Chapter 3

Rob and Monty walked the few blocks downtown_and

caught a ride with a neighbor who was headi .
Iwcf:t only half a mile from Rofgand offered tnwla:nf:
their door, but Rgh shook his haad, saving, **No thanks
Jim. Your place iffclose enough | :

He felt an unofTrAT e ruul-_.ﬂ'm

mnugllrmftlutinhiswur T DUl now 7
utes of uninterrupted time for thought. While Mon -
dered nearby, Rob hiked along the rc{::atd. sy

What devil had made him kiss her that way? What had
made him think it wouldn't matter, that nothing would
chupa:? Damn it, everything had changed. Even if he never
let it happen again, there would be a difference. But a dif-
ference | re hadn't been anything to begin with.

They rely acquainted.

And thing. She didn't seem Ji
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‘them, looking vulnerable as they had today, frightened?
Hell, even her name’s familiar. | don’t know the answer to
‘that one, either, he thought in frustration.

" He looked for Monty, spotted him flushing crows at the
‘edee of a cornfield and whistled him back. As the dog raced
‘over to him, Anne returned 1o his thoughts. With an exas-
“perated sigh, he accepted what he couldn't change.

. She's so damned beautiful. That was part of the prob-
lem, part of the reason for those uncomfortable tugs in the

i " gut each time he saw her, Too bad she’s not my usual sub-

g smﬁ%h?, i
" the t was still
his dri R ———

. ject, he mused, trying to channel his thoughis. 1 could do
‘gome spectacular shots of her. He t to ghsh aside the
make an excep in this case, but

Ty he e of

By noon the next day, Anne was ready to climb the walls.
She'd made a test run downstairs for breakfast, and the an-
ke hadn't been too painful gNow, determined not to lose

. any more time, she rewrapped it, grabbed her purse and

- drove to town.
Tillie'y menu was limited, but suited Anne’s preference for
a light meal. She chose a booth near the front where she
could see the door, ordered & salad and iced tea, and hoped
Sylvia Mills would come into the coffee shop for lunch. She
wanted to ask the clerk’s advice, off-the-record, and call-

" ing to arrange a meeting, even at break time, simply seemed

oo official,

She couldn't believe her luck when Miss Mills walked in
a few minutes later and scanned the room, obviously look-
ing for somebody. When she spotted Anne, she looked sur-
prised, then smiled and walked over.

““Well, hi. I sec you decided (o takpay advice."
Anne smiled and said, "ﬁmﬂd you like Wm‘r"
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““Sure, for a few minutes. ['m meeting Mike Walters. Yoy
remember him from the other morning, don't you?'"

““Yes, 1 do. 1.don't think he appreciated my taking co
much of your time.""

The dark-haired girl pulled a small mirror out of her purse
as she said, “*He really didn't mind."" She checked her lip-
stick, tucked a few stray hairs into place, then looked at
Anne and asked, **Did you have any trouble getting hold of
that Mrs. Howard about the Schaeffer survey?' She
dropped the mirror back into the purse and closed it with a

snap.
“To tell @ haven't tried tu yet " Anne admit-
ted. **I"ve had somé other t .

Al the look eriga
explained bmm

sticking to her story, things would u:r.armmpir. Dl’mum: if
she confided the true status of the survey, as she was con-
sidering, there would be some degree of complication, but
that couldn’t be helped. :

Anne reached under the table to tug at the bandage, which
had loosened. For a moment she remembered strong, lean
fingers winding it with an easy skill. And she remembered
what had happened afterward. No, stop that, she ordered
herself. You've got a job to do here, and it has nothing to do
with him.

‘When she looked back at her companion, she found Miss
Mills regarding her curiously. **I wondered about your in-
terest in the property the other day. I thought maybe you
wanted to buy it. Apparently it's sat idle for a long time. Has
it something to do with the book, instead?™"

“Well, in a way,”" Anne answered carefully. “Look, I
probably shouldn't bother you with this on your own time,
but I wonder if vg ne how 1o go about having a
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. Miss Mills widened her eyes. *'You think there's some-
ing wrong with it?"

ane told her. “In fact, it'sa

ginal it replaced to prove it."

the clerk folded her hands on

to say, ‘“In that case, |'m not

to go through a law enforce-

Id be the sherifls

ould be fined or

to be done. To tell

like this. You're ab-

‘solutely sure?”
Anne met the other woman's gaze steadily and nodded.

“¥ou think I should take my evidence 1o the sheriff, then?"*

Miss Mills studied her hands for a few seconds, then

- looked back a Anne. ““Probably. But the first thing he's
tandhnwlnngwu *ve had it.

, and that’s a long time
like Nut that it could have
. u{'ﬁmﬁm s going to want to know
who did, and why."
Anne thought about it for a minute. *‘Look, Syl—1 mean,
Miss Mills,” she corrected hastily.

Miss Mills waved a hand and said, "1
Sylvia. And you're Anne?"" Receiving a

* said, “‘Sorry. Go on with whest=you.

“Tt's just thﬂthcpersﬂnrﬁpﬂﬂ:z:“ the ra: and the
one who's held the document in years both de-
ceased. And really, doesn't it all boil down to simply restor-
ing the property to the rightful owner? Probably neither ::-I‘
present owners knows anything about it, so woul

thknk:t would be enough just 10 have a new survey

T B ....-..*
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Before the clerk could reply, Anne’s lunch arrived and
they sat silently until the waitress had moved out of ear-
shot.

““Well,'" Sylvia finally Hl le to
you, and to me, too. But | don't im ::-fﬂcmi
point of view would be. W Mike

about this?"*

Anne's fork paused halfway IGW
Does he work for t

““No, actually, he's
property laws and
answer. He's very honest."

Because she still wasn't sure how to reply to Sylvia's re-
guest, Anne asked, *"Do you suppose you could ask him
hypothetically?""

1 could try, I guess,” she said after a moment. “But he's
smart enpugh to add two and two, especially if he comes in
and finds us talking. Afteggll, day."

Anne gave her a ruef ile agd interrupted §ith, “In
that case, you'd better do i because
we've just been found out.”

Mike walked directly to the booth, said hello to Anne,
then bent to kiss Sylvia. “*You ready to go?"" he asked.

hut before sliding out of the booth she told
gz back 1o work today, but if you can

i jomorrow, I'll try to have that informa-

gt |eave, thmkjng what an attractive

couple th::r madn: then picked up her fork. But before she'd

lifted it to her mouth, Rob MacKenzie slipped into the seat
a had just vacated.

She would have preferred not to feel 50 much pleasure,

answer out of you." i j
l.i]
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and a casual,

S ut paused with it halfway to
her mouth, then placed it b&cl: on the plate with a little clink

» of an ' - asked.

“1 it woulgifake to get a straight

on the table and

rectly inm ht:r his ex ion displeased.
n% %d:ﬂ about the old

“That's ﬂghl* 1 did. It interests me. Do you have some
problem with that?""
““Ng, | have a problem with

Agglap coulin't ha'&a(

be nl

voice vibrated with anger whtn she said, “*MacKenzie, |
dr.:-ut t 1 don't tell Lies.
Andl f- on that one kiss en-

u:ual’uil::pl | go and why, you'd

bett :i?ink
why you were lhm 7 g
“The survey. How do you know about the surv..."” Then
her eves widened and she squeaked in outrage, “You spied
on mel"”
“For God's sake, 1 was sitting in*the next booth. 1
couldn't help overhearing you, e said irritably. 2
“0Oh, you couldn't help it! Isn't that tonvenient?™ She
was furious. *“Well, let me tell you something so you'll know

th that kiss. 1 just want to
t the survey when [ asked




Nothing fo Hide
d. Il‘ynu‘uavc a problem with lars, [ have

_ ﬂ:nn.
"It wasn't deliberate, damn it w:u_-
here till 1 heard you talking, &nd hy I:J'u:n il 'was Lo late.

How the hell had fpe man get him v defensive

s0 quickly? he won
Anne snapped, “It's bad en gh you ﬁwudmp on a

private mnvcmmvn ex ion as
though rated

breath and continued, **The :urvay has nothing to do with

the Schaeffer ho perty all together.
And it’s still nunm Ly Hm

“Maybe it isn't, but if you don't have somet hm ¥ hide,
why are you so damned reluctant to talk about it?"* he per-
sisted, ** uusmdjts [ﬂmnyhnnr,whatthcdwﬂare
you mixed uﬁ,m"' 1"t you level with mg?"*

She gave h el it
few mnds, 1. {
about getting up and walhn out. But he |
watching her wﬂi mmethnl between anger and ex
tancy, and she MW pl::;
lunch.

“*Look," she suggested aftéh i had become obviougthat

he could outwait her if necessafy, ¥|
town for a few days. I'm suayi there
really isn’t any other place. Shuze;'i . andgf you
want Lo visit her, that's undﬂrﬂmdnl:rle Why don't we just
do our best to avoid each other, and if we can't, let's be civil.
We'll call what happened yesterday a weak moment. There's
obviously no danger of its being repeated. [ don’t think we
really have a pro here, do you?"'

Shclwau:had pen in his eyes. *"That was a
very tidy brush knowledged after a moment.
“*Now shall I tell you why it won't work?"*

B2.[3.- expect t
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1t will work,” she msnsted J
i " he said so n't. Hccnu:t"l’mmi to get

i . The truth, and a whole lot
n bl tnrthebnmhmdwalkudmmﬂmr

,rﬂ.r.. ‘IL

] "T [éphore for you, dear,'" Nora sajg when he an-

ed her knglik that night. MW /

-_ -. - 7} ¥ " = Ol 41 . | I'Ill dlcr'ndl|

-

fulllu § i3 i N I. : ].
I think it's a man, but the voice ®unds peculiar,” Nora
toward the stairs, “"Maybe it's long

mn LR
n't point out that no one knew

he receiver of the upstairs exten-

of it as “p-mu]iar“ in no way

ed, sexless voice that uttered a

3" “‘Be smart, Miss Goodwin, and.e

keep Eell. [ stir ':inn:nt hLﬂtnr:r“ Then lhm: was a

click 3nd hetRamgo
e feuallunncd ®onds s the receiver and

walkislowlf back to hog room. ird,"” she murmured.

“Biygagho ol ... 7" %
I et o i : ”We,ﬁw
g e m was [ f
203 i E!ﬂ but? mwmm
ble'giun, and this calyd® had used ber.agme.

M e [ i v 5 tely
warning. Th g || ' ffﬂtf' tegory Hlm"

. 1 hmunr How an~
it hcr had m:mmf fif-

yeth-:
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sun' how could the survey pose a threat 1o

anybod er all that time? Aft

“1 wonder if I'll

remembered how lhal voice had

mund:d

She pressed her ﬁng-eﬁ to her tem
ghe simply couldn't picture the y

TS
it be the same pcrmn nsing the s&i
o0 preposterous.

ﬁﬁgﬁ” Konc
next?*" she mused, t ng
but fénny wh-.'n

ﬁvﬂ*‘“

knows afmul Lhr: S:|.rl1r'|=t1 probably Mike W,
now, Rob MacKenzie ",
gan. Then she considered the
been wrong to trust her instincts
hind the strange call. Mike Walte
unknown quantity. And Mack

laugh. Though he wasn't at the t { her

Idn't actually see th: m&r’:snrtin;
tactics. He'd be mygk
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The girl Hﬂknﬂwledgud l.

about. w.: junhr

-Dﬂhblt p-oaﬁl m

» I’.'“ﬁ.l.:l.lll. Hﬂm d,n. you Eupp.ﬁm !l'ﬂlu ﬂﬂ“ld. talk o Mﬂﬂl? I

mean if we should get held up or something? Not that 1
expect it, of course, but you know Joel better than she does.
She'd listen to you."

“‘Now, Debbie, you know I'm not going to fall for that
old trick,'" Nora said briskly. “‘It's your place to be back
when your mother says you must, or to explain if you
can't.”

The girl turned to Anne with a shrug and a grin. ““Well,

" it was worth a try,” she confided. Before Anne could re-

spond, a knock at the front door had Debbie flying out of
the room. She was back moments later with a sandy-haired
yvouth in tow.

Nora introduced him as Joel Boyd, and he took Anne's
hand carefully, for just a second, then let it go and started
urging Debbie toward the door. **C'mon, Deb, we'd better
get going. ['ve got to be back home by three-thirty.”

In the quiet that followed their departure, Nora refilled
the coffee cups and sat back down with a sigh. **Young
love,” she remarked. *‘Isn't it wonderful? Of course, 1
should be grateful because | do see a good deal more of
Debbie since Joel's come into our lives.”

**0h, is he new in town?"" Anne asked, more out of po-
liteness than any real interest in the teenage romance, but
Nora’s next words had her paying closer attention.
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“MNo, he's lived I*-: all along, but we've only ‘come 1o

m&mxh k in w nd-
eélp with ¥ few cholel .‘m'ﬁr.
Debbie's quite gaken with him, so she' Often, and she
S e S S

ing, numﬁr

. what is it?"" She t her appoini-
mern but w ¢. Besides,
she willited 1o giVe that phone call a little more thought be-
fore they met.

I need a package run out 1o Rob's," MNora explained,
“and Debbie obviously won't be able to do it today. You do
remember how to find his house, don't you?”*

She stopped speaking when she saw dismay move through
Anne's eyes. “Of course, if you haven't time .. ."*

Forcing a smile, Anne replied, ‘1 have the time. I'll be
ready to leave in about twenty minutes. Will that be okay?™*

“Yes, fine, Thank you, dear. It's in the kitchen so just
come by whenever you're ready."

Before either of them could say anything else, the tele-
phone rang and Nora got up to answer it. Moments later,
she came back through the door to reach for her cup, with
Ih_: phone at her ear and the cord stretched to its limit. She
grimaced and rolled her eyes upward as she withdrew once
more into the kitchen.

l:l:r voice drifted through the door in snatches while Anne
finished eating, and the call was still in progress when she
rose to leave. It seemed the question of Rob MacKenzie's
whereabouts before he came back to town would have 1o
remain unanswered & bit longer.

Anne found it ironic that she was about to call On a man
she’d hoped to avoid for the rest of her stay, but she
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- wouldn®t waste any time visiting him. She'd simply knock
* on the door, hand him the package and leave.

. _As she drove, she thought of the anonymous caller and
again wondered if it was connected with the-call her father
received all those yvears ago. She'd still reached no con-

The driveway wasn't as steep as she remembered, and she

- conceded that her first impression may have been some-

what colored by circumstances, After all, it"s hard to be
objective when you're soaked, scared and generally miser-
able, she thought, smiling wryly.

There was ample space for her car even though the truck
she'd seen at Nora's, a good-sized van, and an intriguing
shape under a tarp that could only be a low-slung sports car,
were already parked there. MacKenzie with a sports car?
Another puzzle to occupy her idle hours, Anne reflected
ironically,

There was no answer to her knock. She considered
pounding as she had the night of the storm, but a hoarse
yapping from somewhere around the back changed her
mind. She left the porch and walked around the corner of
the house,

The back was an even bigger surprise than the front. Di-
rectly behind the house an area of lawn vielded 1o a long
slope of taller grass, and at its base a stream curved by. Be-
vond that, dense forest rose to the same ridge that backed
the museum and the SchaefTer house.

What a marvelous view, Anne thought. It must be a
lovely spot to waich the sun set. For a moment she gazed
toward the ridge in quiet contemplation, then, reminding
herselfl of her errand, she turned toward the house.
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There were a number of outbuildings nearby, and at the
far end of the house an area had been prepared for a foun-
dation. Next to it was a framework for what could only be
a deck. So MacKenzie was expanding—times must be good.

Four broad steps led to a small I'Iag.stqm: terrace, which
slmuld hwe looked out of plnr.c b

growli
ked, the
L.
b's w invi

Mmore an urder For some reason she didn't try to analyze,
Anne obeved. As she stepped inside she saw him in the
kitchen to her left. He was standing with his back to the
door, at a blanket-draped table, and there was an animal on
top of it. She caught a glimpse of white fur and a paw.

He didn't turn arcund, and before she could announce
herself, he began handing out instruction. “*Grab those
gloves on the shelf there and give me a hand, will you? This
little fellow's not cooperating.”

Anne located some heavy work gloves and set down No-
ra's package. Though they were several sizes (00 large, she
slipped the gloves on.

“‘Hurry it up, will you?"" Rob demanded impatiently.

Well, he's certainly in character today, she thought as she
moved around to stand directly across the table from him.
““*Okay, what do you want me to do?"’ she asked. It was ex-
tremely satisfying to see his astonished expression.

But in what she thought must have been record recovery
time, he inclined his head and said, ""Well, you're not Al-
bert, but you may do. See if you can keep him quiet. Be
careful, though, and stay away from those teeth. They're
sharp as hell."

She reached to restrain what she thought at first was a
small dog. Then she realized from the narrow, pointed
muzzle and the large ears that it was a white fox. Surely that
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S . 7™ mﬂrmﬂ,h“ %,
e K& A

She found herself Spes “'rf!" il in an'attempt o

soothe it. © : .

o :

The moment she'd said the wordSetemesssalisadale

by 114 . : Sintie E (t J “_-.. .ﬁ*“ o h
- s AR 5 5 T e 11

A .--- ”:I: |_£:-_.-.|..

[ KigLs A ARE }n!,pr.'t "

Ik a.hlrighl's mured in the same
' dacKenzie was up to.

as Lryi c? o immobi-
from lef, TheWox's strug-

1h.=t ﬁ hnndagnd
] cnl hul. mpnmbl: and two

4 Y o e
gloves #

ﬁ ¥ El::l o
cert ﬂnl -

n her chest. H
and compassionate. LOens b h

T uamut

and sln: feltsa discon-
pression was composed
in the set of his
iscovery

] e (1o i 1
% . rown of her own.
en ht inally had the sling in place, he spoke for the
hnld the fox's head. His voice
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b stared at har for a mumcnt, then hcgan to laygh 25
eered h:r toward :h:hm.m: ‘““Not that

y in place,” she confessed.
ch, ghough. MacKenzie, wheré did
you get that fox?’
“"Found him wi
he told her
door for heT, he said, With 4
rewrap j.rqur a.nl:ll: fur 3'uu

tiving roof.

She wasn't sure what s

blatant-visth1 o¥Bech T mﬂ""“‘%ﬂ
lance about the large furniture, designed con-

yventional mix of woods and fabrics. The hues were basic

- thﬂt what she

earth tones with splashes of co lor in th |l-

lows, He also some nl:elll:n‘fl
Above the ung a la,n

quality that pulled”

scene was one of open space and muted motlin

through a fringe of branches. A herd of grazing aniffals

ﬁthnli-:-pthand
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occupied a portion of the open plains area between fore-
ground and background. She wondered what artist’s hand
had created it.

hy don't you sit down?"' Rob invited, and she sank
the cotich. “This is nice*" sheomefhured. **Very nice,

;*Gléd you appmw::’ he muttered, and began unwind-
the bandage. ' !
watched his hands and noticed for the [irst tme a

w&gnhnn his right foreamme= was raw in the center with

an angry red area around it. “That's a nasty-locking

SCT tr:h," she uhsrrvtd & gift from the foxT"
: ®e. “It's nothing much. Il
iongn his arm for a

Eh:: u:lused the Micker of a
T od.unca nannﬂn"l’us £Yes.

j:me she kcd up, he was frowning at her foot.
heel cupped in his left hand while the
Mly around the ankle, then along
ck. She has such soft skin, he
. soft feet. Even as his fin-
rﬂ: reproved himself for yield-
. H some unfinished business
- Gnodw{n he reminded himseff, It

o lo t of that fact.
k. d down Anne’s spine
0 her ing for the few sec-
nkle, It really doesn’t
hurt,"” she told hi [d trust her voice again.

SPeTaTced e (hou | nejmﬂm at
afefTed (0 temember hér anger. :}
A

When Rob looked at her, she turned qumkl'_l.rliu
closer study of the landscape and discovered it wasn't a
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painting at all. Rather, it was a photograph—a wonder-
fully effective study done with special filters and printed on
pearl paper to give it a soft, almost dreamlike quality. It's
beautiful, she lJmughT.

"ﬁ'n:nluwas , : L Oregier
gaze from the picture to watch, b mg shemlghl duplid
his technique the next time she hall to do it herself, Ask
fore, she was struck by the comi@nation of strength dghd
sensitivity in his fingers.

“‘I think that'll hold yo g while." he gald mar
factly when he'd finished. “You
for another day or two, and stay off i

““All right,"" she agreed,
versation replayed in her mindTSTY
fability. s P

But when he sugges =
abberer & cup of coffee, then she'd go.
should be saf:: r:m:-ush .

They went back to the kitchen w turned o
heat under the pot, then began to cleag
worked, he asked, ““What brough
ing?"*
**Nora sent me with a pac
and watched while he
them on the table with an a
“Milk? Sugar?” he asked, afid
he gave her a look that '1
proval, and motioned fe

Taking a chair acege Im:l *1 didn"t
notice the package, ™
Futammnmt et - usion, th:nre-
LL] w5 B 1 d
I patch I.lp'WlId ammalsunanykind of reg-

ula.r hisis?"

Nothing ro

- He Eipptﬂ from his cup before he replied

emmg tuffged at her memo
a mrnmnt[

dugmw r'ﬂ.rmu:1 he wn!lr.:d strai
ing at her while his tail swept

floor.
She reached 1o pel him, a

Straightening, she reached for her mug, and after she'd
lak a long, satisfying 3wnl!uw she asked, *‘May | see :ﬂ.

the foxes?”’
= B w93
y you put t 'i:age?"

“On the shelf

ade no move to gch

t lazy tone, "th
BE




us, The white.fox and four

of vanu:l bl normal coloration had been cau,g,'m n a

ies of shots ranging from small pups nursing, th
ward playfulnésmnd, to m EI]
BLn.m [ pml. size, i stures clearly

l:ul'lmitj' and cunning, defiending
hm sl -aq pict urn.
l'.ll:l that s m-

uct nt‘: prnr k went far beyvond compe:-
&; by an argy 1.wlm i ed

mes it was e,

imes tense, uftcu humorous. And sawmurh"ﬁa.n

her. One

rought to mind d
animals and wildlife
every major award.
mlhuughl of the photograph over the couch, and

intently at the mafl Quietly sitting across from het =-|
mmm a gleam-of humor appeared in his eyes and® |

d, *“Your mouth's open.'* ~ut

Anne clamped ft shut, then opened it again (0 speale.

“You're Robert MacKenzie, the photographer "WHY didn'e®

ﬁ say something?"*
looked faintly puzzled, ““Why should 17 If [ was a tree

n, would you ex fo int m].r:iraitub
mnﬂ:.plmtd w3 : - -

ne was aware that it sounded foolish, but saidy,. "1
bly wouldn't hﬂve hmrd of Eﬂbrmcﬂnnajt* the (ree

is eyebro I,up “Mncﬂtlfm the photographess

N eI
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igh them slowly, studying each one &

. Anne found herself more
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i |
- *“Books, magazines, television. I'vlmiyans of your
~ work. I'm a researcher. I"wgg.with a publishing hous¢ in

W
Omaha until six months agﬂ& that matter, when 1 leave
here I'm heading for New York®and a bigger firm. But be-

I‘nrc I left Omaha, yoggwere one of my projects, That is,

d you to be older, thuugh ~
Aw a re of you. Th

b _ i ling #ﬁfm step
But he should, A = 8 thered t p‘mm
into a stagk. Women wouldie®¥ 1o maﬁiﬂa&
his work.
He wa h& glm: dnft from her l'mnds ll.'l
her face. de Of 1 Eﬁl
haunt him and he again - 4 : d-:-
ing her with the sug-

portraits.
She looked up and fou

his eyes, quickly veiled,

ghts had been,

gestion of a frown, but som
had her wondering where

“Isn't Noble's Run a Ei:;}l‘ilh: beaten path to New
York?" he asked abruptly, hi e gruff again. Somchow,

artable with that.

"“Yes, | suppose it is,”” she adggitted. **But ['ve gol to take
care of the loose ends on 1 my father was finishing
when he died. 1 had quit my"job in Omaha to lake care of
him and help with it.**

Surprise followed at once by sympathy moved across his
face. **You've just lost your father?"" At her nod he said,
*“*That's rough, I know. I"'m sorry."

It was so simply said and so obviously sincere that Anne
felt a lump form in her throat. ""Thank you,"" she said un-
evenly.

“"What's the book about?"’ he asked as he rose 10 bring

the coffeepot to the table. * TN tamising, but she

work was. 1'd have ™

e,
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didn't elaborate. hu:i then you said something at Tillie's,
of it."*

Mo, just enough for yo
thought, but she only sai
filled their mugs. ‘““Father wit
ing the summers he—we, thal.i¥

for more, Anne
n paused asg he
professor, and dur-
traveled all over the

i (=
to face her. There was
1 & note of urgency in his
L “Your father did the
- ith him."
t o i t."" At his

expression, Anne felt a tingle™a : i

IIH ! by o
ekl
ten olll. Kind

altered, become almost m
rected. ““The other one e undone."

He was looking at her 1% ntly that Anne wondered
where he was leading. * escription fits,”” she finally
acknowledged. “‘l broke gibber bands as a matter of
course." e

““You were walking along Front Street,” he said. “About
a block from the fire st&litf ing an ice-cream cone."

She stared as the memory it her. This was the other of
those fragments. Now, without warning, it was back, com-
plete in every detail.. . .

She had passed some women carrying groceries, and then
walked by two boys of about fourteen or fifteen. After that
there'd been no one else on the sidewalk until she reached
the entrance to an alley.

There, three boys also in their early teens had stepped out
in front of her. One demanded her ice cream. When she re-

fused he wq;-d her arm, pulling her into the alley. One of

ut 1 re-

. Mot more than nine or
ir in braids." His tone had
. “One braid,” he cor-
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’ i She'd struggled with them , severRERERETC TR,

i —those she'd just puﬂm
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Anne had gotten up from where she'd been shoved when

' the fighting started, and ran as fast as she could. When she

reached the house, she dashed past a startled Nora Perry and
up the stairs to the small room adjoining her father's, where
she lay on her bed in helpless Lears.

Later, she remembered what her father had said a few
days earlier about wild tales and lying. *‘It never happened,
it never happened,” she repeated over and over, just as she'd
done about what she thought she'd seen through the hedge
that day. She didn't want to be a liar. Father didn't like liars.

She had never told him about the incident, and she re-
fused to explain to a concerned Nora Perry how her d
had become torn. She'd relegated the experiénce to
corner of her mind w i :
gided, but now she remgm!

ajl. Memories that bad been in hiding

ied




