughed lightly. “But then dwaysis arather short time when you consider how long it's
been since | crossed over.”

She rose from the window seat. “You don’t mind, do you?’

“That you live on the idand? Of course not.”

Rosdind shook her head. “No, that | go for awak. | know it's rude to leave so soon after we've
met, but | fed as though | need to look for somebody.”

“Who?’

“l don’t know that ether. I'm living on intuition a the moment.”

“Let me get you a coat,” lzzy sad.

“Oh, the cold won't bother me”

“Yes, but everybody eseiswearing one. You don’'t want to stand out, do you?’

“They will only see meif | choose to let them.”

|zzy nodded dowly. “How come | can dways see you—I mean, you know, those who have crossed
over? It doesn't matter where | am, herein the studio or out on the street, | can dways see you.”

“You'reamaker,” Rosdind said. “Makers can dways see those who have crossed over through the
objects that they have made.”

She stepped closer to 1zzy and touched a hand to Izzy’s cheek, the way a mother might touch her
child; then she glided more than walked to the door of the studio, stepped out into the snowy night, and
was gone. 1zzy stood looking at the door for along time. She remembered what Rosdlind had said earlier
about why she was going for thiswak and couldn’t get it out of her mind.

| feel as though | need to look for somebody.

|zzy had the feding that Rosalind wouldn’t find who she was looking for out on Newford's Streets.
Nor would she find it on the idand. 1zzy turned dowly to regard her easdl. She took Rosdind's painting
from it and put up a fresh canvas that she'd primed earlier in the week. She didn't even have to think
about what she was doing as she began to block in the compostion, because she was remembering
another conversation now, something Kathy had once sad:

“Sometimes | like to think that my characters dl know each other, or & least thet they could have the
chance to get to know each other. Some of them would redly get dong.” She'd paused for a moment,
looking thoughtful. “While some of them need each other. Like the wild girl. | think the only thing that
could ever save her in the end is if she was to make friends with, oh, 1 don't know. Someone like
Rosdind. Someone full of peace to counter the wildness that the wolves left in her soul.”

“Are you going to write a story about it?" 1zzy had asked, intrigued with the idea.

But Kathy smply shook her head. “I don't fed that it's my story to tel. | think they’d have to work
thet one out on their own.”

Except firg they had to meet, 1zzy thought as she continued to work on the new canvas. The
underpainting was dill al vague shapes of color and vaue, but she could dready see the wild girl’s
features in it. It was only a matter of trandat-ing them from her mind to the canvas. Because of what
Rosdind had said about moving to Wren Idand, 1zzy didn’t plan to put the figure of the wild girl on a city
dreet the way Kathy had in her story. Instead she meant to surround her with a tangled thicket of the
wild rosebushes that grew on Wren Idand. She hoped Cosette wouldn’'t mind.



X

|zzy worked in a frenzy, finishing The Wild Girl in less than a week. The piece dmos seemed to
pant itsdf, trandating itsdf effortlesdy from her mind to the canvas, pouring out of her in away that she'd
never experienced before with her art. Jlly and Sophie had both tried to explain to her how it fdt, those
rare occasions when the process itsdf seemed to utterly possess them and they couldn’t put down a bad
stroke if they wanted to, but she'd never redly under-stood what they meant until she began work on
Cosette' s panting. She dso understood now how frustrated her friends fdt tha the experience wasn't
one they could cal upon at will.

Rosdind was aregular vigtor to the studio during that time, spending long hours in conversation with
|zzy when she wasn't exploring the city’s streets and meeting with her fdlow numena Rosdind liked both
wel enough, but she dill spoke of moving to the idand. By the third day of her company, |zzy redized
that she was gaing to miss Rosdind when she did move. She was like a perfect combination of mother
and friend, a relaionship that 1zzy would have liked to have had with her own mother. Rosdind was
evaything 1zzy's mother wasn't: supportive, even-tempered, interested in not only the arts, but in
evaything the world had to offer. She radiated such a sense of wdl-being that in her company, worries
and troubles were as impermanent as morning mig before the risng sun.

But Rosdind did have her weaknesses, as well. From the firsd moment that Rosdlind had arrived 1zzy
wanted her to come back to the gpartment to meet Kathy, but Rosdind was far too shy.

“Oh, no. | couldn’'t,” shetold Izzy. “1 would fed terribly awkward.”

“But Kathy wouldn't be weird about it a al. | just know she'd love to meet you. You were dways
one of her favorite characters.”

Rosdind sghed. “But that's judt it. You brought me across, but you don't treat me as though I'm
something you made up out of nothing. But Kathy would. She might not think she was doing so, she
wouldn’'t even mean to do so, but the only way she would be able to see me is as something she created
on the page that has now been magicdly brought to life How could she possbly think otherwise? It
would seem such a naturd assumption.”

|zzy was ready to argue differently, to try to explain that Kathy smply wouldn't be like that, but she
heard in Rosdind' s voice an echo of John's, reminding her of her own ingbility to ded with him, and she
knew Rosdind was right. She could deal with dl of her numena as separate from hersdlf, as red in ther
own right, except for John. Even now, no matter how hard she tried, no matter that she truly believed that
she'd only given him passage into this world, she hadn’'t made him up out of thin air, the act of having
panted The Spirit Is Srong 4ill lay between them and it wouldn’t go away.

“l ... | undergtand,” she said.

Rosdind gave her a sad amile. “1 thought you would.” She glanced at the canvas on Izzy's easd and
used the unfinished painting to change the subject. “Y ou have me so curious about this new painting,” she
sad. “How long before it’s done and you can tdl me about the surprise?’

“Soon,” 1zzy promised her.

But when she finished the painting the next day, Rosdind was out on one of her walkabouts through
the aity. 1zzy bused hersdf with deaning brushes and her palette and sraghtening up the studio, feding
ever more fidgety as the afternoon went by and dill Rosdind hadn't returned. Nor had the painting’'s
numena arrived. Fndly 1zzy' s patience ran its course and she just had to go out and look for Rosdind.

She found her wandering through the Market in Lower Crowsea, engrossed in sudying dl the varied
wares that were digplayed in the shop windows. 1zzy ran up to her, burding with her news.

“The painting’ sfinished,” she said.

Rosdind looked delighted.

“Now, don’t you go teleporting yoursdf back to the studio,” 1zzy added. “1 want to be there when
you seeit”

“l wouldn't dream of it,” Rosalind assured her.

But when they returned to the coach house, nothing went quite the way Izzy had planned. The
panting was dill there, looking even better than 1zzy had remembered it, and its numena had findly



crossed over and come to the studio, but instead of the bold-as-brass gamine 1zzy remembered from
Kahy’s story, the wild girl lay on the floor in a corner of the studio, curled up into a fetd postion and
moaning softly.

“Oh, no!” Izzy cried. “ Something went wrong.”

Horrible visons raced through her mind. Cosette must have been hurt as she crossed over. Or she
was somehow incomplete—there was enough of whatever it was that animated the numena present to
dlow her to make the crossing, but not enough that she could survive here. It must have been because of
how the painting was done, |zzy redlized, berating hersdlf for not sticking to her tried-and-true method of
painting.

She dashed across the sudio to where Cosette lay.

“Theré's a blanket under the recamier,” she cdled to Rosdind, but when she turned to see if
Rosdind was getting it, she found the other woman merdy standing by the door, shaking her head, a
gmileon her lips

“Rosdind!” |zzy cried.

“She'snot Sck,” Rosdlind said. “ She's drunk.”

“Drunk?’

Rosdind pointed to what 1zzy hadn’t noticed before: an empty wine botde lay on its Sde a few feet
from where Cosette lay. It had been a present from Alan tha 1zzy had been planning to bring home. A
ful bottle of red wine. All gone now.

“But you don't drink or eat,” 1zzy said.

Rosdind shook her head. “No, it's that we don't have to. But it appears that our young friend
arived very thirsty indeed.”

She crossed the room and knelt down beside Cosette, lifting the girl’s head onto her Igp. With a
corner of her mantle, she wiped Cosette’s brow. Cosette looked up &t her.

“Hdlo,” she said. “I think I’'m going to be sck.”

|zzy ran to get apail, but she was too late.

They cleaned Cosette up and laid her out on the recamier, where she com-plained that the room
wouldn't stop moving. After they scrubbed the floor and washed out Rosdind's mantle, they each pulled
achair over to where Cosette lay.

“| take it that thisisthe surprise,” Rosdind said.

|zzy gave agum nod. “I guess | blew it. It's just that you said you were looking for someone and |
remembered Kathy tdling me once how you and Cosette would be so good for each other. So | thought
I"d bring her across to surprise you, because | was sure she was who you were looking for. Kathy sad
you two had a ory that you'd be in together, but that she couldn’t tdl it. You'd have to tdl it yourseves

|zzy’svoice trailed off. “I'm sorry,” she said after a momertt.

Rosdind shook her head. “Don’'t be. | was looking for her—I dmply didn’'t redize it until you
brought her across.”

“But ..."” 1zzy waved a vague hand around the studio, which was meant to indude the empty wine
bottle, Cosette getting so drunk, her getting Sck on Rosdind's lap.

“We are who we are,” Rosdind said, amiling. “And | think Cosette and | are going to get dong just
fine”

They both returned their attention to the occupant of the recamier. Cosette nodded her head dightly
in agreement. She sat up a little and tried to smile, but then had to put her hand to her mouth, her eyes

going wide. 1zzy ran to get the pail again.
X

September 1977

By the time Alan published Kathy’ s firg collection he aready had two books under his belt and had
worked out mogt of the kinks involved to make a success-ful promotion for a book. He sent out a mass



of review copies, not just to the regiond papers, but to selected reviewers across the country. For the
launch, he booked Feeney’s Kitchen, one of the folk clubs that they dl used to hang out a when they
were going to Butler U., and hired Amy Scallan’s band Marrow-bones to handle the musical honors. By
the time Izzy arrived, the little dub was ful of Kathy's friends, the press and dl sorts of various
hangers-on who'd managed to get in. Marrowbones was playing arollicking set of Irish reds and the free
bar was doing a booming business.

|zzy paused in the doorway of the club, a little taken aback at the bombard-ment of sound and
people. Fnishing up the last few pieces for a new show that was due to be hung in a couple of weeks,
she'd been spending sixteen-hour days at the studio, even degping there a couple of nights The noise
and bustle had her blinking like a mole, and she dmogt |eft. But then she spotted Kathy looking oddly
widful at the far end of the long room and dowly made her way through the crowd.

“Y ou're supposed to be happy,” she told Kathy when she findly had her to hersdf for a moment.

“l know. But | can’'t help but fed as though I've lost my innocence now. Every time | sat down to
write up to this point, | wrote for me. It was me tdling stories to mysdf on paper and publication was
secondary. But now ... now | can't help but fed that whenever | tart to write I'll have this invisble
audience in my mind, hanging on to my every word. Weghing them, judging them, looking for hidden
meanings”

“Wecome to the world of criticam.”

“That'snot it,” Kathy said. “I'm used to being criticized. 1t's not like | haven’'t had stories appear in
magazines and anthologies and been the brunt of one or two attacks by someone who's not even
interested in my work—they just have an axe to grind. But thisisgoing to be different. It's the scale of it
thet fresks me.

|zzy smiled. “I don't mean to bring you down, Kathy, but Alan’s only pub-lished three thousand
copies of the book.”

“You know whet | mean.”

|zzy thought about her own shows and dowly nodded. Success, even on the smdl scale that she was
having, had dready made her more self-conscious when she approached her easdl. She tried to ignore i,
and she certainly didn’t work for that invisble audience, but she was dill aware of its exisence. She dill
knew that, so long as she kept doing shows, her paintings didn't only belong to her anymore—they dso
belonged to whoever happened to come to the show. Whoever saw a reproduction of one. Whoever
bought an origind.

“Yeah,” shesad. “I guess| do.”

“Alan told me tonight that there's dl this interest in the paperback rights for the book,” Kathy went
on. “And we're not taking chicken feed, ma belle Izzy. These people are offering serious money—like
gx-figure-advances kind of money.”

lzzy’s eyes went wide. “Wow. But that's good, in't it?’

“l suppose. | know just what 1’d do with the money, too.”

Kathy didn't have to explan. They’'d had any number of late-night conver-sations about Kathy's
dream to found an organization devoted to troubled kids—a place that didn't feed them rdigion in
exchange for its help, or try to force the kids back into the same awful family Stuaions that had driven
them out onto the street in the firg place. “We should be able to choose our families” Kathy often said,
“the same way we choose our friends. The round peg is never going to fit in the square hole—it doesn't
meatter how much you try to forceit.”

“You're just going to have to teach yoursdf to ignore that invisble audi-ence” 1zzy said. “Just
remember this it doesn’'t matter how big it gets, they sill don’t get to see wha you're working on until
you're ready to show it to them.”

“But I'm afraid that I'll start to try to second-guess them,” Kathy said. “That I'll tdl the kind of
doriesthat | think they want to hear, instead of what | want to tell.”

“That,” Izzy assured her, “isthe onething | don’t think you ever have to be afraid of “

“Money changes people,” Kathy said in response, “and big money changes people in a big way. |
don’'t want to have this dedl of Alan’s go through and then find mysdf looking in a mirror five years from



now and not recognizing the person who' s looking back at me”

“That’s gaing to happen anyway,” 1zzy said. “Think about what we were like five years ago.”

Kathy gave her alook of mock horror. “Oh god. Don't remind me”

“So maybe change isn't dways so bad. We just have to make sure that we pay atention to it as it's
happening to us”

“Too true” Kathy said. “But this conversation is getting far too earnest for the occasion. Any more of
it and I'm going to become serioudy depressed.” She looked down a her empty beer mug, then at 1zzy,
who was't holding amug at dl. “Can | buy you adrink?’ she asked.

“| thought there was supposed to be a free bar.”

“Thereis thereis” Putting her am around 1zzy’ s shoulders, she steered them toward the bar, where
Alan was drawing de from the three kegs he'd provided for the launch. “But I'm in the mood for some
Jameson's, and that, ma belle Izzy, Alanisn't providing.”

“And here you are, about to make him dl sorts of money.”

“l know,” Kathy sad. “It's a bloody crime, ign't it? Let’s go give that capitd-ist pig a piece of our
minds”

Xl

January 1978

“They’re paying you how much?’ 1zzy asked.

She' d gotten home from the studio early for a change, so she happened to be at the gpartment when
Kathy came burding in with the news of the paperback sde Alan had negotiated for The Angels of My
First Death.

“Two hundred thousand dollars” Kathy repeated.

“Oh, my god. You'rerich!”

Kathy laughed. “Wdl, not exactly. The East Street Press gets fifty percent of thet.”

“l can't believe Alan’ s taking such advantage of you.”

“He s not. That's the standard cut for a hardcover house when it slls off the paperback rights”

“Oh. Well, a hundred thousand dollarsis nothing to sneeze a.”

Kathy nodded. “Mind you, | don't get it dl a once. HAf on sgning, hdf on publication. Alan figures
I'll see a check for fifty thousand in about a month and a half “

“It seems like dl the money in the world, doesn't it?’

“More than we ve ever seen in one place before, that's for bloody sure. Mind you, if Albina keeps
doing as wel by you, who knows? Y ou could be sling paintings for that kind of money inayear or s0.”

|zzy laughed. “Oh, right.”

“You got nine thousand for thet last one”

“Hfty-four hundred after the gdlery’s commisson.”

“And you're complaining about Alan’s cut,” Kathy said.

“l never thought of it like that,” 1zzy said. She considered it for a moment, then added, “Maybe
Tom's right—you know, the way he's dways going on about how middemen are feeding off the artists
thet they represent. They don't do the work, but they get dmost as much money for it.”

“Where would we be without Albina and Alan? Kathy wanted to know. “It's dl very wdl to
complain about middlemen, but if it wasn't for them, you and | wouldn’'t have an audience—or a least
not the kind of audience they got us. | don’'t want to be awaitress dl my life”

“No, no,” Izzy said. “How many times do | have to tdl you? You don't define yourself by what you
have to do to make aliving, but by what you want to do. You're awriter. I'm an atist.”

“| dill find it hard to believe that | can actudly make aliving a writing,” Kathy said.

|zzy knew just what she meant. The only reason Izzy hersdf had been able to survive as long as she
had without a second job was because she'd had the bulk of her art supplies and her sudio space
provided for by Rushkin, and since she and Kathy dill lived here on Waterhouse Street, where the rent
on ther little apartment remained so cheap, her living costs were minimd. Before this, the money Kathy



hed made from her writing barely paid for her paper and type-writer ribbons.

“So now that you've got this money,” she asked, “ae you redly going to use it to sart the
Foundation?’

“Absolutdy.”

“It doesn't seem like it'd be enough.”

Kathy sghed. “I don't think any amount of money would be enough, but I’ ve got to start somewhere
and fifty thousand dollars makes for a pretty good jumping-off point.”

It was Kathy’s turn to make dinner that night. When she went into the kitchen, 1zzy tried to imagine
whether she could be as philanthropic if she were to come into that kind of money. There were so many
other things one could do with it. Use it as a down payment on a house. Go traveling dl around the
world.

“l saw one ofyour new numena today,” Kathy said, poking her head around the kitchen door. “It
was mooching around down by the east tracks of the Grasso Street subway station. | wonder if some of
them have taken to living in Old City.”

Old City was the part of Newford that had been dropped underground during the Great Quake,
around the turn of the century. Rather than try to recover the buildings, the survivors had smply built over
the ruins. Although 1zzy had never been down there hersdf, she knew people like Jlly who had.
Apparently many of the buildings had survived and were dill standing, meking for a strange underground
aty that extended down as deep in places asit did aboveground.

There' d been plans at one time for making a tourigt attraction of the under-ground city, as had been
donein Sedttle, but the idea was put aside when the city council redlized that the necessary restructuring
and maintenance Imply wouldn't be cogt-efficient. Recently, after many of the growing numbers of
homedess people began to squat in the abandoned ruins, city work crews had been seding up dl the
entrances to Old City, but there were Hill anywhere from a haf-dozen to twenty others that the street
people knew. The best-known entrance was a maintenance door Stuated two hundred yards or so down
the east tracks of the Grasso Street subway Station, where Kathy had seen the numena

“Which one wasiit?" 1zzy asked.

There were so many now. She diill had her old coterie of numena friends who dropped by the studio
on aregular basis, but the newer ones went ther own way and she'd never even met some of them.
Kathy had met even less of them. Most of the numena didn't like to spend time with people who knew
their origin. It made them fed less red, Rosdind had explained to |zzy on one of her vigts from the idand,
where she lived with Cosette and those numena who fdt more comfortable out of the city.

“I'm not sure” Kathy said. “But | think they’ re making a home for them-selves in Old City. July’s
told me that the people squatting down there have been seaing dl sorts of strange things”

As she went back into the kitchen to return to her dinner preparations, |zzy traled dong behind her.
She pulled out one of the chairs from the kitchen table and douched init.

“What kinds of strange things?” she wanted to know.

Kathy shrugged. “Hyhbrids likein your paintings—part human and part something else. So they must
be your numena”

“Wel, what did the one you see look like?’

Kathy stopped chopping carrots long enough to close her eyes and cdl up an image of the numena
she'd seen.

“Vay fding” she sad, turning to look at 1zzy. “Smadl, but with broad lionlike features and a huge
tavny mane of hair. And she had a tail with a tuft at the end of it. | guess she's from a painting that you
haven't shown me yet, because | didn’t recognize her. | remember thinking &t the time that it was kind of
odd how you' d mixed dements of amale lion with ayoung girl.”

“l didn't,” 1zzy said.

“No,” Kathy said. “Thislion girl was definitdy red and not human.”

But 1zzy was dill sheking her head. “What | mean is, she’'s not one of mine”

“But you' re the only one who makes these creatures,” Kathy said. “Y ou're forgetting Rushkin.”

Except, 1zzy added to hersdlf, he wasn't supposed to be able to bring them across anymore—at least



that was what he'd told her before he' d disappeared. “ That'sright,” Kathy said. “He must be back.”

A fant buzzing hummed in 1zzy’ s ears, making her fed light-headed. Hard on its heds she got an odd
sensation that was like, but was not quite, nausea. It started in the pit of her somach and ascended into
her chest, tightening dl the muscles asit rose.

“l guess he mug be,” she said dowly.

She couldn’t begin to explain the feding of anxiety that filled her at the rediization that her mentor had
returned—not to Kathy, not even to hersdf.

Xl

February 1978

The only mall that ever arrived a the coach-house studio was flyers or junk mal addressed to
“occupant.” 1zzy smply threw it dl out. But a week after the day that Kathy told her about seeing the
lion-girl numena by the Grasso Street sub-way gation, Izzy spied her own name on an envelope just as
she was abouit to toss the morning's offerings into the wastepaper basket. She tugged it out of the handful
of flyers and recognized Rushkin’s handwriting immediatdy. As she was about to open the envelope, the
last few lines from the note he' d sent to her just before hel d disappeared returned to her.

| can’'t say how long | will be, but | promise to contact you before | return so that, should you
wish, you will not have to see me. If this should be the case, | will understand. My behavior has
been unforgivable.

And then she could see what she'd |et hersdlf forget. She saw it as dearly as though she'd physicaly
stepped back through the years, to that winter night, the snowstorm in her dream that echoed the storm
outsde her bedroom, and there was the hooded figure, Rushkin, the bolt from his crossbow piercing the
body of her winged cat ...

And then there was John's voice, playing like a soundtrack to that anful scene: He feeds on us, 1zzy.
| don't know how, but it has something to do with the way he destroys the paintings that call us
over.

And then mixed into that aready disurbing stew of memories was a dis-jointed recollection of how
she'd been assaulted in the lane outsde the studio, the faces of her assalants dl wearing Rushkin's
features agan, indead of those from the mug books she' d gone through at the precinct.

Her fingers found the tattered bracelet of woven cloth that she dill wore on her wrist. She looked
around the studio a the paintings of her numena—the ones she hadn’'t put up for sde yet, the ones she
never would and the new ones that she was gill working on. She had the sudden urge to hide them dl.
To cdl Alan and ask him to meet her downdtairs with his car so that she could stack the paintings on its
backseat and he could ferry them away. Her and the paintings. Out of Rushkin's sight. Away from the
possihility of his discovering that they even existed in the fird place. Away to safety. Oh, why had she
ever let anyone convince her that he wasn't dangerous?

She forced hersdf to cdm down and take a few steadying breaths.

Lighten up, shetold hersdlf. You don't even know what the letter says.

But she did and she knew she wasn't wrong. The lion-girl numena Kathy had seen was a harbinger
of what this letter was about to tdl her. She could fed Rushkin's return in the rough texture of the
envelope that rubbed againg the pads of her fingers, inthe ink that spelled out her name and the studio’s
address.

Sowly she worked a finger under the flgp, tore the envelope open and pulled out a sngle sheet of
thick paper the color of old parchment. Unfolding it, she reed:

Isabelle,

| hope this finds you well and productive. | will be returning to my studio in Newford on February
17th. You are, of course, welcome to stay on and share the space with me, but | will understand your
reluc-tance to do so should you choose to seek other arrangements.

In any event, no matter what you decide, | hope you will dill dlow us the opportunity & some point
to exchange afew words and catch up on each other’s news.



Yours, in anticipation, Vincent

|zzy read the letter through twice before laying it down on the table beside the easd that held her
pants and palette. She tried to think of what the date was, but her mind was a blank. She went
downgtairs, planning to cdl Kathy to ask her, when her gaze fdl upon the Perry’s Diner caendar that
she'd tacked up there in December. Her finger tracked across the dates to settle on the sixteenth.

Rushkin would be here tomorrow.

Her earlier panic returned. This time she did cdl Alan and aranged to have hm come by at
midafternoon to help her transport her work back to the Water-house Street apartment. The rest of the
morming she spent taking her paintings down from the walls and stacking them by the door, bundling up
her sketches and vdue dudies into managesble packages, duding, sweeping, scrubbing the
floo—especidly around her easd—and generdly acting and feding like a teen-ager who'd had a huge
open house while her parents were out of town for the weekend and was 4ill madly trying to clean up
whiletheir ETA drew ever closer.

She was sanding at the worktable with a cardboard box, trying to decide what brushes, paints and
other art supplies she could honestly consider her own, when she heard Alan knock a the door.
Sweeping her arm across the top of the table, she dumped everything she hadn’'t been able to make her
mind up about into the box on top of what she had decided was hers and hurried to let Alanin.

One of the things 1zzy liked best about Alan was how he never seemed to fed obliged to question the
inherent chaos that represented the lives of so many of his friends. Instead of trying to make sense of
what often even they couldn’t rationdize, he smply went with the flow, listened when they wanted him to,
or could, explain, and was generdly there for them when they needed him, absent when they needed to
be done.

“Thisis a lot of quff;” he said as he surveyed everything 1zzy fdt she had to bring with her. “1 think
it'sgoing to take a couple of trips.”

“That's okay. Just S0 long as we can get it dl away this afternoon. Rushkin's back, you see, or a
least he will be here by tomorrow, so it'sdl got to go.”

Alan regarded her for a moment. “I thought he was letting you use the sudio.”

“Heis. Hewas. | dill could, it's just that—oh, it's too complicated to ex-plain, Alan.”

Alan smiled. “So what do you want to take firg?

The move took three trips dl told, because only so many canvases could fit in the back of the car a a
time, but they were finished wel before sx. Once everything was safdy stowed away in her bedroom,
|zzy fetched them both a beer from the fridge.

“l love this piece,” Alan said, picking up a smdl al pastel portrait. “She sort of reminds me of
Kathy.”

“It' sthe red hair,” 1zzy said.

Alan laughed. “I1zzy, dmog dl the women you paint have red har.”

“Thisistrue. And | have no ideawhy.”

“Maybe it’'s because Kathy has red hair,” Alan said.

“Wha's that supposed to mean?’

“Nothing,” Alan told her. “It'sjust that alot of artists tend to use their own features, or those of ther
friends, because they know them so well. | thought you were doing the same.”

Put like that, 1zzy thought, there might wel be something to what Alan was saying. She catanly
knew Kathy’s fegtures better than those of anyone esein her life—better even than her own.

“But it's not just the har that reminds me of Kathy with this ong” Alan went on. “It's more just
a—oh, | don’'t know. A Kathyish expresson, | sup-pose.”

“I cdl it Annie Nin.”

“After Anais Nin?’

“Who?’

Alan amiled. “She's awriter. You'd probably like her work.”

“I've never heard of her before. ‘Annie Nin' just popped into my head the day | finished it.”

“Wel, it's beautiful. You know | like dl your work, but | redly love the movement of your brush



strokes on this one—they’ re so free and loose.”

“Actudly, | did that with all pastels. What you're admiring is the marks of the pastel stick on the
board.”

“Whatever. | ill redly likeit.”

As he gtart to put it down, Izzy pushed it toward him. “Take it,” she said. “I'd like to see her go
someplace where €1l be appreciated.”

And besides, she thought, Alan’s gpartment was the closest thing to a library without actudly being
one that Izzy could think of Annie would love it there. “I couldn’t just take it,” Alan said. “It must be
worth afortune.”

“Ohright. Like you haven't seen what my work goes for in the gdlery.”

“Not nearly what it'sworth,” Alan told her.

lzzy amiled, rdaxing for the fird time snce the mal had arived a the coach-house sudio tha
morning.

“You're being sweset,” she said, and then refused to accept no for an answer from him. It didn't take
much more convincing, and by the time they’d finished ther beers and he was leaving, the painting was
tucked in under his arm and went with him.

Later, 1zzy had cause to be grateful for that moment of generosty, for that was how Annie Nin's
numena survived dl the deaths that were to come, follow-ing Rushkin's return to the city.

XV

March 1978

|zzy was determined to ignore Rushkin's presence in the city, but in the end she couldn’'t Say away.
Because her numena were dill unharmed and the awful dreams she used to have about them being hurt
headn't returned, she let the old arguments convince her again that he meant neither her nor her numena
any harm.

She thought of the helpful |etters he'd sent, critiquing her shows. Of dl she'd learned from him. Of 4l
the good times they’ d had, talking about art and dl the strange and wonderful places he/'d been. Of how
he' d provided her with art supplies when she had nathing. Of how he'd dlowed her the use of his studio
for dl the years he'd been away. It was easier to Smply forget his towering rages. His need to contral.
Thefact that he redly might be the monster that John ingsted he was.

She remembered him with uneasiness and affection, both emations milling about indde her in equd
doses, until she knew she had to go see him to judge which was the mogt true.

Shedidn’t return to the coach house immediady. At firs she mooned about the gpartment, looked
into getting a new studio, ran about the city with Kathy and vidted dl those friends she'd never seemed
to have enough time to vist because the cdl of the sudio was stronger. But eventudly two weeks had
gone by and she found hersdf trudging through a new HI of snow that littered the lane running from
Stanton Street to Rushkin's studio.

It was a gloomy, cold morning, the sky overhung with clouds, her breath froding the air, her feet
dready going numb in her thin boots. She'd Ift the gpartment at eight, planning to get to the studio
before Rushkin started work for the day, but instead she'd taken about as indirect a route as she could
have managed, waking dl the way downtown and then back up Yoors Street before findly finding
hersdf on Stanton. It was going on nine-thirty when she turned into the lane.

Ahead of her, the lights sailling from the studio’ s windows were warm and inviting, a golden glow that
promised safe haven, a sanctuary from the bitter cold. But that promise was a lie, wasn't it? She
remembered trying to explain it to Kathy when Kathy got home that night after Alan had helped her move
dl her things back to the gpartment.

“What happened?’ Kathy asked, looking at the claustrophobic closet that 1zzy’s bedroom had
become with the addition of the stacks of paintings and boxes. “You get evicted?’

|zzy shook her head. “No. It's Rushkin. | got aletter from him tdling me he’'d be back tomorrow.”

“So?" Kathy said, echoing Alan’'s response earlier. “I thought he said you could use the place when



he was gone?’

“Hedid. It'sjud ... you know ....”

|zzy shrugged, wanting to leaveit a that, but unlike Alan, Kathy wasn't one to be eesly put off once
she had her mind set on knowing something. “Know what?" she asked.

|zzy Sghed. “1t'smy numena. | had to get them out of there before he came back.”

“You redly think he's after them?’

|zzy had never told Kathy about the death of the winged cat in her dream, or how Rushkin had tried
to kill Paddyjack—would have killed him, if it hadn't been for John. She hadn’t told her about Rushkin
trying to buy one of her numena paintings for five thousand dollars from her fird show a The Green Man
Gdlery. She hadn't told her about how Rushkin seemed to have changed after she fird met him, from
trall to a norma man. There were so many things she' d never told anyone about Rushkin.

She shrugged. “Y ou know what John said, that they keep him young. That they’re like akind of food
for hm.”

He feeds on us, 1zzy.

“Do you bdieve it?’ Kathy asked.

“l don’t know. But why take a chance, right?’

Kathy nodded. “If you're tha uncertain,” she said, “then you did the right thing. And maybe you
should keep on doing the right thing: stay away from him.”

“I' will,” 1zzy had promised.

Except here she was where she' d said she wouldn't be, dimbing the tairs to the studio, knocking on
the familiar door. She'd Ieft a key to the new lock in an envelope that she'd dipped into the mail dot of
the gpartment downgtairs, but she dill had a key to that door in her pocket, she redized. She should give
it back to Rushkin. That would be her excuse for coming, she decided. To return the key and thank him
for the use of the studio and then just go, because she redly shouldn’t be here, she'd promised hersdf as
much as Kathy that she would keep her distance from Rushkin. But then the door opened and dl her
good inten-tions were swept away.

“Issbdlel” Rushkin cried, hiswhole face lit up with pleasure a seeing her. “I1t's so good to see you.
Comein, comein. You look frozen.”

He seemed different again, 1zzy thought as she let him usher her indde. Not the grotesque troll she'd
caricatured in that sketch a St. Paul’s Cathedra dl those years ago, but not the quirky, stoop-backed
men not much taler than hersdf that she remembered from just before he went away, either. The man
who met her at the door was far more ordinary than that—he was gill Rushkin, gill unmistakably the odd
bird with his too-bright eyes and his outdated ward-robe, but there was nothing either threatening or
senile about him. He hadn’'t grown any tdler and he remained as broad in the shoulders as ever, but the
power he exuded dill came from within, rather than from any physicd attribute.

“How ... how was your trip?’ |zzy asked.

“Trip?” Rughkin repeated in a tone of amusement. “You make it sound as though | was on a
holiday.”

“l didn't know what you were doing.”

“Lecturing, Isabelle. Lecturing and touring and sudying the masters, when | had the time, because
one can never learn too much from those gifted ones who went before us”

He led her across the sudio to the window seat and sat her down where the ar from the heat vent
rose up and warmed her. Without waiting to ask her, he fetched her a mug of tea from the thermos he
kept on the worktable and brought it back to where she was sitting. 1zzy gratefully cradled it in her hands
and let the warm steam rise up to tickle her cheeks.

“l got your letters,” she said after she'd taken a gp. “I found them redly hepful.”

“Then it was worth the time | took to write them.”

“l couldn’t tdl where you were when you malled them—the postmarks were al smudged.”

Rushkin shrugged. “Here and there—who can remember?’

“l was surprised that you even had a chance to see the shows.”

“What? And miss such important momentsin the life of my only and best sudent?



|zzy couldn’t help but bask in the warmth of his praise. When she looked about the studio, she saw
that it was ful of pantings and sketches again, only they were dl unfamiliar. Some looked as thought
they'd been painted in Greece or Itay or southern Spain. Others reminded her of the Middle Eas,
Africa, northern Europe, the Far East. Landscapes and portraits and every sort of combi-nation of the
two.

“I only wish | could have been in town for the openings” Rushkin went on, “but my schedule being
what it was, | was lucky to be able to fly in and see the shows at dl.”

|zzy wanted to ask why he hadn't stopped by the studio, but the question made her fed unessy
because she wasn't sure she wanted to hear the answer. She didn’'t fear Rushkin smply for the sake of
her numena or because of histemper. There was a darker undercurrent to her fear that she couldn’t quite
pinpoint. Whenever she reached for it, it Sdled away into the shadowed corners of her mind that she
could never quite clear away.

“You've been busy,” she said instead, indicating the new paintings. “Indeed | have. And you?’

“l suppose. But not like this”

She fdt warmer now. Still holding her mug, she walked about the studio, admiring the new work. It
never ceased to amaze her how, after dl the years Rushkin had been painting—and especidly when you
consdered the sheer quantity of superior work he'd produced—he never faled to find a fresh
per-spective, the outlook that other artigts invariably missed. No matter how prosaic his subject matter
might appear & an initid glance, he had a gift for indilling in it a universal relevance. His use of light was
as agounding as ever, and looking at this new work, 1zzy fdt the inspiration for a dozen paintings come
bubbling up ingde her.

“I"d like to see some of your current projects,” Rushkin said. “Perhaps | could come by your studio
one afternoon.”

“I'm kind of in between studios at the moment,” 1zzy told him. “Well, when you get settled into a new
place then.”

|zzy was surprised a the disgppointment she fdt when he didn’t try to con-vince her to come back
and work here with him. Instead, he joined her as she walked about the sudio and spoke about the
various paintings and sketches, gossping about the places and people they depicted, explaining particular
prob-lems he' d had with certain pieces and how he’'d solved them. By the time she left 1zzy redized that
she'd learned more in the few hours she’' d spent just ligening to him than she had in dl the time he'd been
gone.

It was with redl regret that she findly left the studio and trudged back home through the cold.

XV

June 1978

|zzy findly got hersdlf a new studio at the beginning of April. It was no more than alarge empty loft in
arefurbished factory on Kdly Street, but she loved it. Up to that point she'd been depending on the
kindness of others for studio space—initidly Rushkin, then Professor Dapple—so this was the very firg
time she had a place of her own, chosen by hersdlf, for hersdf. She paid the rent and utilities. She was
entirdy responsible for its upkeep. And because it was her own place—rather than Rushkin's, which she
knew she had to keep private even when none of his work was in it—this year she was able to
participate in the annud spring tour of artists studios organized by the Newford School of Art, something
she' d wanted to do from the firg time she moved to the city. She didn’t have much available for sae, but
everything she did have sold on thefirg day.

There were things she had to get used to with the new studio, beyond having to cover her expenses.
The hardest thing was losng touch with most of her numena In the period between moving from the
coach house to findly finding her own place, those whose paintings she dill kept hadn't liked to vist her
inthe gpartment. It wasn't private enough for their tastes. They came less and less often until, by the time
she moved into her Kdly Street studio, her only regular vistors were Annie Nin and Rothwindle.
Rosdind and Cosette dill came by whenever they were in town, but that wasn't dl that often. The rest of



her numena seemed to just drift out of her life. Most of them she saw about as often as she did John, and
she had yet to meet Paddyjack.

Her art took a new direction when she was findly settled in enough to begin work. Inspired by the
paintings that Rushkin had done on his travel s—taken maostly by how, as Tom Downs had put it, Rushkin
saw things, rather than Imply his technique she embarked on an ambitious series depicting the
architecture of Lower Crowsea, juxtapogtioning the vanishing older buildings with those that were
replacing them, or had been renovated. What she found particu-larly intriguing in working on the series
was giving a sense of entire buildings while concentrating only on a few detals in each panting: a
doorway and its surrounding vine-draped brickwork and windows; an dleyway with an old gro-cery on
one Sde, anew lawyer’s office on the other; the cornice of the old fire hal showing two of its gargoyles,
behind which rose a refurbished office block with dl new stonework and an additional two stories.
Figures appeared, where appropriate, in afew pieces, but only one had a new numena. She was a kind
of Paddyjill, ance she looked to be a twig-girl cousin of sorts to Paddyjack, sand-ing haf-hidden in the
vines that covered the riversade wal of the old shoe fac-tory on Church Street. The painting was an
immense work cdled Church Street 1l Bricks and Vines, and Izzy saw it as the centerpiece of the
series, which she'd taken to cdling Crowsea Touchstones. It was due to be hung at The Green Man in
October.

Albina was excited about the show and dl of 1zzy’s friends loved the series, but the person whose
opinion she redly craved was Rushkin, so that was how their weekly vigts to each other’s studios began.
She dropped by his studio at the beginning of May and, after a pleasant hour or so of conversation,
invited him to come by her sudio the next day to have alook a some of her new work.

Evey time 1zzy saw him, Rushkin couldn’t have been nicer. By the end of June, the faint niggle of
awxigy she'd associated with him had entirdly vanished. They never spoke of numena—nothing odd or
drange or out of the norma world ever came up in their conversations at dl. Instead they talked about
art; Rushkin criticized, gently, and praised, lavishly. 1zzy forgot John’s warnings, forgot Rushkin’s temper,
forgot everything but the joy of creating and sharing that joy with an atist that she admired so much it
was dmogt an infatuation.

She didn't mean to hide the fact that she had renewed her rdationship with Rushkin, it just never
came up whenever she was around Kathy. Her roommeate might have heard it from someone ese except
that, having findly received her share of the advance for the paperback sde of her book, dl her time was
caught up in the work of establishing her children’s foundation—everything from find-ing suitable staff
and goplying for charitable status to renting a smdl building in which to house the operation.

As she'd predicted to 1zzy back in January, the money from her advance wasn't nearly enough—not
even dating a the modest scale a which she planned. Late in June she organized a combination benefit
concert and art auc-tion that, when added to her fund-rasng efforts once her chariteble status came
through, raised another seventy-two thousand dollars. Eleven thousand of that came from the sde of one
of lzzy's pantings

“The doors open July twefth,” she told Izzy a few days after the benefit. “Are you going to have a
party to celebrate it?’ 1zzy asked.

“Of course. But it's going to be a potluck affair. | don't want any of the Foundation’s money to be
used for anything except for the kids. The thing that redly worries meisthat we re going to get swamped
and | don't want to turn anybody away.”

“So organize another benefit,” 1zzy suggested.

“l don’t think it would be as successful. People only have so much money and there are alot of other
worthwhile causes. It'll work better on ayearly basis, | think.”

|zzy smiled. “You better get writing then.”

“l am. | have—whenever | can spare the time. Alan says there's dready a lot of interest in a second
book and the firg paperback’s not even out yet.”

“Will you take it to the same publisher that’ s doing the paperback edition?’ 1zzy asked.

Kathy shook her head. “I’'m letting Alan publish it firgt and then he'll offer it to them. It's a chance for
his press to redly establish itsdf and after dl he's done for me, | figure it's the least | can do to repay



him”

“But if he gets fifty percent of the next paperback sde as wel,” 1zzy began. “He won't. He didn’t
even take that for Angels.”

“What do you mean?’

“He's earmarked forty percent of what would go to him as an ongoing donation to the Foundation.”

“Wow. | can't believe he'sgiving up dl that money.”

“Some people would say the same thing about the painting you gave us to auction.”

“Thet's different,” 1zzy began, but then she shook her head. “No, | guessit's not.”

“l couldn't ask for better friends” Kathy told her. She tried to difle a huge yawn, but wasn't
successful. “1 haveto go to bed,” she said. “I’'m dead on my feet.”

Kathy'd been losng weight, 1zzy redized, taking a good look at her room-mate. It wasn't something
you noticed right away, because of the baggy clothes she usudly wore. But she was thinner, and there
were rings under her eyes from lack of deep.

“Don't overdo things” 1zzy warned.

“l won't,” Kathy said as she sumbled off to bed. “I'm just so happy that everything's actudly going
to happen.” She paused at the doorway to her bed-room to look back at 1zzy. “Y ou know, that maybe |
can save some kids having to go through the shit | had to.”

But you don't look happy, 1zzy thought as Kathy continued on into the bedroom. You look dead on
your feet.

July 1978

It seemed as though everybody that Kathy and Izzy knew showed up for the open-house party to
celebrate the opening of the Newford Children’s Founda-tion. The only exceptions were Rushkin and
John, both of whom had been invited—Rushkin by 1zzy and John by Kathy, who'd run into him in the
Walker Street subway dtation the week of the benefit. The house had been furnished in wheat Jlly called
Contemporary Scrounge, because everything had been acquired from flea markets and yard sdes.

“The furniture just has to do its job,” Kathy had said, resenting any money spent that didn't go
directly to the kids. “It doesn’t have to be pretty.”

To offset the battered desks and filing cabinets, 1zzy and Kathy, dong with a number of ther other
artist friends, had spent a few weeks repainting dl the rooms, making curtains, wallpapering, panting wall
murdsin the kitchen and offices and generdly giving the rooms a more homey fed. The centerpieces of
the waiting room, which also housed the reception desk, were the two paintings that 1zzy had based on
Kathy's sories La Liseuse and The Wild Girl. She'd given them to Kathy a year ago.

“I'm so glad you hung them here” 1zzy said, as she and Kathy findly got a break from gregting the
guests and were leaning up againg awal in the waiting room, Spping glasses of wine.

Kathy smiled. “1 love the way they look in here. | know you based them on Stories in Angels, but
they perfectly suit what the Foundation' s dl about. The Wild Girl isdl the kids we're trying to hdp and
La Liseuse is a pefect imege of what so many of them have never had and never will have the
quintessentia mother figure, about to read them a story before bed. | can’t imagine them anywhere dse.
In fact, they’re part of the Foundation's assets now and I’ve written in a dipulation in our charter that
says they’ re dways to hang in the Foundation’s waiting room, no matter where we eventudly move, no
meatter what happens to me persondly.”

“I likethat,” 1zzy said. “I think that's my favorite thing about any of the arts, that we each get to put
our own interpretation upon the message that’s being conveyed. There's no right or wrong way to
appreciate, there’ s only honest or dishonest.”

“| see her from time to time, you know,” Kathy said. “Rosdind.”

|zzy looked at her, feding a little confused. Consdering what she knew of Rosdind's fedings about
medting Kathy, she was surprised to discover that the numena had managed to overcome her shynessin
the matter.

“Redly?’ she sad findlly.

“Oh, I’ ve never talked to her or anything,” Kathy explained, “but | catch glimpses of her from time to



time—across a street, Stting in a cafe, walking through a park. It's both odd and neat to see someone
from one of my own stories waking about in the city. It gives me a better idea what it must fed like for
you when you bring the numena across.”

|zzy redly wished that Rosdlind could overcome her shyness. She just knew that the two of them
would get dong famoudy. She'd often considered secretly setting up a meeting between the them, but
then she'd think of John, she'd think of how Rosdind had entrusted her with her fedings and she
wouldn't let it go any further than a thought.

“And Cosette?’ she asked. “Do you ever see her?”’

Kathy shook her head. “I’'m too dvilized to vigt the kinds of places that she'd hang around—don't
you think? But I'll bet Jlly’s seen her.”

“I think Jlly knows every fourth person in the aity.”

“More like every third—and she's working on the rest.” Kathy paused. “How come you've never
told her about the numena? It's so up her dley.”

|zzy shrugged. “I don’t know. I'm not trying to be sdfish or anything, but | fed like everything would
changeif | told anybody dse”

“You told me”

“That's different,” 1zzy said. “That's more like tdling another part of my-sdf.”

“Are we going to be friends forever?’ Kathy asked.

|zzy turned to look at her roommate. Kathy looked so serious that 1zzy difled the humorous response
she' d been about to make,

“WE Il be friends forever,” she assured Kathy.

Kathy gave her a quick smile “That's good, because, you know, you're the only good thing | ever
hed in my life that didn’t turn around and hurt me.”

“Look around you,” 1zzy said. “All these people are your friends, Kathy. None of them would be
hereif it wasn't for you.”

“I know. But the way | fed about them ian't the same as | fed about you.”

|zzy put down her wineglass to give Kathy a hug. “That's because a person can only ever have one
red best friend,” she said, “and we' re suck with each other.”

Kathy hugged her back. “ Stuck together. Like sdt and pepper.”

“Crackers and cheese”

“Bacon and eggs.”

“Now I'm getting hungry,” 1zzy said.

“Me, too.”

|zzy plucked her wineglass from the windowsll where she'd st it down earlier; then, am in am,
they amed their way through the crowd to see what was left of the potluck dinner.

XVII

August 1978

A few weeks &fter the open house at the Newford Children’s Foundation, Izzy came back from
sharing a picnic lunch with Tom Downs to find her studio looking as though it had been vanddized. There
were sketchbooks, |oose papers and art books scattered everywhere. The floor was a jumble of paint
tubes, brushes, pencils, sticks of pastel and the like The easd lay on its dde, her current
work-in-progress besde it on the floor—faceup, she redized, thanking what-ever gods there were for
sdl mercies.

She waked numbly through the mess. Srraightening the easdl, she replaced her canvas on it, then
dowly took stock. Her firg thought was that the place had been burglarized, but nothing appeared to be
missing. A quick inventory of her numend's gateway pantings told her that dl were Hill present and
hedn’t been harmed. But who could have done this?

She bent down to start puitting pastel sticks back into their box when some sixth sense made her 1ook
under her worktable. There she saw afamiliar red-haired figure leening againg the wadl, knees drawvn up



to her chest, ams wrapped around her legs.

“Cosette,” she sad, the shock planin her voice.

Thewild girl turned a tear-streaked face toward her. “I ... | knew it was wrong ... even while | was
doing it,” she said inaamdl broken voice, “but | ... | just couldn’t stop mysdf “

Izzy knew she should be angry, but the hurt and confuson she saw in Co-sette’s features wouldn't
dlow the emation to take hold. She regarded the wild girl for a long moment, then crawled under the
table to join her. She gathered Cosette in her arms and stroked the bird's nest of her hair, gently working
a the tangles with her fingers

“What happened?’ she asked.

“l was ... | wastrying to draw a picture, but it wouldn’t come out right. No matter how hard | tried, it
just wouldn't come out right a dl, a dl. But dill | tried and | kept trying, but then everything ...
evaything started to fed ... | fdt like | was choking ... and | just pushed dl the papers off the table and it
didn't ... the choking feding was't so bad then ... and the more | kicked things around, the more it went
away. | knew it was bad. | knew it waswrong. | | ... | didn't want to do it, but | couldn’t stop mysdf

“l used to get just as frugtrated when | was learning how to draw,” zzy told her.

Cosette gave her agrateful look. “1 have to be ableto do it,” she said. “I just have to.”

“Nobody’s good right away,” 1zzy said. “It takes alot of hard work to get anywhere with it.”

“But I'll never get it because | don’t have anything insde me. | thought doing it would put something
ingde, but you have to be someone fird. Like you. You are someone. | want to be just like you.”

“You don't have to be like meto be able to do art,” 1zzy told her. “Every artist is different.”

But Cosette shook her head. “No, | have to be like you.”

“Whatever for?’

“l want to be red”

“You arered,” 1zzy told her.

“No, I'm not. I'm like Solemn John.”

“John’s redl, too.”

Cosette shook her head again. “He says you don't redly bdieve that. And if you don't believe it,
then it mugt be true, because you' re the one who made us”

“l didn't make you,” 1zzy said. “All | did was open a door for you to step through.”

“Then why does John say what he does?’

lzzy dghed. “John and | have a problem communicating with each other.” Which was an
understatement if she'd ever heard one, consdering they hadn’'t spoken to each other in years, but 1zzy
put that firmly out of her mind. That wasn't the issue here. Cosette was.

“Not everything he says means exactly what it ssems to mean,” 1zzy went on.

“Like what he says about the dark man?’ Cosette asked.

It took Izzy a moment to understand what Cosette was asking. “Y ou mean Rushkin? When Cosette
nodded, 1zzy said, “John just doesn’t much like him, so he suspects the worst about him.”

“So he doesn't ... eat us?’

“I..... Izzy hesitated. Her head filled with images of that old dream, the snowstorm, Rushkin with a
crossbow, her winged cat dying, Paddyjack rescued by John. But then she heard Annie Nin's voice in
her mind. People dream the oddest things, don’t they, and then when they wake up they realize
none of it was real.

“l don’t think he does,” she said.

“l ill wish | wasred.”

“You are red. Honestly. Look mein the eye, Cosette. Can't you see that | believe what I'm saying?’

“| suppose.”

They sat quiglly under the table for a while longer, nether of them spesking until Cosette findly
sghed.

“Areyou very mad at me?’ she asked.

|zzy shook her head. “No. | understand what happened. Will you help metidy up?’

Cosette gave her ashy nod.



“Wel, come on then. Let’s see how quickly we can get it done.”

It only took a hdf hour before the studio was back to norma—or a least as normd as it ever got. It
was dill amess, but an organized mess, as I1zzy aways liked to put it.

“l should get back to the idand,” Cosette said when they were done. “Rosalind will be worrying
about me. | didn't tdl her where | was going.”

“How will you get back?’

Some of Cosette’'s norma bravado had returned. “Oh, don’'t worry about me. I'm in and out of the
aty dl thetime”

“Wdl,” 1zzy said dubioudy. “If you promise to be careful ...”

“I'm dways careful,” Cosette began; then she looked around the now-tidied studio. “Well, amost
adways”

|zzy couldn’t help but laugh. She walked over to her worktable and picked up an empty sketchbook
and a couple of pencils.

“Here” dhe said. “Take these”

“Redly?

“Redly. | want you to practice your drawing. If you need any hdlp, just come and see me”

“I"d rather be able to just do it,” Cosette said.

“Wouldn't we dl. Do you want some paints as wel?’

“Ohno,” Cosette told her, dutching the sketchbook to her chest. “This is wonderful.” She hesitated
for amoment, then added, “Y ou won't tdl Rosaind, will you? She' d be so disappointed in me”

“l won't tdll her,” 1zzy said.

“Oh thank you!” She gave lzzy a quick kiss on the cheek. “You know, you're not a dl like John
saysyou are.” And with that she seemed to soin like a dervish and whirl out of the door.

|zzy stood in the middle of the studio, regarding the door that Cosette had left open. It swung back
and forth before it findly settled in a hdf-gar postion. “I wish John redized that,” she said oftly.

XVIHI

September 1978

Ealy in September, Izzy ran into Rosalind while on a sketching expedition in Lower Crowsea. She'd
been out dl morning trying to get a few good views of the old fire hdl for one of her Crowsea
Touchstones paintings when she spied the numena across the street. Rosdind noticed her at the same
time and crossed over to join her at the bus-stop bench where Izzy was stting.

“l wish Cosette had your discipling” she told 1zzy.

“| take it she’ s not practicing.”

Rosdind amiled. “ She feds that she should be able to do it immediatidy and since she can’t, why then
el never get it so why bother trying?’

“I was hoping she' d come by again to show me what she's been working on. | offered to help her.”

“I know you did. She was s0 excited when she came home from her last vist.” Rosdind sighed. “But
by the next day she'd torn the book up, thrown the pencils away and was busy meking a giant bird’s nest
with Paddyjack.”

“Widl, it's not something you can force someone to do,” Izzy said. “You ether have the desire and
drive, or you don't.”

Rosdind nodded. “But it's so frudtrating because | know how badly she wants to be able to do it.”

|zzy put a hand on her knee. “Don’t worry. Shell settle down with it when she's ready.”

“l wonder.”

“Would you like to take home another sketchbook in case she decides she does want to try it
agan?’

“No. If she wants to that badly, let her come back and get it from you hersdlf “

They sat quigtly together for awhile, enjoying the crisp September weather and waiching the people

go by. As they sat there, Izzy wondered if people could see both of them, or did they only see her,



taking to hersdf?

“You haven't seen Rothwindle latdly, have you?’ Rosdind asked after a few minutes had gone by.

|zzy shook her head. “1 hardly see any of them anymore. Just Cosette a couple of weeks ago and
Anniedill comes to vist, of course, but that’s about it. But now that | think of it, Annie was asking about
her, too. Why, were you looking for her?’

“l wanted to ask her to come stay with us on the idand for a little while. | know she's happy in the
city, but gpparently she's become such ahermit of late that I’ ve been worrying about her.”

“Maybe she' s met another gargoyle. Kathy's dways saying that some of them wake up once the sun
sets and they go wandering. She even wrote a sory about it.”

“I hopethat'sdl it is” Rosdind said. “She's such an innocent—like Paddy-jack is. I'd hate for her
to have gotten in with the wrong crowd.” Izzy had to amile “You sound like a mother.”

“| fed like a mother sometimes” Rosdind said, returning [zzy’ s amile, “but | don’t mind. | like feding
needed. Useful. And spesking of which,” she added, rigng to her feet, “1 should finish the rest of my
erands”

“Wdl, if | hear from her, I'll tdl her you were looking for her,” |zzy said.

Rosdind gamiled her thanks and wandered off down the street, her features creased with
uncharacterigtic worry lines. 1zzy closed her eyes and pictured My Darling ‘ Goyle, the painting through
which the gargoyle had crossed over. Where had Rothwindle gone? she wondered.

XIX

November 1978

“You've got quite the collector interested in your work,” Albina told 1zzy a few weeks &fter the
Crowsea Touchstones show had closed.

Once Izzy had gotten past the flurry of excitement and work that had gone into the opening of the
Newford Children’s Foundation, the rest of the summer and early autumn had proceeded at a perfect,
lazy pace for her. She painted in her studio, with Annie for company as often as not, and went out
sketching on location, vidted with or was vidted by Rushkin and Tom Downs and her other friends, and
spent dl sorts of time with Kathy when Kathy wasn't busy writing. The two of them often spent evenings
a the Foundation, sorting clothes and doing the behind-the-scenes work so that the counsdors could
concentrate on their clients. The only thing lacking in 1zzy’ s life was a romantic reationship, but even that
was't enough to spoil the sense of peace that had settled over her. So many of her friends were Sngle
that it didn't seem odd for her to be that way as well. They filled up the holes in each other’s lives and
managed to pretend, most of the time, that they didn’t need anything else.

That the Crowsea Touchstones show had done so wdl smply seemed to fit into the naturd
progression of positive events that made up this particular year of her life. Kathy would tease her about it
sometimes, but it wasn't so much that she was becoming blase about her success as that she wasn't
redly paying aten-tion to it. So when Albina brought up the idea of a serious collector of her work, 1zzy
couldn’t quite seem to muster up much more than an idle curiogity in the subject.

“How 0?7’ she asked after taking a long Sp of the tea that Albina had brought dong on her vist to
the Kdly Street studio.

Thetwo of them were gtting in one of the disused rooms in the old factory building that the various
tenants used as stting rooms because their studios, like 1zzy's, were usudly too much of a mess. The
windows here gave out upon along view of dleys and backyards, with office complexes risng up behind
themin the distance. Albina poured hersdf another cup of tea from her thermos before she replied.

“Wdl, he's been buying one or two of your works from every show—and they’re dways the most
expensve ones.”

“Don't tdl me” l1zzy said. “Let me guess. He's a doctor, right?’

Albina shook her head. “A lawyer, actudly, dthough | think he's buying the work for a dient, so
maybe you're right. It could be a doctor.”

But 1zzy waan't ligening to her anymore. A deep gillness had settled ingde her at the word lawyer.



“What ... what's hisname?’ she asked in a voice gone soft.

Albina amiled, unaware of the change in Izzy. “Richad Slva” she sad. “Of Olson, Slva and
Chizmar Associates. You asked me about them before and | couldn’t remember the name, but I've
cashed so many checks with their name on it by this point that I’ d be hard put to forget it now.”

The dillness deepened indde | zzy.

“And the paintings he bought?’ she asked.

Her worst fears were redized as Albina began to name the pieces. Each title was of a painting of one
of her numena. All of John's old accusations came flooding back into her mind and she had nothing to
sy in her own defense.

How could you? she wanted to scream at Albina How could you let him buy them dl? No wonder
Rushkin hadn’t been worried about her having her own sudio and working esewhere; he'd found
another way of acquiring her numena. But the words remained dillborn because she redized that Albina
wouldn't know what she was talking_about. There was no way Albina could screen dl buyers to make
certain they weren't Rushkin. All 1zzy could do was stop offering them for sde, or stop panting them
dtogether.

The pain deepened ingde her when she rediized that one of those paintings had been My Darling
‘Goyle. Oh, Rothwindle. How could she have been so stupid? How could she have betrayed the
gargoyle like this? No wonder John would have nothing to do with her. She was just as irrespongble as
he/d warned her not to be.

“Is something wrong?’ Albina asked, findly picking up on lzzy’s change of mood.

|zzy looked at her, but there was nothing she could say.

“No, I'm just feding moody. | think I'm premenstrud,” she added, by way of explanation.

“There's something to be said for menopause,” Albina told her. “It's the one aspect of growing old
thet | don't regret.”

|zzy found a polite amile, but it never reached her eyes. All she wanted now was to be aone with her
grief and her anger. The latter was directed as much at hersdf as it was a Rushkin. How could she have
let hersdlf fal under his sway again when she knew, she knew he was not to be trusted?

It seemed to take forever before Albinafindly left to go back to the gdlery.

XX

It's not your fault,” Kathy said when 1zzy told her that evening. “You couldn’'t have known.”

It was what 1zzy wanted to hear, but she knew it wasn't true. She sat a the kitchen table, hugging her
bunched-up jacket to her chest, and looked across the table at Kathy through a shimmering gauze of
tears.

“But that's just it,” she said, mournfully. “1 did know. | should have redized that Rushkin was a red
danger to my numena and that he wouldn't give up so easily. John warned me about it and | saw Rushkin
kill my winged cat. | saw him try to kill Paddyjack.”

“| thought you' d told me you' d dreamed that.”

“l did,” 1zzy said. “But no matter how much | want to pretend it didn’t happen, | know it was a red
dream—like looking at a movie of something that was actudly happening, except | was init a the same
time”

Kathy reached across the table and took one of 1zzy’s handsin both of her own.

“l just fed so Sck,” 1zzy went on. “When | think of how nice he's been, how much I've been
enjoying his company, and dl dong he was feeding on my numena behind my back ....”

“Wat aminute” Kathy said. “Is this gill Rushkin we're taking about?’ 1zzy nodded.

“But | thought you weren't seeing him anymore.”

“l wasn't planning to. It's just, oh, | don’t know. | kind of fdl back into a rdationship with him. I'd
stop by his studio, he'd stop by mine. It was dl so harmless and friendly. | was learning so much ....”

“It dill was't your fault,” Kathy said. “You don't have any control over what Rushkin does.”

Although she knew she deserved to be hed to blame—she was to blame-1zzy was grateful to Kathy
for refusng to hold her responsible for what had happened.



“But | should have believed John,” she said. “It's judt that | didn’t want Rushkin to be what John told
me he was.”

“When you want things to be different from how they are” Kathy sad, “it's sometimes easy to
convince yoursdf that they are.”

|zzy nodded unhappily. “But | won't risk any more of them. From now on, dl I'm panting are
landscapes, cityscapes, skyscapes—anything except for numena. If | want people in a panting, I'll do
red-life portraits.”

“You can't do that,” Kathy told her.

“What am | supposed to do? If | paint more of them and bring them across, it'll just put them into
danger. I'd have to keep the paintings dl locked away here, or in my studio, and what's to say he won't
find away to get a them anyway? He got to the paintings | did a the Grumbling Greenhouse Studio and
sole away their vitdity without ever laying a hand on them.”

“That you know of “

|zzy shook her head. “No, it was snowing that night. If he' d been in the studio, | would have seen his
tracks outside. There would have been some sgn of disturbance.”

“So therés arisk,” Kathy said. “But we ve had this conversation before. There's dways a risk in
life We take our livesin our own hands just walking across a street.”

“But those are our lives. | can't be respongible for theirsaswel. | can’t seem to protect my numena,
S0 it's better that | don’t bring them acrossin the firg place.”

“Which leaves them trapped there forever—wherever ‘ther€ is” lzzy gave her a puzzled look.
“What are you saying?’

“From those of your numenathat I've met,” Kathy said, “it strikes me that they’re happy to be here.
That you' ve taken them from some place that’s ot as good as what we have here and given them a new
lease on life”

“We don't know that their world is so terrible. We don’'t know anything about it a dl. They don't
even s2em to be able to remember what it was like themsdlves”

“Maybe they don't want to remember,” Kathy said. “Don't look at me like that. It's not like it's a
nove theory or anything. Some people embrace their traumeas, but a lot more just put them out of ther
minds and pretend thet they never occurred. Sdlective amnesia Half the time their subconscious handles
the chore for them and they’ re not even aware of seding the bad memories avay.”

|zzy fet uncomfortable at the idea, though she couldn’t have explained why. It was just that, as Kathy
spoke, she seemed to fed shadows shift ingde her, degpening and intensfying.

“| think you owe it to your numena to continue bringing them across,” Kathy went on. “They chose to
make the passage here. Granted, it's not safe here, but it's not safe anywhere—maybe especidly
wherever it is that they come from.”

“BUt—"

“You have to remember that they’re not unhgppy to be here. Just look a how John was. Without
you, they’ve no hope at dl.”

“And when they die? When | can’t protect them and Rushkin gets to them? | can’t stand the idea of
carying around the weight of more of them dying.”

“Don’'t sl the paintings” Kathy told her. “Don't make any more of them for public consumption.
Keep them safe. Here, or in the studio. Rent a secure storage space if you have to. But you've got a gift,
ma belle Izzy, and | don't think it was given to you capricioudy.”

“No, it was given to me by Rushkin so that | could feed his needs.”

Kathy shook her head. “All Rushkin did was teach you how to use a gift you dready had. Why do
you think he was drawn to you? You were dready capable of bringing numena across; dl he did was
show you how.”

Showed her how, 1zzy thought. And pretended to be her friend. Pretended to care. But then he'd
turned around and betrayed her trust, leaving her with a huge holein her life.

“l don't know if | can,” lzzy said.

“You haveto,” Kathy said. “There€ s no one dse to hdp them across.”



“Except for Rushkin,” |zzy said.

Kathy nodded. “But remember what you said he'd told you about angds and mongters? It stands to
reason that, being the way he is, he can only bring across mongters. Someone has to baance things out
and dlow the angds to cross over aswdl.”

“Why doesn’t he just feed on his own numena?’

It was aterrible thing to say, 1zzy knew, but she couldn’t help hersdlf. At least if Rushkin fed on his
own, he'd be responsible, not her. Her own numenawould be safe.

“Maybe he can't,” Kathy said.

|zzy nodded dowly. Of course. Why dse had he plucked her off the street and taught her what he
had? He' d merdy been sowing seeds for future harvests. The thought made her fed nauseated and a
sour taste rose up from her ssomach.

“I think | fed sck again,” she said.

“I'll be here for you, ma belle 1zzy,” Kathy assured her.

|zzy knew it was true. And it was that, more than Kathy’s arguments about the numena needing her
inorder to come across, that had her begin painting them again afew weeks later.

Thistime she didn't confront Rushkin the way she had before, though she couldn’t have explained
why. Whenever the thought arose, it was accompanied with an uneasiness that left her feding tense and
irritable. Instead, she amply stopped going by his studio and refused him admittance to her own. The fact
that he made no comment on the sudden change in ther rdationship only confirmed her bdief in his
culpability.

She questioned the new numena that she brought across and they dl pro-fessed gratitude to her for
her giving them passage into this world, but they didn't keep her company. None of the numena did
anymore. Not even Annie.

XXI

February 1979

When she got the news that her father had died, 1zzy didn’t fed athing. She sat in the kitchen, phone
in hand, ligening as her mother explained how he'd had a heart attack while doing the morning chores,
and it was as though she were hearing about the death of a Stranger. She'd stopped going out to the
idand dmog three years ago, and while she' d spoken to her mother on the phone in the interim, her last
vigt to the idand was d =0 the last time she'd talked to her father.

Shel d dways thought that her success as an artist would make him change his attitude, that he'd be
proud of dl that she'd accomplished, but if anything her success had worsened ther relationship. They'd
hed a huge blowup that night, after which she'd packed her bag and waked down to the pier, rowing
hersdf over to the mainland. From there she walked to the highway and hitchhiked back into the city.

Kathy had been angry when Izzy findly showed up at the gpartment a four o’ clock in the morning.
“You should have cdled me or Alan,” she'd told Izzy. “God, you could have been raped or killed.
Anybody could have picked you up.”

“l couldn’'t stay,” 1zzy explained, “and | was damned if I'd accept a ride from ether of them.”

“But—"

“There's no phone out by the highway,” 1zzy had said. “And | didn’t think of caling before | left the
farmhouse”

Kathy looked as though she was going to say something more, but she must have redized how
miserable 1zzy was feding because dl she did was say, “Wadl, thank god you're okay,” and give her a
hug.
Her mother had called her the next day to try to gpologize for her father, but this time 1zzy wouldn't
accept any excuses for him. If he loved her, he had yet to show it and she was tired of waiting. All she'd
sad tha day to her mother was “How can you live with him?’

She' d kept in contact with her mother, but they never spoke of her father again until the day he died.

|zzy went out to the idand to stay with her mother and she attended the funerd for her mother’s sake,



but she dill fdt nothing—not at the funerd home, not in the church, not as she watched the coffin being
lowered into the grave. It was only later that night, after she and her mother returned to the idand, that
ghefdt anything. With her father three days dead, she lay in her old bedroom in the farmhouse and stared
up a the familiar cracks in the calling. And then the tears came.

But they weren't for the father who had just died. They were for the father she'd never had.

XXII

April 1979

“It snot likeit' d be forever,” 1zzy said.

|zzy and Kathy sat on the front stoop of ther gpartment building, enjoying the mild spring evening.
From where they sat they could watch the treffic pass on Lee Street. Their own street was quiet tonight.
Over the years since they’ d fird moved to their Waterhouse Street apartment, the area had undergone a
dow but steedy change. The boutique and cafes were outhumbered now by convenience stores and
pizza parlors, the bohemian residents by young couples and single working men and women on the rise,
looking for an investment rather than a home,

“One day,” Alan had told them morosdly, “dl that’ll be Ieft is ghosts and memories of us”

And Alan, Kathy had told 1zzy later, because she doubted that he d ever move away. But the others
did, and now 1zzy had been put in the position to consider doing the same.

Her mother had decided to move to FHorida to live with her sster. She wanted to put the idand in
Izzy’s name, but only if Izzy lived there. She didn't want 1zzy to sl it and then have srangers living
there—at least not in her own lifetime. “Once I'm dead, you can do what you want with it,” she'd sad
when she cdled up to discussit with 1zzy. But 1zzy had told her that she could never sl the idand. She
might have bad memoaries of her father, but the idand itsdf retained its magic for her. She thought it
aways would.

“ItIl just be for awnhile” Izzy went on to tdl Kathy. “To see how it goes.”

“I know,” Kathy said. “You don’t have to explain. It makes perfect sense”

“| love that land and it'd redlly be a great place to work.”

Kathy nodded. “And safe, too—for your numena”

“Not thet I'd ever know,” Izzy said.

She knew many of her numena had taken up residence on the idand, but they didn't communicate
with her any more than the ones in the city did. She understood why. She'd let them down. She'd let
them die. But that didn't make the pain any easier to bear.

“I meant for both of us” she went on. “The farmhouse is huge, Kathy. I’d be rattling around in it on
my own.”

After having shared living space with Kathy for so many years, the idea of living without her seemed
unimaginebdle. 1zzy had any number of friends, and she knew she'd miss seeing them on a regular basis,
but she waan't dl that sure she could live without Kathy. They were more than best friends. Sometimes it
seemed to her that they were two haves of some magica dliance that would be greaily diminished if they
ever went thelr separate ways.

“l can't live that far away from the dity,” Kathy said. “It's not just because of my writing, ether. |
know | get my inspiration from being here, but | suppose | could write anywhere.”

“It's the Foundation.”

“Exactly. There's dill so much to do and | fed | have to stay involved urtil | can be sureit’ll run on its
own.”

“I'm going to miss you terribly,” 1zzy said.

Then why are you going? she asked hersdf. Wren Idand held the best mem-ories of her childhood,
but aso the worst. There was no question but that the years she'd lived in Newford far outweighed them.
Stll, she fet as though she werein the grip of some old-fashioned covenant, like a knight under the spdl
of ageasin one of the Arthurian romances Kathy liked to read. She was cdled back to the idand, not by
her mother, but to fulfill some older, more binding contract that she couldn’t even remember having



made. The only thing that could keep her from going was if Kathy asked her to stay.
But dl Kathy said was“I'll missyou, too, ma bdlle 1zzy.”

XXI11

Wren Idland, June 1979

Names, 1zzy had redized along time ago, before she even moved from the idand to attend Butler U.,
hed potency. They pulled ther owners in their wakes, the way that dreams can, the way you can wake
up from deegp and believe that what you dreamed actudly occurred. And even later, even when you
redized the mistake, it was difficult to readjust your thinking. You knew your boyfriend didn’'t cheat on
you, but you looked at him with suspicion dl the same. You understood that you hadn't redly done the
painting, but you found yoursdlf looking for it dl the same.

But if dreams were potent, names were more so, especidly the ones people chose for themsdves,
They might grow into the ones that were given to them, through the familiarity of use, if nothing else, but
the ones they chose defined who they were like an immediate descriptive shorthand.

When she fird moved to Newford from Wren Idand seven years ago, she had put Isabelle behind.
Issbelle of the quiet moods and even temperament. Who avoided confrontations and was more
comfortable with her sketchbook in the forest than with people. Who had inherited her father’s stubborn
streak but never acquired the meanness it had manifested in him. Who didn’'t argue, but merdy agreed
and went ahead and did what she fdt she had to do anyway, deding with the repercussions only if she
hed to.

Kahy was thefird to cdl her 1zzy, making a play on Isabdle with her ma belle 1zzy, but she hersdf
was the one who took to the name and wore it into her new life. 1zzy wasn't Imply a role she played, a
coat she put on to protect her from indement weather that was easlly discarded once more. All those
yearsin New-ford she was 1zzy. Being 1zzy let her fit in with the art crowd at universty, her Waterhouse
Street cohorts, the bohemian scene in Lower Crowsea. Being 1zzy had opened dl the doors that shy
Isabelle wouldn't even have paused at before. She only signed Isabelle's name to her paintings because
of Rushkin, because it had been easer to do so than argue with him about what he perceived as the
inappropriateness of going by a nicknamein the world of fine art.

But Izzy hadn't been dl strength and chutzpah. Names were potent, but changing your name couldn’t
entirdy discard the baggage you had to carry dong from the past to where you were now. |zzy ill had
her insecurities. 1zzy was dill capable of being browbeaten by the Rushkins of the world, abandoned by
the Johns, mugged by a gang of street punks who didn’t know what her name was and certainly didn’t
care. |zzy dill preferred to avoid confrontations and to hide her pains deep in the shadowy recesses of
her mind, where they wouldn't be easily sumbled upon.

Names were potent, 1zzy understood, but in the end they were dill only labds, easy tags that could
never hope to entirdy encompass the complex in-dividuds they were supposed to describe. All they
could ever do was reflect some aspect of the face you wanted to turn to the world, not define it. But they
helped—in the same way thet labels made it easier to choose between one thing and another. Coffee or
tea? Smoking or nonsmoking section? Expressoniam or Impressonism?

Returning to the idand, she redized that 1zzy had been left behind by the roadside, somewhere in
between Newford and the turnoff to the idand, and she was ready to embrace Isabelle once more. Was
ready to define hersdf as Isabelle—at least insofar as she needed a labd for hersdf. The differences
between the younger Isabelle and who she was now were few. She was twenty-four now, not seventeen.
She was a moderately successful artist. Her father was dead. She was on the idand by choice, not
because she had to be.

She spent her firs few weeks on the idand feding very much at loose ends. Organizing her living
space swalowed some time. She set up a sudio in the back bedroom and made a storage space for her
numena pantingsin the attic. It took her alittle while to get used to deeping in her parents bedroom, but
once she'd repainted and moved her own furniture in, it seemed more her own. Her old bedroom she
converted into the guest room—although privately she dready thought of it as Kathy’s room.



Her mother had auctioned off dl the farm animas and equipment, induding the barge that had been
used to transport livestock and crops to the mainland, but left her the old rowboat. A hired boat from
one of the marinas down the coast had been dl she'd needed to transport her beongings to the idand,
and the rowboat was enough to get her back and forth from the mainland, where she parked the used
VW that she'd bought from Alan.

She found she missed the sound of the city at fird—the traffic, the Srens, the congtant hubbub of
noise that she'd entirdy tuned out after a while. But the quiet nights and open skies of the country had
been bred into her a an early age and she was soon seduced by them dl over again. Initidly, it had been
hard to work because it was so quiet; within three weeks the difficulty in getting started was because she
tended to have her marning coffee out on the porch and then found hersdf puttering in the garden or
going for along ramble out dong the shore or in the forest and the next thing she'd know, the whole
morning and hdf the afternoon was gone.

Sill, she was painting, at fird more in the evenings than during the day, and was surprised to redize
that, by the fal, she' d have enough pieces to hang for a new show without having to give up working on
her new series of numena

The numena. She could fed ther presence on theidand, but they Hill re-fused contact with her. All of
them—even Rosdind and Cosette. Even Annie Nin, who'd been the one that had redly convinced her
that she should sl the numena paintings in her show. But if they kept their distance from her, they 4ill
went into her sudio. Many times she came into it to find that things had been rifled through, and smal
items were missng. Some pencils and paper, a paint-brush, a tube of paint. Cosette, she'd think, and
then fed sad dl over again.

But she even grew used to that and where a firsd she'd looked forward to her trips into the city, by
the time June was ralling up on July, it was dl she could do to get into her car and make the drive in. She
missad Kathy, though, and it was because of her that she nude sure that she went to town &t least once
every couple of weeks.

XXIV

Newford, September 1979

Isabelle was completely disoriented the firg time she vidted Kathy in her new gpartment on Gracie
Street. All the familiar furnishings were there, but they were dl in the wrong place. The old floor lamp
with its marble stand that they’d picked up at aflea market ill provided illumingtion for Kathy's favorite
reading chair, but both of them stood in an unfamiliar corner by a bay window they’d never had on
Waterhouse Street, overlooking aview that belonged to a stranger. Kathy's collection of antique photos
wasin the hdl, dong with some of Isabelle's own sketches that Kathy’d had framed, but they were dl in
a different order. Isdbelle knew the bookcases, the carpets, the sofa, the drapes, the various
knick-knacks, but their new configurations kept surprisng her, no matter how often she came to vist.

She'd tried to explain it to Kathy once, but her friend had only laughed. “You're far too set in your
ways,” shetold Isabdle. “In fact, | dmost had a heart attack mysdf the firg time you came back from the
idand wearing that red-checked flannd shirt of yours. | don't think 1’d ever seen you wear anything but
black before that.”

By the time the summer ended, 1sabelle was only coming into town when she had to.

“l guess the red news is that I've fmdly finished my second collection,” Kathy said when Issbelle
dropped by the Gracie Street gpartment on her latest trip into town. “Alan’s going to publish it in the
soring.”

“What'sit cdled?’ |sabelle asked.

Though they dill talked on the phone at least once a week, Isabelle was feding more and more out of
touch latdly. Her afternoons were spent far from her phone, wandering the idand, reacquainting herself
with dl the haunts of her past; mornings and evenings found her in the studio, working, more often then
not ignoring the phone when it did ring. She had yet to buy an answering machine, so when she did speak
on the phone it was usudly when she made the cal.



“I'm cdling it Flesh of the Sone,” Kathy said, “after that story that appeared in Redbook lagt year.”

“Will it have that story about the whisling men in it?’

Kathy smiled. “That and everything I've written since Angels, induding two new stories that even
you haven't seen yet.”

“Do | have to wait?’

Kathy reached over with her foot and used her big toe to tap a fa manila envelope lying on the
coffee table. “I"ve got copies for you to take homeright here.”

“With dl your work at the Foundation, I'm surprised you found the time”

“Wdl, you know whét you awaystold me” Kathy said, “you have to make the time”

“Too true”

“So Alan wanted me to ask you if we could use one of the paintings that’s hanging at the Foundation
for the cover of the East Street Press edition. He wants to use La Liseuse. The paperback sde haan't
gone through yet, and he can't guarantee anything, but he'll try to get them to use the cover for it aswdl.”

|sabdlle looked uncomfortable.

“What's the matter?’ Kathy asked. “| thought you' d love the idea.”

“l do—sort of. But it makes me worried.”

“You'velost me”

“Those are numena paintings,” Isabelle explained. “1 can't help but be afrad of putting them in the
public eye like that.”

“I'm not about to sdl them to Rushkin,” Kathy said. “Give me that much credit.”

“Of course you wouldn't. But Rushkin doesn’t even know they exist. I'm afraid if he did, he'd find a
way to get at them.”

“BUf—"

“One of the things | hate about being away from the idand is that I'm aways afrad he's going to
snegk into the farmhouse while I’'m gone and stedl the ones | have there”

“l don't think you have to worry about that,” Kathy said. “Except for Paddyjack hanging in the
kitchen, you' d have to be very determined to find the rest of them.”

There were storage spaces behind the eavesin the attic, between the drywadl and the outer walls, and
Isdbelle had hidden the numena pantings in them, enfolding them in protective wragppings and then
covering them over with old insulation and boards. Kathy was the only person Isabelle had ever shown
them to.

“l know. But il ...”

“Actudly,” Kathy said, “I don’t think you have to worry so much about Rushkin anymore. Didn't
you hear? According to Nora, he's got himsdf a new protege.”

“Anybody we know?’

Kathy shook her head. “Her name' s Barbara Nichols and apparently she's just a young thing—till in
art schoal.”

“That sounds familiar.”

“Y ou seem pretty blase about it.”

Isabelle laughed. “Why do you say that? Did you think I’ d be jealous?’

“No. but | was thinking that maybe she should be warned—you know. About Rushkin and the
numena and what he does to them.”

“l don’'t think s0,” Isabelle said. “If he haa't dready told her about them, she'd think | was nuts—or
a leadt jedlous. And if he has taught her how to bring them over, nothing anyone might have to say would
stop her from continuing to paint them. Trust me on this. | know.”

Or at least she hoped she did. She hoped she was saying this for the reasons she was giving to Kathy
and not for a more sHfish reason. But she had to admit the thought had crossed her mind that if Rushkin
hed found another artist to provide him with the numena he needed, then it would mean that her own
would be safe.

“Have you seen her work yet?’ she added.

“No,” Kathy said, “but Jlly has. She saysit's sunning.”



The poor girl, Isabelle thought.

“So anyway,” Kathy went on. “Don’t you think that puts the threat of Rushkin out of the picture?’

Isabelle hated to disgppoint Kathy, but she had to shake her head. Unless she could be absolutdly
sure, she couldn't take the risk.

“I know you mug think I’'m paranoid,” she began, but Kathy dismissed her explanation with a wave
of her hand.

“Don’t even worry about trying to explain,” she said. “1 understand. But you have to promise me one
thing.”

“What's that?”’

“That one day you'll illugtrate one of my books.”

“l..." Issbelle hestated.

“Oh, come on. One day Rushkin will be dead and gone and you'll be able to do it with a complete
peace of mind.”

“All right,” Isabelle said. “One day I'll do it

“I'll hold you to it,” Kathy assured her, then changed the subject. “So when does your new show
open?’

“In October. | just have a couple more pieces to finish for it.”

“I think it'sgoing to do great. Theidand just seems to flow through your paintbrush onto the canvas.”

“I've dways loved painting on it.”

“And you are going to stay with me for the week of the opening?’

“Try to keep me away.”

XXV

Wren Idand, Beltane Eve, 1980

“What a great idea this was,” Kathy said. She adjusted the folded blanket she was dtting on and
leaned back againg a rock with her feet near thefire.

Isabelle nodded contentedly from beside her. It was il jacket westher once the sun went down, but
they’ d lucked into a perfect day for their Betane Eve party. After the morning migts rigng from the lake
had been burned away, the skies had remained clear for the rest of the day. It was too early in the year
for mosquitoes or blackflies and for once the reason you couldn’t see any no-see-urns was because they
weren't about yet ether.

The bonfire was on the beach of a amdl cove on the east dde of the idand—a towering blaze of
sdvaged driftwood that was tended by whoever happened to be near enough to toss another few logsin
when thefire got low. Isabelle had lost count of how many people had arrived by now. The dirt road on
the main-land leading from the highway to her pier was crowded with parked cars, and her little rowboat
and two others she' d rented from the marina had been ferrying people back and forth from the idand dl
afternoon and wel into the evening. The fidd up behind the cove was dotted with tents. Those who
hadn't brought tents had laid out their degping bags in the big barn. A hardy few planned to deep under
the sars—eadly the best choice, Isabelle had decided once the sun findly set, for it was one of those
nights when the sky went on forever, the stars seeming to flicker a handsbreadth away from your face.

With the potluck dinner findly over, musc had started up on the far Sde of the fire. A dozen or s0
musdians jammed on a mix of folk songs, old hit-parade favorites and Cdtic dance music. From where
ghe sa with Kathy, Isabelle could see Christy’s brother Geordie among them, playing his fiddle, and
Amy Scdlan with her pipes, the two of them happily playing dong on both Bestles songs and Irish redls.
Stting near the mugdans with ther more traditiond instruments was a whole contingent of people
keeping rhythm by tapping sticks againg each other or drumming them on rocks. On the stretch of sand
between the lake and the fire a growing crowd was dancing, snging dong when they knew the words.

Wine and beer continued to flow abundantly and the air was redolent with the smdl of the fire, the
lake and the pinewoods behind them, dl mingled together with a sweet underlying scent of marijuana
When a joint came their way Isabelle shook her head but Kathy took a long toke before passng it on.



Isabelle had a couple of glasses of some mystery punch that no one was quite sure who'd brought and,
she decided from the dightly woozy way she was feding, it must have been spiked stronger than she'd
thought at firs. She wasan't exactly drunk; it was more that she was unusudly focused. Everything she
looked at or concentrated on for any length of time seemed inordinately interesting.

Kathy turned to look at her, the firdight making her hennaed hair seem to glow with its own inner
lights

“I'm having the best time” she said.

Isabelle nodded. “1 didn’t think so many people d show up, it being a Thurs-day and dl.”

“What, are you kidding? | don't think one of our friends has a regular job.”

“But dill.”

Kathy smiled. “I know. It’s like one of the old Waterhouse Street open houses, isn't it?’

That was a perfect description, Issbelle decided, because just as a those par-ties, she only
recognized about hdf the people here. But by dl indicaions, as andl groups got together, broke up and
then re-formed into new configura-tions, everyone was dill connected to someone she knew.

“I'll bet most of them stay draight through the weekend,” Kathy added. “Oh, god. | hope my
plumbing survives the ondaught.”

She'd put the old outhouse back into service, but people were going into the farmhouse to use the
fadlities as wdl. The plumbing dated back to her grandfa-ther’ s time and had never been upgraded.

“I just hope the beer lagts” Kathy said.

“We can dways make arun to the marina tomorrow,” Isabelle told her. “Wel probably need more
food by then, too.”

“Well, don't pay for it al yoursaf—take up a collection before you go.”

“Y eah, right. With this crowd?’

“It' sworth a shot.”

“l suppose,” Isabelle dlowed. “Say, do you know who that guy is?’

She' d been naticing him on and off throughout the afternoon and evening, but every time she went to
meet him, someone came up to distract her. As the evening progressed she found hersdf getting more
and more curious about him.

Kathy peered in the generd direction that Isabelle had indicated. “Which guy?’

“Jug on the other side of where Jlly and Sophie are stting. The one that looks sort of out of place.”

There was something old-fashioned about the cut of his clothes and his hairstyle, though it was hard
to tdl exactly what because of the poor light. Still, she couldn’t help but fed he'd be more a home on a
turn-of-the-century street in Lower Crowsea than here on her idand.

“We'redl out of place here” Kathy said with alaugh. “Except for you, my hardy country girl.”

“You know what | mean. Who is he?’

“I haven't aclue” Kathy turned to her. “Do you like him?’

“l don’t even know him. He just looks familiar and it bugs me that | can’t place him.”

“Familiar asin you might have seen him around, or he looks like someone you do know?’

“A little of both.”

“So go ask him,” Kathy said, ever the pragmati<t.

“l would, except | can never seem to get near to him. Whenever | try, that's exactly the moment
somebody comes up to me and asks me something and the next thing | know he's gone.”

“Allow me to investigate this phenomenon,” Kathy said loftily, beginning to rise to her fedt.

Issbelle pulled at the deeve of Kathy's sweater, making her gt down again. “Too late. HE's gone
agan.”

It was true. The place where he'd been standing was now occupied by two women having an
animated conversation. Isabelle knew that the Orienta woman was a performance artist, but she couldn’t
remember her name. The other woman was a complete siranger to her.

“Now I'm intrigued,” Kathy said. She turned, suddenly. “You don’'t think it was one of your
numena?’

Mogly Isabelle had gotten used to life without her otherwordly friends. She Hill painted an occasiond



gateway panting and she kept dl of them safey stored away, but it was sarting to get to the point when
thelr existence seemed to be nothing more than a dream—a fading memory from the past that she wasn't
sure had ever actudly been red. But then something would remind her of them and the memories would
tumble back into her mind dong with a blazing shock of redization that couldn’'t be denied. They had
been red. And she missed them terribly.

Kathy’s casua mention of her numena reawoke dl those old memories and fedings Isabedle fdt a
sudden tightening in her chest, but she forced hersdf to remain cdm, to not let the memories take hold
and spoil her mood.

“If heis” she said after a moment, “he’s not one of mine”

“Hmm.” Kathy gave her a quick amile “I wonder if that new protege of Rushkin's has come far
enough dong in her sudies to bring them across. Maybe she'll paint the perfect companion for me”

“Oh, please.”

“Wel, you won't.”

“Trud the voice of experience,” Isabelle said. “I1t doesn’'t work out.”

Kathy shook her head. “Sorry, but | don’t buy it. The next thing you'll tdl me is that if your
relaionship with the firgt boyfriend you ever have fdls through, then you might as wel just give up on ever
finding another one.”

“You could be right.”

“Oh, poo. You're far too young and dtractive to become a hermit—which is what's basicdly
happening to you. You do know that, don’t you?’

“This from the woman who hasn't had a steady boyfriend for aslong as I’ ve known her?’

“That's different,” Kathy told her. “I’'m just waiting for you to bring across the perfect numena”

Isabelle sighed with mild exasperation.

“So until then,” Kathy added, “we re stuck with each other.”

“Thet | can handle”

“Hey, Izzy!” someone cdled.

Isabelle turned to see an indidinct figure approaching them. It wasn't until she stepped into the light
cast by thefire that 1sabelle recognized her as Nora. With her spiky brown har sanding at atention and
her baggy jacket and jeans hanging loose on her dender frame, she looked like a gamine set loose from a
Dickens or Hugo novel and gone ferd in this setting.

‘jack’ s here with the Maypole,” Nora said when she reached them, “except he doesn’t know where
you want it.”

Initidly Isabelle had planned to put it in the fidd behind them, but it was so full of tents by now tha
ghe couldn’t see how it would fit.

“Why don’t we do put it up in that meadow you took me to thismorning?’ Kathy said. “The one that
hed dl those ydlow fish flowersinit.”

“Trout lilies” Isabelle explained for Nora.

“They didn't look anything like trout to me” Kathy said.

“They're called that because of their speckled leaves”

Nora nodded. “My grandmother’s got those in her garden except she cdls them adder’ stongue.”

“An even more apt description,” Kathy said wryly. “Anyway, | think it'd be the perfect spot.”

Isabdlle agreed. “I'll come show you whereit is”

“You'll have to show Jack yoursdlf,” Nora said. “I think I’ve had one glass of wine too many to go
traipang off into the woods about now.”

In the end, Isabdle and Kathy both went dong to help. Isbelle had to grab Kathy's am for a
second when she fird stood up, because everything went spinning.

“Areyou okay?’ Kathy asked.

“Too much mystery punch,” Isabelle explained.

Kathy laughed. “Too much vodka in the mystery punch is more like it.”

Jack Crow was the lagt person Isabelle would have approached to help her with the Maypole. He
worked in a tattoo parlor and looked more like a biker, with his lesthers and dl his tattoos, than someone



who would have gone out with Sophie for a few months. But Jlly had assured her he'd be perfect, and
now that Isabelle could see his work—albeit in the light cast by a couple of flashlights—she had to agree
that he'd done a wonderful job. There seemed to be hundreds of streamers of colored cloth, wrapped
around the pole to transport it, each one a different color and breadth, complementary colors vibrating
agang each other so that the entire length of the pole appeared to pulse. Look-ing at the pattern they
produced made Isabdle think of the coth braceets she'd made from Paddyjack’s ribbons. Without
thinking of it, her hand strayed to her wrigt, but the bracelet wasn't there. She’ d stopped wearing it along
time ago and kept it tacked to the wal of her sudio. She hadn't thought of it in months, but for some
reason she missed it now.

It took them a hdf hour to get the Maypole to the meadow Kathy had suggested and then et it up.
The last thing they did was unwrap the streamers. A light breeze plucked a them, meking them whirl and
dance. Isabelle watched them, mesmerized. It seemed as though the streamers dl had afterimages that
pulsed and throbbed with as much energy as the streamers themsdves, making a whirling kaleidoscope
of moon-drenched color. For amoment she thought she could hear a rhythmic tappa-tap-tap, but it was
only in her memory.

“Thisll be so pefect,” Kathy said as they stood back to admire their handiwork. “When the sun
comes up to hit dl those streamers, it's going to look serioudy gorgeous.”

Isabdlle couldn’t imagine it looking any more magnificent than it aready did.

“l hope somebody brought a camera,” Kathy added.

“| saw Meg earlier,” Isabelle assured her when she was findly able to tear her gaze from the light
show of the streamers.

Meg Mulldly was a photographer friend of theirs who never went anywhere without a camera or two
dung over her shoulder. What with Kathy’ s surname being Mully, Alan used to kid them that they had to
be related somewhere back in the dim corridors of antiquity .

“I know there' s tons of people here tonight,” Jack said as they started back, “and they’re probably
dl over the place by now, but | can't shake the feding that there's somebody dse out here with us as
wdl.”

“What kind of somebody?’ Kathy asked, obvioudy intrigued.

“l don't know. Somebody old and mysterious” Isabelle could hear the em-barrassment in his voice,
“Maybe ...” He cleared histhroat. “Maybe, you know ... not quite humean. It's like | can fed somebody
watching me, but whenever | turn around, there' s no one there. No onethat | can see, at least. But | can
dill fedl them there, watching me.”

He was senang her numenga, Isabelle redized. Time to change the subject. But before she could,
Kathy piped up, her voice pitched low and serious.

“Wl, theidand is supposed to be haunted,” she said. “Didn't anyone tdl you?’

“Haunted?’

Isbelle gave Kathy a poke with her ebow, but Kathy pretended she didn't fed it and smply went
on.

“It's like there are ghodts or fagries in the woods,” she said. “We don’'t know what. We just know
there’ s something out there.”

“Yeah, right,” Jack said, and then he laughed, but Isabelle could sense a vague nervousness behind
the sound. *Y ou sound like Jily now.” So much for his tough-guy image, she thought.

“Bdieve what you like” Kathy told him.

“So have you ever, you know, seen anything?’ Jack asked.

Or maybe he's just stoned, Isabdle amended. Lord knows with the quanti-ties of dcohol and
hallucinogens being consumed tonight people would be liable to see anything. She fdt a little stoned
hersdf, rather than drunk, even though dl she' d had was a couple of beers in the afternoon and then the
mystery punch with her dinner.

“Wedl, once,” Kathy began, and then she launched into an improbable tale that borrowed as heavily
from Hawthorne asit did a tabloid.

Since they'd reached the farmhouse at that point, Isabelle Ieft them to it. She went indde, walking



around and taking to people until she found hersdf in her gudio. The bracdet shed made from
Paddyjack’s ribbons drew her attention, pulsng where it hung on the wall with the same energy as the
Maypol€' s stream-ers. She looked at it for along moment, then took it down from the wall and put it on
her wrist. She moved her arm back and forth a few times, tracking the afterimages the bracelet |€ft, then
findly went back outside again.

She stood on the porch for a long moment, trying to pinpoint exactly what it was she was feding at
the moment. Her senses seemed to have expanded, assuming far more intendity than normd, and it was
getting hard to concentrate on any one thing.

Don't go dl stupid now, she told hersdf and walked over to the far end of the porch to rescue Alan
from the attention of Denise Martin. Denise was a second-year drama student a Butler U., a beautiful,
lanky eighteen-year-old with flowing blonde har that was tied back in a French braid tonight. Ever since
shed been introduced to Alan a a paty last year shed had a mad crush on him that wasn't
reciprocated.

“I like her wel enough,” Alan had confided to Isabelle and Kathy one after-noon when they were
having a picnic in Fitzhenry Park, “but | just can't relate to her on a romantic levd. She's just so young.
We don’'t have anything in common.”

“A seven-year differencein age ign't exactly a May-December kind of athing,” Kathy had told him.

“So you go out with her.”

“She's not exactly my type,” Kathy had said, and they dl laughed.

Denise drifted away when Isabelle showed up and put her am in the crook of Alan's. As they
talked, Isabelle looked across the farmyard to where Kathy and Jack were standing. Kathy was leaning
with her back againg the clapboard of the farmhouse. Jack was in front of her, one siff am supporting
his weight againg the wadl as he leaned in close to tak to her. Kathy looked more bored than
uncomfortable, but 1sabelle decided to go over to them anyway.

“| think Kathy needs rescuing now,” she said.

She gave Alan a quick peck on the cheek and crossed the famyard. The wak seemed to take
forever. Every sngle thing her attention happened to fdl upon was intimady didracting. When she
redized that she’'d dowed down so much she was dmost mationless, she gave her head a quick shake
and purposefully closed the distance between harsdf and the place where Kathy and Jack were
danding.

“Come here” she told Kathy. “I’'ve got somebody | want you to meet.”

Kathy gave Jack a regretful look and happily followed Isabelle back across the farmyard. They
paused when they saw Jack head off toward the cove.

“Wadl, | thought you and Jack were getting quite close there for awhile” Isabelle teased.

“Oh please. Do you know why he and Sophie broke up?’

“Wel, | suppose it's because they don't redly have that much in common,” Isabelle tried.

“Think again. It's because dl he ever wants to do is tattoo you.”

Isabelle laughed. “ So what was he going to do for you? A rose on your ankle?’

“Would you believe a dragon on my inner thigh?’

|sabelle laughed even harder.

“Serves you right,” she findly said when she caught her breath. “The way you were going on about
fagries and ghodts”

“But there are myderious presences on the idand, ma belle Izzy.”

“Touche”

“It' snot like I—"

“Ohwait,” Isabelle broke in. “ There sthat guy again.”

Before Kathy could say anything, Isabelle bolted after the figure she'd glimpsed waking off behind
the barn. Kathy started to follow, then shook her head and went into the farmhouse to get a beer instead.

“Hey, wait up!” Isabelle caled as she rounded the corner of the barn but when she made the turn, no
one was there.

Isabelle leaned againg the Sde of the barn, brought up short by a sudden spdll of vertigo. She stood



there for along moment, eyes closed, but that only seemed to make things worse. Weird patterns of light
played againg the backs of her eydids, making her dizzier than ever. She staggered away from the barn,
sumt-bling through the wild rosebushes until she had to lie down in the grass.

She might have lain there among the shadows of the rosebushes for minutes, or it might have been
hours—she had no idea which. Time had ceased to fed linear. She looked up through the crisscrossing
branches, thick with buds, into the night Sky. The stars tugged a her gaze, trying to pull her up among
them, or she was pulling them down to her. She was on the verge of some greet discov-ery, she redized,
but she had no idea what it was, what it related to, whether it even had anything to do with her at dl.
Was she a participant, or an observer? Did the world center around her, or could it carry on quite essly
without her input? Looking up at those stars, feding the embrace of their light as it enfolded her, she fdt
both samdl and large, as though everything mattered and nothing did. When someone crouched down
beside her it took years for her to turn her head to see who it was. All she could make out was a dark
shape, avague outline of head and shoulders slhouetted againg the stars, the rest of the body logt in the
shadows of the rosebushes.

“Hdlo, Isabelle)” Rushkin said.

Isabelle thought she should fed darmed at his appearance, but she found it too hard to concentrate
on being concerned. Rushkin shifted dightly on his heds and she saw that he wasn't done. Behind him
stood another figure and for some reason she could make him out pefectly clealy. It was the
old-fashioned stranger she'd been chasng before whatever had happened to her had happened. He
stood there, long-limbed and handsome, with a haf-amile on hislips, watch-ing her.

“Thisis Benjamin,” Rushkin said. “He's an old friend of mine. His origin dates back to before | logt
the ability to bring his sort across.”

So he was a humeng, Isabelle was able to think. Only not hers, and not one of Rushkin's new
protege’ s ether.

“WEe re having a wonderful time here” Rushkin went on. “Truly we are. Bt it's time for us to go
now and we were wondering where you' d put the party favors.”

Issbelle looked blankly a him. She heard what he was saying, but when he'd shifted his position
ealier, it had let the moonlight fal upon his features and she was utterly bewitched now with how the light
played across the road map of his wrinkles: When Rushkin fdl dlent and the dlence dragged out, she
findly red-ized that he was waiting for her to speak. She cast her mind back through the bewildering
sal of her memories. It was impossble for her to track anything down in a linear sense, but through
random access she eventudly stumbled upon a fragment of what he' d been saying.

“Favors?’ she asked.

It was interesting listening to the way her voice modulated, she thought. She'd never thought about it
before, but there was a world of meaning tangled up in those two syllables.

“The paintings” Rushkin said. “I’ve come for the paintings. There's no need to get up and fetch them
for me. Smply tdl me where they are and Benja-min here will hdp me ded with them.”

While she couldn’t muster darm for hersdf at Rushkin's appearance here on the idand, her numena
were another matter entirdly. At Rushkin's mention of them, she caught hold of his deeve and pulled
hersdf up into a gtting position. She fdt as though there were bits and pieces of her mind lying dl over
the lawn, and she made a huge effort to gather them together and focus on the moment at hand.

“You. Can't. Have. Them” dhe sad, caefully aticulaing each word. “Now, that's plan
ungratefulness” Rushkin said. He looked over his shoul-der. “Don't you think, Benjamin?

“I would never have thought it of her,” the numena agreed.

Benjamin has such awonderful voice, 1sabelle thought. So resonant. John'd had a wonderful voice as
wdl. Maybe it was something particular to numena.

Rushkin sghed, returning his attention to her. “And after dl I've done for you, too.”

“Whaet ... what ..... Isabelle began, but then she logt track of what she was trying to say. The word
continued to echo insde her head long after she'd spoken.

“| certainly didn’'t come empty-handed,” Rushkin told her.

“She probably doesn't appreciate your gift,” Benjamin said.



Rushkin peered alittle more closdly into Isabelle' s face.

“Yet she catanly appears to have sampled it,” he said. His breath was warm on Isabell€'s cheek
and samdled vagudly of cinnamon. “ Potent, isn't it, Isabelle?’

Isabelle. That was her name. She was Isabdlle. Fine. But what did cinnamon and numena have to do
with ... with ...

The thought was confusing enough to begin with and she smply couldn’t hold on to it any longer. She
watched it flicker away, past Rushkin's head, past where Benjamin stood, up and up, in anong the stars,
until it suddenly winked out like a snuffed candle, a faint glow remaining before it, too, faded and was
gone. When she looked back at Rushkin's face, his moonlit features strobed. From the farmyard came
the sound of voices raised in darm. She could hear what they were saying but it took the longest time for
mythng to make sense to her.

.. it must have been in the punch.”

“...oh, dhit ..

“...had three glasss..”

“... thought | was having a flashback, | was getting 0 ...”

“... piked with ...

“... | know acid, man, and I'mtdling you thisis....”

“... feding too weird ...”

“... cut with some serious speed ...”

“... thissucks...”

“...if | find the assholewho ...”

“... 1 think he'sfresking out

“... oh, man, | am gone....

“... somebody hold her ..

The strangeness insde Isabelle ebbed and flowed. From only being able to see Rudhkin as a light
show she dipped into a long ludd moment where she dearly understood what was going on. But that
was dmog worse. Raw panic swept through her once she redlized that it was Rushkin who had brought
the jugs of punch spiked with LSD, that she, dong with God knew how many others, were now tripping.

“You can give the paintings to me” Rughkin was saying, “or | can make you give them to me,
Isabelle. The choiceisyours”

She looked a himin horror. “How could ... how could you do thisto us...?’

He shrugged. “It's a party. | thought you'd appreciate a litde excurson into an dtered state of
consciousness. Quick now,” he added. “1 haven't dl night to waste on this”

“Maybe we should take another look around,” Benjamin said.

Rushkin shook his head. “No. They're here, they're close. | can fed them. But she has them too well
hidden.” His face pressed up close to hers again. “lan’'t that so, Isabele? You thought you could hide
them away from me?’

“You ... you ... monder ..."

Isabelle's moment of lucidity was regpidly dipping away once more. Rush-kin's fegtures began to
digtort, disending and receding a the same time. When he pushed a box of wooden matches into her
hand, she tried not to take them but found hersdf gripping them tightly dl the same.

“They'rein one of these buildings” Rushkin said. “1 know that much.”

In the digtortion that passed for his face, his eyes seemed to glow. Isabdle couldn’t take her gaze
from them. She fdt cut loose from her body, adrift except for the grip of his gaze on hers.

“Tdl mewhich one,” Rughkin said, “and we will take what we need and go.”

It took dl the effort Isabelle could muster to shake her head.

“If you don’'t,” Rushkin warned her, “I will make you destroy them. Your hand will set the fire that
will feed me”

Isabelle dimly remembered something Kathy had told her once about a bad acid trip she'd taken.
“The only thing you can do,” she'd told Isabelle, “islet yoursdf go. Fghting it just builds up the pressure.
If you let go, you just pass out and lose afew hours of your life. If you fight it, you could lose your mind.”



She glared a Rushkin. “I won't,” she tried to say.

The words only came out as muffled sounds without meaning, but it didn’t matter. She stopped trying
to control the drug, stopped fighting it. Instead she let hersdlf fdl into its embrace. She could 4ill hear the
wild uproar that rose from the generd vidnity of the farmyard. She could ill see Rushkin's distorted
feartures, pressng up againgt her own, his cinnamon breath dogging her nodrils. She dill held the box of
matchesin her hand, squeezing it so tightly that the cardboard was caving in dong the sides. And then it
dl went away. She was swalowed by an eddying vortex that took her past the amplification of dl her
senses to a place where there were no Sghts or andls or sounds. To a place where there was only
slence. And darkness.

And then nothing.

XXVI

May Day, 1980

Isabelle awoke lying on her back in a grove of hirch trees on the north part of the idand. A wide
open fidd edged the grove, soreading away from the trees until it went tumbling down into the lake in a
series of ragged diffs From where she lay 1sabelle could hear the sound of the lake as its waves lapped
agang the rocky shoreline. The sunlight burned her eyes and there was an incredibly foul taste in her
mouth. She rolled over onto her somach and fdt it do a couple of dow, queasy turns before it settled
down again. There was a distinctive odor inthe air, but it took her a few moments to redize what it was
the charred smdl of an old campfire.

Recognition of the amdl ignited her memory process and it dl came back to her, the whole awful
tran of events that had begun with her chasng Rushkin's numena around the side of the building to
finding out that she' d inadvertently ingested god knew how much acid.

She sat up very dowly and looked down a hersdf. Her hands and clothes were smudged with soot
as though someone had taken a stick of charcoa and scribbled with it dl over her body. She had no idea
how it had gotten there. She could remember nothing from after she'd taken Kathy's old advice and
stopped fighting the drugs. When she let the acid take her away, her ensuing uncon-sciousness had
swalowed dl subsequent recollection.

Although not exactly, she redized as she thought alittle harder. At some point she'd dipped from the
oblivion of the drugs she' d ingested into a dreaming deep. Her dreams had been horrible. The farmhouse
had burned down, taking with it dl her paintings. And then the numena had begun to die—frail burning
bodies dropping in the farmyard, their ghastly remains lit by the roaring inferno that the farmhouse had
become. She remembered taking them in her arms, trying to ease the pain of ther dying, her cheeks
streaked with tears, her heart breaking. She'd been unaware of the people around her, but then most of
them had been stoned as wel and paying little attention to ether her or the dying numena, everyone so far
gone that the farmhouse was long past saving before anyone could think to fight the fire ...

A deep coldness entered |sabelle and everything went dill indde her. She looked at her hands again.

If thet had been a dream, then why were her hands and clothes dl black?

Sowly she made her way from the birch grove and looked south. On the far Side of the idand she
could see athin tendril of smoke risng up above the canopy of the forest. The coldness penetrated her,
seitling deep in her chest so that she felt her heart and lungs were encrusted with frost. She floundered in
the generd direction of the farmhouse, not wanting to go, but unable to stop hersdf from moving toward
it. When she reached the meadow where the Maypole stood, she took a moment to rest. The
beribboned pole looked so forlorn. There was no breeze and its streamers hung limply dong its length.

Maypole.

For May Day.

Mayday. SOS.

She remembered Rushkin and his numena finding her behind the barn. Remembered Rushkin
demanding she give him her own numena paintings. Remembered him pressing the box of matches into
her hand.



| will make you destroy them. Your hand will feed the fire that will feed me.

She shook her head. No. She couldn’t have done it. Even messed up on drugs, there was no way
ghe could have done it.

She sumbled on, away from the Maypole, dong the familiar forest path that wound through the trees
and up to the hill where the farmhouse stood. Her progress was dow and hdting, but eventudly she
emerged from the cover of the trees. She stood there in that borderland between the wild wood and the
cul-tivated gardens that surrounded the farmyard and stared blegkly at the ruins of her home. The
fieldstone chimney of the farmhouse, its stones blackened with soot, was dl that remained. Everything
else had been reduced to charred timbers and ashes. The smdl of smoke was doyingly thick here.

Numbly, she looked around the farmyard, but there was no sgn of the dead numena. There were
only her friends, sanding about looking as shaken as she hersdf fdt. A red-haired figure detached hersdlf
from one group of muted on-lookers and hurried up to her.

“Oh, mabdle 1zzy,” Kathy said, putting her arams around Isabdll€' s shoulders. “I’'m so sorry.”

“l ...l didn't doit,” Isabelle said.

“Dowhat?’ Kathy asked.

Isabelle pointed a trembling hand toward the ruins of the farmhouse. “He tried to make me, but |
swvear | didn't do it”

“Who tried to make you?’

“Rushkin.”

“Did he spike the punch?’ Kathy asked.

|sabelle nodded.

“I'll kill that bastard,” Kathy said. “I swear | will.”

All Isabelle could do was stare at the smoldering ruins of her home. The farmhouse had dways been
there, so far as she was concerned. It had stood there before she was born and she'd dways assumed it
would dill be there, long after she hersdf was dead. It seemed inconceivable that it was gone. The
farmhouse and her paintings.

“The ... the numena pantings” she asked, gaze locked on the charred timbers that lay in front of her.
Had that been one of the rafters? Had that been the carved wood of the mantelpiece? “Did anyone save
the pantings?’

Kathy hestated for a moment, then said, “ Everybody was too screwed up to think straight. And only
you and | knew about the numena. By the time | got back to the farmhouse, it was too late to get up to
the attic.”

“So they're dl gone” Isabelle said. “He got them dl.” She turned an an-guished face to Kathy. “He
got John,” she said.

Kathy held her more tightly.

“Was ... was | here?’ Isabelle asked. “When it was burning?’

“l don't know,” Kathy told her. “It was craziness. Everybody was stoned and ...” She shrugged
heplesdy. “I looked for you,” she said. “I’ve been looking for you al morning. But | didn’'t see you last
night—not when the farmhouse was ... burning.”

Isabelle turned to regard the charred remains of the farmhouse once more. Her hands were closed
into figs a her sde, fingernails making haf-moon inden-tations in her pams.

Think, she told hersdlf. For once just think, don’t hide the memory away.

She forced hersdf to remember but dl that came was old truths that she'd hidden away, from hersdf
perhaps more than from the world: John hadn’t walked out on her, she'd sent him away. She hadn’'t been
mugged by street punks, Rushkin had besaten her. Tangled up in those two mgor truths was the red story
behind a hundred and one of the other lies she'd told hersdlf over the years, told hersdf so convindngly
that she actudly bdieved them. But of last night she could remember only one thing: Rushkin pressing the
meatches into her hand.

| will make you destroy them.

Could anyone have that much control over another person? Could they make them do something so
evil?



Your hand will feed the fire that will feed me.

She looked down at the soot that was ground into her pdms and fingers, then pressed her face
agang Kathy's shoulder. The coldness that had entered her earlier was a part ofher now, burrowed
deep ingde her, and she knew she would never be free of it again.

XXVII

Newford, May 1980

It was aweek after the fire before I1sabelle fdt srong enough to confront Rush-kin. She went to his
gudio with Kathy, but of course he denied any involvement whatsoever, denied even being in the area
that night. He daimed to have been in New York at the time and even had the arline boarding passes
and hotd receipts to proveit.

Isabelle stared dumbly at him, unable to believe that she'd hdlucinated the entire encounter with him
and his numena, but unable to prove that he was lying as well. She only hdf lisened to his condolences
for the loss of her home and her paintings. All she could do was remember waking up with the soot on
her hands and clothes and fed sick. Eventudly, she let Kathy lead her away, back to Kathy’'s apartment
on Gracie Street, where the two of them were gaying.

Isabdlle never returned to Rushkin's studio.

XXVIII

June 1980

Isabelle came to a decison after the night of the fire. It was too late for her own numena They were
gone now, except for the very few whose paintings had not been at the farmhouse and so had survived
the fire. Rosdind and Cosette, both hanging in the Newford Children’s Foundation. Annie Nin in Alan’s
gpartment. A handful of others, given away or sold to people other than Rushkin's lawyer. But that was
it. So few survivors out of the dmaost hundred numena she' d brought across.

There would be no more. She couldn’'t stop painting, but she vowed to open no more gateways for
others to cross over. She didn't care if they made the decison, she was 4ill respongble. If she didn't
open the door for them, they wouldn’'t come through and die. She'd miss painting them, she knew, but
that was the price to pay—a amdl enough price consdering what her art had cost the numena. She
would only lose a part of her art; they had logt their lives To stop hersdf from even being tempted to
render another numena, she turned her back completely on her previous work and embraced abstract
expressoniam.

But that didn't solve the problem. There were others who could open those gates.

Jugt before dinner one night, she left the studio she was sharing with Sophie urtil the renovations on
the idand were completed and made her way across the Kdly Street Bridge to the art department at
Butler University. There was a students show on in the arts building, and she paused for along timein
front of the two paintings by Barbara Nichols that hung init.

They were both Ferryside street scenes. The detalling, the use of light, ev-erything about them was
gunning. Looking a these examples of Nichols's work, Isabelle could easly see what had attracted
Rushkin to the young artist. In fact, she could dready see dements of Rughkin in the two paintings—not
in the style so much but, as Tom had once pointed out to her, in the way Nichols viewed her subjects.
She approached the street scenes in the way that Rushkin would have. In the way that Isabelle hersdf
would have, had she been painting these particular cityscapes.

After awhile, she turned away and went looking for someone who might be able to help her find the
atig. She talked to a number of people who knew Nichaols, but no one seemed to know where Isabelle
could look for her a the moment until she chanced upon a young atist working in one of the
second-floor sudios. He was atdl and somewhat gangly boy in his late teens, straw-colored har cut
short in a buzz cut, shoulders dready stooped. She stood in the doorway for a few moments to watch
him work, admiring the vigor of his brushstrokes, until he suddenly became aware of her presence and



turned to look at her. His eyes were a pae blue and bulged dightly, giving him a birdlike look of constant
surprise.

“She mentioned something about putting in a little sudy time at the li-brary,” he sad in response to
Isabelle' s quedtion. “If she's not there, try Kath-ryn's Cafe over on Battersfidd. It's where everybody

“l know the place”

Some things never changed, |sabelle thought. Kathryn's had been the uni-versity art crowd' s hangout
when she’'d gone to Butler U. aswdl. “Okay. Wl ...”

His body language was so obvious. All he wanted was for her to leave so that he could get back to
work. I1sabelle knew just how he fdt, but she had one more question.

“What does she look like?" she asked.

He shrugged. “ Short dark hair, narrow features, very intense eyes. Kind of scrawny.” Isabelle had to
amile he wasn't exactly Mr. Universe himsdf. “ She was wearing cutoff jeans and a T-shirt with a print of
Monet’ s lilies on it when | saw her this afternoon.”

“Thanks. You've been alot of hdp.”

“Whatever.”

He was back at his painting before she had a chance to turn around and leave the studio. She found
hersdf envious of him as she retraced her way out of the building. What muse drove him? she wondered,
dthough what she was redly asking was, what would it have been like for her if she'd never met
Rushkin? Or what if she'd jugt said no to him that day on the steps of St. Paul’s, or hadn’t gone to his
gudio? Where would her art be now? Who would she be?

Slly questions, she thought, because in some ways she didn't fed asif she'd ever had any sort of a
choicein the matter. She'd dready been enamored with his art, long before she met him. It was part of
what had set her to taking a paintbrush in hand in the firgt place. When the opportunity arose for her to
study under him, it often had seemed to be smple fate. A magicd gift. But then, judt like in dl those fary
taes that Kathy loved so much, there was dways a price to be pad for accepting megicd gifts wasn't
there? Too dear aprice,

With her informant’s description in mind, she found it easy to spot Nichols. She matched the boy’'s
decription perfectly, except Isabelle wouldn't have cdled her scrawny. Trim was the word that came to
Isabelle s mind. And cer-tainly atractive. Her eyes were dmost the same intense blue as Jily's. Isabelle
wondered if Rushkin had made her gtrip down for him on her firg day in the studio, too, and fdt a surge
of sympethy for the girl.

She was leaving the library a the same time as Isabelle was coming up the stone steps. The chill that
had yet to leave Isabele deepened for a moment as she redized the ggnificance of where they were
mesting. She touched the cloth bracelet she'd taken to wearing again, trying not to think of John as she
con-tinued up the steps and called Nichols by name.

“Oh please” Nichols said. “Cdl me Barb. ‘Ms. Nichols makes me think of my mother.”

Isabdlle smiled. When she introduced hersdf, Barb' s eyes softened with compassion.

“l heard about thefire” she said. “Y ou must have been devastated.”

Isabelle glanced at the space beside the stone lion where John had once stood and talked to her from
the shadows. She could dmost fed his ghogt there, could dmost hear his voice again. Her fingers were
turning the bracelet around and around her wrigt without her being aware of doing it.

“l il am,” she admitted.

“Thisis so weird,” Barb said. “1 mean, anding here, talking to you. Y ou're one of my heroes.”

Isabelle could fed the heat risein her face.

“l just love your work,” Barb went on, “and when | think of what happened to it, it just makes me
fed so sick that—" She broke off. “I’'m sorry. Y ou're probably trying to forget, and here dl I'm doing is
reminding you about it.”

“It's not something you can forget,” Isabele told her. When she thought of how she'd faled her
numena, she added, “I don't think it's something one should forget.”

Barb gave her an odd look, but Issbelle didn't explain what she meant. She didn't know how to



explan.

“l wanted to tak to you about Rushkin,” she said. “I don’'t know where to begin, but ever snce |
heard that you’ ve been sudying with him | fet | should warnyou ....”

Her voice trailed off at the dismissve look that settled on Barb's festures.

“Rusghkin,” she said bitterly. “I was s0 excited when he fird approached me to work with him.” She
gave Isabelle aknowing look. “Y ou're probably the only person besides me who would understand just
how thrilling it fdt to be waking down that laneway and then dimbing the stairs up to his studio.”

|sabelle nodded. “ So what happened?’

“Probably the same thing that happened to you. | mean, | could tdl right off that he was a control
freak, but | thought, Okay. It'll be worth it to put up with some weird shit if | get to paint like him—or
like you.”

Isabelle tried to ignore the compliment. She wanted to ask about numena

Wha had Rushkin told her about them? How many had Barb brought across? But before she could
dart to frame the question, if only in her mind, Barb went on.

“The firg time he hit me, | let it pass” She looked away, across the campus, and wouldn't meet
Isabelle' s gaze for a moment. “I didn't like it,” she added, her voice pitched low, “but he put on such a
good show, he was so bloody sorry that | was stupid enough to buy what he was saying and stay.”

“Until it happened again,” 1sabelle said.

Barb nodded. “I couldn’t bdlieveit. | mean, | really couldn’'t believe—that’s how stupid | was—but
| was mad, too. | hit him back. | picked up the canvas | was working on and just laid it across the side of
his head. And then, while he was lying there trying to make me fed sorry for him, | packed up my suff
and left”

A great admiration for her companion rose up in Isabelle. Where had her own anger been when
Rushkin had struck her? Swallowed by her greed to learn from him, she redized. Her anger and her
courage and her integrity had dl been put aside by her greed. Or was it dso part of a pattern that she'd
learned from her mother? The way her mother had dways sat by hdpless through dl the verbd abuse
Isabdlle had to endure from her father?

“l haven't been back snce” Barb said. She findly looked at Isabelle and gave her a wan amile
“Was that what you were going to warn me about?’

She doesn’'t know anything about the numena, 1sabelle redized.

“l wanted to tdl you as soon as | heard you were sudying under him,” she said. It was only partly a
lie Her first concern had been for the numena, it was true, but she had been thinking about Barb as well.
She' d wanted to spare Barb the pain she'd gone through hersdf. “I just didn't know how to approach
you. | thought you'd think it was sour grapes, that | was jedous because you'd taken my place in his
Sudio.”

Barb nodded. “I don’'t know what | would have thought before it happened. | knew from the firg
day that he was wired alittle wrong. But | could ded with his ydling & me. My father used to ydl a me
dl the time. He only ever hit me once. | left home that night and I’ ve never been back.” She gave Isabelle
apuzzled look. “Weird, isn't it? | gave Rushkin more of a chance than | did my own father.”

“My father used to ydl a me, too,” Isabelle said. “He was dways picking away & me—when he
wasn't giving me the cold shoulder. But he never hit me. Not like—" Her mind's eye filled with a vison
of that winter day in the studio, Rushkin kicking her and begting her, then findly throwing her down the
dairs to make her own way home. “Not like Rushkin did.”

“| dill don't get it,” Barb said. “He' s responsible for some of the mogt ten-der, moving works of art
that anyone has ever produced. How can he dso be the way heis?”

“l guess we expected too much,” Isabelle said. “We didn't separate the work from the man who
Created it.”

“How can you? When the work is so heartfelt, how can it be separated from the artist?’

Issbelle didn’'t have an answer for that. It was a question she'd often asked hersdf. She'd come no
closer to answering it than Barb had.

“Ligen,” Barb said. “1 don’t mean to be rude, but taking about dl of this—it's been good, you know



to share it with someone, and | redly appreciate having had the chance to meet you, but | fed a little
screwed up thinking about dl that shit again. I’ ve got to go.”

“l understand,” Isabelle said. “But before you go ...”

She asked for Barb’'s phone number, explaining how she wanted to give it to Alan, how it might
generate some work for her. Barb scribbled the seven digits down in the back of her sketchbook, then
tore out the page and handed it to Isabelle.

“l can’'t promise anything,” Isabelle said.

“l understand.”

“But I'll giveit to Albina Sprech, aswedl,” Isabelle added. “ She owns The Green Man Gdlery.”

“Redly? That'd be gresat. | haven't been able to get my foot in the door anywhere. It’'s redly an old
boy’ s network out there.”

“Maybe we can change that,” 1sabelle said.

Barb laughed humorlesdy. “I guess we can try.”

“Look, I'm sorry about bringing this dl up for you again. | never redized you'd dready stopped
studying with Rushkin. If | had, | wouldn’t have come bothering you.”

“Don't be sorry. It gave me a chance to meet you, didn't it?’

Before Isabelle had a chance to get flustered dl over again by the young artist’s admiration for her
work, Barb fled as though chased by the ghodts that had been cdled up by ther conversation. Isabelle
stood done on the library steps, lost in thought, until the press of her own ghosts made her leave as well.
She didn’t go as quickly as Barb had, but she walked briskly dl the same. And she didn’t look back.

journal entries

Everything's got to be someplace.
—Anonymous

Sometimes | wonder if everything is dready known and each of us Smply selects the facts that work
for us. Is that why we dl go through life so disconnected from one another? Not only are our minds these
angular idands, each separate from the other, but we're not even necessarily operating in the same
redity. Theré's a consensud no-man’'s-land that we pretty wedl agree on, but beyond those basic
reference points that we' re given as children, we' re on our own. We run into trouble communicating, not
because we lack a common language, but because the facts I've selected don't usudly fit with the ones
you have. Lacking common ground, it's no wonder we find it S0 hard to communicate.

Take art, whether it's visud, music, dance, writing, whatever. Art is one of the things that's supposed
to break down the boundaries between us and give us some common ground so that the lines of
communication can stay open. But the best art, the art that redly works, is dso supposed to be open to
individud interpretations. No one wants specifics in art except for academics. No one wants therr work
put into a box that saysit meansthis, and only this. So we go floundering through gdleries and books and
thestre presentations, taking what we can, dways looking over somebody ese's shoulder to compare it
to what they got, readjugting our own interpretations, until somewhere in the process we end up having
processed entirdy different experiences from the same source materid. Which is okay, except that when
we tak about it, we dill think we' re referring to the same thing.

No one redly knows what you're thinking, it's that Imple. They can guess the reasons behind what
you're doing, but they can’'t know. And how can we expect them to when we ourselves don't even
know the reasons behind the things we do.

| mean, | know why | took Paddyjack from the farmhouse—to save it from the fire. What | don’t
know iswhy | kept it. Why | never told Izzy that | had it. | think it might be because she went so strange
afterwards, turning her back on her gft and the numena the way she did. She went so digtant.
Understandable, | guess, congdering dl she'd been through, but Hill ... | think | was afraid that she would
do something to it hersdf—sdll it, perhaps, or worse, ddiver it to Rushkin. And then there were those
people who said—never to her face, mind you, but word gets around—that she’ d arted the fire hersdf.



| know that’s a terrible thing to even consider, but while she saw Rushkin on the idand, he had that
proof that he was in New York City a the time. | bdieved 1zzy. | redly did. | redly tried to. But |
couldn’'t slence that supid little uncertainty Stting in the back of my head that kept asking, What if | gave
her the painting back and then she did destroy it? Paddyjack’s not just some panting she did. HeE's redl.
| wrote about him. | wrote his story before | ever knew she'd done the panting. | guess | fdt, even
though | knew it wasn't true, that | was ingrumenta in making him redl, too.

But the bottom lineis | gole that panting from my best friend. | stole it from the one person | love
more than anyone eseinthe world and | can't explanit. And | would have taken dl the others, too, but
they were stored up under the eavesin the atic and | just couldn’t get to them so those numena died. Al
of them. Except for John. | don’'t know how his painting survived the fire, but | do know it did because |
saw him two days ago. | was on a northbound bus on Lee Street. | don't know if he saw me, but by the
time | could get off and run back to where I’d seen him, he was gone.

| never told Izzy thet either.

| think | would have told her everything, except she closed hersdf off to dl of us She was ill
friendly, but something shut off indde her when the numena died and | never fdt close to her agan.
Having Paddyjack was the closest | could come to her after that damned fire.

I'll tel you one thing, though. | don’t believe she st it. | know there' s some people tha do, but I'm
not one of them. She could never have killed the numena like that.

Butif | redly bdieve that, then why haven't | given Paddyjack back to her yet?

* k% %

| saw Dr. Jane today—she hatesit when | cdl her thet, but | can’t help it. The name got stuck in my
head and | can't stop usng it. She didn’t say anything, she never comes right out and says anything, but |
think she's disgppointed in me. In my lack of progress. | want to tdl her I've got awhole screwed-up life
to sort through, my life is lill screwed up. How am | supposed to ded with it when | don't even know
what itis| want?

Though that's not redly true. | know what | want. Some of it I've got, some of it I'll never get. My
problem isthat the nevergets loom over everything | do have; | think about them dl the time, instead of
gopreciaing what's here.

What'll | never get?

|zzy’s never going to be my lover.

And kids are never going to be safe.

One persond, one universd. They both hurt in away I'm never going to be able to explain. Instead, |
go see Dr. Jane and we tak about the Mullys, we talk about dienation, we talk about dl sorts of crap,
but we never get into what redly matters. It's not Jane's fault. I1t's mine. I'm a writer, but the words |
need to explan wha hurts amply aren’t in my lexicon. Those words got buried under a few miles of
rubble when the Tower of Babylon fdl and no one's been able to access them since. Not in a way tha
would dlow them any red meaning. Not in away that would dlow them to hed the pain.

* % %

| had a good day today. | didn't do anything specid and to tdl you the truth, | don't redly fed like
running through what | did do because then I'll probably think of something depressing that happened
which'd just say forgotten if | don’t think about it. So | won't.

* % %

Jesus, reading back through this journd, | see that | don’'t come across as exactly the most cheerful
person you'd ever want to meet. I'm not realy as bad as these entries make me seem. | don't dways
focus on the negative, or at least | don't think | do. But having said that, | also have to admit that | aways
remember the one negative line in an otherwise good review, and the bad reviews stay with me for far
longer then the good ones do. Especidly when the critic is wrong. Per-sonal opinion is one thing; any
cregtive endeavor is far game to a critic's opin-ions. What | hate is when they stand there on their



pedantic heights and pass judgment not only on what writers do, but why they think we do it.

It's like when the despicable Roger Tory findly decided to turn his jaun-diced eye upon my work
and reviewed the Eagt Street Press edition of Encounters with Enodia for The New York Times.
“What the author of this collection has yet to recognize,” he wrote a one point, “is that the very form of
her work invali-dates any hope of objective plaushility which, in turn, renders it impossible for her stories
to make any sort of meaningful contact with the red world. For that reason her work, like that of other
fantassts writing in a amilar vein, will dways be dishonest as a medium for serious socid comment.
These authors are desper-ate in their search for respectability and saf-importance, and ther attempts to
be taken serioudy would be laughable if they weren't so harmful. When not tdling outright lies, their
dories perpetuate the very worst sorts of stereotypes under the guise of exploring the human condition
through the trandation of folklore and myth into a contemporary seiting.”

From there he went on to tear apart the individud stories, painting a portrait of me as yet one more
perpetrator of the world'sills rather than as a person who fights againgt them. He made me out to be a
right-wing bigot, hiding behind a mask of feminism and misguided nostalgia, and then clamed that when |
wrote of abusive rdaionships, | was pandering to the people who were guilty of those very same crimes.

“The only honest fantasy to be found in Encounters with Enodia,” he wrote in concluson, is “when
ghe gives heroic dature to the downtrodden of the world, when she raises the pathetic life stories of
hookers and runaways and psychoatic street people to the leve of the great hero myths of ancient legend.
Someone should put her out on the same Streets that her characters inhabit. She would soon discover
thet at the lowest rungs of the socid ladder, one stimeis utterly taken up with the need to survive. There
is certainly no time left over for hopes, for dreams, and especidly not for encounters with Enodia or any
other of the chimerica individuas with whom she peoples her sories”

Needless to say | disagree. To paraphrase one of my heroes, Gene Wolfe, the difference between
fiction based on redity and fantasy is Imply a matter of range. The former is a handgun. It hits the target
amaog close enough to touch, and even the willfully ignorant can't deny that it's effective. Fantasy is a
gxteenrinch navd rifle. It fires with a tremendous bang, and it appears to have done nothing and to be
shooting at nothing.

Note the qudifier “appears.” The red difference is that with fantasy—and by that | mean fantasy
which can smultaneoudy tap into a cosmopolitan com-mondity a the same time as it prings from an
individual and unique perspec-tive. In this sort of fantasy, a mythic resonance lingers on—a harmonious
vibration that buildsin potency the longer one considersiit, rather than fading awvay when the find page is
read and the book is put away. Characters discov-ered in such writing are pulled from our own inner
landscapes—the way 1zzy would pull her numena from hers—and then set out upon the stories' various
stages so that as we learn to understand them a little better, both the mongters and the angels, we come
to understand oursdves alittle better as well.

* %

| got a cdl from Alan today tdling me that Nigd died lagt night. David brought hm home from the
hospital on Monday and I’ d been planning to go vist him tomorrow. Now it's too late. Christ, he never
even got to turn twenty.

David told Alan that he tested postive as wdl, but he didn't want anyone to know because he
wanted to keep it from Nigd. “He kept saying to me over and over again,” David explained to Alan,
“right up until he died: ‘At least | know you're okay.” How could | tdl him different?’

Here' swha AIDS has done to our community: When so many of your friends die, the sheer quantity
of death ends up dehumanizing you. Y ou gtart to lose the capacity to fully grieve each individud. You find
yoursdf no longer as able to share how much you loved them, how much you miss them, not even to
yoursdlf. Your grief gets buried under the sheer multitude that we ve logt.

* %

Pato sad everything in the world isjust the shadow of some red thing we can't see. | don't know if
that’s true or not. If itistrue, then | don’t want to be in the world. All my life I've tried to manipulate the



shadows so that things will go my way for a change, but it never works out. I'm so tired of these
shadows. Jugt for once | want to be face-to-face with what's red. | don't want to carve a place for
mysdf from the shadows. | want to carve a place for mysdf from what casts the shadows and let the

chipsfdl as they may.

* *

Alan took me out to lunch today. When we |eft the gpartment | got this sudden tightness in my chest
and | dmogt couldn’'t move through the door. | redized that | hadn’t been outside since I'd gone to see
Dr. Jane earlier in the week. It took me mogt of the time | was out with Alan just to get mysdf to fed that
being away from home was normd.

* %

Sometimes, when I'm taking to people, | forget what words mean and | can't explain anything. |
tak, but | don't know what I’'m taking about. I'm standing there, my mouth’s moving, and dl | hear in
my head is “yadda, yadda, yadda.” The only time it's never happened is when I’'m a the Foundation,
talking to the kids. | think they ground me, or something.

Those kids. Some of them are so sweet and brave it breaks my heart that we can’'t do more for
them. But we' re dways in a running battle with their parents or the people from the child-services office.
Everybody knows what's best for them. Everybody’s got advice. Everybody’'s got a solution. | say let
the kid de-cide, but nobody wants to hear that.

* *

| findly figured out that I'm solitary by nature, but at the sametime | know so many people; so many
people think they own a piece of me. They shift and move under my skin, like a parade of memories that
amply won't go away. It doesn't matter where | am, or how done—I dways have such a crowded
head.

When | told Dr. Jane about it, she asked me how long I'd fdt that way. | didn’'t even have to think
about it.

“I've dways fdt that way,” | told her.

* *

| wish | could foresee a better ending for the story of my life. The whole reason for tdling Stories,
even like this when I'm tdling one to mysdf, is to ingg that there's some kind of meaning, or a least
shape, to the messy collage of incidents that make up our lives. Most of us have to believe that we're
floundering through the confusion for some particular reason or we amply can't bear the thought of
exigence.

I"d like to live for the moment, for the right now. I’d like to aways be in the present and not have to
carry around the baggage of everything that's gone before. I'd like to not fed disappointed because dl
the pieces of my life don't add up to a story with a coherent platline and a satisfactory ending.

If 1 were ever to kill mysdf, it wouldn't be to end my life It would be for a far ampler reason:
amnesa

tertium quid

WHAT THE CROW SAID

Though friendly to magic

| am not a man disguised as a crow
| am night eating the sun

—Miched Hannon, from Fables

Newford, September 1992
Roger Davis sat a his desk in the Crowsea police precinct and studied his part-ner’s features as



Thompson spoke on the phone. The Mully murder case had led them up one dead end into another, but
they’d findly gotten a break. An earlier cdl from the woman's husband had had them out looking for
Alan Grant again. Mully's daughter dlaimed to have seen Grant in the hotdl & the right time for him to
have done it, dl his protestations to the contrary.

He looked good for it. He had the right mative and now they had someone to put in the right place at
the right time, but something didn’t fed right to Davis. The man they’ d interviewed earlier today had been
scared, sure, but not Quilty scared. More like,
how’ d-1-get-mixed-up-in-this'what-am-I-gonna-do-to-get-them-to-believe-me  scared. Sll, they had
the girl’ s testimony and Davis had been wrong before. He figured he'd just let the DA’ s office sort it dl
out. Until thiscdl cameiin, it had only been a matter of picking Grant up and book-ing him.

When Thompson findly got off the phone, he gave Davis a weary look. “That was the daughter,” he
sad.

“| figured as much.”

“She saysit wasn't Grant she saw in the halway.”

Davis sghed. So much for getting a break in the case. “ She' s changing her story?’

“Changing her mind, sounds like. Said she was sick of lying.”

“Would it help if we brought Grant in for alineup?’ Davis asked.

“She says she knows what he looks like wdl enough, thank you very fucking much, and it wasn't
him.”

Tired as he was, Davis had to amile as he imagined the Mully girl saying “thank you very fucking
much” to his partner.

“Was that a direct quote?’ he asked.

“Fuck you, too,” Thompson told him.

It was the father who'd had them come back to the hotd and made Susan Mully tdl them who she'd
seen in the hdlway. Of course this was after they’d dready cut Grant loose. But now the kid was having
an attack of conscience and cdling it off. He wondered if the father knew.

Davisrose to hisfeet. “I'll cancdl the APB on Grant.”

Thompson nodded. “Now dl we ve got Ieft is the Indian the desk clerk saw.”

Teking the elevator up to the same floor as the Mullys were on at just aout the same time as the
coroner’s estimated time of death. Right. His description fit just about every fifth person on the skidsin
that part of the city and of course he'd have dl kinds of motive, wouldn't he?

The case, Davis redlized, was dead in the water and he doubted that it'd ever get resolved. And the
thing of it was, it wouldn't exactly break his heart. He'd never much cared for Margaret Mully—or at
leest not for the woman he'd seen on the news or read about in the paper. So far as Davis was
concerned, the Newford Children’s Foundation was doing a bang-up job and anybody trying to screw
them the way she was doing deserved wha she'd got. But that wasn't an opinion hed share with
anyone—not even to his partner.

“Jud let me dedl with the APB, Mike” he told Thompson, “and then well tak about where we go
from here.”

John crouched outside the window, baancing easly on the narrow ledge, and watched the drama as
it unfolded before him. He could have applauded when Isabdlle stood up to Rushkin, unwilling to admit
even to himsdf that he hadn't been sure how she'd respond to his offer. He waited paiently as
Bitterweed led Isabelle away, watched his doppelganger return aone, ligdened as Rushkin sent
Bitterweed and Scara away to hunt.

When Rushkin's numena left the room, he was caught in a dilemma then. Follow them and protect
Cosette and the others? How long would it take the creatures to track down ther source paintings? Or
should he leave them to fend for themsdves while he attempted to dedl with Rushkin?

“I'm sorry, Cosette,” he whispered as he edged away from the window and squeezed around the
sguat bulk of the gargoyle that shared his ledge. Dedling with Rushkin's creatures was only a temporary



solution. The only way to stop them for good was to cut off the evil at its source, and god help him if he
faled, for then he would have gill more degths on his conscience.

Once the numend s vehicle pulled away from the curb, Scara behind the whed once more, John
scrambled down a drainpipe until he could drop to the ground. He entered the building through a
ground-floor window by the Smple expediency of kicking out the sheet of plywood that had been nailed
across it. He made no effort to be quiet. Rushkin was't going anywhere.

He had no trouble finding his way up to the room where Rushkin's pdlet lay. The monger was stting
up, waiting for him, when John stepped into the room. John paused a the doorway and their gazes
locked.

“I’ve been expecting you,” Rushkin said.

“Then you know why I'm here”

Rushkin amiled. “You can't hurt me. Y ou had your chance—long ago on that winter’s night—but you
tarried too long. We're not in one of your maker’ s dreams now and | won't make the mistake of entering
them again. Giveit up, John Sweetgrass. Accept your fae”

“No,” John told him, but he clenched his fids in frudration as he redized that, this time, Rushkin
spoke the truth. Every part of him wanted to take that scrawny neck in his hands and wring the life from
it, but he could no more make a move againgt Rushkin than he could againg Isabelle.

“It'sover now,” Rughkin said. “You've killed many of my hunters, but no more. These are the find
days of the enmity that lies between us. | will take my nourishment from you and dl of your maker's
cregtions and put an end to you, once and for dl.”

There at least, John knew he was safe. Long before the night of the terrible fire, he'd taken his
panting from the farmhouse on Wren Idand and brought it to the studio of another of Rushkin's
proteges—the one who hadn’t been with the mongter long enough to fdl under his sway. Barbara had
painted over it and now kept the painting safey stored away in her studio, hidden in a cupboard dong
with dl of her juvenile work. In return for her help, John had told her the secret of bringing numena
across from the before, sharing what he knew of it from having observed Isabdlle a work, but it wasn't a
knowledge that Barbara had cared to practice. She brought one across—because of curiogty as much
as to test him, John had supposed—but then no more.

“I"ve got enough trouble being responsible for my own life” she'd told John. “I don’t need the extra
grief thisd bring.”

John only wished that Isabelle had fdt the same. While it was true that he owed his existence to her
gift, he'd rather have remained in the before than to see so many of the others she' d brought across die.

“You know,” Rushkin was saying, “1 miss Benjamin the most. He was with me for a very long time
indeed.”

John couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

“Y ou're incgpable of any emotion except for greed,” he told Rushkin.

“Now you wrong me,” the mongter said. “I might have a failing or two when it comes to interacting
socidly, but you have only to look at the work | have produced to know that what you're sayingisalie”

John shook his head. “You might get someone like Isabelle to buy your lies, but don’t bother trying
them on me”

“The work speaks for itsdf.”

“You work ishallow at its heart,” John said. “It' s dl flash and technique and glossy lies—no different
from its maker. Something rots under the surface of both you and your paintings. The trouble is most
people don’t pedl away enough of the veneer to seeiit.”

Anger flashed in Rushkin's eyes, but he quickly suppressed it. “So now you're an art critic?” he
asked.

“Merdly a good judge of character,” John replied.

Rushkin shrugged. “It doesn’'t matter. Y our opinion changes nothing. In the end, 1 will prevall and you
will be nathing more than ashes and memory.”

“Isabdlewill stop you.”

He would convince her, John vowed. Evenif it cost hm hislife



Rushkin laughed. “I doubt thet. Isabelleis dready hard a work on anew panting to feed me”

“Another lie. | heard her turn you down.”

“And yet, she's painting even as we speak.” Rushkin waved a hand casudly to the doorway behind
John. “ See for yoursdf, if you don’t believe me”

John hesitated, suddenly unsure. He had heard her refuse Rushkin's offer, hadn't he? Or did he have
to distrust his own memories now, as much as he did Isabelle' s?

“I'll take her away from here” he told Rushkin.

“How do you know she wants to go?’

“I'll convince her.”

“Then she ll Imply complete the work elsewhere, but | will sill have it. Give it up, John Sweetgrass.
| have won. | will dwayswin.”

John turned abruptly and strode into the hdlway. He tried the doors as he went dong, flinging them
open, until he came to one that was locked. The key was ill in the lock. With one quick motion, he
unlocked the door and shoul-dered it open to find that Rushkin hadn’t lied. In the room Isabelle turned
away from the canvas she was working on to face him. She looked angry until her gaze dit on his wrist
and the bracelet he was wearing.

lohn ... 7 she asked uncertainly.

All he could do was stare a her. He was rendered immohile by confuson. By shock. But most of dl
by the enormity of her betrayd.

Isabelle dropped her palette and brush on the table beside her. Wiping her hands on her jeans, she
stepped toward him.

“Isthat you, John?’ she said.

“How could you?" he asked, his voice thick with disgppointment.

He started to retrest from the room, but she caught his arm to keep him from leaving. When he pulled
free, she grabbed hold of him again.

“No,” she told him. “This time we're going to finish a conversation with-out one or the other of us
walking away.”

John couldn’t help himsdf. “1 never abandoned you,” he said. “No. But you didn't stay either, did
you?”

“You didn't want me”

Isabelle shook her head. “We both know that isn't true. | can't tdl you how many nights | lay awake,
wishing you' d come back to me, wishing everything could just be like it was before that day in the park.”

“Yes, but—"

“And since you told me that you dways knew when | wanted to see you, | know the only reason you
didn’'t come back was because you didn't want to. | might have sent you away, but you' re the one who
chose to stay away.”

“You didn't want me” John said. “Y ou wanted time to turn back and re-wind to before that night in
Ftzhenry Park.”

“Didn't | just say that?’

John sghed and tried again. “You believe that I'm dependent upon you for my existence. That
without you, I'd be nathing.”

“No. But | am responsible for your baing here”

“You made a gateway, not me. You didn't make any of us. We existed esewhere fire.”

Isabelle nodded. “1 did the paintings, but you chose to come here. | know that. .,

“So what are you trying to tdl me?’

“I..... Isabelle had to look away. “1t's not easy to explain.”

“Then perhaps you can explain that,” John said, pointing to the painting she was working on.

The figure taking shape on the canvas was of a vengeful, red-haired angd. Working wet-in-wet as
she was, Isabdle was eschewing detail for emative power. The enormous wings that would rise up
behind the figure were ill only blocked in, and there was next to no definition in the figure itsdf, but the
sword of justice held doft by the angd was dearly defined and there was no migaking the stern cast to



her features.

“Thisisgaing to ded with Rushkin,” Isabelle told him.

“How?'

“Once I’ve brought her across, shell protect dl of us. If Rushkin ever tries to hurt any of us again,
el ded with him”

“It won't work.”

Disgppointment reared in Isabell€'s eyes. “Why not?’

“We can't touch him,” John explained. “None of us that you brought across can. He's a maker, and
because of that we can’t harm him. | don’'t know why, but that's the way it is”

“But when his numena came to Joli Coeur ...”

“They could never have made good on ther threat to you,” John finished. “Because you're dso a
maker. None of us can harm a maker.”

Isabelle shook her head. “No, he—the one cdling himsdf Bitterweed—he wasn't pretending when
he grabbed me by the throat. If | hadn’t gone with him, he would' ve killed me.”

“He could kill me, or any of your friends,” John said, “but the threat he presented to you was good
acting, nothing more.”

He could see Isabell€' s confidence vishly deflate.

“You didn't know,” he said, trying to comfort her.

“l should have listened to you along time ago,” she said. “1 should have stopped bringing anyone else
across when you firg told me | should.”

John agreed with her, but dl he said to her was “I only told you that you had to be responsible. You
hed to keep them out of danger.”

“But so long as Rushkin's around, they will dways be in danger. It would have been better to never
have brought them across, than to let them dl die. But | was too late” Isabelle turned away. She stood
there, looking at her angd of vengeance, ams wrapped protectively around her upper torso. “That's the
gory of my life I'm dways too late when it matters.”

“It' s not too late for those of us who remain,” John told her.

Isabelle faced him once more. “What' s that supposed to mean?’

“Rudhkin is the danger,” John said.

“l know that.”

“So what you have to do is diminae the danger.”

“You meaen ... kill im?’

John nodded.
“l don’t think 1 could do that.” An anguished look came over her features as she spoke. “I know he's
evil. I I ... 1 guess | even knew dl dong that it would come to this. But | just don't think | can

cold-bloodedly kill another human being.”
“Hedies, or we do,” John said.

Where' s John?’ Alan asked as he and his companions caught up to Cosette.

“He s gone to kill Rushkin,” Cosette said. She gave them a shocked look and put her hands up over
her mouth. “Uh-oh,” she muttered through her fingers. “I wasn't supposed to tdl you that.”

“Rushkin?’ Rolanda asked.

She looked understandably unessy.

“Vincent Rushkin,” Alan explained. “The artist. He was Isabdlle’'s mentor back when we were dl in
universty.”

“But what's he got to do with anything?’ Marisa asked.

Alan returned his atention to Cosette. “I guess that's something our friend here's going to have to
explan.”

But Cosette was shaking her head. “I don't have to explain anything. Just forget what | said.”

As she started to turn away, Alan caught her by the arm.



“We need some answers, Cosette,” hetold her.

Her pae gaze hdd hisfor along moment, and Alan found himsdf marveing a the strange mix of rose
and grey that colored them. An impossble color, Alan thought. But then the whole Stuaion was
impossible. Except her arm was solid in his grip. There was no denying her physicad presence, the redity
of her stand-ing here with them on the sdewalk.

“Why should | tdl you anything?’ Cosette asked at lagt.

“We want to help.”

“But why? What difference does any of this make to you?’

“Wel, for one thing,” Rolanda said, obvioudy meking an effort to keep her voice cdm, “we don't
want to see you get mixed up in a murder.”

Murder. The word rang in Alan’s mind, and then he was remembering how his day had begun with
the police sugpecting him for having murdered Kathy’s mother.

“Did John kill Margaret Mully?’ he asked.

Cosette gave him a confused 1ook.

“Kathy's mother,” Alan explained. “The one who was trying to stop us from publishing a new
collection of Kathy's stories.”

“That's where it dl started,” Cosette said. She pulled free from his grip. “If you hadn't started
|sabdlle thinking about bringing us across again, I'll bet Rugh-kin would never have come back. None of
this would have happened.”

“l don’'t understand,” Alan said.

“That's putting it mildly,” Marisa murmured from beside him.

“You can't keep me here, you know,” Cosette told them. “All | have to do is close my eyes and wish
mysdf away and I'll be standing in front of my painting again.”

Now it was Alan’sturn to look confused.

“That’s one of the things we can do,” Cosette went on. “We can just be back at our gateway with a
thought.” Then she plucked at the sweater she was wearing. “And | can dways be dressed judt like | am
inthe painting. All 1 have to do isdecide to do it.”

With that she closed her eyes, her brow furrowing. A moment later she was ganding there in the
sreet in front of them wearing only the white men's dress shirt that Alan had firs seen her in. The shirt
hung open, just asit did in the painting. Lying at her feet were the clothes she'd been wearing a moment
ago.

“Jesus” he sad.

Unself-conscioudy, Cosette picked up her jeans and put them on. She let the shirttails hang free, but
she buttoned the shirt. The sweater went on over it, then she sat down on the curb and started to put on
her shoes.

“Why are you tdling us this?” Rolanda asked.

“Because | want to.”

She hdd up her pdm—the one she'd cut with an Xacto blade in Rolanda's office—and Rolanda
shivered. Alan crouched down beside Cosette as shetied her laces.

“l don’t know what any of this means” he said. “1 just know that Isabelle's caught up iniit. | can fed
that she'sin some sort of trouble and | want to help her.

“Do you love her?’” Cosette asked.

“l ...” Alen fdt suddenly uncomfortable. He glanced at Marisa before returning his attention to
Cosette. When he spoke, hisreply surprised him. “I did. | mean, | dill do, but not in the same way as |
once did. It's complicated. | love her like a Sgter, | suppose. Or afriend.”

“Could you love me that way?’

“l don’t know,” Alan said. “I’d have to get to know you firs.”

“That was fairly answered,” Cosette told him, suddenly grinning. “That’'s how Rosalind would say it.
She' s much better with words that | could ever hope to be.”

“And she's... 7

“You'd think of her as the reading woman.” Cosette gave Rolanda a know-ing look. “You know.”



When Rolanda nodded, Alan redized they were taking about the other painting that hung in the
Foundation’s offices, La Liseuse.

“We love each other,” Cosette said, “judt like you love Isabelle”

“Is Isabdlein trouble?” Alan asked.

Cosette gave him a solemn nod. “But you could save her.”

“How?'

“By killing Rushkin for us”

“But you said John was going to—"

“Thisisgoing too far, Alan,” Rolanda interrupted. She put a hand on his shoulder to make sure she
had his atention. “I'm trying to keep an open mind about dl of this but I'm not going to put mysdf in a
postion of being consid-ered an accomplice to something so serious as murder. | don't know what's
going on here any more than you do, but if Cosette’s friend redly is about to kill someone, it'stime for us
to stop playing detective and cdl the police”

Marisa nodded in agreement. “It's gone too far, Alan.”

“If you don’t help,” Cosette said, “then we're dl going to die—Rosdind and Paddyjack and Solemn
John and dl of us. Rushkin's going to feast on us”

Alan turned to his companions. “Let’s just hear this ot first, okay?’

Both Rolanda and Marisa looked uncomfortable, but after a fewv moments of consderation, they
each gave areluctant nod. Alan directed his attention back to Cosette once more.

“You're going to have to start at the beginning for us” he said.

Cossette fixed him with her luminous gaze and gave a solemn nod. “What do you want to know?’ she
asked.

“Wel, you could start with why Rushkin is such a threat to you that you want him dead.”

Cosette regarded each one of them in turn. When she saw that she had thelr undivided attention, she
took a deep breath and told them about Rushkin and Isabell€' s rdationship, how she'd received the gift
from him and how she'd used it.

“But it was dl atrick, you see,” she said. “The only reason Rushkin showed her how to do it was o
that she'd bring lots of us across and then he' d have that many more of usto feed on.”

“How does he feed on you?’ Rolanda wanted to know.

Cosette shivered. “I don't know. Not exactly. Not what it's actudly like. But it starts with his
destroying the painting thet firg brought you across ....”

Alan and Rolanda exchanged glances, each of them thinking of the fire on Wren Idand that hed
destroyed dl of Isabelle€'s work. But then Cosette went on to tdl about Rushkin's return and how his
numena had kidnapped Isabelle.

“We have to go with her,” Alan said. “We have to hdp Isabdlle”

“l don’'t know,” Marisa said. “Thisisdl so surred ....”

“| think we should go to the police” Rolanda said.

“And tdl them what?’ Alan asked. “Do you think they’'re going to believe what we have to tdl
them?’

“Maybe not dl of it,” Rolanda argued. “But the kidngpping isred, isn't it?”

Alan shook his head. “They're jugt aslidble to throw meinjall thistime. Or have us dl committed for
psychologicd evauation. And then what happens to |sabdle?”’

“He sright,” Marisa said. “The least we can do is hdp her firsd. We can work everything else out
leter.”

“l can't be party to it,” Rolanda told them. “I'm sorry. | can’'t condone any kind of vigilantigm. It
doesn't solve anything—not in the long run.”

Alan Sghed. “That’'s okay. | understand. But this is my friend we're taking about and I’'m not going
to take the chance of her being hurt because | was't willing to step into the line of fire”

“I'm not asking you to,” Rolanda said. “I just can't be party to it mysdf”

“Will you give us some time before you go to the police?’

Rolanda nodded. “But if | don't hear from you within a few hours, in dl good conscience | have to



tak to them—even if they will think I’'m crazy.” Alan stood up. “Then we don’'t have any time to lose”
he sad. “Marisa?’ Thistime there was no hestation upon her part. “I'm with you,” she said. Cosette
scrambled to her feet. “You're redly going to hep?’

When they both nodded, she clapped her hands together.

“Wait'll John seesthis” she said. “He thought you wouldn't even care.”

“A few hours—that’s dl | can give you,” Rolanda called after them as they set off.

Alan looked over his shoulder and gave her a wave. He knew that Rolanda had been the voice of
reason in the discussion just past. This was a job for the police. But they’d stepped past logic into a
world that looked exactly like their own except dl the rules were changed. In this world it seemed better
to trust indinct, and hisindinct told him that they had very littletime to lose.

“Isit far?’ he asked Cosette.

The wild girl shook her head and began to wak more quickly. Alan took Marisa's hand and they
hurried after her.

“Thanks,” he said. “Y ou know, for coming and everything.”

“I would have been more disappointed in you if you weren't so loyd to your friends.”

Alan wasn't so sure that it was a loydty to Isabelle that was meking him do this The Isabelle he'd
met out on the idand was more of a stranger than some-one he could say he knew very wel. His red
loydty lay with the person Isabelle had once been. It lay with the ghosts of his memory that he' d never
been able to st aside.

v

Issbelle couldn’'t look at John. She walked to the table and began to screw the tops back onto the
tubes that she’'d opened when she firg started her painting. The enormity of what he was asking of her
weighed her down. Rushkin was a mongter, yes, but

He dies, or we do.

She arranged the closed paint tubes in a neet row, then picked up her brush from where she'd
dropped it. The painting claimed her attention, as though the haf-finished angd of vengeance was cdling
to her for completion. But that was avoiding the issue again, wasn't it? Expecting someone ese to dways
be deaning up after her was as bad as pretending there had never been a problem in the firg place.

The truth was, she'd made alife sudy of denid.

Ficking up the can of turpentine, she splashed some of the clear liquid into a glass jar and then put her
brush into it. She swished the brush around in the glass, watching the paint swirl into the turpentine with a
fascinated concentration that was completely a odds with the action.

“Issbelle)” John said softly.

She was undble to face him. The quiet understanding in his voice was harder to take than anger
would have been. Anger she could have understood. His compassion was unbearable.

Her gaze drifted back to her painting. She shouldn’t be rendering an angd of vengeance. She should
be taking on the role hersdif.

“l get so confused,” she said. “How much of what Rushkin told me is red and how much a li€? He
sad you're not red.” She turned to look at John. “He said that | could only make you red by giving you
apiece of mysdf.”

John considered that for along moment. “Maybe we aready are red in the sense that you mean,” he
sad findly. “Maybe we dways have been because you gave us your unconditiond love. Those of us that
Rushkin brought across were denied that love and that’s probably why they’re so hungry. They need
what he can never give them, what you gave us fredy without ever thinking about it.”

“And the others who survived,” Isabelle asked. “Do you think they fed the same way? They've
never redly talked to me about it and for the past few years they’ve dl been avoiding me—even those |
thought were my friends”

John shrugged. “Cosette' s desperate to have a red crow best its wings ingde her. That's what she
thinks she needs to be red.”

“A red crow?



“Blood and dreams.”

“Isthat what it takes to be red?’ Isabdlle asked. “It doesn’t make any sense” John nodded. “Or are
we only different?”

Issbelle sghed. “But | ill don’t think | could kill Rushkin,” she said. “Maybe if he came at me with a
knife or something, but not in cold blood. I'm sorry, John. | don’t have what it takes.”

“Do this much for me at least,” he said. “Come away from this place. Make your decison while
you're not directly under Rushkin's influence”

Isabelle glanced at the open door behind him. *Y ou mean we can just walk out of here?’

“Rushkin’s banking on your not being able to leave—not because he won't let you, but because he
doesn't want you to. It comes from the same arrogance that ingsts you'll keep on bringing us across to
feed him. You tdl him you won't, but—" Isabell€' s gaze followed his as it tracked to her uncompleted
painting. “—xbut just a few moments ago he was boagting to me that in the end, he dways wins”

Isabelle shook her head. “Not thistime” She walked over to the easel and took her painting down.
“Thistime I’'m taking charge.”

“And what will you do,” afamiliar voice asked from behind John, “now that you're ‘in charge ?’

They both turned to see Rughkin leaning weskly againg the wal outside in the hdl. In one hand he
held what appeared to be some artis’s juvenile work, an awkward painting lacking depth of fidd or any
sense of composition of light vaues. In the other he held a knife, the tip of which rested againg the top of
the canvas. Isabelle glanced a John to find that his color had gone ashen. Rushkin was amiling a John's
reaction.

“I'm in desperate need of sustenance,” he told John, “but I'll forgo it if you'll convince her to finish
the piece she' s working on instead.”

“What's going on here?’ Isabelle demanded, feding utterly in the dark.

“That’smy source painting he' s holding,” John said in aflat voice.

“Have you gone mad? That's not even close to The Spirit Is Srong.”

John shook his head. “I took the origind from the farmhouse, long before the fire, and had Barbara
pant that over it. She was hiding it in the cupboard where she keeps whatever bits and pieces she's been
working on that don’t quite turn out.”

“Not exactly an origind solution,” Rushkin said. “Did you honedtly think you were the fird to
congder it?

“How did you know she had it?’ John asked.

Rushkin smiled. “I didn’t. It was no more than alucky guess”

“And she smply gave it to you when you asked for it.”

“No. She gaveit to Bitterweed.”

Thinking that the doppelganger was John, Isabelle redized.

“I’ve been mogt patient, holding it for an occasion such as this” Rushkin said.

John gave im an icy amile “Wdl, you wasted your patience. I'll welcome oblivion, if it means |
don’'t have to share a world with you anymore.”

“No, John,” Isabelle began. “We can't ....”

Her voice trailed off as John turned toward her. The look on his face was a chilling reminder of how
he'd regarded her on that snowy night dl those years ago, just before he led Paddyjack away into the
gorm. Cold and unforgiving.

“You can't imagine that I’ d let another diein my place,” he said.

“Ah-ah,” Rushkin broke in. “| think the choice has been reserved for Isa-belle to make.”

John faced the old artist once more.

“Stop me” he said softly.

And then he lunged for him, but Rushkin was too quick. The blade of the knife pierced the canvas.
Before John could reach him, Rushkin cut downward. Hafway between Rushkin and Isabelle, John
amply disappeared from sght.

“No!” Isabdle cried.

She dropped the painting she held and rushed toward him as well, ready to murder the mongter, but



the change in Rushkin was immediate. Fueled by the life force he'd stolen from the painting, he stood
draighter. His shoulders seemed to broaden and he moved without hestation. The ruined canvas
dropped at hisfeet and the knife rose to chest leve, sopping Isabellein her tracks.

“My creatures might not be able to kill you,” he said, “but | am not con-stricted by whatever it is that
binds them.”

Isabelle' s anguished gaze found the canvas that lay a his feet before tears blinded her. Rushkin
pushed her back into the room.

“Anish it,” he said, indicating the ghosily image that looked up from the unfinished painting she'd
dropped, “or the next one to die will be one of your flesh-and-blood friends. Nothing inhibits my
creatures from harming them.”

The door dammed. She heard the lock engage again. And then she was done once more with her
pain and the knowledge that she'd caused yet another death. She dropped dowly to her knees and
gathered up the painting that Rush-kin had dashed, holding it againgt her chest.

Gone. John was gone. She'd grieved for him twice before, firg when he walked out of her life, then
again when she thought he had died in the fire. Thistime he was gone for good. She dung to the panting
and kndlt there, tears streaming, unable to move, unable to think, for her grief. It was a long time before
the flood of her despair sdtled into a hollow ache. Sll holding the paint-ing, she dowly rose and
sumbled to the worktable. She lad John's painting gently on its surface. She ran her fingers across the
rased rdief of Barbara Ni-chols's brushstrokes, then had to look away before her grief overcame her
agan. Blowing her nose in an unused deaning rag, she stared hopelesdy around the confines of her
prison, her gaze findly setding on the image of her angd of vengeance.

By killing John, Rushkin had achieved the exact opposite of what he'd in-tended by the act. She was
no longer afraid. She wanted vengeance now, but it would not involve the creation of more numena. How
could she complete this painting, knowing what its fate would be? But she had to do something.
Rush-kin's avful threast echoed on and on, cutting across the hollow space that John's deeth had left
ingde her.

Or the next one to die will be one of your flesh-and-blood friends.

Who would he set his numena upon next? Jlly? Alan?

Sowly she picked up the panting and sumbled back to the easd with it. It wasn't a matter of
courage anymore. Rushkin hadn't left her any choice at all.

She swallowed hard. But that wasn't true, she redized. There was one other choice she'd been
left—one Rushkin would never expect her to make. She could follow in Kathy’ s footsteps.

Vv

When she walked away from the other three, Rolanda couldn’t help but fed that she had abandoned
them—especidly Cosette. It was an odd feding, for it grew from no reasonable source. She knew she
was doing the right thing. She definitdy drew the line at condoning any sort of arimind activity, and so far
as she was concerned, murder topped the ligt of aiimind activities.

And no one was expecting her to condone it, she reminded hersdf The quilt she fdt was
sef-imposed. Not one of them had said athing. She'd taken it on hersdif.

By the time she reached the front walk of the Foundation, she'd decided that what she had to do
now was to put it dl out of her mind. Never having been a brooder, she dedt with problems as they
came up. She'd worry about what Alan and his companions were getting themsalves into this evening
when she would ether have heard from them or be forced to cal the police. She concentrated instead on
her current caseload. There' d be sessons to make up for the time she'd logt this morning, and god knew
how many new files piling up on her desk

A sudden commoation arose from indde the Foundation’s offices as she opened the front door. She
recognized Shauna s voice, uncharacterigticaly swearing. But before the incongruity could redly regidter,
Rolanda was con-fronted with two figures barrding down the hdlway toward her. One of them was
Cosette's friend John. The other was a teenage gil with the pae washed-out features and black
wardrobe of a neo-Gothic punk. Both were carying paint-ings—torn down from the wdl of the



Foundation’s waiting room. The girl was in the lead. John fended off Shauna with one hand as he
followed on the girl’s hedls.

No, Rolanda redlized. That wasn't John, for dl that he looked to be an exact twin of Cosette's
friend. These were the other Sde of the coin that Cosette represented; they were Rushkin's creatures.

Before she even redized what she was doing, Rolanda was swinging her purse. The blow caught the
gr in the ssomach, doubling her over. Rolanda snaiched the painting from her a the same time that
Shauna tackled the man who looked like John. The two of them fdl on top of the girl, but she scrambled
out from under them, a switchblade open in her hand. Rolanda kicked hard, her sneaker connecting with
the girl’swrigt and driving it againg the wall. The knife fdl from the girl’s suddenly limp fingers.

“Cdl nine-one-one!” Rolanda cried as another of the Foundation’'s workers appeared a the far end
of the hall.

“Already did” Davy cdled back to her.

He charged forward, jumping on the man's back just as he was taking a swing a Shauna. Rolanda
turned to the girl she'd stopped. The girl looked as though she was readying hersdf for another attack,
but she froze when Ro-landa s attention returned to her.

“Youmight aswdl giveit up,” Rolanda told her. “Y ou’re not going any-where now.”

Thegirl nursed her wrigt and gave her a hard look.

“Fuck you,” she sad.

And then she vanished. One ingant she was crouching in the hdlway, snarl-ing at Rolanda, hate
spitting from her eyes, the next she was gone with a whuft of displaced air. A haf-moment behind her,
the other attacker vanished as well, making Davy fdl on top of Shauna All that was left of their presence
was the open switchblade lying on the carpet. And the paintings that they’d pulled down from the wdl in
the Foundation’ s waiting room.

“Whet the hdll ... 7" Davy sad.

He rolled away from Shauna and got dowly to his feet, eyes going wide as he looked around himsdf.
Shauna appeared just as confused.

“This has been a serioudy weird day,” she said. “First we get that gil materi-aizing in the middle of
the waiting room and now this”

Rolanda nodded dowly.

“What's going on, Rall?” Shauna wanted to know.

Rolanda was only vagudly paying attention to her coworkers. Instead she was thinking of what had
just happened, of theirony of her giving a lecture to Alan and the others about vigilantism and then what
she'd just done. She hadn’t even thought about it. Hadn't tried to tak to the girl—not that she thought
taking would have done any good with that one. But she'd just waded in, the thin veneer of being a
sodidly responsible adult disappearing as suddenly as the two thieves had.

“Rolanda?’ Shauna said when Rolanda didn’t respond. She stepped closer, a worried look crossing
her features. “Did that girl hurt you?’

Rolanda blinked, then dowly shook her head. “No. I'm just—shocked, | guess, a how essly | was
willing to forgo trying to negotiate with them and just hit back.”

“Hey, they were asking for it,” Davy said.

“I suppose.”

The wall of an gpproaching police Sren gave them a moment’s pause. The police would be here
soon.

“What do wetdl them?’ Shauna asked, turning to Rolanda. “Do you know what’s going on?’

“I think we should jugt tdl them that we managed to chase the thieves awvay,” Rolanda said.

She leaned the painting she was il holding againgt the wall and retrieved the other from where it had
fdlen. Neither of them seemed the worse for their short misadventure.

“And maybe store these away someplace safe,” she added. At least until she heard that Alan and the
others had managed to dedl with Rushkin and knew it would be okay to hang them again.

Jesus, she thought. She was dready sding with Alan and the others, ready, she redized, to condone
the murder of another human being. The knowledge scared her, but she couldn’'t make the feding go



away. All she had to do was remember the killing look in that girl’s eyes and think of it being turned on
Cosette or some other innocent. What could the police do in a Stuation such as this?

“Hng” Shaunasad. “That's what we'll tdll the cops. But you know more than you're Ietting on.”

Rolanda chose her words carefully. “If | knew anything that would make what just happened here
easer to believe, trust me, I'd tdl you.”

There. That wasn't an actud lie What Shauna and Davy had just witnessed was unbdievable
enough. If she related everything that she knew, it would only seem more unbelievable.

“But what we just saw,” Davy said. “I mean, people can't just vanish like that ... can they?’

Happily the police arrived a tha moment and Rolanda didn’t have to reply. They explained the
gtuation to the two officers and then locked away the paint-ingsin a storeroom in the basement. Rolanda
tucked the key into the pocket of her jeans. She could tdl that both Shauna and Davy wanted to tak
more about what had happened, but once they’d dl trooped back updtairs to the Founda-tion's offices,
business went on and they were soon too swamped with the usud crises to worry about something so
exatic as thieves who could vanish. There were children to be fed and clothed, beds to be found for
them, socid workers and lawyers to contact on their behalf.

For Shauna and Davy, the mydery dipped between the cracks of yet one more hectic day. But
Rolanda watched the clock dl afternoon, willing Alan to pick up a phone wherever he was and contact
her. And then, when the day was done and she' d made her excuses to Shauna and Davy, who wanted to
tak about it some more, when she wasfindly aone and ready to go up to her apartment, she found that
dl that she could think about were the paintings locked up in the cdlar. What if the thieves came back?
What if they were successful thistime?

She ended up making hersdf a thermos of coffee and a couple of sandwiches and took them down
to the basement. She went back upstairs to get hersdf a chair, the cordless roam-phone from Shauna's
office and a basebd| bat. Then she sat down and waited. For the phone to ring. For the thieves to return.
For something to happen.

By the time a sudden hammering arose, knuckles rapping on a hollow wooden door, her nerves were
completely on edge. She jumped upright, the basebal bat dipping from her hand to bounce off the floor.
She retrieved it quickly and stood with the bat in her hands, saring around the basement in nervous
confuson. That was when she redlized that the knocking was coming from indde the storeroom.

Vi

Thefarther Cosette led them into the Tombs, the more Alan began to question the wisdom of what
they were doing. While it was true that |sabelle was in danger and he wanted to help her, he was growing
less and less certain of what it was that he had to offer in terms of help. Never having been in afight in his
life, never having had to use physca force of any kind before, he wasn't exactly cut out for the role of
the hero in a Stuation such as this They hadn't even confronted Rushkin or his creatures yet, and his
nerves were adready shot from anticipation of what would happen when they did.

“I'm beginning to think Rolanda was right,” he said to Marisa, waking besde him. “Maybe we
should have called in the police”

“But you said it yoursdf, they’re not going to beieve any of this. By the time we could convince them
it was real—just saying we ever could, which | doubt—it'd probably be too late.”

“But Rolanda was right when she said that 1sabelle being kidnapped would be red enough for them.”

“Well, | hate to bring thisup,” Marisatold him, “but at this moment you' re not exactly amodd dtizen
inther eyes, are you? If things got out of control, if anything was to happen to Isabelle before we could
help her, they’d probably try to blame both it and Mully’s death on you.”

“l don't redlly care about that at the moment,” Alan said. “I just want Isa-belle to be okay.”

“That'swhy we're here”

Alan nodded. “But what can we do?’

Marisa gave hisarm a reassuring squeeze. “Whatever we have to.”

Up ahead of them, Cosette came to an abrupt hdt a what had once been a crosswalk. The painted
markings on the pavement were dmost erased by the weether, but two unraveing strands of wire ill



held the crosswalk lights doft. The hulking bulk of an overturned city bus was rugting in the middle of the
intersection, its surface a bewildering array of greffiti ranging from gang sgns to dogans and crude art.
Filed up againg the bus were the remains of a couple of cars that had obvioudy been driven into the
toppled vehide by joyriders and then abandoned.

Cosette darted across the intersection and hunkered down behind one of the cars. When Alan and
Marisajoined her, she pointed to a run-down tenement building that stood a little way down the block on
the far Sde of the Street.

“That'sit,” she said. “Isabdl€ sin there”

The nondescript building took on an ominous look in Alan’s mind once Cosette spoke. The street in
front of it was rdatively clear of rubble and aban-doned cars. It mugt have been an office building of
some sort, Alan decided. Perhaps a bank. Along its second-floor ledge he could see a row of
gargoyles—or at least the remains of their bases. Only one of the stone statues was dill sanding. Like the
bus, like dmogt every surface that could hold pant in the area, its wals were festooned with greffiti.

“Where's John?’ Alan asked.

Cosette closed her eyes. Cocking her head, she seemed to be ligening to something, but Alan
couldn’t figure out what. All he could hear was the treffic a few blocks over on Williamson Street where
it cut through the Tombs, the vehidles dl speeding dong that stretch of the thoroughfare. No one in their
right mind stopped their car in the Tombs. They especidly didn’t go wandering about on foot the way he
and his companions were.

Closer he could hear the sound of the wind, blowing down the deserted streets, occasiondly bringing
them a snatch of musc from the boom box of one of the area's squatters. They'd seen very few people
snce firg entering this wasteland of empty lots and abandoned buildings. Those they had were dl the
kinds of people that Alan would normaly cross a street to avoid. They dways had an atitude. But here,
on ther home turf, the inhabitants of the Tombs seemed content to ignore them. Waiching and waiting,
perhaps, to see what had brought them here.

“I can't find him,” Cosette said, looking darmed. “Usudly | can dmogt see him in my head—not
clearly, theway | can aways see Isabelle, but | can sort of fed where heis”

“Do you fed him now?’

“No,” Cosette said. “I can’'t fed hm at dl.”

“But |sabell€ sindde?’

When Cosette nodded, Alan glanced at Marisa.

“WEe re not going to do any good hiding out here,” Marisa said.

Like they were going to do so much good insde, Alan thought. Then he sighed. He studied the
ground around them, looking for something he could use as a weapon, dthough use was perhaps too
grong a word. Something he could hold to give hm courage. He wasn't sure that he was actudly
capable of hitting someone, little say murdering Rushkin the way Cosette wanted him to.

He got up and edged away from the car they were hiding behind to peer into the open trunk of the
other vehicle. There he found a rudting tire iron. Ficking it up, he turned to his companions, holding the
tire iron awkwardly in his hand. When he returned to where the others were waiting for him, Cosette
regarded his makeshift weapon with approva but he saw sympathy in Marisa's eyes. Alan swalowed
thickly.

“Okay,” hesad. “Let’'sdo it”

Before he could step around the car, Cosette suddenly pulled him down again behind the vehide.

“What—" Alan began.

Cosette put awarning finger to her lips and then Alan heard it as wdl: two voices raised in argument.
A man and a woman. The sound came from the direction of the building they’d been about to enter.
Peering over the hood of the car, Alan saw two figures leave the tenement. One he recognized as John
Sweetgrass until he redized it had to be John's doppelganger, snce Cosette, shesking a quick glance
beside him, drew in a sharp breath at the sght of the gpproaching pair and quickly dropped out of Sght
agan. The doppelganger’'s companion he only recognized from Nora's description of “a red
punky-looking girl.” These were the two people who'd kidnapped Isabdle from the courtyard in Joli



Coeur. Rushkin's creatures.

“Don't let them see us, don't let them see us” Cosette was chanting under her breath.

Alan ducked below the hood as the pair crossed the street.

.. have to walk back, thanks to you,” the man was saying.

“Don’'t blame me. | think she dmogt broke my fucking wrig.”

“Serves you right, panicking the way you did.”

“They’re supposed to be socid workersin that place,” the girl said. “Not street fighters”

“That's no excuse. If you hadn’t screwed up, we'd have the paintings and not have to wak back
across town to get them.”

“Sowe'll sed another car.”

“Sowell sed another car,” the doppelganger repeated, mimicking the girl’s voice.

“l didn't see you doing dl that wel,” the girl responded sharply. “No one said you had to follow me
back.”

“I couldn’'t very wdl take the paintings and fight them dl off at the same time once you buggered off
onme”

“I'll tdl you onething,” the girl said. “If that black bitch is il in the office when we get there, I'll rip
out her heart.”

They were tdking about Rolanda, Alan redized. They’'d gone after the pantings hanging in the
Foundation’s waiting room and somehow Rolanda and the others there had chased them oft: And now
they were on ther way back. He turned to Cosette, about to whisper to her that Rolanda had to be
warned of a second attempt on the paintings, when he redized tha the conversation they’d been
eavesdropping on had suddenly fdlen slent.

Oh, shit, he thought.

There was no time to do anything. The doppelganger came around the front of the car before Alan
could stand up. When he did, he raised the tire iron only to have the girl drop slently from the roof of the
car and kick himin the shoul-der. Thetireiron fdl to the pavement with a clang, and Alan backed away
from the girl. Hiswhole arm had gone numb, from his shoulder down to hisfingers

“Yum, yum,” the girl said, aferd light burning in her eyes as she caught Sght of Cosette trying to hide
behind Alan.

“Scaral” the doppelganger warned.

Thegirl gave im a sour look. “Who put you in charge?’

“Flain common sense. She belongs to Rushkin—or do you fed like explain-ing to him why you took
her instead of bringing her to him?’

Scard s only reply was to look sullen. She spat on the ground at Alan's feet, but made no further
move toward Cosette.

“Don't even think of it,” the doppelganger said, directing his atention now to Marisa, who'd been
edging her hand toward the fdlen tire iron.

Marisa let her hand fdl back to her Sde and rose to stand beside Alan. Co-sette got to her feet as
wal, trying to wedge hersdf into the narrow space be-tween Alan and the car so that Alan would be
between her and Scara.

Congdering the hungry light in the girl’s eyes, Alan didn’t blame Cosette at dl. He wished there were
someone he could hide behind.

“What—" Alan had to clear histhroat before he could continue. “What do you want with us?’
John’'s double regarded him with amusement. “A better question would be, what do you want with
U7’

“Wha's that supposed to mean?’

“Y ou're the one who's come soying on us.”

“We're looking for Isabelle)” Marisa said.

“Oh, she'sindde”

Alan and Marisa exchanged glances. It was going to be this easy? “Indde,” Alan repeated dowly.

The doppelganger nodded. “Painting.”



“But you ... we were told you'd kidnapped her.”

“How do these stories get around?’ the doppelganger said. “We did bring her here to vist with her
old mentor, but she certainly wasn't kidnapped.”

The man was s0 reasonable that Alan fet confused. It was true Scara had kicked him, but then he'd
been threstening her friend with a tire iron. And while the conversation between the par concerning
Cosette hadn't exactly been comforting, neither of them had actudly done anything since then that could
be congtrued as a threat.

“Bitterweed,” Scara said.

It took Alan a moment to redize that she was usng the doppelganger’ s name.

“Thisis getting boring,” the girl went on. “We ve got things to do.”

Things to do, Alan thought. Like steding Isabelle’s paintings from the Foun-dation and assaulting
Rolanda and whoever €se happened to be there. His re-solve returned.

“Lidgen,” he said. “You can't just—’

“If you're so worried about whether or not Isabelle wants to be here” Bitterweed broke in, “why
don’'t you comein and ask her yoursdf?’” Alan hestated. “I ...”

“Of course well see her,” Marisa said. “That’swhy we came.”

She sounded brave, but she walked very close to Alan as they followed the pair back into the
tenement. Cosette bookended Alan on the other sde. She walked so near to him that he could fed her
trembling.

It was dirty indde the building, the wals smeared with more greffiti, litter dogging the floor. The air
andled stale, with a sweet rankness lying under-neeth it.

“Why would Rushkin want to livein a place like this?” Marisa wondered aoud.

The same question had lodged in Alan’s mind.

“Free rent,” Bitterweed called back over his shoulder. “Isabdle s upstairsin the sudio.”

When they got to the second floor, Scara darted ahead of them, stopping a a closed door about
hdfway down the length of the hdl. She seemed to take longer than necessary to amply turn the
doorknob, but her body shielded what-ever she was up to.

“In here,” she said chearfully when they joined her.

She opened the door and stepped aside. Alan got a glimpse of Isabelle’s artled features turning
toward them, and behind her, an unfinished canvas on an easdl; then Bitterweed gave him a hard shove.
He sumbled into the room, dragging Marisa and Cosette aong with him. The door dammed behind them
and he heard the unmistakable sound of a key turningin a lock.

“How could we have been so stupid?’ he cried, turning back to the door.

The knob remained immobile in his hand when he tried it. He gave the door a kick, but only
succeeded in hurting his toe. Swearing softly, he turned around to face the rest of the room. Marisa was
regarding Isabdlle with frank curiogty. Cosette had attached hersdf to Marisa now and stood hip to
shoulder agang her. Marisa hestated for a moment, then lad a comforting am across the girl’s
shoulders. Isabelle regarded them with an unhgppy gaze. Her eyes were rimmed with red and swollen
from crying.

“Why ... why did you come?’ she asked, her voice heavy with despair. “We wanted to help,” Alan
sad.

Isabelle shook her head. “But now he's got you, too.”

“You mean Rushkin?’

“I mean the mongder.”

Alan waited, but she didn’t elaborate. The slence that stretched between them grew uncomfortable.
Alan cleared his throat. He looked at the painting behind her, marveing at its emotive power even in this
unfinished State.

“Thet painting,” he said.

“She was going to be my vengeance on the monger,” Isabelle told him. Her voice seemed drained of
expresson. Not tondess, but empty. “But then John told me how numena can’t harm a maker and then
thenext ... thenext thing | knew ... he killed John ....”



Her eyes flooded with tears and she began to cry. Alan regarded her hdp-lesdy, wanting to be
supportive, but there was something about her that made him keep his distance. She amply stood there,
shoulders sheking, the tears streaming down her cheeks. She was looking right at him, but Alan didn’t
think she actudly saw him.

“Alan” Marisa sad softly. “For god's sake, go to her.”

Her voice broke through Alan’s paralysis. He glanced in her direction to see that Cosette had buried
her face againg Marisa's breast, John's death hitting her just as hard. Marisa indicated Issbelle with a
nod of her head. Alan hesitated a moment longer before dosing the distance between them. He put his
ams around Isabelle, gathering her close. There was no pleasure in the contact. Only days ago, he'd
have given anything to be this close to her, but snce then every-thing had changed.

Isabelle pressed her face into the crook between his neck and shoulder. Her arms gripped him
tightly. But the weeping didn’t stop. It fdt as though it would never stop.

Rushkin hadn’t only killed John, Alan redized. Thistime, with this death, he'd utterly broken Isabelle.

Vil

Roger Davis stayed on at the precinct to catch up on some paperwork after his partner |eft for the
day. Reports were dways backing up as new cases took priority, and it seemed like he was dways
behind. It wasn't until the evening shift came on that he was findly ready to cdl it quits himsdf.
Tomorrow was soon enough to print the files He shut off the computer he'd been usng and leaned back
inhis chair, sretching the giff musclesin his lower back. How people could work at a desk job dl day
was beyond him.

Ficking up his sports jacket from where it hung over the back of the charr, he dung it over his
shoulder and headed downgtairs. On the way out to his car he stopped by the sergeant’s desk to
double-check that the All Points Bullein on Alan Grant had been dropped. That was when he
discovered another APB, this time for a pair of namdess thieves white femde, approx. five-one, 105,
late teens, black hair, wearing death-rocker punk gear; and a Native American, ap-prox. sx foot, 170,
black hair in a ponytall, wearing a white T-shirt and jeans.

The mention of the ponytailed Native American was what had firs caught his eye, but then his gaze
settled on the address where the robbery atempt had taken place. In the offices of the Newford
Children's Foundation. He thought: ponytailed Indian spotted in Mully’s hotd just before she's
murdered, Mully trying to grab the money from her daughter’s books that was being channded into the
Foundation, ponytailed Indian involved in a robbery attempt at the Foundation. There were connections
here. He couldn’t see them yet, but he could fed them.

“Who caught this?’ he asked the desk sergeant.

Hermanez leaned to have alook. “ Peterson and Cook.”

“Arethey dill in?

“Nah. Ther shift ended the same time yours did, except they were smart enough to go home.”

“Some of us aren’t 0 good at fitting twenty hours work into an eight-hour shift.”

Hermanez laughed. “Tdl me about it.”

“So you know anything about this robbery?’ Davis asked.

“Started as a ten-sixty-seven, but by the time we got on the scene, the only thing left to do was take
Satements.”

“Wha were they after?’

“A couple of paintings—supposed to be pretty vauable, Cook says, but nobody could put a dollar
vaue on them.”

“Paintings” Davis repeated.

Hermanez nodded. “Me, I'd have them evauated and insured if they're that vauable, you know
what | mean?’

But Davis wasn't ligening. The connections were weaving more tightly together now. He'd seen
those paintings. They were by the same woman who, according to Alan Grant, was going to be
illugrating this collection tha Margaret Mully had been so set on suppressng before shed been



murdered. Had the Indian killed her? Maybe they’re running some kind of scam together and when it
goes bad, the Indian kills Mully, then tries to pull thisheist so that he can il come out ahead.

Himsy, Davis, he told himsaf. Very flimsy. But he was curious now. “You remember who they
talked to?’ he asked the desk sergeant.

“I forget her name. Remember the black woman who brought that bunch of kids by for a tour of the
precinct last month? She was ared |ooker.”

Davis had to think for a moment. “ Something Hamilton,” he said. “Rosanne. No, Rolanda.”

“That's her. She' s the one that stopped them and did most of the talking. Want me to get someone to
track down ther report?’

Davis shook his head. “No. | think I'll swing by the Foundation on my way home and have a tak
with her mysdf “

“Now you've got me feding itchy,” Hermanez said. “What do you see here that | don't?’

“Nothing,” Davistold him. “At least not yet. But the only lead I’ ve got in a case that Mike and | are
working on is a ponytailed Indian and the redlly interesting thing is that our case has a connection to the
Foundation as well.”

“You're talking about the old witch that got murdered last night—the one who wanted to take away
dl the money from the Foundation’s kids.”

Davis nodded.

“Maybe you should give the guy amedd, if you find him,” Hermanez muttered.

“If it was up to me” Davis admitted, “maybe | would.”

“Course, we don't condone murder on our turf,” Hermanez said. “No matter how much the vidim
deserved it”

“Of course,” Davis agreed.

The two men amiled at each other. Davistipped afinger againg his brow and headed out to his car.

VI

Isabelle recovered firs. While Cosette sill wept quietly agangt Marisa's shoul-der, Isabdle findly
stepped out of Alan's embrace. She didn't look any better, Alan thought. All that had changed was that
the tears had stopped. Lodged in her eyes was a wild and desperate grief. She started to speak, then
dropped her gaze and swalowed thickly. Turming away, she picked up a clean rag from the work-table
and fird wiped her eyes with it, then blew her nose. With her back to them, she squared her shoulders
and stared a the unfinished painting on her easdl.

“How ... how much do you know?’ she asked.

She spoke with the same empty voice she had earlier. Alan glanced a Marisa, but Marisa only
shrugged asif to say, Play it however you think is best. Alan sghed. It was probably the wrong thing to
do, conddering how Isabelle was feding at the moment, but he knew the time had come to put aside dl
the bullshit.

“I think we' ve pretty wdll figured it al out except for a couple of things” he said.

“Even the numena?’

Alan glanced a Cosette. “Maybe especidly the numena”

Isabdlle let the Slence hang between them for a moment. Alan shifted from one foot to another, but
before he could speak, Isabelle asked, “So what do you need to know?’

“Why did you keep Kathy’'s letter from me?’ Alan asked. “Why did you pretend that Paddyjack
hed burned in the fire? And why did you turn your back on me at Kathy’s funerd?’

He wasn't trying to rekindle old arguments or make her fed bad. He asked because he had to
understand. Before they could go on from here, before he could be of any hep, he had to have
something more than old ghosts and mem-aries to work with. There was a solution to ther current
gtuation, and he was sure they could find it. But the trouble was, he dso knew it was tangled up
somewhere in the middle of dl the lies and evasions that had grown up between them over the years. Not
jugt since Kathy’s death, but from before that. It dated back to the fire on Wren Idand, when dl of her
artwork had supposedly gone up in flames dong with the farmhouse.



Issbelle turned to look a him, but her gaze could only hold his for a mo-ment. It shifted to the
worktable, where she picked up a ydlow-handled utility knife with a retractable blade from in among the
brushes and tubes of paint. Tuning it over and over in her hands, she waked over to the nearest wall.
With her back to the wall, she did down until she was stting on the floor, legs drawn up to her chest. She
put the knife down on the floor beside her and hugged her knees.

“l ... I've got a problem with negative Stuations,” she said.

She dill wouldn't look at him. Her voice was so soft that he had to walk over to where she was and
gt down across from her. Marisa followed suit with Co-sette in tow, settling down beside Alan. Issbelle
took a deep breath and dowly let it out.

“When something ... bad happens” she went on, “I ..” She broke off again, but this time she looked
a Alan. “Remember how Kathy used to say that dl we had to do was renvent the world when we didn’t
likeit the way it was? If we believed it was different, then it would become different?

Alan nodded.

“You and |, we dways argued with her about that. We'd try to tdl her that the world was a far more
complicated place and just because one person decided to see things different, it didn't meen that things
would actualy change”

“l remember,” Alan said. “And then she'd say, if it changed for you, then that was enough.”

“Except | could never do it—at least that's whet I'd say—but | learned the trick too wdl and the
irony isthat Kathy couldn’t doit at dl.”

“You'relosng me”

“l found her journd. She didn’t lead a very happy life, Alan. She couldn’t renvent the world & dl.
But | did. | just didn't know | was doing it. Something bad would happen to me and I'd smply shift the
facts around urtil it was some-thing | could ded with. It’'s like when I've talked about my parents in
interviews, I'm aways going on about how supportive they were, how they were so proud of me, right
from the firg.”

Alan remembered the firg time he'd read that in an issue of American Artist and how he'd thought
she was saying that just so that she wouldn't hurt her mother’ s fedings. Because he'd known the truth.

“It was such bullshit,” 1sabelle said, “but | wanted to believeit. | didn’t want to remember how | was
a disgppointment to my father from the time | wasn't born a boy right up until the day he died. | never did
one right thing inmy life, so far as he was concerned, and he was dways ready to tdl me about it. And
my mother wouldn't say a thing. She'd just keep on doing her chores, as though it was normd for a
parent to batter down their child's self-esteem the way he did.”

She picked up the utility knife and began to play with it again, ralling it back and forth on her pam.

“l got tired of being the person who came out of that environment,” she said, “so somewhere dong
theline | reinvented how it happened, and you know, Kathy was right. Once you do it, once you redly
bdieve it, the world is different. All of a sudden you have tha much less baggage to drag around with

youl.
“So a Kathy's funerd—"
“| redly believed that she'd died in the hospita of cancer. | | ... | convinced mysdf that that was the
truth because | couldn’t live with what had redlly hap-pened. Kathy just couldn’t have killed hersdlf. Not
the Kathy | knew.”

“It was a shock to everybody,” Alan said.

“Only because we didn't know her at dl. If she'd shared with us what she wrote in her journd, we'd
have known.” She gave Alan a sharp look. “Do you know why she killed hersdf?’

He shook his head. That question was one of the ghosts haunting him. He' d wrestled with it for years
and dill couldn’t understand.

“She wanted amnesia,” Isabelle said. “She didn't want to have to carry around the baggage any
longer and killing hersdf was the only way she could see to accomplish that. | remember she told me that
the reason she believed we had to reinvent the world for oursalves was that if we didn’t change the world
to suit us, then it would change us to it it, and she couldn’t bear to be who she thought the world would

change her into.”



“l don’t understand,” Marisa said. “Even though she came from such a terrible background, she rose
above it. She's helped so many kids through the

Foundation and touched so many others through her writing. If there's anyone who Ieft the world a
better place than it was when she came into it, it was her.”

Isabelle nodded. “But she was never happy. Her writing and the kids at the

Foundation were dl she had and | guess one day she redized it was't enough. She gave of hersdf,
she gave until there was nothing left for hersdf. If you stop letting water into the well, but you keep
drawing from it, eventudly it's going to run dry.”

“Jesus” Alan said softly.

“It's heartbreaking, ign't it?’ Isabelle said. “And there we were, her best friends in dl the world, and
we didn’'t even see it hgppening.”

“Why didn’'t you tdl me about this before?” Alan asked.

“I only just found out this morning mysdf “

She told them then about the letter arriving a her house, the locker key, the security guard who'd
held on to the locker’ s contents for her for dl those years, the journd.

“l didn’'t know about Paddyjack and John,” she finished. “Kathy rescued Paddyjack’s painting from
thefire, but she kept it ingtead of giving it back to me. The painting was just Stting there waiting for me
with Kathy’s journd. | hadn’t known that John's painting sur-survived ...." Her eyes wdled up with tears
agan, but this time she kept them in check. “Jlly mentioned seeing—" She wiped her eyes with her
deeve. “—seaing John when | was asking her about a place to gay in the city, and then he came to see
mea my new sudio ...

“Why would Kathy not have told you about Paddyjack’s painting?’ Alan wondered aoud.

Isabelle gave him an anguished look. “1 think ... | think she thought | might destroy it.”

“What?’

“Don’'t you remember the rumors that went around for a while—that I'd set the fire mysdf? Kathy
didn’'t believe them, but according to her journd, she wasn't ready to entrust Paddyjack’ s painting to that
belief “

“l haveto ask,” Alan said. “Did you set the fire?”

“l ... | don't know.”

Her reply surprised Alan. He'd been expecting a quick denid. He'd heard the rumors that had
circulated back then, but he'd dismissed them immediately. With what he knew now about Isabell€'s art,
about the numena, when he could see how dedicated she was to their safety and survivd, he couldn't
imagine her having played any part in the destruction of so many.

“Rudhkin spiked the punch that night,” 1sabelle said. “With acid—remem-ber?’

Alan nodded. “Yes, but—"

“l had a couple of glasses of it,” Isabelle said. “I started tripping very seri-oudy and then everything
went black. | remember passing out in the farmyard—out by one of the old barns. When | came to in the
morning, | was on the far Sde of the idand, my clothes and hands and arms and face dl covered in soot.”

Cosette was garing at Isabellein horror.

“So what are you saying?’ Alan asked. “Thet you did st the fire?’

Issbelle shook her head. “I'm saying | redly don't know. Rushkin told me, just before the acid
kicked in, that he could make me destroy dl the paintings. He put a box of matches in my hand. Then |
was gone. | remember having whet

| thought was a dream. | remember seeing them burn, dl those lovely, innocent creatures. |
remember holding them in my arms as they died. But when | woke, | was along way from the farmyard.”
She paused for a moment, then added, “Rushkin said | did it.”

“From dl I've heard about him,” Marisa said, “I don't think you should be taking his word as
“He doesn't lie about everything. He didn’t lie about the numena and how | could bring them across.”
“No, he only lieswhen it suits him. | know too many people like that.” Alan nodded in agreement.
“Butif shedid do it .....0osette said in a soft, strained voice.



Isabelle gave the wild girl an unhappy look. “1t makes me as much of a mongter as him. John was
right. He told me from the firg. | should never have brought anyone across. All I’ ve done is cause them
terrible pain.”

“My god,” Marisa said suddenly. “Those two creatures of Rushkin's. They're going back to the
Foundetion for the paintings.”

“And to hurt Rolanda,” Alan added. He looked at Cosette. “You've got to go back. You have to
warn her and hide the paintings of you and your friend.” But Cosette shook her head. “I won't go.”

“What?’

Cosette stood up and folded her arms, looking down at the three of them. “You can’'t make me do
it

“But why won't you go?" Marisa asked.

Cosette pointed a finger at I1sabelle. “Because she's going to free her red crow and | have to see it
fly. | haveto see, | have to know what she has that | don’t. Why she can dream and bring us across, but
| can't.”

Marisa and Alan looked at Isabellein confusion.

“Do you know what she' staking about?’ Alan asked.

Isabelle nodded dowly. “I've thought and I’ ve thought about it,” she said in that same Strained flat
voice she'd been udang dl dong. “I can't kill Rushkin in cold blood, and | don’'t know if | have the
grength to stand up to him anymore. He wants me to paint more numenafor him to feed on.”

“Chrig, if you're worrying about Kathy’s collection,” Alan said, “don’t even think about it.”

“It'snot that. Rushkin said helll have his numenackill my friendsif | don’t paint for him.”

“So we'll have to figure out a way to—"

Issbelle cut him off. “No, there’s no more thinking to do. There' s only one way | can make sure that
he can't use me anymore.” She picked up the utility knife again, this time diding the blade out. “1 have to
folow Kathy’s lead one lagt time”

“Now, hold on there,” Alan said.

He started to reach for the knife to take it from her, but she swept it back and forth in front of her,
meking him back away.

“Thisistotdly stupid,” he argued with her.

“No, this is the only option I've got left. 1 can't kill another person in cold blood—not even a
mongter like Rushkin—but | can’t let this go on anymore.”

“You see?’ Cosette said. “She hasto do it and | have to waich.”

Marisajust looked at her. “How can you be so cold-blooded?’

“I don't have any blood a dl,” Cosette replied. “I don't have a red crow bedting its wings in my
chest. When we die, we become nothing. We're not the same as you. When you die, the red crow flies
away and you're supposed to live somewhere else. | want to follow it. | want it to show me how we can
be red, t00.”

“| told you before,” I1sabelle said, “along time ago. You are red.”

Cosette shook her head. “I’ve no dreams and no blood and because of that | can't be like you. |
can't reach into the before and bring more of us across. So how can you say I'm red?’

“Because dl it takes for you to be red is for me to give you a piece of mysdf,” Isabelle said. “John
explaned it to me”

At the mention of John, Cosette seemed more willing to lisen. “So when will you give me
something?’ she asked.

“| dready have”

“No,” Cosette said. “I don't have anything of yours. I'd know if | did.”

“You have my love—that’s what | gave you when | brought you across.”

“But the dreams ... and the red crow ...”

Isabelle sghed. “I sad you were redl. That doesn’t make you the same as me” She shook her head.
“Why would you even want to be like me?’

“Because of your magic. Because of the way you can make something out of nothing and then bring



us across.” Cosette pointed to the unfinished canvas that stood on the easd. “I can fed her dirring
dready, you know. Somewhere in the before she' s leaving the Stories and getting ready to come here”

“You'll have to learn your own magic,” Isabdle said. “And if you don't go rescue your panting, you
won't survive long enough to do so.”

“But—"

“If you don’t care about yoursdlf or your friend in the other painting,” Alan said, “then at least think of
Rolanda”

“Sheisnice” Cosette said, wavering.

“Do you want her to be hurt, when you could have saved her?”’

Cosette looked from Alan to Isabelle. Her gaze focused on the utility knife in Isabell€'s hand, the
shining length of razor-sharp blade that protruded from one end. Cosette put a hand to her chest, pdm
fla between her amdl breasts, and a look of sadness came over her. Alan couldn't tdl if it was for
Isabelle, or for hersdf; for the red crow that 1sabelle would be loosing, or for the one she hersdlf didn't
have. Then she blinked out of existence, leaving behind her only the sound of displaced air that rushed to
fill the spot where she’ d been gtanding.

Beside him, Marisa shivered and took his hand. Alan knew just how she was feding. It was one thing
to talk about magic being red, but something entirdy unsettling about experiencing it firsthand.

“I'm sorry you have to be here to see this” Isabdle said.

Alan watched her stand up and back away from them.

“We won't let you die” he said. “If you cut yoursdf, I'll stanch the wound.” He stood up himsdf:
“Hell, I'll make you cut mefirg.”

“Don’'t make this harder than it is. It's dready taking dl the courage I’ ve got.”

“What would Kathy think?’ Alan tried.

“l don't carel” Isabelle cried. The flainess left her voice and Alan could hear the utter despair that
was driving her. “We dways thought she was s0 brave and true, that she was so srong. Wedl, we were
wrong, weren't we? Maybe we could have saved her, if we'd known, but it doesn't matter anymore. I'm
not doing this for Kathy. I’'m not doing this because | want to. I'm doing this because it's the only way |
can stop Rushkin from hurting my friends. | won't make more numena for him, but | won't let him take
away awthing dsel love”

“And when he finds someone dse to make numenafor him?” Alan asked. “What changes?’

Isabelle shook her head. “Do you think he'd be risking what he is, if he could find someone ese? His
last sudent killed hersdf because she redlized the truth: that's the only way to get out of his clutches. |
don't think there is any-body ese. And even if there is, | doubt he's strong enough to live through the
timeit'd take to train them.”

“Unless he feeds on whatever numena of yours that are dill around. Pad-dyjack and Cosette. The
painting of Annie Nin that I’ ve got. The reading woman at the Foundation.”

Isabelle nodded. “I guessit’ll have to be up to you to protect them,” she said, lifting the blade of the
utility knife to her throat.

Marisa turned her face away, unable to look. At her side, Alan made an inarticulate sound and
lunged forward. He knew he couldn’t possibly reach her intime, but he had to try.

IX

A few rooms away, Rudhkin sat on his pdlet, back agang the wadl, oblivious of the drama taking
place in the makeshift studio down the hdl. He ill held the knife he'd used to destroy The Spirit Is
Srong, gently thumbing its edge as he looked across the room. Findly consuming the obstinate John
Sweetgrass had been far less satisfying than he'd imagined it would be. He was stronger now, much
gronger than he'd been for weeks, but the gnawing hunger continued to est away indde him,
unappeasable.

He remembered when Bitterweed had firgt brought the painting to him, how angry he'd been at the
numend s supidity until he’'d fdt the unmistakable aura of the otherworld risng up from under the paint
Barbara Nichols had used to cover Isabdl€e's arigind panting. HEd picked away a a corner of the



canvas, working at the dried ail paint with his thumbnail. The garish top layer had come off in smal flakes
under his effort, reveding the richer tones of 1sabell€’s ails hidden under it.

That had been clever of Sweetgrass, but not clever enough. Did Swestgrass think that he hadn’t kept
tabs on him, that he hadn’t been aware of the friend-ship that had developed between Isabell€'s firgt
fully-redized numena and his own erswhile student? Who better to guard the panting for Sweetgrass
then lovdy Barbara with her quick tongue and a temper to match Rushkin's own? Rushkin hadn’t
expected The Spirit Is Srong to be hidden under another paint-ing, but that had been the only surprise.

That, he amended, and the angular lack of substance he'd acquired upon consuming the numena
Perhaps it had something to do with Barbara s having covered Isabell€' s arigind under her own work.
The additiond layer of paint could well have worked subtle changes in the properties of the origind.
Al-though Barbara hadn't stayed with him long enough to fully learn the craft of bringing numena across,
there were dill traces of enchantment in her work—enough to create some dight imbaance.

A pity about Barbara, he thought. She'd been so promising. Much more taented than poor Gisdle.
Perhaps more taented then Isabelle as well, though it was hard to tel. She hadn’'t been with him long
enough. She'd certainly been more volatile. Not at dl like poor innocent and trusting Isabelle. He amiled,
thinking of 1sabelle. Even now, even after dl that he'd done to her, she couldn’t gft fact from fiction. As
though she would ever have st the fire that consumed her farmhouse and dl her numena. Asiif it could
have been any other hand but his own that had struck the match, just as heé'd had to do a few years later
in Paris with Gisdll€' s sudio.

Rushkin hed up his hand and studied the way light played dong the edge of the knife he held. He
regarded it for a long moment, then leaned over the Sde of the pdlet and tossed the knife on the floor
where it landed beside Bitterweed and Scara’' s gateway paintings.

A shame you couldn’t feed on your own, he thought. It would make life so much smpler.

He stretched out on the pdlet and put his hands behind his head. Staring up a the cracked and
water-stained ceiling, he tried to ignore the hungry gnawing in his bdly by imagining how Isabelle would
finish the painting he’' d glimpsed on her easdl. It was such an interesing choice of a paette. He could
amog taste the sweet angd it would bring across from the Garden of the Muses.

Poor Isabelle. She imagined her subject as an angd of vengeance, a stern-faced, winged Amazon
who would legp the bridge between the worlds, redress-ing wrongs with the edge of her bright sword.
But numena were redly only sustenance, nothing more. In this he hadn't lied: it took a piece of the soul of
their maker to make numena equa to humans and who would be fool enough to do such a thing? Let the
cregtures run one' s errands. Let them remain food. Anything ese led only to needless complications.

That was something that Isabelle hadn't stayed with him long enough to learn. Undoubtedly it had
been for the best. Had she stayed, she would have continued to grow stronger and one day she might
have tried to wrest control from him—as he had wrested control in histime.

His amile deepened and a dreamy look came over his features. Now, that had been a bloody night.
He had bathed in the hot crimson gushing from the man's throat, astonished a how much blood one
humen body held. He' d been so strong in those days—even without the sustenance stolen from another’s
numena

He would be that strong again.

X

A sudden reief flooded Rolanda when she redized that the rapping she heard was coming from
ingde the storeroom where she'd locked away the paintings for safekeeping. Not bothering to put the
basebdl bat down, she hurried to the door, disengaged the lock with the key from her pocket and flung
the door open.

“Cosette,” she cried. “God, an | happy to ...”

Her voice tralled off and she backed away as atdl, red-haired woman walked out of the storeroom.
The stranger was oddly familiar, but Rolanda couldn’t immediatdy place where she knew her from. She
seemed to be in her early thirties and stood a few inches tdler than Rolanda. She had a griking figure and
carried harsdf with a dately grace. Her solemn grey eyes were the same color of the caf-length gown



she wore over arust underskirt.

“l ... I know you,” Rolanda said, as recognition findly dawned on her. “You're the reading woman
from the other painting.”

The stranger amiled. “Indeed. And from your gregting | take it you' ve a-ready met Cosette.”

“That’swho | thought you were.”

Rolanda couldn’'t stop hersdf from saring a the woman. She’'d accepted the existence of numena,
been witness to ther dbility to appear and disappear at will, but she gill wasn't quite used to having a
conversation with someone who had just stepped out of a painting. She didn’t think she ever would.

“Whereis Cosette?’ the woman asked.

Rolanda gave her an gpologetic shrug. She had the sudden uncomfortable sensation of having been
entrusted with someone' s child and then smply letting her run off, unattended.

“l don’'t redly know,” she said. “ She went off with Alan and Marisa—do you know them?’

“I've ... heard agreat ded concerning Alan.”

“And | guess Marisa's his girlfriend.”

The woman amiled. “That must have been a grave disgppointment for Co-sette. She was quite taken
with him.”

“So | noticed.”

“And where did they go?’

“Ah ...” Rolanda cleared her throat, her uneasiness returning. “They went off to dedl with Rushkin.
Hes—"

“I know who heisdl too wdl.” The woman sghed. “And she promised me she'd be careful.”

“| tried to stop them,” Rolanda began.

The woman raised a hand to forestd| an explanaion. “You're not to blame. Cosette only ligens to
reason when it suits her.” She shook her head and gave Rolanda a salf-deprecating smile “I suppose I'm
far more protective of her than | should be. While she looks like a child, 1 don’t doubt she's as old as
you and certainly capable of accepting responghility for her actions”

“But dill,” Rolanda said.

“But dill,” the woman agreed. “I can’'t help but worry. Especidly at atime such as this”

“If lcanhdp ... 7

The woman glanced back toward the storeroom. “You seem to have dready done what | came to
do. John sent word that we should dl guard our own gateways because the dark man's creatures were
abroad again, hunting us.”

“The dark man? 'Y ou mean Rushkin?’

“I refuse to dlow him the privilege of a name” the woman said hitterly. “Monsters such as he forgo
that right through their actions.”

A mongter, Rolanda thought. And she'd just let the others go off to confront him. Why hadn’'t she
gone with them and helped? But if she had gone with them, Rushkin’'s numena would have gotten away
with stedling the paintings and then where would Cosette and the reading woman be?

“And John?’ the woman asked. “Do you know his whereabouts?’

Rolanda shook her head. “I never got the chance to meet him. He went ahead of the others—after
Rushkin. Hopefully they caught up with him.”

An odd sound came from the storeroom—a soft whufting cough of ar being displaced. As the two
women turned to look, Rolanda s grip tightened on the bassball bat she was dill holding at her sde. But
this time it was Cosette who had materidized there in the dark. She stood in front of her painting for a
long moment, then dowly turned to face them.

“John’'s dead,” she said as she walked out into the light.

She looked different from the lagt time Rolanda had seen her. Her eyes were puffy and rimmed with
red from crying, but the sadness that had brought on the tears had since been replaced with a grimness
that sole away dl the lighthearted-ness in her features that had made her so immediatdy engaging.

“Rushkin killed him,” Cosette went on, “and Isabelle€' s the next to die”

“He sgoing to kill 1sabelle?’ the reading woman asked, shocked.



“No.” Cosette explaned how they’d dl been trapped in the makeshift studio Rushkin had put
together for Isabele. “ She' s going to kill hersdf. It's the only way she thinks she can stop Rushkin.”

“We have to stop her,” Rolanda said, but Cosette only shrugged. “It’s her choice, isT't it?” she said.

“How can you be s0 cdlous?” Rolanda demanded of her. “If it weren't for Isabelle, you wouldn't
even exig.”

“That's not exactly such a blessng,” Cosette said. “We didn't ask to be born. We didn’t ask to be
different.”

It felt so odd to Rolanda to hear those familiar complaints in this Stuation. She was far more used to
them coming from the children she saw in her office upstairs. The runaways who fet they owed nothing to
anyone for having been brought into a world they hated, who struggled to make do with an existence that
offered them only hardship and pain. The immigrant and black children who battled the double grievance
of those same joyless homes coupled with the racism directed a them by their peers and the rest of
Society.

“I'm sure | sabelle never meant to make you unhappy,” she said.

“She never thought of us at dl. All she wanted to do was to forget we ever existed. You know what
she sad to me?’ she added, turning to the other numena. “That well never have red crows or dreams,
because dl we get isthe red we have now.”

“Iswhat we have such a bad thing?’ the woman asked.

“Hunted by Rushkin and his creatures?’

“But was that ever Isabelle s doing?’

Cosette hegtated. Rolanda could see that she didn’'t want to ded with the logic of it, but she had no
choice—not under the steady gaze of her companion’s solemn grey eyes.

“No,” she said, her voice pitched low.

Some of the harshness left her features, meking her look younger again. Almost fragile Rolanda
knew exactly what the other woman had meant about wanting to protect her. At that moment she wanted
to enfold Cosette in a shidding embrace and dare the world to do its worst, because it'd have to go
through her first to get at her. But she knew better than to try.

“Will you take me to Isabelle?’ she asked ingtead.

“Well be too late”

“But we could Hill try.”

Cosette nodded. “Except, they told me to come back to guard the paint-ings.”

“I will guard the paintings” the reading woman said.

“His creatures are redly scary,” Cosette said, wavering.

“l can cdl some people to stay with you,” Rolanda told the woman. Then she reached out her hand
to Cosette. “Come on. Just show me where Isabelle and the others are. | won't ask you to go back
ingde with me.”

Cosette hedtated for a long moment, then dlowed hersdf to be led updtairs. The other numena
locked the door to the cellar and pocketed the key before fallowing them up.

“l know some guys in the projects,” Rolanda said. “They're gang members, but they owe me. All
well need is a couple of them to ded with that pair who came by here earlier.”

“Whatever you think is best,” the reading woman said.

It took three cdls before Rolanda could get through to the boys she was looking for. They had dl
found a haven through the Foundation a one point or another in their young lives and were eager to
repay the favor.

“They'll be fifteen minutes” she sad after she'd cradled the recaiver. “Go,” the older numena told
her. “1 can wait on my own until they arrive.”

“BUt—"

“You waste precious time.”

Rolanda studied her for a moment, then nodded. She pulled a twenty out of her pocket.

“They're coming in a cab,” she said as she handed the money to the reading woman, “but they won't
be able to pay the driver. This should cover it.”



“I will dedl with whatever arises,” the reading woman said.

“Right.” Rolanda gave Cosette a quick glance. She looked terrible. “You ready?’

When Cosette nodded, Rolanda led the way to the front door. Opening it, she found yet another
haf-familiar sranger sanding there on the porch. In the poor light he seemed to loom up taler than his
bulky six-two, one hand raised, reaching for the doorbell. He glanced down at the baseball bat that
Rolanda was holding and took a step back from her.

“I'm reaching for my ID,” he said as his hand went for the inner pocket of his sports jacket.

He brought out a amd| hillfold and flipped it open so that she could see his badge and identification.

“Detective Roger Davis, NPD,” he said dowly. “We met one of the times you brought some of your
kids down to the precinct for atour.”

“l remember,” Rolanda said.

“l want to ask you a few questions about this afternoon’s attempted rob-bery—in particular, what
you know about the Native American with the pony-tail who was involved.”

“He thinks Bitterweed' s John,” Cosette said.

The detective had mideadingly placid features. Rolanda remembered think-ing when she firg met him
on that precinct tour how he seemed to be just abig easygoing guy. Then she'd looked into his eyes and
redlized that he didn't missa thing. That penetrating gaze that had so surprised her was now focused on
Cosette.

“You know who I'm talking about,” he said, meking a statement of what could have been a question.

Cosette shrugged. “It was't John's fault they looked the same, but he was getting blamed for what
Bitterweed did.” She turned her attention away from the detective to look a Rolanda. “It was Bitterweed
who killed Kathy’ s mother—not John. And certainly not Alan.”

“Y ou're saying that we' re deding with two men here and they look exactly the same?’ Davis asked.

Cosette gave im atired nod.

“One named Bitterweed and one named John?’

“John's dead,” Cosette said in a voice drained of expresson. “As for Bitter-weed, if you hang
around here long enough, helll be—"

She broke off suddenly, features going ashen. Behind them, Rolanda heard the reading woman gasp.

“What isit?” Rolanda asked, looking from Cosette to the older numena “What's happened?’

“She... shedidit,” Cosette said softly. “Sheredly did it ...”

They were taking_about 1sabelle, Rolanda redized. Through ther connec-tion to the artist, they'd
just fdt her die. Rolanda thought she was going to be sick.

“You mind tdling me what’ s going on here?’ the detective asked.

Rolanda straightened up, determined not to fdl apart. Someone had to hold things together because
there were dill other lives a stake. Ignoring Davis, she asked the reading woman, “And the others? Alan
and Marisa?’

“Theré s no way to tdl. We ve no connection to them as we ... as we had with Isabelle”

“Did you drive over?’ Rolanda asked the detective.

“Sure” he replied, pointed to the unmarked sedan that stood at the curb. “But whet's that got to do
with anything?’

“Well tdl you in the car. Right now we need to get to a tenement in the Tombs before somebody
dsedes”

“Look, lady—"

Rolanda gave him a hard glare. “I don’t have time to argue with you. If you want to help, give us a
lift. Otherwise, just stay out of our way.”

She took Cosette’'s hand and hurried down the walk toward his car without waiting to see if he'd
fallow. Davis hesitated for along moment before he sighed and joined them.

“This better be good,” he said as he started up the car. “The only reason I'm going dong with you is
because | know you folks are graight shooters, but if you're dicking me around we're going to be
playing twenty questions down at the precinct. Take that as a serious promise, lady.”

“My name's Rolanda.”



“Whatever.”

He pulled away from the curb, putting his cherry light on the dash with his free hand. As he reached
for the sren’s switch, Rolanda caught his hand. “No drens” she sad. “Otherwise you'll scare them
avay.”

He pulled free of her grip. “Fine. You mind giving me an address so | can cdl it in?’

“We don't have an address.”

The car dowed. “Lady,” he began, then started over a the sharp look she gave him. “Look,
Rolanda. If you can't trust me with the address, why the hdl are you having me tag along?’

“We don’'t know the address,” Rolanda said. “ Cosette can tdl us how to get there, but she has't got
astreet name or number.”

Davis glanced a the pale-faced gil who sat between them.

“Gredt.”

He put his foot on the accelerator and the car picked up speed again, heading north for the
no-man’ s-land of the Tombs.

“Tunright here” Cosette said.

Davis nodded and followed her direction. Once they were out of the traffic and driving down the
empty, rubble-strewn streets of the Tombs, he dowed down and turned off the cherry light.

“Left,)” Cosette said.

“I've got to cdl thisin,” Davis told Rolanda

When she nodded, he unhooked the mike from its holder, but before he activated it, he studied the
greffitied wdls and darkened dtreets that lay beyond the windshidd. There were no street Sgns. There
was no indication that anyone had lived here for decades. All he could see were derdlict buildings and
over-grown lots.

“l haven't a goddamn clue where we are,” he said.

“Left here” Cosette told him.

After he made the turn, he replaced the mike on its holder. He had to swing around a couple of
abandoned cars, weave around a rotting mattress that lay in the middle of the street, and then the way
was rdativey clear for a fev more blocks. Ahead of them, a the far end of the block, the car's
headlights caught the rugting bulk of a dity bus, its Sdes festooned with greffiti.

“We' re dmog there,” Cosette said.

Davis nodded. “Almog where?” he tried.

“Thisiswhat we know,” Rolanda said as he pulled up in front of the aban-doned bus and she began
to explan.

X

The dark, claustrophobic space in which John had unaccountably found him-sdf made a wild
unreasoning fear flare up indde him. With an effort he worked to suppress it. There was too much a
stake to panic. He took a dow, steadying bresth, then another.

He had meant what he'd said just before he'd lunged for Rushkin. He wouldn't dlow another to die
inhis place. He would prefer oblivion to waking in the same world as the mongter. But most of dl he'd
prefer to continue the existence Isabele had given him and instead, rid the world of Rushkin.

But the latter was't an option since he'd discovered that he couldn’t phys-caly harm Rushkin. So
when John had legpt forward, it wasn't to attack Rush-kin. He' d had the panting in mind, 1sabelle's The
Spoirit Is Strong, hisgateway. If he could reach it before Rushkin pierced it with his knife, John knew he
could wrest the painting from the mongter’ s grip. He was capable of that much. 1t would be up to Isabele
to stop Rushkin for good.

Hdfway to Rushkin he'd fdt a familiar sensation—that faint buzz of some-thing like dtatic dectricity
herdding the instantaneous passage from wherever he was to his source painting. And then he'd vanished
from Rushkin’s mekeshift studio in the Tombs. He'd fdt an endless moment of bewildering vertigo as he
hovered in the between place through which he had to pass before his journey could be completed. A
long confusng moment during which there was no up and no down, no before or behind, no direction



whatsoever, only an endless flux of posshilities. He had expected to reappear directly in front of
Rushkin, prepared to grab the panting away from the mongter when he did, but the between hadn't
functioned as it normaly should have. Instead of being returned to the tenement studio where Rushkin
was holding his gateway painting, John now found himsdf floundering about in an enclosed dark space,
unidentified objects pressng agang him from every sde.

Standing absolutely ill, he reached out with an exploring hand to find that what crowded him were
stacks of paintings. The darkness, he redized after a moment, wasn't complete either. A body length
away he could see a crack of light, and as his eyes adjusted to the dimness, he could see a course
through the paintings.

John worked hisway carefully toward the light, fingers finding a doorknob. It turned reedily under his
hand, the door opening with a sharp cresk. A mo-ment later he was stepping out into the large bedroom
of Barbara Nichals' s gpartment that doubled as her studio. Across the room from where he stood, Barb
was at her easdl. She was hdf-turned to look a him, one hand upraised and held againg her breast, her
eyes dartled wide with surprise.

“This ... thisshouldn’'t be possible,” John said dowly.

Barb lowered her hand, then wiped it on her jeans, leaving behind a smear of bright red pastel
pigment. “God, you gave me afright,” she said.

“l ...” John shook his head, trying to work out what exactly had gone wrong. “I don’'t understand.
Rusghkin's got my painting. When | reached for it, | shouldn’t have come here”

“I knew that guy wasn't you.”

“Whet guy?

“The one who looked just like you who came for your painting afew days ago.

Bitterweed, John thought. His doppelganger had been here before him. “ But—?"

“l didn't giveit to him,” Barb told him. She walked over to where he stood and led him back toward
the battered chesterfield that was set kitty-corner be-tween a bay window and a bookshelf suffed to
overflowing with books and papers. “You look terrible,” she added. “Y ou better St down before you fdl
down.”

John dlowed her to steer him to a seat. While he sat there, she Ieft the room, coming back moments
later with a tegpot and amug.

“I think it' s dill sort of warm,” she said, pouring him amugful of tea.

She fetched her own mug from its precarious position on top of the wooden box holding her pastels
and filled it as wdl. As she returned to gt with him, John cupped his mug with both hands. The mint tea
was only lukewarm, but it was dill comforting to have something to hold. As was the act of drinking the
wam liquid. It made him fed more human.

“I'm missng something here,” hetold her. “How did you know that it wasn't me who came to feich
the painting? And if you didn’t giveit to my double, then how did Rushkin get it?’

But Rushkin hadn’t acquired it, had he? His gateway panting ill had to be in Barb’s closet, or se
hewouldn't be here. Y et he'd seen the painting in Rushkin's hands.

Barb smiled. “Firdt, dthough the guy looked like you, that’ s where the re-semblance ended.”

“lan't that an oxymoron?’

“Have you ever known identica twins?’ Barb asked.

John shook his head.

“l grew up with a set of them. They might look identica, but once you get to know them, you can
adwaystdl them apart. Not from a distance, maybe, but up close and talking? Y ou can’t not know which
iswhich.”

“If you say s0,” John said, doubtfully.

“l do.”

Barb regarded him with mock severity until John said, “Okay. | believe you. But Bitterweed and |—"

“Isthat his name? Bitterweed?”’

John nodded.

“I guess he thought the play on your own surname was clever.”



“Maybe he didn’t get a choice in the matter,” John said, feding a little odd. As soon as he spoke the
words he redized that he carried a certain amount of sympathy for his double. What mug it fed like
when your only reason for existence was to refute another’ s?

“Anyway,” Barb went on. “Y ou and |—we ve known each other for along time now. The man who
came here with your face wasn't you. And if he had been you, wel he didn’'t deserve to get what he'd
come looking for. He' d have to lose that arrogance before I'd even give him the time of day.”

“But the painting ... 7’

Barb shook her head asif to say, Don't you know me better by now?

“I’ve been expecting something like this for years” she said. “Once | red-ized it was dl true—the
gaeways and the otherworld and al—and once | red-ized how important your painting was to your
exisence, | knew something like this would come up a some point. If not from Rushkin, then from some
other enemy.”

“You think | have so many enemies?’

“Since Rushkin can bring you folks across, | figure you' d have as many as he painted.”

“| suppose you're right. But even if you knew Bitterweed wasn't me, it dill doesn’'t explain how |
ended up here”

“That's smple” Barb told him. “I did another one. | duplicated the painting Isabelle used to bring
you across, and then on top of it | made a copy of mine so that the two were exactly the same.”

“So I've got yet another doppelganger running about?’ John asked, not at dl pleased with the idea
Bitterweed was bad enough. Though sinceit had been Barb bringing this other double across, he could at
least be assured that it wouldn't hold the same spiteful intentions toward him that Bitterweed did.

Barb shook her head again. “No, | thought about it before | started the new painting. With a bit of
experimentation | discovered that it's possible to make a gateway panting in which the gate will only
open a bit—no wider than a crack. Enough to let the taste of your otherworld through, but not so much
S0 that someone e se can make the passage between our worlds.”

“So what Rughkin believed to be me ...”

“Was only an echo of you,” Barb finished. “Or rather, ataste of the other-world, but nothing more.”

John looked a her with open admiration. He thought of what mugt have happened back a the
tenement where he'd left Rushkin and Isabelle. Rushkin would have cut the canvas and consumed the
goirit released. HE'd now be think-ing that John was dead. He wouldn't have fed wel on what litile
sugtenance he'd obtained from the panting, but he wouldn't doubt that it was John's essence he'd
swallowed.

“You saved nmy life” he said.

Barb flushed and looked away. “Indirectly, perhaps.”

John didn't push it. Like Isabelle, Barb was often far too modest for her own good. He sometimes
wondered how ether of them got any work done since the very act of putting pigment to ground required
a hedthy measure of sdf-confidence that neither seemed to be able to muster with the same levd of
intendty outside the compass of ther art.

Beside him, Barb took another swalow of her tea, then set the mug down on the floor. She leaned
back agang the am of the chesterfidd so that she was fadng him, knees drawn up to her chest, chin
propped up on her forearms.

“So | take it Rushkin's back,” she said.

John nodded. “In the flesh.”

“l was hoping he'd findly died.”

Allow meimmunity to whatever protects makers from attack by those of us brought across from the
before, John thought, and he would be.

“So long as he can feed on us,” John said, “helll live forever.”

Barb sghed. John could see the muscles of her hands contract with tenson and knew she was
remembering her own time spent under his tutdage. “So what’s the old bastard up to this time?’ she
asked.

As John explained, Barb’'s tenson intengfied—this time in empathy to what Isabelle was going



through. Just as he was getting to the moment when Rushkin had appeared in the doorway of the
makeshift studio, he suddenly sat up straight, story forgotten. Through his connection with Isabelle, he felt
the decison she'd come to. In hismind's eye he could see the uitility blade in her hand as it rose up to her
throdt.

“No!” he cried as the razor edge diced into her skin, his voice ringing sharply in the confines of the
gudio.

Barb jolted as though struck. She leaned forward and gripped his arm. “John! What' s the matter?’

John's lower jaw worked, but he couldn’'t get a sound out. The enormity of what he fdt left him
hepless and numb. His eyes rolled back in ther sockets and he fdl limply agang the back of the
chesterfidd.

“John!” Barb cried again.

He findly managed to focus on her for one long moment, but before he could speak, he was taken
away, drawn out of her grip with a rush of displaced ar that eddied across her face, blowing her har
around her brow and temples.

Barb's hand fdl limply to her thigh. Her gaze was pulled to the door of her closet, which ill stood
ga. Hispanting was il in there, that much she knew. But if John had been taken away ..

She rose to her feet and darted across the room, suddenly afrad that for dl her precautions,
someone had snuck in and stolen the painting while they sat on the chesterfidd talking. At the doorway of
the closet, she hit the light switch, flooding the interior with a bright fluorescent glare. A few quick steps
ingde and she was flipping through the paintings. John's gateway wasn't hard to find. She picked it up
and brought it back out into the warmer light of her studio, where she studied it carefully. There was no
doubt in her mind that this was The Spirit Is Strong, painted over with her own deliber-ately crude
brushstrokes to disguise it.

John had explaned it dl to her, how those brought across from the before could dways
ingantaneoudy return to their source pantings. But that was it. The ability went no further than that
one-way journey.

Holding the painting, she stared at the empty chesterfield, a deep chill set-tling in her chest. So what
hed just happened was impossible. Except John was gone. She hdld his source painting in her hands, but
e was dill donein the studio.

“Oh, John,” she said softly, unable to keep the tremor from her voice. “Wha have they done to you
now?’

Xl

It wasn't going to be hard at dl, Isabelle redized as she put her decision into action. It fdt so true, 0
... Inevitable. Was this how it had fdt for Kathy?

Everything decelerated into dow mation. Alan’'s movement seemed like a series of quick sketches
from a life-drawing class. He took forever, plunging toward her through ar gone suddenly thick and
syrupy, a look of desperation and horror etched on his face. They both knew he'd be too late. By the
time he reached her, knocking the utility blade away from her throat, the edge had dready diced through
the flesh of her throat. A wash of warm blood flooded down onto her shoulders and chest.

Alan was dill moving forward, unable to stop his lunge. Over his shoulder, she had a momentary
glimpse of Marisa's shocked features. Then the force of impact as Alan rammed into her knocked the
back of her head againgt the wdl behind her. The sharp pain of the blow was the firg pain she'd fdt snce
cutting hersdif.

She fdt Alan’s hands gripping her shoulders, dipping on the bloodied fabric of her shirt. She heard
him shout something, but there was a loud hummingin her ears and she couldn’t hear what he was saying.
Shedidn’t redly try. A vast pool of darkness welled up insde her and she let hersdf fdl into its depths.
There was no pain there. No Rushkin. Only peace.

Only peace.

But she fdl through the other side of the pooal. It was like an hourglass with a top at ether end. On
the far 9de of the darkness her eyes flickered open and she swayed dizzily. The pain was dill gone, but



30 was the throat wound. She stood in a place so familiar it hurt.

It was night, here on the far Sde of the darkness. Snow fdl thickly about her. She stood up to her
kneesin white drifts and would have fdlen from the vertigo, except there was a cast-iron gate in front of
her on which she was able to catch her balance. Beyond the gate was a backyard. Rearing above it was
the back of a house, a familiar house, the one that had held the apartment she'd shared with Kathy dl
those years ago on Waterhouse Street. As she lifted her head, she saw the colored ribbons tied to the
fire escape outside her window, fluttering in the wind-driven snow.

Dying had taken her back into the past, she redized. Dropped her into a piece of memory, one of the
few that she'd never distorted or forgotten. But then how could she ever forget this night? It would be
eader to forget how to breathe.

She looked for Rushkin and Paddyjack, but she couldn’t see ether of them. Had she arrived before
or after the cloaked figure of Rushkin arrived with his crossbhow? She listened for the tappa-tap-tap of
Paddyjack’ s fingers dancing upon his wooden forearm, but dl she could hear was the wind. Her gaze
returned to the fluttering ribbons, then dropped when another movement caught her atten-tion. Under the
fire escape she saw the receding back of afigure as it made itsway down the laneway that ran dongside
the house.

She forgot how she got here. Forgot Rushkin and pulling the blade of the utility knife across her own
throat. Her entire being was focused on that reced-ing figure and the idea that if only she could cdl him
back, thistime everything would change. She was being given a second chance, she redized, a chance to
undo dl the mistakes she' d made the last time. She could 4ill rescue her numena from the fire. Still save
Kahy’slife But it dl depended on her not Ietting John walk out of her lifethistime.

She hauled hersdf over the gate and fdl into the snow on the far sde. “John!” she cried as she
gruggled to her feet.

The wind took the sound of her voice and tore it into tatters too smdl to carry. She forced hersdf
forward through the snow.

“John!” she cried again.

Xl

Oh, Jesud” Alan cried as Isabdll€’ s blood washed over them both.

He'd managed to knock the utility blade out of I1sabelle's hand, but he'd been too late to stop her
from cutting hersdlf. His forward momentum knocked Isabelle into the wall behind her, cracking the back
of her head with enough of an impact to dent the plaster. As she Started to dide down, he grabbed her
shoulders, fingers dipping on the bloody fabric of her shirt. He let go one hand to support her head and
dowly lowered her dead weight to the floor.

All her muscles had gone dack. When he findly had her on the floor, her head ldlled to one side. The
blood was making his somach do flips. He stared numbly at the horrible Sght, gaze blurring with tears.

She'd redly done it, was what he was trying to say, but the words locked in his throat, corning out
only as sobs. He stared at her, feding more sick by the moment.

Behind him, Marisa findly broke her pardydss. She grabbed clean rags from the worktable and
hurried to his Side, feet dmost diding out from under her on the polished wood floor as she rushed.

“Weve got to stanch the flow of blood,” she said. “I'll hold these in place while you try to get
through the door.”

Alan gave her an anguished look. “Buit ... but she's ...”

“She's not dead,” Marisa said, shouldering him aside. “But she will be if we don’t get her some hdlp
soon.”

“All thisblood ...”

Marisa swalowed thickly. “I know.” She swabbed at 1sabelle€’s neck with one of the rags. The white
cloth immediady turned crimson. “But look,” she added, pointing to the actua wound on the side of
Isabelle s throat. “Y ou de-flected her am enough so that dl she cut was the fleshy part of her throat. It's
not as bad asit looks.”



“It's... not?’

“The door.”

Sill numbed by shock, Alan turned to look at it.

“It'snot that thick,” Marisa said. She didn’t look at him, concentrating her attention on Isabelle. “ See
if you can’t ram something through one of its panels. Or even the wals—Chrig, they're only plaster.”

Alan turned back to look at Isabelle. A shudder ran up his spine. “But she's so 4ill,” he said.

“| think you knocked her out when you banged her up againg the wall.”

“Jesus. | never meant to—"

“The door, Alan!”

This time something got through to him. He shook his head and rose un-gteadily to his feet to look
around the room. After a moment, he swept his am across the top of the worktable, knocking its
contents to the floor. Then, usng the long table as a makeshift battering ram, he amed the point of one of
its corners a the door and did it across the floor. The point hit a wood pane with a satiffying crunch, but
it didn’'t bresk through.

Alan pulled the table back. He looked at the door, imagining that it was Rushkin standing there, and
heaved the table forward again. Thistime the point of the corner went right through the thin wood of the
door pandl.

“One more shot,” he cdled back over his shoulder to Marisa

Shedidn’'t answer. She was too busy sanching Isabelle’ s wound.

It was diill Rushkin's face that Alan saw in the wood pand as he drove the point of the table's corner
into it athird time. When he pulled the table back there was enough of a holein the door for him to put a
hand through and fumble for the key that was il in the lock on the other side.

XV

Thethird time Isabdlle called his name, John turned.

“Don't,” she cried, floundering on through the snow toward him. “Please don’t go.”

But this time there was no coldness in John's eyes. No rgection. When he saw her, he hurried
forward, reaching out a hand to help her reach the compara-tively easier passage created by a trough in
the drifts that ran up to the corner of the house.

“l know | can do it right thistime” Isabelle said, once they reached the shetering lee of the house.
The wind wasn't so strong here. The snow didn't fdl as thick. “I promise you, | won't screw it up. I'll
save the numena and Kathy.”

In the light cast by the bulb hanging above the back porch, she sudied John's festures, wanting to
see that he believed in her, that he trusted her to do the right thing this time, but John was looking at her
drangdy.

“What ... whet isit?" she asked.

“You'relzzy agan,” he said.

Old nickname, given name, what was the difference? Isabelle thought. There were more important
things to dedl with a the moment than names.

“No,” he went on, understanding from the look on her face what she was thinking. “I mean you're
young again.”

“Young ... 7’

Isabdlle turned toward the nearest window. The image reflected back was hard to make out because
of the streaks of frogt that striped the pane, but she could dill see what he meant. It was Izzy in the
reflection—hersdf, dmogt twenty years younger. She lifted a wondering hand to her face. When the
reflec-tion followed suit, she shivered.

“Let’'s get out of this cold,” John said.

“Where can we go?’ she asked.

He pointed to the fire escape, festooned with Paddyjack’s ribbons. Isabelle hesitated, not sure she
could go. What if she found hersdf indde, crying into her pillow, brokenhearted? But when John took her
am and led her toward the metd steps, she went with him, up the fire escape, hand tralling dong the



metd banigter, fingerstangling in the strips of colored cloth. At the top of the landing, John took a smdll
penknife from his pocket and inserted it between the win-dows. It took him only a moment to pop the
latch. Stowing away the knife, he pulled the window open and ushered her ingde. As he closed the
window be-hind them, keeping out the cold and snow, Isabelle gazed about at the familiar confines of her
old bedroom. It looked exactly the way she remembered it except it seemed amdler.

The warmth ingde was comforting, but Isabelle dill shivered, as much from the eeriness of being
where—and when—she was as from the chill she'd gotten outsde. Her cheeks sung as the warm air
settled on her skin. John made a dow drcuit of the room, then sat down on the edge of the mattress.
After amoment, she followed suit.

“Wha were you saying earlier?” John asked. “About garting over?’

Issbdlle turned to him, pulling her gaze away from its inventory of the room’s contents—all the
remembered and forgotten objects that at this point in her life, dmogt twenty years later, seemed to be so
much found art, gathered here together in her old bedroom by someone dse, like a set for some kind of
“Thisls Your Life’ televison show.

“| fed like I’'m being given a second chance,” she said, “Returning here like this, | mean. Thistime |
can do everything right.”

“Thisian't the past.”

“Bt ..... Isabelle gazed pointedly at the mirror on the far Sde of the room, where a reflection of her
younger SHf looked back at her. “Then what is it? Just memory?”

John shook his head. “We re in a maker's dream—just as we were that other winter night dl those
years ago.”

“l don’t understand.—What maker?’

“You. We're in your dream.”

Issbdlle stared a him. “You'retdling meit isv't red? That I’ ve made thisal up?’

“l don’t know if you actudly made it up,” John said, “or if you smply brought us here. But what | do
know isthat what happens here reflects back into the world we' ve left behind us”

Isabelle' s throat was suddenly dry. The exhilaration, the freedom she’'d fdt when she'd findly taken
matters into her own hands and followed in Kathy's footsteps, had utterly drained away. It had seemed
as though there' d been no other choice at the time. Now dl she could see was choices. Had it been this
way for Kathy as well? First the exhilaration of findly having done it, and then the regret when it was too
late?

“l ... killed mysdlf,” shefinished in asmdl voice.

“You cut yoursdf,” John corrected. “Badly. But you're not dead yet. If you were, we wouldn't be
here”

“I'm dive?

|sabelle s rdief was immessurable.

“For now. We don’t know how badly you're hurt. And we can't judge your surviva by how long we
spend here since time moves differently in a maker’s dream. It’s like faryland. We could be here for
hours while only a moment passes in the world we Ieft.”

“l see”

And she did. Nothing was free. She'd gained the knowledge of a new levd of enchantment, but
she'd only gained it when she might no longer be able to use it beyond this one last time.

“Have | dways been able to do this?” she asked. “Could | have come here whenever | wanted t0?’

“Ever 9nce you became a maker.”

“But why didn’t | know?”

“| thought you did.”

Issbelle gave him a blank look. “But the only other time I’'ve ever done it was dmogt twenty years
“Are you so sure about that?’

“Of course I’'m sure. I'd know, don't you think?’
John shrugged. “ So you never dream?’



“Wdl, of course | dream. It'sjudt ...”

Her voice tralled off. Yes, she dreamed. Very vivid dreams, often peopled with the numena she'd
brought across from the before. Horrors courtesy of Rushkin for a while, but then later, other, mundane
dreams in which she smply interacted with her numena. She just hadn't been aware of a difference
between what she now redized had been maker’s dreams and ordinary ones. And they'd dl stopped,
after the fire. After she shut hersdlf off from the dchemy that Rush-kin had taught her and refused to bring
ay more numena across.

“Why did | never dream of you agan?’ she asked. “Why did | never bring you back into one of
those dreams?”’

“l can't answer that for you,” John said.

Isabelle nodded dowly. He couldn’t but she could.

“It's because | shut you out of my life” she said. “I wanted you back, but | wanted you on my own
terms and | guess some part of me redlized that you can’t do that. | would have had to take you as you
are, or not a dl.”

“But you didn’t forget me entirdy,” John said. “Sometimes a maker’s dreams are prescient, or at
least the patternsin them reflect on life and repeat toward certain meanings” He held up the bracelet of
woven cloth that was on hiswrigt. “Like colored cloth.”

“l don’t understand.”

“It's one of the pattern that keeps repeating in your life the bright clothes that Kathy aways wore,
Paddyjack’s ribbons from which you made these brace-lets, the Maypole dance that was never
consummated because of the fire. Even the abstract designs on your canvases that replaced your redidtic
paintings”

“But what does the pattern mean?’ | sabelle asked.

“l can't answer that for you ether, but | do know that if you hadn't made me this bracelet, you
wouldn't have been able to trust who | was after you'd met Bitterweed. We might never have come
here, to this moment. We might never have had the chance to findly put an end to the shadow that’s hung
over usfor most of our lives”

“You're loang me again,” Isabelle said, but it wasn't true. She knew exactly what he meant. She
amply couldn’t faceit.

“We have to go to his sudio,” John said. “Now. Tonight. Here, in this dream. We might never get
another chance”

“But—"

“He's not protected from me here, Isabelle. He told me as much himsdf.” He bowed his head,
gaing at the floor. “I carry as much guilt around with me as you do. | could have finished him that night in
the snow, but | was too hurt and too full of pride. | chose to turn my back on you. It was your fight, |
told mysdf, not mine, and because of that decison hundreds have died. | won't let that happen again.”

Isabelle shook her head. “I1t wasn't your fault. You couldn’t have known things would turn out the
way they did.”

“But | did know. | had only to look at Rushkin, to know the honors he was capable of committing.”

“But to just kill a person in cold blood ..

John lifted his head to look &t her. “He s not a person. HE's a monger.”

“| ill couldn’'t do it,” Isabelle said.

“I’'m not asking you to. I'm the warrior, the hunter. All I'm asking you to do is to accompany me to
his studio. There, where his connection to you and this dreaming is strongest, you can cdl him across and
hell have no choice but to come.”

“Think of the dead,” John said. “Think of dl those who might yet die a his hand. If you die, dl he has
to do isfind another artist with the potentia to be a maker. Your kind are rare, I'll grant you that, but not
S0 rare that he won't be able to track down another—-Barb, for one.”

Think of the dead, Isabelle thought. She turned to look at the door of her bedroom. Kathy was dive
somewhere beyond it—either in the living room or in her own bedroom. Seeping, probably, a this time
of night. But maybe gill awake, propped up in her bed with the inevitable book or notepad on her lap.



If she could only see her onelagt time ..

“All right,” Isabdlle said. “I'll go with you to the studio and I'll try to cdl him to us. But firgt I've got
to do one thing”

John put his hand on her arm as she started to rise. “This is dreamtime” he said. “Not the past. Not
the redity you remember of how things should be on this night, at this time. You might not find what
you're looking for.”

“| ill have to try,” Isabelle said. “I have to see her. Evenif she's just degp-ing. All | want to do is
look at her and see her being dive agan.”

John let hishand drop. “I'll wait for you here,” he said.

Isabdlle stood up. Crossing the bedroom, she paused with her hand on the doorknob.

“l won't be long,” she said.

But in the end, John had to go looking for her.

XV

As she waited for Rolanda s friends to arrive, Rosdlind wandered amledy through the ground-floor
rooms of the Newford Children’s Foundation. On Rolanda s desk she came upon a amdl ail painting that
she recognized as Co-sette’s work. It was cruddy rendered—Cosette dways seemed to be in such a
hurry to get the image down—but powerful dl the same. As powerful inits own way as any of Isabelle's
work.

Rosdind lad down her ever-present book to pick up the painting and study it more closdy. She
remembered what Cosette had told her about Isabelle. She said we' ve been real all along.

Jugt as John had dways inssted.

That she made us real with the love she put into bringing us across.

Could it be true? Had they spent dl these years yearning to be what they could never be instead of
embracing what they were?

That we'll never have red crows or dreams, because all we get is the real we have now.

And was tha such a terrible thing? What were blood and dreams anyway but another way of
describing aspirations and mortdity? She and the others were certainly morta and they were filled with
hopes and ambitions. They had tdent. Bge’s poetry didn't lack heart. Nor did the sculptures of found
objects that Paddyjack constructed high in the trees and barn rafters back on Wren Idand. Cosette’s art
was rushed, but not without emotive potency.

And who could truly say that one of them couldn’t become a maker? When one considered how rare
the potentia for the gift wasin human beings, perhaps it wasn't so odd that none of them had the talent.
None of them o far. That, she redized, would not make Cosette particularly happy, but it was probably
closer to the truth than Cosette’ s belief that dl it required were dreams and a red crow besting its wings
inone's chest.

Rosdind st the painting back where she'd found it and retrieved her book. Holding it againg her
chest, she walked toward the front of the building once more, more troubled than she'd care to let
on—even to hersdf. When she reached the door, she looked out a the dity street through the amadl
leaded panes. She'd never liked the city the way that Cosette and John did, didn't even care to be
enclosed by the wdls of a building. Give her the solace of the idand any day, the wind in her hair and the
open sky above.

Needing to breathe, if only the noisy pollution of a city night, she stepped out onto the porch. Rdief
from the claustrophobia she'd been feding was im-mediate. Reief from the troubling thoughts that had
risen was not nearly so easy to achieve.

Have we redly wasted so much of our lives? she couldn’'t hdp but wonder. Could we not at least
have tried to live for the moment the way Paddyjack does?

Out of his company for no more than a few hours and dready she missed the little treeskin. She
looked across the street, trying to imagine where he was, which building housed his gateway painting,
how he was faring in his own guard duty. He' d be unhappy, too, but not for entirdy the same reasons.
His needs were smpler. He' d miss the idand and he'd be londy. And frightened.



He had every right to be frightened. Her own fear was congant, for dl that she'd hidden it so
successfully from Cosette and her new friend Rolanda. What she wouldn't give to have John here with
her tonight. Nothing frightened him. Not the fact that they might not be redl, not Rushkin or his creatures,
nothing. Or was he merdly an even better actor than she?

Rosdind sghed. She turned to go back insde, pausng when she heard a scuffle of footsteps on the
sdewak. Her heart legpt for one moment when the man fird stepped into the light. She thought she'd
cdled John to her, amply by thinking of him. But then she saw his companion, recognized her from
Cosette's description, and redized who it was that she faced. Rushkin's creatures had come.

Panic reared up in her. She tried to keep her features expressionless, but she couldn’t hide the shock
ghe fdt when she looked at John's doppelganger, this Bitterweed. Prepared though she'd been, it was
too much of ajalt to see imin the flesh. The resemblance was beyond uncanny. It was perfect.

She managed to recover enough before they reached the porch to school her features to regain ther
impassvity.

“That's far enough,” she said.

They paused there on the walk to look at her. The girl, Scara, regarded her with a ferd intengity, but
Bitterweed only shook his head, as though regretting what must come.

“Don’'t make this harder on yoursdf then it dready is” he told her. “What?" she asked. “Dying? It
doesn't seem to me that there' s much to discuss when desth is the only option you offer me.”

“You dill have achoice” Bitterweed told her. “You can die hard or easy.”

“That’s not worth areply.”

“Chrig,” his companion said. “Can we cut the crap?’

She started to move forward, but Bitterweed caught her arm and held her back.

“Now, Scara,” he said, reproachfully. “We can & least be polite about this”

He looked to Rosdlind and gave her a shrug as if to say, What can you do? He was trying to be
charming, she redized, the way John might have, but he couldn’t pull it off the way John would have. The
gesture only made him seem more pathetic to her.

“At least she's honest,” she told the doppelganger.

“Who gives a shit what you think?” Scara said. She turned to Bitterweed. “What're you screwing
around for? Look at her. She'sdl by hersdf and she's not about to stop us”

It was hard to be brave, Rosaind understood then. She'd often fdt impatient with Isabelle for not
ganding up to Rushkin, but confronted now with the redity of her own terror, she saw how courage
could so eeslly dip away, leaving you with nothing to hold but your fear.

“The only thing that redly pisses me off,” Scara went on as though Rosalind weren’t even there, “is
how that black bitch took off and left her on her own. | wanted a piece of her.”

“Why dontcha try taking a piece outta one of us, homegirl?’ a new voice asked.

Nether Rosdind nor Rushkin's creatures had heard the newcomers arrive. Rosdind fdt a surge of
hope that was quickly dashed as a haf-dozen figures moved into the light. These were supposed to be
her protectors? she thought. What had Rolanda been thinking of? The oldest couldn’'t have been more
then fifteen. But then she redized that while they might look like children, they were as ferd in their own
way as Bitterweed' s young companion.

They were dressed Smply in T-shirts and hooded swesatshirts, baggy shorts and hightops. Ther faces
ranged from cherubic to acne-scarred. They could have stepped directly from a schoolyard recess. It
was the wesgpons and the casua way they carried them that made Rosdind look twice. Two carried
handguns that appeared massve in their smadl hands. One had a basebal bat with the points of a dozen
long nalls sticking out dong its head. Two others had chains. The only one that appeared unarmed was in
the front. He looked about thirteen and had an unlit cigarette dangling from his mouth that he lit after
sapping aflame off a match with his thumbnail.

“See” he sad dfter he exhded a drag, “the thing is, this little piece of no-where's part of our turf
tonight an’ it'd give me ared come if a couple of homes like you'd decide you wanted to take it from
us” He looked dowly from Bitter-weed to Scara. “Whaddaya say, you wanna start some shit with us?’



XVI

It wasn't the bedroom in the gpartment on Waterhouse Street that 1sabelle found when she opened
the door to Kathy’'s room, but the bedroom on Gracie Street in which Kathy had died. Kathy lay
sretched across the bed, haf-covered by a comforter, but she wasn't deeping.

She should have listened to John, Isabelle redlized, and spared hersdf this But now it was too late.
Now dl she could do was make her numbed way through the doorway and step into another piece of the
past.
Everything was the same as it had been when Isabelle had entered this same bedroom on that awful
mormning dl those years ago. The pill bottles scattered on the hooked rug beside the bed. Kathy stretched
out, her face gone an anful blue, lying there so 4ill, not moving, not moving at dl when Isabdle had
cdled out her name, not moving when Isabelle had tried to shake the iff body that had once housed her
best friend’s soul.

And now Kathy was dead again.

Issbelle got as far as the end of the bed before she dowly sank down to the floor, arms cradled on
the mattress, face pressed into the crook of one ebow. She had no idea how long she kndt there, the
tears streaming down her cheeks and into the fabric of her shirtdeeve. She didn't cal Kathy's name as
she had on that other morning. She didn’'t go around to the sde of the bed and touch the diff shoulder.
She heard John enter, but she couldn’t turn around to look at him. She couldn’t even lift her head.

John remained in the doorway. He didn't speak. He was so dlent at firg thet she couldn’t even hear
him breathe. There was only the sound of the floorboards cresking as he occasondly shifted his weght
from one foot to the other.

Fndly Isabdlle raised her head. She looked down the length of the bed, but the corpse’s shoulders,
covered by the comforter, blocked her view. She couldn't see Kathy's face from here, but she
remembered dl too wel the empti-ness in it, the vitdity drained from those solemn grey eyes and once
mobile features, the blue of her skin. Isabelle wiped her eyes on a dry part of her deeve and cleared her
throat.

“Rushkin said he could bring her back,” she said after a moment. “1 know. | heard him tdl you.”

“Could heredly do it?’

When John didn't reply, Isabelle dowly turned to look at him. “It’'s possible,” John findly said.

Issbelle nodded. Of course. The deeper she got into dl of this the borders between wha was
possible and what was't seemed to stretch further and fur-ther apart.

“Asanumeng” she said, filling in what she thought John wasn't tdling her. “As someone that 1ooks
like her, but igT't her.”

John shook his head. “Remember what | told you about this place. Things that happen here reflect
back into the world we ve left behind. Rushkin might well know a way to revive her here and then give
her safe passage back. There' s more that we don’t know about than we do.”

“But he's not God.”

“No,” John agreed. “He's a fa cy from God.” He paused, then added, “Things are true
here—that’ s something you can’'t forget. Whether it's an echo of the world we ve temporarily eft behind
that’'s strayed here with us, or some-thing we do that gets reflected back. It' s dl true”

Issbelle pushed hersdf up from the mattress and stood. She didn't look at the body on the bed
behind her, but faced John instead.

“I think | might hate Rushkin for that offer of his even more than for every-thing he's done to me or
the others.”

John nodded and she saw that he understood. Thet he redlized how hard it was for her to refuse
Rushkin's bargain. She took a deep breath and wiped her eyes again, then stepped past John into the
hdlway behind him. She didn't look back into the room. John regarded the body for a moment, then
dowly closed the bedroom door and followed her into the living room of the Waterhouse Street

gpartment.
Neither of them remarked on the imposshility of that other bedroom being here in this apartment. By



now it was dl part and parcd of the strangeness that had overtaken them, from Isabelle looking the way
she had twenty years ago—tright down to her old monochromic black wardrobe—to the juxtgpostioning
of the normd relaionships of space and time.

When they returned to Isabelle's old bedroom, she opened up the closet to look for warmer clothes.
Black boots. Black parka. Black scarf and gloves. She put the outerwear on mechanicdly, her attention
fixed on some distant, invisble thing that only she could see. John leaned againg the wall, watching her
dress, concern planin his eyes.

“Areyou going to be dl right?’ he asked when she was ready to go. Isabelle responded with a tired
look that couldn’t begin to encompass the numb, lost feding that she held ingde.

“l don't think of being ‘dl right' as an option anymore,” she said. “All | want to do now is get through
this | want it over with and finished, once and for .

John nodded. “And after?’

“We don’'t know that there's going to be an after, do we?’ she replied. Her gaze settled on his, il
log, dill weary. John nodded again, then led the way outside.

They used the front door of the apartment thistime, descending to street leve by the stairs. The cold
ar hit them with a blast of wind-driven snow when they stepped outside.

“We have to make a stop on the way,” John told her.

“Whatever.”

When they moved off the porch, he paused to brush the snow away from the brick border of the
grdl garden that ran the length of the walkway. He kicked a one of the bricks until the frozen grip of the
surrounding dirt was loosened enough for im to pick it up. 1sabelle watched him without comment.

On Lee Street, he used the brick to break the window of the door of a pawnshop. Ignoring the
klaxon darm that resulted, he quickly opened the door and stepped insde. He moved purposefully,
collecting a handgun and a box of shells from behind the store counter. They were adready blocks away
by the time they heard the answering wall of a police sren, but nether of them was worried. The wind
was eradng ther footprints dmost as fagt as they could make them and they were far enough away that it
was unlikdly the police would connect them to the robbery and stop them.

“Will that actudly do any good?’ Isabelle asked as they paused in a doorway so that he could load
the gun.

John inserted the last shell, then closed the cylinder. He wiped the snow that had collected on the
metd againg the indde of his jacket before sticking the handgun into the waistband of his jeans.

“| told you before,” he said. “Rushkin can die here—but only if you bring him into this dreamtime.”

“You sad that before, but | don’'t know how to do it

“Concentrate on him. On his being in the studio. Cdl to him. But be careful not to give away our
intentions.”

For the rest of the way to Stanton Street Isabelle tried to do just that. She ducked her head againgt
the wind and snow and shuffled aong at John's Sde, trying to disregard the enormity of what they were
about to do, to address her datention to one thing a a time. Frgt she'd try to put Rushkin in the
coach-house studio, then she'd consider what came next.

She concentrated on Rushkin, but not on the man she remembered sudy-ing under. It was
impossible to hide the hatred connected to those memories. She focused ingtead on the artis who had
created The Movement of Wings, the painting that had firg inspired her to become an atist hersdf, to
dick with it, despite the obstacles in her path. It was easier to do than she'd expected. Even with dl the
horrible memories she had of Rushkin, she was dill able to divorce the man from his art, the darkness
from the genius. She could ill cal up the warmth and affection she had for hiswork and then, through it,
the artist him-dif.

She was S0 intent on what she was doing that she didn't redize thet they’d arrived at Stanton Street
until John stopped and caught her by the arm. She looked up to find thet they were in the laneway leading
down to the coach house. Ahead of them, through the fdling snow, she could see the warm lights of the
gudio.

“There's only the one entrance, right?” John asked.



Isabelle nodded. “Y ou have to go outside by the stairs to get into the down-gtairs apartment.”

“Wait here,” John told her.

He dipped away before she could object, moving like a ghost through the blurred curtains of snow.
She watched him cirdle the building, looking in each ground-floor window. When he started up the dtairs,
she hurried to join him. He turned, but the look on her face killed any attempt he might have made for her
to wait outside.

If she was going to be responsible for what happened here tonight, she'd decided, she was going to
be fully respongble. There was no more room in whét little life she might dill have left to once again let
someone else shoulder her obligations. She had to be accountable.

She didn't have nearly John's slent grace, but the thick snow on the gtairs and the howling wind
muffled any noise she made. When they reached the door, John carefully tried the knob. It turned
effortlesdy under his hand. He looked over his shoulder a her and she nodded to tdl him she was
ready—at least as ready as anyone could be in a Stuation such as this. John gave her a look that was
meant to be reassuring, to indill confidence, but it wasn't enough to comfort her. He turned back to the
door. Drawing the handgun from the waist-band of his jeans, he shouldered the door open and entered
fadt, crouched low, holding the gunin front of him with both hands and aming it in a wide sweep across
the tudio.

“Oh, Jesus” he sad.

The catch in his voice made | sabelle hestate on the landing. Ahead of her, John straightened up. The
hand holding the gun hung loosely at his side. Enter-ing behind him, Isabelle had to immediatdly turn back
outsde. She reded againd the banigter, scattering dumps of snow from it as she banged into the raling
and leaned over it to throw up. The image of what she'd seen was burned into her retinas. a perverted
inverson of da Vind’s fanous study, The Proportions of the Human Body, except it was a
three-dimensond rendering rather than pen and ink, utilizng a red human being. The man had been
naled naked to the wall, his body dashed and hacked, drips of flesh pecled away to reved the
mus-culature undernegth the skin, blood gathering in alarge pool on the floor below the drained corpse.

She vomited until al she could bring up were dry heaves, then shefdl to her knees in the snow, head
pushed up againg one of the raling's support poles. When John appeared in the doorway, she could
only stare a him, the horror of what she'd seen il trapped behind her eyes.

“Who ... who ... who could do such athing ... 7 shefindly managed. But she knew. There was only
one true monger in her life, one individud capable of such an obscene act, but she couldn’t even bdieve
it of him. “It's Rushkin,” John said.

Isabelle nodded; the lagt lingering tie to her mentor was findly severed. She knew she wouldn't ever
be able to look a The Movement of Wings now, a Palm

Sreet Evening or aty of Rushkin's other pantings without the genius of the work beng
overshadowed by his mongrosities.

“I know,” she said. “It’'s taken this to show me that he redly is capable of anything.”

“No,” John said. “The man on ... the man nailed to the wall. It's Rush-kin.”

Issbelle stared at John as though he' d gone mad. How could the victim be Rushkin? Who could be
more monstrous than him? She got shekily to her feet and started for the doorway, shrugging off John's
attempt to stop her from entering the tudio again.

“l ... | haveto see” she said.

She kept her gaze on the floor once she was insde and took a long steedying breath before she let it
rise to look again a the corpse naled to the wall. The wind coming through the door behind her dropped
for a moment and her nodtrils filled with a sharp coppery scent. Her somach churned, but she choked
back the sour acid that rose up her throat. Then the wind gusted up once more, taking the smdl of blood
away, if not the memory of it. That hung on in Isa-belle's nose and continued to make her somach do
dow, quessy flips

She did her best to look at the scene with adinicd detachment, the way she' d been able to go to the
morgue for anatomy classes during her years a Butler U. The corpse’s features were caked with blood,
but she saw that John had spoken the truth. She stared for one long awful moment a Rushkin's face,



then made her gaze trave up. It was hard to make out details on the body because of the abuse it had
undergone—she didn’'t want to make out detaills—but she saw enough to redize that the musculature
hed far more bulk than she remembered Rushkin having the last time she'd seen him. The corpse’s body
shape was more like that of the squat, trallish figure she remembered mesting that day so long ago on the
sepsof St Paul’s.

She found hersdf garing a a particularly gruesome wound and suddenly had to turn away. She
hugged hersdlf, trying to stop from gagging. Keeping her back to the corpse, she looked a John. He
lifted his hand and returned the gun he was holding to the waistband of his jeans.

“Thisistrue ... igTt it?’ she sad in a quiet voice. She was surprised at how cam it sounded. “This
has redly happened, haan't it?’

John nodded dowly. *Except we don't know when it's true”

Isabelle gave him a blank look. “What do you mean by ‘when’?’

“He s like you,” John said, nodding at the corpse. “H€e's younger—far younger—than the man we
left behind in the Tombs not so long ago.”

Isabelle nodded. She' d fdt the same. “So what does it mean?’

As John began to shrug, a familiar voice spoke to them from the far end of the studio.

“It means that a maker should never attempt a sdf-portrait—particularly not when the individud is as
disturbed as was our friend here upon the wal. Who knows what you might bring across?’

They turned and Isabelle thought that she'd findly crossed over into mad-ness, for it was Rushkin
they saw waking toward them, the old and wasted

Rushkin they’ d seen in the Tombs tenement. John reached for his gun, but Rushkin was quicker. He
brought up the revolver that had been hidden at his Sde and sighted over the barrel a John.

“Tut-tut,” Rushkin said, shaking his head.

John hesitated, then dowly let his hand fall.

“You,” Isabelle began. To the scknessin her somach was added a sudden disorientation that made
her sway dizzily. “Y ou're one of Rushkin's numena?’

Rusghkin shook his head. “Not anymore. | am Rushkin and I’ ve been him for a great many years”

XVII

Davis had hdf turned in his seat while Rolanda spoke so that he could watch both her and the street
outsde hiswindshidd.

“Let me get this draight,” he said. “This Vincent Rushkin you're taking about—do you mean the
Rushkin?’

Rolanda nodded and Davis had to think about that for a moment. You couldn't live in the city and
not know about its most famous reclusve artist. There were no pictures of him. To the best of his
knowledge, no one had actudly seen himin public in twenty, twenty-five years. Davis hadn’t thought the
men was even dive anymore.

“How do you know it'shim?" hefindly asked.

“I'm sorry?” Rolanda said.

Why did people aways gpologize when they didn’t hear something? Davis found himsdf wondering.

“No one€'s seen him in years” he explained. “At least not thet I've heard. There are no photos of
him. How can you be sure that it was Vincent Rushkin who kidnapped your friends and not just
somebody cdling himsdf that?’

Rolanda gave him an odd look, then asked, “Does it matter? They're dill being hdd indde that
building againgt their will.”

Cosette spoke up from the backseat. “1t's Rushkin.” When the other two turned to look at her, she
added, “You would know if you saw him. No one ese could hold so much darkness in their body and
dill pass themsdves off as human.”

Davis nodded, but it was more in agreement to what Rolanda had said than Cosette's curious
observation.

“Do either of you know where the hdl we are?’ he asked. “Besdes the obvious.”



When Rolanda and Cosette both shook ther heads, Davis looked out the window again, trying to
find a landmark. He was about to give up when he redized tha the taler building behind the tenement
with a dozen or so chimney stacks foredting its roofline looked familiar. It took him a moment before he
remembered the name of the abandoned factory, then another while he menttaly cross-referenced it to
the aty map he carried around with him in his head. Plucking the microphone from the dash, he radioed
inthelr pogtion and requested backup. When he got an afirmeive, he replaced the mike and leaned
back in his seet.

“That’'sit?’ Rolanda demanded when it was obvious he wasn't planning to take action.

“We can't do anything ese until the backup gets here”

“They could be dead by then.”

“Look, lady—Rolanda | have to follow certain procedures.”

“Wdl, | don’'t,” Cosette said.

Before they could stop her, she'd popped open her door and stepped out into the night. Rolanda and
Davis watched her scurry into hiding behind the abandoned bus. She studied the tenement for a few
moments, crouching in the same spot where Bitterweed and Scara had captured her and the others
earlier. When she darted across the street, Rolanda opened her own door.

“Now, hold it,” Davis said, grabbing her arm. “We can't dl just go off haf-cocked like a bunch
of "

Rolanda pulled free of his grip. “Do what you like” she told him, “but don’t try to tdl me how to live
ny life, okay?’

Stepping out of the car, she hurried after Cosette. Davis dammed the bdl of his pdm agang the
dashboard.

“Shit!” he muttered.

He reached under his seat and pulled out a shotgun. Once he was outside, he stood ligening, but the
night air didn’t bring the welcome sound of approaching srens. Davis Sghed. He gave it another minute
then, againg his better judg-ment, he followed Rolanda and Cosette into the derdict building across the
dreet.

XVIHI

Isabelle stared a Rushkin's numena, this creature he/'d made the mistake of calling across from the
before with a self-portrait, and tried to make sense of what she was seeing. She had to ask hersdf, had
ghe ever met the red Rushkin? Would she even know the difference? The Rushkin who stood here
threatening them with his revolver was the man she remembered, the man she knew. He had the same
features, the same voice and the same eyes. He carried himsdf with that familiar arrogance, and she soon
discovered that, just like the Rushkin she' d known, he loved to hear himsdf talk. So how could she think
of him as anything but Rushkin?

Rushkin, for his part, seemed particularly intrigued by John's presence. That puzzled |sabelle until she
redized that, insofar as Rushkin knew, he'd aready killed John.

“l have to admit that | am curious,” Rushkin said. “How did you survive?’

John shot Isabdle a quick warning glance before replying. Isabdle under-stood. Rushkin knew
nothing of Barbara' s abilities and that was the way it should stay or Rushkin would turn to her next.

“It's no red mystery,” John said. “We foresaw it coming to something like this, so we had Isabelle
make a copy of her origind painting, one that opened the gate only a crack—enough to give you a taste
of the before, but no more.”

Rushkin regarded them with an admiration that made |sabelle want to crawl under a carpet, out of his
Sgnt.
“Now that was clever,” Rushkin said.

John acknowledged the comment with a nod, then lifted his hand to indi-cate the corpse hanging on
the wal behind them. Rushkin's index finger tight-ened dightly on the trigger of his revolver, rdaxing
when he redized the innocence of the gesture.

“When did you kill him?’ John asked in a quiet voice.



“We disagreed on my existence—he had a conscience, you see.” The amile that touched his lips was
asferd as Scara's had been. “But it doesn’'t redly matter anymore, does it? It was too long ago to make
any difference to us now.”

Isabelle shook her head. “How can you say it doesn’'t make any diff—’

“Todl intents and purposes,” Rushkin broke in, “1 am the only Rushkin now. The only one you have
ever met.”

“l don’t believe you,” Isabelle said. “We know that numena can’'t harm makers.”

“They can here” Rushkin told her. “In dreamtime.”

That gave Isabdle pause. Of course. Why dse had she and John come here to the coach-house
udio?

“So you lured him here and then you just killed him,” she said.

She found it hard to put much conviction behind the accusation, since she hersdf was quilty of
atempting to do the same. The only difference was that the Rushkin she'd come to kill wasn't an
innocent.

Rushkin shook his head. “No, | followed him here. A amdl point, | redize, consdering that the end
result was the same.”

“But dl those paintings. | saw them being done right in front of me.” Anger flashed in Rushkin's eyes.
“The tdent belonged to me more than it ever did to him. |, at least, had the courage to useit.”

But not to show it, Isabelle thought. She’d give the creature this much: he did have taent. The work
he had produced was sunning, but he hadn’'t had the confidence to put it under the scrutiny of the
academic art world where some-one might have been able to debunk it. The only ones he had shared his
work with were the hapless students such as hersdf who were too overawed by his presence to ever
think of quegtioning him. And then there was the whole ques-tion of bringing across numena.

That gave her pause. A numena couldn’t bring others across, so who had painted Bitterweed's
gateway?

“You'relying to us,” she said. “You couldn’t have brought Bitterweed across because numena can't
be makers”

Rushkin laughed. “How would you know?’

“Because ..... Isabdle turned to John for help, but he was too intent on Rushkin to notice.

“You know only whet I’ ve chosen to tdl you,” Rushkin said. “No more.”

“Then answer this for me” John asked. “Our kind doesn’t change. We live forever as our makers
brought us across unless our painting is destroyed or we are physcaly harmed.”

“What of it?”

“Why do you feed on us? Why does your appearance change?’ Rushkin amiled. “1 could tdl you it's
only because | enjoy doing s0.” Isabelle could fed the tenson building in John. Don't let him get to you,
she wanted to tdl him, but dl she did was step closer to John.

“But the truth 1s” Rushkin went on, “when | took my maker's place, | los my connection to the
before. | have no choice now but to feed on what Isabelle here so quaintly cals numena”

Issbelle brigtled at the condescension in his voice. Remembering the advice she'd wanted to give to
John, she made an effort to remain cam. Keep him talking, she told hersdlf. Learn everything you can.
Doubtful asit seemed, some-thing might prove useful.

“l don't get it,” she said.

“But you do, don't you?' Rushkin said, addressing John.

“I'mnot sure ....”

“Numena don't need to eat or dream,” Rushkin explaned to Isabdle, “be-cause their needs are
fulfilled through their connection to the before. By taking my maker’s life for my own, | was cut off from
my source panting and forced to seek such sustenance through surrogates.”

“But not ones you bring across yoursdf,” Isabdlle said, understanding findly. “Because they require a
piece of you to be brought across and you can’t feed on yoursdf.”

“Exactly.”

“Whereis your source panting?’ Isabelle asked.



Rushkin smiled. “It would do you no good, even if it dill existed. The connection between us is
severed and | am no longer bound to it for my sur-viva.”

“No,” Isabelle sad hitterly. *“Instead you have to feed on others.”

“BEverything has its price” Rushkin told her. “When | am undble to feed for a time | grow
progressively weaker. It begins with my loang my ability to mantan my natura appearance.”

“And how doesit end?’ John asked.

Rushkin shrugged. “Happily it has never gone o far.”

“Until now,” 1sabelle put in.

“Until now,” he agreed. “But | beieve we will ill be able to come to an understanding. My promises
reman, Isabelle. See me through this difficult time and | will ask no more of you. | will even bring your
friend back for you.”

When Isabelle shook her head, Rushkin Sghed.

“My threats remain as wel,” he said. “Would you have John die for you? Don't doubt that dl the
clevernessin your world or outsde of it can help him now.”

“You don't get it, do you?’ Isabelle said. “You can't use John as a threat to make me do what you
want. Hewon't let me”

Beside her, John merdy nodded in agreement.

“And your other friends?’ Rushkin asked. “Those of flesh and blood who are completely innocent
except for the crime of knowing you?’

“You're too late for any of thisto work on me” Isabelle told him.

“l am completely serious,” Rushkin said. “Thefird to die will be your friend Alen.”

“I'm serious, too,” Isabelle said.

Rushkin shook his head. “Y ou would make a poor cardplayer, Isabdle. | see the fear written dl over
your face.”

“Of course I'm scared, but it's got nothing to do with you. I'm afrad of the unknown. Of what
comes next. You think I’'m degping in that tenement studio, dreaming this, don’t you? But I'm not. | took
the utility knife you were so thoughtful to leave on the worktable with the rest of those art supplies and
used it to cut my throat.”

Not even conscious of the action, she lifted a hand up under her chin as she spoke and loosdy hdd
her throat as though, for dl that she was separated by who knew how much time and space, she might
somehow be able to sem the blood, close the wound that was killing her in the world she’ d Ieft behind.

“This dreamtime’ s going to last about aslong as it takes me to die” she finished.

Rudghkin stared at her aghast. “You couldn’t have ...”

“Couldn’t have what?’ Isabelle countered. “Have had the courage? Y ou can only push people so far,
Rushkin. Back in that tenement studio, when | thought you' d killed John, | hit my limit”

“But he's not dead.”

“Doesn’'t make awhale lot of difference now, doesit? | dill pulled the blade across my throat.”

That familiar anger woke in Rushkin's eyes. “You' ve killed us both!” he cried.

“Chrig,” Isabelle said, feding not nearly as brave as she was trying to sound. “I sure hope s0.”

Themuzze of his revolver svung away from where it had been pointing at John to center itsam on
her. Looking into Rushkin's enraged features, Isabelle redized that she wasn't going to have the chance
to bleed to death back in the tenement studio.

“No,” Rushkin said in a dark, cold voice that Isabelle knew dl too well. “I won't let you win. | will
find those few numenayou have hidden from me and | will feed on them. | will find another young artist
and teach her to make me more. | will survive. But you won't live to see me prosper.”

If she had to die now, Isabelle decided, she'd at least make her death worth-while and try to take
himwith her.

She gave John a shove to the right and dove for Rushkin. The monster’s gun went off, the thunder of
its discharge so loud in the confined space that she went partidly deaf. She didn't hear the bullet fly by
her ear, but she swore she could fed the wind of its passage on her cheek.

Because of theringing in her ears, the second gunshot was't nearly as loud as the first had been, but



that made little difference, for the bullet hit its target.

XIX

After dmost knocking the key out of the lock in his hurry to get it to turn, Alan findly managed to get
the door unlocked. He stepped back and tugged it open with such force that it banged with a loud thump
agang the wdl, its knob knocking a holein the cracked plaster. Marisa looked up, momentarily startled
from her minidraions.

“It' stoo late to worry about meking noise,” Alan told her.

She nodded. “ Seeif you can find something we can use as a stretcher.”

There was the table he/'d used to break through the door, Alan thought, but it was too heavy. Then
he remembered the pallet that Rushkin had been lying on. Under dl those blankets, it hadn't looked like it
weighed much.

He picked up one of the unused canvases that were scattered across the floor of the room. Wedging
a corner under his foot, he tugged up on it sharply until the frame broke. He repeated the action on
another corner, then tore the canvas away from the length of wood he was left with. The makeshift club
didn't have alot of heft to it, but it was better than nathing.

“Hurry!” Marisacdled to him.

Alan gave a quick glance to the corner of the room where Marisa was bent over Isabelle’s ill form.
Blood seemed to be everywhere. He darted out into the hadlway, amost hoping he’d run into Bitterweed
or Scara. He wouldn't hestate to strike out at them now. Because of them he was seeing the world
through a red vell. Wherever he looked, superimposed over whatever his gaze settled upon was an image
of the blood that had spilled from Isabell€'s throat and then welled over his own hands and forearms.
Isabelle had cut hersdf but it might as well have been Rushkin or his numena that had dashed her throat,
gance they’d driven her to it. For what they had done to Isabdlle, for the threat they presented to Marisa
and himsdf, he found himsdf responding with a savagery he hadn’t known he possessed.

So he was prepared for anything as he moved down the hdlway, his club swinging back and forth
aongsde his thigh—anything, except for what he found in Rushkin's room. The palet was empty and
neither Rushkin nor his creatures were anywhere to be found.

He fdt a certain sense of disgppointment as he walked dowly around the room, checking behind the
door, under the narrow bed. He wanted a confron-tation. He needed to have someone pay for what had
happened to Isabelle.

Crouching beside the pdlet, he pulled out the paintings he found there. The top one was of John. He
might have thought that this was the redl verson of Isabelle's The Spirit Is Srong uniil he redized that
the background was different. No, this one belonged to Bitterweed. And under it he found the
monochromic painting of Scara.

He stood the two paintings up o that they leaned againg the Sde of the bed and stared at them
through the red val of Isabelle's blood that he carried indde his eyes. He hestated briefly, then lashed
out with his foot and put it through Bitterweed' s painting. A sound of rushing air filled his ears. He turned
to see

Scara snaling a him—mnot from her panting, but in the flesh. She was dashing out a him with a
switchblade, but before she could cut him, he put his foot through her painting as well, fdling to the floor
as the second abrupt movement threw him off balance.

She screamed—a long, walling sound that tore dl the way through his anger to touch his heart.

No, he wanted to say. | didn't mean to do this.

But it was too late. She vanished right there before his eyes in a whuft of displaced air, leaving
behind only the echoes of her cry.

“Alan!” he heard Marisa shouting at him from down the hdll. “Alan! Are you dl right?’

He shook his head, trying to clear it.

“I'm okay!” he called back.

But he wasn't. He fdt sck dl over again. This time for what he’d done—no matter if the pair had
deserved it—as opposed to the wound that 1sabelle had inflicted upon hersdf.



He disentangled the paintings from his feet and stood up. Under the hegp of blankets, he discovered
that the base of the palet was an amy cot. Grabbing one end, he dragged it down the hdl to where he'd
left Marisawith [sabelle.

“What happened?’ Marisa asked as he pulled it into the room.

Alan briefly explained. He found sympathy in her eyes, but it was for him, for what he'd had to do,
not for the two numenahe'd so summarily dispatched. Five minutes ago, he redized, he would have fet
the same.

“And Rushkin?’ she asked.

“l don’t know. Gone.”

Marisa nodded. She looked down at Isabelle.

“Even with that cot to carry her on,” she sad, “I don’t know how we're going to get her out of this
place”

“We don’'t have a choice” Alan said. “If we don't—"

Before he could finish, Marisa laid her free hand on his am. “What's that?’ she asked, her voice
dropping to a hoarse whisper.

Alan heard it, too. Footsteps coming up the stairs and now moving down the hdl toward them. His
mouth went desert dry, fear sucking al the moisture from his throat as he tried to swallow.

“l don’'t know,” he said.

He grabbed his makeshift dub from where he'd lad it on the cot and turned to the door to face the
new thredt.

XX

Davis caught up to Rolanda and Cosette in the doorway of the tenement. Rolanda smiled until he
stepped around in front of them to block their way into the building. Both women visbly bristled when he
ingged they wait outsde.

“Look, you got me here—okay?’ he said. “You did good. Now back off and let me do my job.”

Rolanda glared a him. “Y our idea of doing your job iswaiting for help. By the time anyone ese gets
here, they could be dead.”

“l hear you. That's why I'm going in. Now. Without backup. But | can't be effective if | have to
worry about a couple of dtizens a the same time. Is this getting through to you?’

Rolanda looked as though she was going to continue the argument, but findly she gave him a brusgque
nod. “Fine. Do your job.”

“Thank you,” Davis said, not quite able to keep the sarcasm out of his voice.

He turned to try the door. The knob turned readily under his hand, and when he gave the door a
gentle push it swvung open. The ar ingde was stale with an undercurrent of bad odors that he didn't care
to try to identify. The wdls and floor were in rough shape, holes punched in the plaster, refuse underfoot,
grffiti everywhere. Your typica Tombs squat. It could be home to a bunch of harmless runaways and
old winos, or it could be the clubhouse of a bunch of bikers, or some gang of Street toughs with better
armament than the NPD could ever hope to afford. In thiskind of a Stuation, you just never knew.

Once indde, he stopped to ligen, but there was nothing to hear, only the sound of his own breathing.
It was coming alittle quicker than he’' d have liked, nerves dl on edge, skin stretched tight a the nape of
his neck, shirt getting damp and dinging to his back. He knew he was being foolhardy, going in like this
without any backup, but he'd made the commitment and he knew if he didn't follow it through, Rolanda
and the kid would do it on their own.

Screw it, he told himsdf. Y ou only live once.

He dipped ingde and headed for the stairwell. Hafway up the firg set of dairs, he heard a scuffling
sound come from behind him. He turned quickly, shotgun swinging around, finger tightening on the
trigger. But it was only the kid. A moment later Rolanda followed her insde.

He gtarted to say something, then shook his head. Short of shooting them, or handcuffing the pair to a
lamppost outside, he didn’t see how he was going to be able to stop them from following him.

“Jud keep the hdl out of my way,” he told them, and started back up the gairs.



He reached the landing without incident and headed up the next set of gairs. On the second floor, he
paused a the doorway of the fira room he came to and looked indde. There were a few busted-up
paintings lying on the floor dong with a scatter of ratty-looking blankets, but otherwise it was empty.
Then he heard the sound of voices coming from a room farther down the hdl.

Giving his unwanted companions a warning look, Davis moved on dong the hdl, curang the way the
floors creaked underfoot and the noise Rolanda and the kid were making behind him. When he stepped
around the corner of the doorway, shotgun leveled, he dmogt fired. Standing in the middle of a serioudy
trashed room was a tdl figure, covered in blood, some kind of dub raised up in his hands. Behind him
was a blonde woman, aso covered with blood, who was crouching protectively over another woman.
But before Davis sfinger could exert more pressure on the trigger, more detalls registered.

No way the guy was going to get much damage in, wielding that puny stick.

More to the point, he looked scared as shit. And Davis knew him. Knew the blonde woman, too,
from when he'd had the pair of them down at the precinct earlier in the day. Alan Grant and his girlfriend,
Marisa Something-or-other. He saw recognition dawn on ther fegtures as well. Maybe he'd been a little
too quick in scratching Grant from the top of his suspect lig.

“Dropit!” Davistold Alan.

“Bu—"

“Drop it and assume the position, pa. On the floor, hands behind your head. Do it!”

As Alan started to comply, Davis fdt a sense of rdief that things were going to work out smoathly.
He'd gotten lucky. No crazed bikers. No crackhead with an AK-47 protecting his turf. Just a
screwed-up guy who wasn't going to be much of a problem at dl. But then Rolanda and the kid pushed
into the room behind him and he lost control of the Stuation.

“Ohmy god!” Rolanda cried. “What happened?’

Cosette pushed past her and Davis, getting in the line of fire. Davis was about to ydl at her, but then
Alan threw aside the stick he was halding. “We need an ambulance” Alan said. “Fast.”

“Wha we need,” Davistold him, “isfor you to—"

But now Rolanda had gotten past him as well and there were just too many people moving around in
the room. Davis lowered the shotgun, pointing the muzze at the floor. On the other sde of the room,
Rolanda knelt down beside Marisa.

“If we can get her on this cot,” Marisa was saying, “we should be able to get her downdairs at least.”

“Who did thisto her?” Rolanda asked.

Marisa shot Alan a glance. He was the one who answered.

“Rushkin. He cut her throat and then just took off.”

Davis moved a little deeper into the room and turned so tha his back was't to the door anymore.
He glanced uneedily down what he could see of the hall. “ So where's he now?’ he asked.

Alan glared a him. “We don’'t know. Now, are you going to help us, or do you want Issbelle to just
die here waiting for you to make up your mind?’

Davis looked at Alan, then at the wounded woman, and made a quick deci-sion he hoped he wasn't
going to regret later. The blood on Alan’'s clothes could have come from his trying to help Isabelle. Fact
was, the guy hadn't struck him as capable of killing the Mully woman in the firgt place, little say cutting his
own friend’s throat. None of them had a record and they were dl so scared and screwed up about what
was going down that he couldn’t help but try to take them on fath. For now.

“Okay,” he said. He turned his attention to Rolanda. “Think you can han-dle this?’ he asked, holding
up the shotgun.

When she nodded, he passed the weapon to her and knelt down beside the wounded woman.
Marisa had been gemming the blood with rags that were now soaked crimson. Davis quickly stripped off
his jacket and shirt. He handed the shirt to Marisa and put his jacket back on over his undershirt.

“Cosette,” he said. “You and I'll support her head and shoulders. Alan can handle her legs. On the
count of three wé ll lift her onto the cot.”

“Why didn’t you kill Rushkin?’ Cosette asked as she moved into position.

Alan gave her an anguished look. “I never got the chance.”



Davisfiled that information away for the time being. There was ahdl of alot more going on here than
met the eye, but he'd have to sort it dl out later. Right now they had a life to save. Normdly he would
have et Isabelle lying as she was urttil the medics could get here, but Christ knew how long it'd take an
ambu-lance to get through the Tombs to reach this place. As it was, the woman looked so weak he
waan't sure she' d make it through the next few minutes, never mind a ride to the nearest hospita.

“One, two, threg,” Davis said.

He'd been expecting a dead weight, but the woman didn’t seem to weigh more than a few ounces,
tops. She wasin serioudy bad shape. Marisa had re-placed the soaked rag bandages with his shirt and
hed held it in position while they moved the woman. It was aready turning crimson. Not a good sign.
“She got cut on the dde of the throat,” Marisa explained. “I don’t think any of the mgor veins were

“When did she pass out?’

“She hit her head on the wdl as she was fdling down.”

Grest, Davis thought. So they had a concussion to worry about as wdl. “Okay, let’s get her out of
here” he said. “Rolanda, you and the kid take point.”

Rolanda gave him a confused |ook.

“Take the lead,” Davis explained. “Scout ahead. You hear anything, you come tdl us. Don't play
hero.”

Thistime she didn't argue. She gave a quick nod and went to the door, waiting there for Cosette.
Cosette stared down at Isabell€’ s ashen features, her own face having gone dmogt as pae. She reached
out a hand and lightly brushed a wan cheek with the tops of her fingers

“I'm sorry,” she said. “1 didn’t mean those things | said about you.”

“Cosette,” Rolanda called.

Cosette nodded, but didn't look away from Isabelle. “1 know you loved us” she said, “but it just
didn't seem to be enough.”

Then she turned away and hurried out of the room after Rolanda.

There was something serioudy weird about that kid, Davis thought as he watched her go. He found a
grip for each hand on the sides of his end of the cot.

“You've got alot of explaning to do,” he told Alan as they lifted the cot between them.

“I'll tll you whatever you want,” Alan said. “But not until we get Isabelle to a hospitd.”

“Understood.”

Davis took the lead, walking carefully backward through the rubble. Marisa walked dongside the
cot, keeping the makeshift bandages in place. None of them spoke again as they navigated their way
down the gairs and out of the building, where the night was suddenly filled with srens and flashing lights.

XXI

Issbelle didn’t fed any pain. She knew Rushkin had hit her with his second shot—how could he have
missed at such close range? But then she'd closed the distance between them and there was no more
time to think. She barreled draight into him, hands scrabbling for his gun, knocking him backward, off
balance. Because of the force of her momentum, she lost her own footing and fdl down on top of him.

They hit the floor with a thump that had to have knocked the breath out of him, but she didn't let up.
Thistime she was determined to see things through. If she had to die, she'd be damned if she'd let him
urvive to torment someone ese the way he' d tormented her.

He didn’t fight back as she struggled to get a grip on the gun in his hand. His fingers had gone oddly
limp and she had no trouble pulling the weapon free from his loose clasp. Clutching the revolver, she
scuttled sdeways, trying to put some distance between them before she amed the revolver back in his
direction. But there was no need to fire. No need to see if she could actudly go through with it and pull
the trigger.

Rushkin lay sprawled on the floor where she' d knocked him, except she hadn’'t been responsible for
the blood that was splattered dl over the floor and on the wal behind him. She stared at his corpse and it
was only then that she understood why he hadn't fought back. The second shot hadn't been from his gun,



but from John's.

Her hands began to shake and she dowly lad Rushkin’'s weapon on the floor. She wrapped her ams
around her upper torso, but the trembling grew worse. She watched John enter her fidd of vison. He
walked dowly up to Rushkin, hisgun pointed at the monster’s chest as he toed the body. Once. Twice.
There was no response. When he was findly satisfied that Rushkin was dead, John put down his own
weapon and walked back to where Isabelle kndlt, shivering.

“It's okay,” he said. He crouched beside her. Putting an am around her shoulders, he drew her
close. “It's over now.”

Isabelle nodded. But it didn't fed as though it was over. It fdt more like it was just beginning. She fdt
sretched so thin that she knew something had to give Still leaning againg John, she looked back &t the
body.
“There's ... blood,” she said. She regarded John in confusion. “But numena can’'t bleed.”

“That we know,” he replied. “Remember what he said: dl we know iswhat he's told us. He might
have taken over more than Rushkin's life. He might have taken over his body as well.”

“Unless he was lying.”

John nodded. “I don't suppose we'll ever know the truth about some things, but it doesn’'t matter.
Whatever he was, he's dead now and we don’t ever have to worry about him anymore.”

Dead, Isabelle thought, and then she understood why she was feding stretched so thin. Back there, in
thet tenement studio of Rushkin's, the lagt of her life was findly bleeding out of her body.

“I think I'm dying, too,” she said. “I can fed the pull of my body fading awvay on me.”

“Hald on,” John told her, his voice suddenly urgent. “Don't let go.”

“l don’t think | have much say init &t this point.”

And at least she wasn't dying aone, she thought. Not like Kathy had died. Had Kathy regretted
what she'd done when it was too late? Had she wanted someone to be with her as desperately as
|sabdlle knew she would if she didn’t have John?

“I wish | could have been there for Kathy,” she said. “I wish | hadn’t let her die done”

“You didn't know.”

“But | should have figured it out. If I’d been a better friend ...”

“No,” John said. “That’s not the way it was at dl.”

“Butit is. You dways told me to be more responsble.”

“| told you to be responsible for what you do—for your own actions. There' s a difference.”

“l dill wish I'd comeintime to stop her,” Isabelle said.

“Of course you do. That’s naturd. But you can't take responghbility for what she did. It's not like she
came to you and asked you for hep and you turned her down.”

“Butin away | did. | wasn't there for her anymore. Not enough. Not like | should have been. She
loved me—unconditiondly and right from the first. How could | have gone away and left her done in the
aty?’

John could only shake his head. “You can't live other peopl€' s lives for them.”

“BUt—"

“And you can't second-guess what they want,” John went on. “All you can do is accept the parts of
themsdlves that they show you. We don't live indde each other’ s heads or have a script where everything
we're supposed to do isdl worked out for us. If Kathy had wanted more from you, she would have told
you.”

But she did, Isabelle thought. The only trouble was she'd ether hidden her message away in her
dories or written it in ajournd that she'd only been willing to share after she'd died.

Isabelle wasn't even leaving behind that much. She was beginning to fed thinner than ever. Almost
trangparent. She did out of John'sarms and laid her head on his lap, looking up a him, too weak to do
anything ese.

“Hang on,” John said. “Think of yoursdf as having been heded, of gaing on from here. Don't et go.”

Isabelle nodded, but it was so hard. “If | had another chance—not to change the past, but to go on,
I"d do things differently. | wouldn't just hide away on the idand anymore. | think I’d take up Kathy's



work. I'd keep theidand for any of the numenawho wanted to live there, and 1’d 4ill live there some of
the year, but | wouldn't hide away from the world anymore. And I'd try to be there for my friends”

She paused as a deep sorrow rose up indde her. It grew not for hersdf; but for dl the time she'd
wasted.

“Because if | died now,” she said, “not many peopled miss me. I'm just not a part of thar lives
anymore. When Tom Downs died a couple of years ago, | remember going to his funerd and seeing dl
those people there and thinking if it was me they were burying, | could count the mourners on one hand.”
She looked up into John's eyes. “I'm not just feding sorry for mysdf. 1t's more like pity. Thet | could
have let my life come to this”

“I"'d missyou.”

Isabdlle gave him a sad amile. “Even with dl those lost years between us?’ John nodded.

“Didyou ... were you and Barbara lovers?’ she asked.

“No. We were only friends. Good friends”

“I wish we could have stayed friends” Isabelle said.

She closed her eyes. She heard John say something, but she couldn’t make out what it had been,
because she was stretched so thin now that she was invisble

| hope you waited for me, Kathy, she had time to think.

And then she went away.

XXII

Left behind in Rushkin's studio, John bowed his head. The hands that had been droking Isabelle’s
har lay on his knees. The waght of Isabelle's head was gone from his lap. He was aone now in the
gudio, except for the two bodies. Isabelle had been drawn back into the world, out of dreamtime. He
could fed the pull of the world on himsdf as well, but he hed on to her dreamtime for a fev mo-ments
longer. Nothing waited for him there in the world.

He regarded the corpse nalled to the wall, then let his gaze trave to the other Rushkin, the one he'd
killed. Which had he been—numena or maker? In the end, John redized he'd told Isabdlle the truth: it
didn't matter. All that was important was that the monster was dead.

There were so many dead. Rushkin murdering Isabelle’'s numena. He, Rushkin's. How had it come
to be that he' d embarked upon such a course for hislife? He sghed. Why did he even ask?

It began with Isabell€’s friend, Rochelle. He'd tracked down and confronted her attackers, wanting
to know why they had done such athing. They’d only laughed a him. And then one of them had said,
“You should' ve stayed on the reservation and minded your own business, Geronimo, because now we're
going to have to shut your mouth for you.”

They hadn’t known what he was. They’d been no maich for him. He hadn’t meant to kill them, but
once they were dead, he'd rationdlized that their desths had served to even the scales of justice.

That was where it had begun. He d vowed to take no more humen lives, to devote himsdf ingtead to
protecting Isabelle's numena. But on the night of his greatest failure, as the farmhouse burned and dl
those innocent spirits died, he took the battle to Rushkin, tracking down his creatures and dispatching
them until the mongter fled the country. That should have been it. That should have ended it. Except
Rushkin had returned with the last of his crestures and the killing began again.

“Hasit ended now?’ he asked Rushkin's corpse.

The mongter was dead. Whatever had animated it, numena or maker, was gone. But the fixed are
of that dead gaze seemed to be focused directly upon him, mocking him. You win, it said to him, by
which it meant he/d lost every-thing dl over again.

John closed his eyes, cdling up Isabell€' s features, needing them to wash away the choking swdl of
his memoaries, of too many murders, of the dead mongter that shared the studio with him. In his mind, he
repeated what he'd said to Isabdlle, what she hadn't heard.

We were always friends, 1zzy. Nobody could take that from me—not even you.

But the lies he'd told her il lay between them, for when truth was the only coin one had, even one
lie rendered dl one's coins suspect. He was guilty of far more than one. Whenever 1sabelle had pressed



him too hard, when changing the subject no longer worked, the lies had come. No, he hadn't killed
Rochdl€' s attackers. He lived with an aunt in Newford. She didn’'t care for white girls. Her gpartment
looked like this. One led so eedlly into the next.

If he'd been asked what he regretted the mog, it would be the lies. The lies, and the pride that had
kept hm away from her when he knew she needed him, when he could have been with her and
prevented the deaths of so many. For if he'd been there with her on the night of the fire ...

He remembered what the mongter had said just before he died: Everything has its price.

He d findly fulfilled the promise he'd made dl those years ago when the farmhouse on Wren Idand
burned down and the inferno dlaimed so many of his brothers and ssters. He'd findly put an end to the
threat Rughkin presented. But in the process, he'd lost Isabelle once again.

He opened his eyes and regarded Rushkin's corpse.

“You'reright,” hetold it, hisvoice bitter. “1 win.”

Rushkin was dead. Isabdl€ s numena were safe. But his share of the victory was only the memories
meade of ashes and dust that would be his companions once more.

He let the dreamtime fade and returned to the londy world into which Issbelle had cdled him dl
those years ago.

Two Hearts as One, Forever Dancing

Two figures, holding hands, dominate the field.

The young woman on the right has a bird’s-nest mane of red-gold hair cascading past her
shoulders. Her solemn grey gaze is on her companion, her head tilted dightly, her smile
accentuated by the thickness of her lower lip. Her nose seems a touch large for her features, ears
standing out a little too far, but the overall impression one receives is of a luminous beauty. She
has a rainbow array of Indian printpatches on her jeans and is wearing a tie-dyed top under a
jacket adorned with a ragtag assortment of scarves. In her free hand she is holding a small
hardcover book out of which sticks a fountain pen, as though to mark her place.

The young woman on the left is smaller, almost a shadow of the other with her dark hair and
bohemian blacks—T-shirt, jeans, sweater and scarf. Sheis smiling as well, but her dark eyes ook
out of the painting, directly engaging the viewer. She has a paintbrush tucked away behind one
small, neat ear and in her free hand she holds a watercolor paint box and a spiral-bound
sketchbook, the pages of which are wavy and swollen from many dried washes.

They are standing on a headland overlooking a lake, the meadows around them running riot
with sweeps of goldenrod and wild asters. The landscape on a whole has been only vaguely
detailed. It has a soft, hazy, almost Sumato quality about it, lending a dreaminess to the setting
that should logically be at odds with the sharply focused rendering of the two figures. But such is
not the case. By virtue of her use of broken color throughout, combined with a light feathering
technique that is particularly effective in the two figures, the artist has integrated figures and
background to a re-markable degree.

There is something at once innocent and sensual in how the two young women are standing,
joined together by the clasp of their hands. One senses a great affection between the two. A study
of photographs taken when the artist was in her twenties reveals that she has used herself and
longtime friend, the late author Katharine Mully, as models for this piece. Considering the recent
publication by the East Street Press of an omnibus of Mully's stories illustrated by the artist, the
significance of their joined clasp and what each holds in her free hand seems most apropos.

Two Hearts as One, Forever Dancing, 1993, ail on canvas, 40 X 30 inches Callection of the
atig.

open house

Painting is limitless in that you can do what you like. People make rules like they make rules about
God, but there are no rules. You can be as brave as you want to, or limit yoursdf as much as you want



to.
—Jean Cooke, from an interview in The Artist’s and Illugtrator’s Magazine, April 1993

Newford, September 1993

The East Street Press launched its illudtrated edition of Touch and Go: The Col-lected Sories of
Katharine Mully & the opening of the Katharine Mully Memorid Arts Court. The collection took its title
from one of the stories origind to the omnibus, a didogue between a street performance artist and her
muse centering around the argument that the only lading venues for any form of at are dream and
memory; ingoiration legps from the former to eventudly be stored in the latter.

“Everything in between is a journey,” her muse tdls her. “A journey that can be documented and
even hdd for atime, but never truly owned. Truth lies only in the vison that called up the crestion and the
memory of it that one takes away after it has been experienced, colored by each person’s individud life
expe-rience. No two people are the same, so no two people can remember it in the same way. Art is
reborn each time a new individua experiencesit.”

“Likelife” the artist says.

“Likelife” her muse agrees.

The story moved Alan every time he read it, for it seemed to echo in its few short pages dl the
contradictions that had made up Kathy's life. Everyone had loved her, but no one had seen her in quite
the same way. And no one had seen the dark currents that underlaid her life, no one had understood that
her stories were as much a cry for help for hersdf as they were a source of hope for so many of her
readers. He hadn’t fully understood those dark currents himsdf until he'd read the journd.

Over the past year, mogt of Alan's ghosts had been lad to rest, but working on the book with
Isabelle and Marisa as he had, Kathy had never been far from his thoughts. Tonight she was closer than
ever.

She should have been here, he thought as he and Marisa took out a couple of boxes from the trunk
of his car. She should have been here not only to celebrate the launch of this book and the culmination of
her dream for an arts court for street kids, but because she had deserved better than what she’'d gotten.
She' d deserved happiness. She'd deserved to live. If only one of her friends could have seen through the
mask she presented to the world ...

That was what hurt the mogt, he'd redized. Unlike Isabelle, he'd accepted her deeth as a suicide
from the start, but he'd never understood why she had killed hersdf until he'd read the journd. All she'd
wanted was amnesia. All she'd wanted to do was to forget. He couldn’t imagine the life she'd lived, the
dichot-omy between who she seemed to be and the world ingde her head, filled with the horrible
memories she'd carried with her for dl those years until she findly smply couldn’'t bear to remember
them anymore.

Marisa touched his arm. When he turned to look &t her, he saw that she understood what was going
through his head.

“Areyou going to be okay?’ she asked.

He nodded. “But | can’t stop thinking about how unfair it is that she's not here. | can't stop missng
her.”

“l never got the chance to meet her,” Marisa said, “but | find mysdf missng her, too. Especidly
tonight.”

She gave him a hug that Alan returned gratefully. Among dl the things he'd learned and had to work
through over this past year, discovering how much he loved her, and she him, was one of the few things
he didn’t regret.

He closed the trunk of the car and hefted the box of books that they were going to sl a the
opening. The box that Marisa was carying hdd ther give-aways. illudrated bookmarks and pins. They
paused by the sde of the car, look-ing up at the building that the advance money from the paperback
sde of the omnibus had dlowed Kathy’s estate to buy.

The arts court was an odd, square-shaped box of a building, situated just afew blocks over from the
Newford Children’s Foundation. It had gone through many incarnations snce it was fird built in the



thirties, housing any number of commercid ventures over the years, but this would be the firg time the
building harbored a nonprofit organization. Alan only hoped they’d have more luck than dl those faling
businesses had before them.

They'd been working for months to get ready for tonight and Alan couldn’t have done it without
Isabelle' s hep. Not only had she donated dl her advance from the book, as wel as the money from the
sde of mog of the origind paint-ings she'd done to illudrate it, but she'd aso overseen the renovation
and design and was going to be responsgible for the day-to-day running of the place.

She had a modest apartment on the third floor that she shared with Cosette and her cat Rubens,
dividing her time between it and her home on Wren Idand, though Alan couldn’t remember the last time
she'd spent more than a weekend on the idand. The other two floors were divided into various
open-concept workplaces for every sort of visud art one could imagine. There was even a large room
set asde on the second floor which doubled as both library and work area for would-be writers.

Alan couldn’t believe the difference, ingde and out, between when they’d bought the place a few
short months ago and tonight. The zigzagging iron fire escape remained, running from the ground up to the
roof, and mogt of the origind brickwork, but the windows had dl been enlarged and modernized, a
porch had been added out back, landscaping had been done—most of the labor and supplies provided
by friends, members of the Lower Crowsea arts commu-nity and the kids themsdves for whom dl the
work was being done. July and Sophie had painted the huge Sgn above the front door that proudly
proclamed the building’s new identity.

“Shdl we?” Marisa asked, indicating the front door.

Alan smiled. “Right.”

He and Marisa had thought they were ariving early, but when they opened the front door it was to
step into an open-house party that seemed to have been in progress for hours. Geordie Ridddl had put
together a pickup band for the evening and they were dready set up in one corner of the largest
ground-floor room, playing up a sorm. Everywhere Alan looked he spotted familiar faces—friends from
the area, artists and muddans and writers, counsdors from the Foundation and, of course, the street
kids. Some of them looked bored and sullen and he couldn't tell if they were Smply uncomfortable with
dl the atten-tion or if that was how they redly fdt. Dark currents, he thought, hoping that once the arts
court got going it would help to dispel some of those shadows. More of the kids seemed to be literdly
vibrating with excitement.

He led the way through the crowd to the table where they were going to set up ther display for the
book. They had their first customer as Alan was dill stacking up the books.

“Looks good.”

Alan lifted his head and was surprised to see Roger Davis anding there in front of the display table.
He hadn’t seen the detective snce they’ d findly cleared their way through the confuson and accusations
that had followed on the heds of last year’s events in the Tombs. Davis looked different, and it wasn't
just that he was dressed in chinos and a workshirt with a windbreaker overtop. There was a friendliness
inhis features that Alan had never seen before.

“Y ou seem surprised to see me here”

“l guess| am.”

“Yeah, wdl we're red proud of what you're trying to do here. Mike—my partner?” Alan nodded,
remembering the man. “Mike and | took up a collec-tion at the precinct and we raised dmost tweve
hundred bucks. Even the Loot kicked in.” Davis pulled an envelope from the pocket of his windbreaker.
“I’ve got the check for you right here.”

Alan accepted the envelope. “I ... | don't know what to say.”

“*Thanks works for me” Davis said, amiling.

“Of course. Thank you.”

“So thisis the new book,” Davis said, picking up a copy. “I never did get around to reading anything
by her. How much're they going for?’

“Please” Alan sad. “I'd like you to have a copy.”

“The money you make from these gets kicked back into this place, right?’



Alan nodded.

“Then I’'m buying my copy,” Davis said, reaching into his hip pocket for his walet. “And don't give
me any argument, or I'll runyou in.”

Alan glanced past the detective and caught a glimpse of Isabelle stlanding by the refreshment tables,
taking to Jlly and Rolanda. She fdt his gaze and looked up, amiling when she saw Davis pulling out his
wadllet, a copy of the omnibusin hand. Alan returned his attention to Davis.

“You won't get any argument from me,” he said. “We appreciate adl the support, Detective Davis”

“Roger,” Davis corrected him. “And if you folks ever need anything, you come see me—you got
that?’

“Thisis very swest of you,” Marisa said.

“Yeah, wdl ...

Jesus, Alan thought. The detective was actudly blushing.

Davis paid for his book, then crossed the room to join Isabelle and the others. Alan shook his head.

“Can you believe tha?’ he asked Marisa.

“Which part of it?” she wanted to know. “The fact that he's human or that | made him blush?’

“All of it.”

Marisa dipped her am around his waist. “It's this place,” she said. “I told you as soon as we came
to look at it that | had a good feding about it, didn’'t 17’ Alan nodded.

Marisalooked up at him. “Did you ever fed homesick for the home you never had?’ she asked.

“Not redly.”

“Wel, | have. And so have alot of people. | think thisis going to be one of those places that will
make everyone who comesin fed as though they’ ve come home.”

| can’'t believe what a great turnout we got,” July said. “1 was't expecting nearly so many people.”

“l know,” Rolanda said, nodding in agreement.

Isabelle amiled and took a sp of her wine. “I’'m not surprised,” she said. “Not with dl the support
we ve had since we bought the building.”

“Thisistrue,” Jlly said. “You know I’'ve had over a dozen artists come up to me, saying they wanted
to comein and help out with the kids.”

“That's great. But they’ ve got to remember, we're not here to indruct. The way Kathy envisioned it
was that the arts court would be a place where the street kids could come and do what they wanted to
do with their art. All we're provid-ing is the space and the materids.”

“But what if someone needs indruction?’ Rolanda asked.

“Theway | picture it,” Isabelle explained, “is that well do our own work here—just as though we
were in our own studios—so we ll be providing in-gtruction by way of example. The kids can learn by
watching us and then experi-menting on their own.”

“But—"

“But if they do want indruction,” Isabelle said, “and whoever's here at the time is willing to teach,
then that's okay, too. | just don’t want it turned into a school. We ve dready got the Newford School of
Art for that.”

“Shades of Professor Dapple,” Jdlly said. “1 could be in one of his classes now, ligening to him.”

Isabelle amiled. “I'll take that as a compliment. | just wish he could have come.”

“You know the professor and crowds. Besides, what if he'd come and brought aong Goon?”

“Goon dill works for him?’

Jlly nodded. “And he's as grumpy as ever.”

Detective Davis approached them then and they spent afew minutes talking with him before Rolanda
took him away for atour of the rest of the building.

“I wish Kathy were here to share this” Isabelle said as the pair were swal-lowed by the crowd.

Jily nodded. “I think everybody here feds the same way. But you know, we're dl putting out such
serioudy good vibes, I'm sure she can fed usdl think-ing about her.”



“Vibes?' Isabelle repeated. “How retro.”

“Wdl, can you think of a better word?’

“No,” Isabelle admitted. “You'reright. That says it dl. None of this would exigt without her and it's
only going to get better.”

She st her wineglass down on the table behind her and surveyed the crowd. Jlly was right. For a
gathering this large, especidly with some of the people in the Lower Crowsea arts crowd who could be
obnoxioudy opinionated at the best of times, there was a noticeable aura of harmony and goodwill
hanging over the proceedings.

“You know what | like the best about this?’ Jlly said. “Imagining dl the new artigtic voices that will
be raised in here, sending their messages off, just the way Kathy sent hers. Some of them answering hers,
others going off on their own journeys.”

Isabelle nodded. There was a line Kathy had liked to quote from one of her favorite authors, Jane
Y olen. She repeated it now.

“*Touch magic, passit on,’” she said. “Tha's what the idea of the arts court meant to Kathy and
that’swhat | think it's going to do. It's going to be a magic place.”

“Egpedidly with you here” Jlly said. She looked around the room with a consdering glance. “I
wonder if any of the kids that come here will have the gift of bringing numena across.”

Isabelle had given up the last secret that lay between Jlly and hersdf when she got out of the hospitd.
She didn't make it common knowledge—there was too much chance of another Rushkin appearing for
her to do that, she fdt—but she trusted Jlly and who better to share such a secret? They were both
disap-pointed when they redlized that for dl her credtive taents and commitment to both art and the
paranormd, the gift didn’t liein Jlly.

“That's not something I’m about to teach anyone dse” Isabdle said.

She was watching Cosette as she spoke. The wild girl was barely recogniz-able from the portrait that
was once agan hanging in the Newford Children’s Foundation. Cosette had taken to wearing her red
hair cropped short to her scalp. Her wardrobe conssted entirdy of baggy jeans and sweatshirts and her
mogt prized possesson: a pair of burgundy Doc Martens that laced hafway up her calves. And she kept
experimenting with the most outlandish styles of makeup. Tonight she'd daubed her cheeks with white
clay, large dots on her brow above the eyes, three lines on each cheek and one that ran down the center
of her nose. What amazed |sabelle the most was how it dways looked so naturd on the girl.

“What's next?’ Jlly said, falowing her gaze. “Body piercing?’

“God, | hope not,” 1sabelle replied.

Looking across the room to where Cosette stood talking with some of the older kids who'd helped
with the renovations, she knew a familiar twinge of fear. Rushkin was gone, but what would happen to
her own numena when she was gone, too?

“Don’'t worry about us” Rosalind had told her on one of her brief vidts to the idand. “We're far
more reslient than you think. Let us go out into the world and fend for ourselves. Thereé's no need for
you to protect each and every paint-ing you produce—not now that the dark man is gone.”

Remembering that conversation, Isabdle lifted a hand to touch the black velvet choker that hid the
prominent scar on her throat. That day in the tene-ment was probably the closest she'd ever come to
knowing what Kathy had been feding when she took her life. The scar was Isabell€' s reminder thet it had
redly happened, but it dways fdt as though it had happened to someone else. Not because she was
building fase memories again, but because she findly fdt ful-filled and couldn’t imagine welcoming death
NOW.

“l suppose we should mingle” she said.

Jlly nodded. “An adminigrator’s job is never done.”

“Oh, please. I'm only going to paint here and make sure we stay stocked with materids”

“I rest my case.”

Isabelle amed a kick a her shin, but Jlly dodged into the crowd before it could connect.



Later, Isabelle went up through her darkened gpartment and onto the roof. She could ill hear the
party from where she stood. Though the night was coal, the press of the crowd made it hot enough insde
for mogt of the windows to be left open. Geordie and his friends were beginning what had to be their
twentieth set of the evening. 1sabelle looked out over what she could see of the city’s skyline and let the
wadtz the band was playing take her thoughts away. She started when a hand touched her ebow and a
soft, familiar voice said, “ Ma belle 1zzy.”

She turned to find Kathy standing beside her—the Kathy of twenty years ago, hennaed hair, patched
jeans, ready amile. Rushkin had been right. It had been possible to bring Kathy back—but not as she
truly was. Only as | sabelle remembered her.

Maybe it was better this way, |sabelle thought. At least thistime Kathy was happy.

“Let'sdance,” Kathy said. “Your turn to lead.”

So they moved in three-quarter time to the tune that drifted up from the windows below, dancing
together as they had from time to time in their dorm at Butler U., or in the gpartment on Waterhouse
Street. Redlly, Isabele thought, the whole night reminded her of Waterhouse Street, except now it was
bohe-mia without the extremes, Cosette’ s sense of fashion notwithstanding.

When the watz ended, they stepped apart and Isabelle saw another figure sanding by the edge of
the roof where the rallings of the fire escape protruded above the lip of the cornice endirding the roof.
Thiswas dways the oddest part, she thought as her younger sdf approached, to see what could be her
daughter, in Kathy's company.

The two numena joined hands, unsdf-conscious in thar intimacy. “Don't be such a stranger,” 1zzy
sad. “We miss seeing you.”

Kahy nodded. “It's hard for us to come here.”

Because of who might see them, Isabelle thought, finihing in her mind what they left unsaid. It
wouldn’'t do for the dead to walk, or for there to be two versons of hersdf wandering about the city.
That could raise too many ques-tions with no easy answers.

“I’ve been too busy to cometo theidand,” she told them.

“That's what Rosdind says” Kathy said. “But we ill miss you.” 1zzy smiled. “Paddyjack most of
al”

“And ... John?" Isabelle asked.

“Ah, Solemn John,” Kathy said, usng Cosette’ s name for him. “Why don’t you ask him yoursdf?’

Stepping forward, they each gave her a kiss, one on the right cheek, the other on the left; then they
disappeared, returning to where their source painting hung in the refurbished barn on Wren Idand. The
other numena on the idand dill preferred their odd little rooms that they'd set up so long ago in the
woods, but Kathy and 1zzy had made a home for themsdalvesin her old house.

Isabelle sghed, consdering John.

Ak him? she thought. First she had to find him. She hadn’t seen much of John in the lagt year,
dthough more s0 in the past few months when he'd pitched in to hep with the arts court. But then they
were never done. They could never talk. Not that 1sabelle knew what she'd say to him. There was s0
much lying between them now, not the least of which was the fact that while she grew older every day,
adding grey hairs and lines to her features as the years took ther tall, he never changed. When she was
axty, he'd 4ill be the eternd John Sweetgrass, forever a young man in his twenties as she'd firg painted
him. “Ask me wha?’ John said.

Issbelle turned. She hadn’t heard him approach, but she wasn't a dl sur-prised to find him here,
gtting on the wooden bench she'd brought up onto the roof a few days after fird moving into the
gpartment. This seemed a night for vists and old friends, as witness the party going on below.

“If you think of me” she said as she joined him on the bench. “All the time”

But ... ? Issbelle wanted to say. Instead she hdd her peace. She didn't want any serious
discussons—not tonight. Tonight was Kathy’s night, absent though she was. It was for celéebrating, not
brooding. From downgtairs rose the sorightly measures of ajig and she wondered what John would say if



she asked him to dance, epecidly to that. The thought of it made her amile.

John was looking away, across the roof a where Kathy and Izzy had so recently been sanding, so
he missed the smile

“She doesn’'t make you uneasy?’ he asked, dways the worrier. Issbelle knew he meant the 1zzy
numena. “After what happened to Rushkin when he did a sdf-portrait?’

“l don't redly think | have anything to worry about when it comes to Izzy.” John nodded. “That's
what Barbara said when | told her what you'd done.”

“How is Barbara?’

“She's downdtairs. | saw her arive just as| did, but | didn't goin. | wanted to come up herefirs.”

He fdl dlent and in that Slence Isabelle redized that a serious discusson was in the offing, whether
she wanted it or not.

“What's bothering you?’ she asked.

“The same thing that’ s bothering you,” he replied. Before she could say something about how she
hated the way he turned a question around on her the way he did, he went on. “It's us. Our
relationship—or maybe our lack of it. And we' re neither of us happy.”

“I know,” Issbdle said. “I think, given enough time, I'll ded with it. I'm not hiding things
anymore—especidly not from mysdf. But | can't work miracles ether. | can't just fed better by
sngpping my fingers. And | have to tel you that it doesn’t help when we can’t even seem to be friends”

“Friends don't lie to each other.”

“l know that,” Isabelle told him. “I’'m not lying to you. | never deliberatdly lied to you.”

“But | did,” John said. “I lied to you about whet | did to the men who attacked Rochelle. | lied to you
about an aunt | never had and her gpartment and my saying there and how she fet about you. Every time
your questions came too close to answers | didn't fed | could give you, | lied.”

Isabdlle didn’'t know what to say. All she could do was look a him in aston-ishment.

“And then,” he went on, “I let my pride get in the way of coming back to you. If it wasn't for me, the
farmhouse would never have burned down. If not for my pride, | would have dedlt with Rushkin the night
he came after Paddy-jack and everything would have been different.”

“It wasn't your fault,” Isabelle said, findly finding her voice. It fdt odd to her how ther roles seemed
to have been reversed thistime. “Rushkin was to blame—right from the start. It was dways Rushkin.”

“And the lies?’ he asked.

Isabelle thought carefully about what she said next. “It dl happened a long time ago, John. | was
confused by alot of things a the time, not the least of which was who—no, make that what you were.
But that's not a good enough excuse. | had no business pushing at you the way | did.”

“But how can you ever beieve me agan?’

“How can | not? | know wheat it took for you to tdl methis. | believe in you enough to know that you
won't lieto me again. 1t's not like I’ ve been perfect ether, you know.”

“| thought you' d hate me.”

“Not when you're willing to admit to the mistake,” Isabedlle said. She took him by the hand. “And |
guess that just makes you human, doesn't it? It shows you can make a mistake and screw up with the
rest of us”

“Human,” John said softly.

“That’sright. Human.” She gave him an odd look. “You're no different from Cosette, are you? For
dl your talk about how it doesn’t matter, dl you ve ever wanted was to be human. To bleed and dream.”

“Tobered,” hesad.

“l don't know exactly what you are,” Isabelle told him, “where you came from or even how it works
that | could bring you over, but the one thing I'm sure of is that you're red. And | don’t care about any
of the other questions anymore, except for one: are we going to be friends, or are you going to dip out of
my life again? Because thistime I’'m not sending you away.”

“Thistime | won't go away,” John said.

Isabdlle stood up. “So let’ s rgjoin the party, friend.”

But when she tried to draw him to his feet, he wouldn't budge. Instead he pulled her gently down



beside him on the bench again.

“I"d rather stay here with you for awhile” he said, putting hisarm around her.

Isabelle amiled. She sttled into a more comfortable position, head leaning againgt his shoulder, legs
stretched out in front of her. When she looked up, the sky was filled with stars the way it dways was on
the idand. It was as though the normd pollution of city lights had been washed away for this one night by
an aura of enchantment—an enchantment soringing from the collective spirit of goodwill, risng up from
the party below and being generated, here on this rooftop bench, between John and hersdif.

“Sowould 1,” she said.



