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THE HORROR BEGINS

Betty grasped the old woman by the arm. ‘‘Don’t talk in
circles! Tell me what has happened!”’

Mrs. Doherty made a visible effort to pull herself
together, and said, ‘It all happened about an hour ago.
The storm began and I noticed that Sarah was not here.
I went looking for her in the rain and met Mrs. Osborne
looking for George.

““Go on!”’ Betty said tautly.

‘“‘We went down to the lake,’’ Mrs. Doherty continued,
‘‘and we saw a rowboat out in the middle of the lake.
There was someone in it. Despite the storm, we took one
of the other boats and rowed out there.”’

‘“‘And the children were safe . . .2”’

‘“‘Sarah was in the boat, waiting for us and crying,”’
Mrs. Doherty said, her voice breaking. ‘“‘But the little
boy was gone!”’

Filled with horror, Betty whispered, ‘‘Drowned?’’

‘““‘Sarah says he became terrified of the storm and
toppled over the side,”’ Mrs. Doherty said.

““Too horrible!” Betty sobbed. She impulsively got up
and ran up the stairs to Sarah’s bedroom. The beautiful
little girl in the bed was sleeping peacefully, a sweet
smile on her face. Betty could not understand why, but
something about the child’s placidity sent a fresh surge
of fear and guilt through her.
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Chapter One

There was something terrifyingly eerie about this
snowstorm! Betty Ryan clutched the steering wheel
of her station wagon with a frantic grip as it once
again swerved in the increasingly deeper snow. The
white flakes came down steadily, silently, and
smothered the familiar landmarks of the road. She
had lived in this area of the shore north of Boston
for nearly all her thirty-odd years, and she had
never previously experienced such a storm. Nor
had she felt so isolated and alien in this place she
knew so well.

The green kerchief she had hastily tied over her
long auburn hair to protect it from the wet snow
had -slipped back off her head. Her thin,
aristocratic face with its high cheekbones and
lovely large green eyes was now frozen with fear.
The headlights of the car were almost useless in the
thick snow. With a tiny sob of despair, she quickly
switched them from high to second in the hope she
might get better visibility.

For a few seconds she was encouraged, but then
the stubborn downward flow of white, thick flakes
dazed her. She kept straining over the wheel, trying
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to peer into the almost solid curtain of white and
barely seeing well enough to keep moving. Soon
she knew the station wagon would go no further.
Even the snow tires which had served her so well
would not be equal to the depth of this storm!

Also, she was becoming less sure each minute
that she was really on the road. She struggled to
recognize some helpful landmarks, but it was an
exercise in futility. Ever present in her mind were
the several bridges she must cross and the high
banks at numerous points along the highway which
a swerving car of the size and weight of her station
wagon could careen over in seconds.

Tears from her _lovely green eyes trailed down
her cheeks. Her thin-lipped but perfectly formed
mouth worked feverishly as she prayed for help in
her desperate plight.

““Let me get there in time!’”’ she murmured
pleadingly. i

For reaching the King house was what was
uppermost in her mind. Reaching the King house in
time and finding Sarah, her beloved sixteen-year-
old daughter, who was out somewhere in this
blizzard and almost surely at the King’s house.
Where else could she have gone? She had to be
there! Betty could only pray she might reach the
ancient house on the highway soon and discover
that all was well. She did not dare to think too
much of the alternatives. {

Events had happened at a staggering pace, and
she had unwisely started out to find her missing
daughter in the storm. Her phone conversation
with Pauline King had only served to upset her



more. According to Pauline, Sarah had not yet
reached the house. Yet Betty was convinced her
_daughter had to be on the way there. Her pretty,
“retiring Sarah had few friends and the Kings’ house
was where she usually went.

Betty caught a glimpse of the surrounding area
in a short break in the downfall of white flakes and
recognized a boarded-up building which housed a
store in the summer months. This told her she was
approximately four miles from the outskirts of
Menton and the tall eighteenth-century house of
three stories capped by an observatory known as a
widow’s walk, a place where the worried wives of
captains at sea watched and all too often vainly
waited for their husbands’ ship to return.

The thought of the widow’s walk reminded her
of her own widowed state. Things had been much
more difficult for her after Roland’s death.
Though her husband, a mining engineer, had often
been away from home, sometimes as long as six
months at a time, she had always depended on him
and his judgement. They kept in constant touch by
phone and letter. There had been good times when
his career had allowed him to remain at home for
extended periods. It was then he had helped most
with the bringing up of their daughter, though
Sarah was more at ease with Betty since she was
always at home.

Home had been from the start a renovated
nineteenth-century house of much charm, a few
miles distant from the ocean and, with a dozen or
so other houses, fronting on a good-sized lake. The
village was known as Bedford and the lake as



Bedford Lake. But all that period of happy days
was lost to her now. Roland had died in an auto
accident in a rainstorm. His injuries had been so
grave that he had died before the ambulance
reached him, and so Betty had the responsibility of
their daughter Sarah alone!

She realized that her mind was wandering and
that in spite of her terror she was becoming slightly
drowsy. She began to worry that somehow the
storm had blocked the exhaust pipes and perhaps
carbon monoxide was stealthily creeping into the
car to send her to a sleepy death. She reached for
the control for the power window on her side and
let it down half-way, ignoring the invasion of
heavy, wet flakes.

““Must go on! Must get there somehow!’’ she
sobbed in a small voice. ‘I have to!”’

And then her heart gave a leap of hope. There
was blurred light some distance in front of her car,
coming slowly along towards her. Someone else
was out in this dreadful midnight storm!

Frantically she pressed on the horn ring but no
sound seemed to come from the normally loud
horn. Possibly it was blocked from the storm or
simply . could not be heard in the muffled
atmosphere of the blanketing fall of snow. The
lights of the other vehicle came nearer and she saw
that there were also red lights flickering from it.
Perhaps it was a snow plough and that accounted
for its slow progress, or maybe it might be a police
car.

She brought her own faltering vehicle to a stop
and it slid a little in the wet snow as she applied the
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brakes. She was frantic in a mixture of hope and
fear as the other vehicle came abreast of her and
she saw that it was indeed a State Highway Patrol
car. The police car halted and the door on the
driver’s side opened. A tall young man in uniform
greatcoat and fur hat with the ear tabs down
stepped gingerly out and came across to her.

His young face showed incredulity as he
shouted, ‘‘Are you crazy coming out in this?”’

* ““I had to,” she sobbed. ‘““My daughter! I have
to reach her! She went out! I think to Menton!”’

‘““We’ve had warnings out all evening,”’ the
trooper said. ‘“This is no ordinary night. Is your
daughter driving?”’

Betty nodded. ‘‘She had my little car. I don’t
imagine she got far in it if the storm was this bad
then. She may have had to leave it somewhere on
the road!”’

““There are dozens of abandoned cars between
here and Menton,”’ the trooper told her. ‘‘Hers
could be among them.”’

‘‘She’d walk on or get a lift. I’m sure she has to
be at the King house in Menton! That’s where she
was going!”’

The trooper turned his back to the blowing
storm and asked her, ‘“Where do you live?”’

‘‘Bedford.”’

“You’re closer to Menton now than Bedford,”’
he said.

Betty nodded unhappily. ‘‘If the storm hadn’t
become so heavy I’'m sure I could have made it all
right.”’

““This is no ordinary storm, ma’am,’’ the young
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trooper said.*“This will go down as the blizzard of
1978! Boston is already completely tied up!®’

“I must find my daughter,” she said tearfully.
‘““What can I do?”’

The trooper eyed her grimly. ‘‘Since you’ve
gotten yourself into this mess, I guess we’ll have to
take over. Pull your car over to the side as far as
you can. Lock it up and come with us.”’

‘““Abandon it?”’ she asked in dismay.

‘““That’s right,”’ he said wearily. ‘“‘Unless you
want to be frozen to death or smothered by carbon
monoxide. You’re not going to get anywhere
without chains. We’ve heavy chains on our rear
tires and we’re barely creeping along.’’ {

“I can’t go back to Bedford without Sarah,’’ she
protested. ‘“‘I must find her. And as quickly as
possible!”’ j

The trooper nodded. ‘‘I know the King house.
It’s on the main road this side of Menton. We’ll
take you there unless we get bogged down.”’

““Thank you!’’ she said gratefully. ‘“You don’t
know what this means to me. How important it
is!”’

‘“You made a mistake going out after your
daughter,’’ the trooper said. ‘“‘No good arguing
about that now. Lock up your car and get in ou
rear seat.”’

Tensely she went about obeying his instructions.
He was right. She could barely get the station
wagon moving now. She pulled it as far to the side
as she could, shut off the engine, adjusted her
kerchief and long cloth coat and then stepped out
into the blinding white storm. She locked the car
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doors and the trooper took her by the arm, helped
her across to the patrol car and saw her safely
seated in the back seat. Then he went around and
joined the driver in the front.

The man at the wheel asked his companion,
‘““What now?”’

The trooper who had talked with her said, ‘“We
have to take this woman to Menton. You’ll have to
find a spot to turn around.”’

‘“That won’t be easy!”’

“I know it,”’ the first trooper agreed. ‘“There’s a
fairly large intersection ahead, maybe we can
manage it there.”’

The driver complained, ‘“The trouble is that the
road is almost as heavy with snow as anywhere else.
Pretty soon we’re going to be stranded
somewhere!’’

His companion said, ‘‘Let’s keep moving as long
as we can.”’ And turning to Betty, he said, ‘‘Relax,
lady! If we can get turned around we’ll take you to
your daughter.”’

She sat crouched miserably in the rear seat.
‘“‘Just so long-as she isn’t stranded somewhere out
in this!’’ She glanced out at the steadily falling
snow again.

The trooper said, ‘‘There are a lot of houses
along this main road. Even if she gets stranded she
should be close enough to one to reach safety and
shelter.”’

The driver said, ‘“We sent out plenty of
warnings. What made your daughter start out for
Menton?’’

Betty sat forward to tautly explain,‘‘Sarah, my
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daughter, was in Boston. She planned to visit the
Kings before she came home. I haven’t seen her
since yesterday.”’

The first trooper said, ‘‘I know King. He’s a
stockbroker and his wife has a bad leg from polio.
She limps enough so you notice it. They live in that
big white house which goes back a couple of
hundred years.”’

‘““That’s the one,”’ she agreed.

‘““‘Bet the old house hasn’t seen many storms as
bad as this,”’ the driver said.

“It’s the worst in my time,”’ the first trooper
said. And then he turned to Betty again. ‘‘Are you
concerned only because your daughter is out in the
storm, or is there something else?’’

‘““‘Something else,’’ Betty said warily. ‘‘She’s not
well. That’s what worries me the most. I don’t
know how she’ll react to this terrible night.”’

‘“Don’t worry, we’ll get you there,” he
promised.

““Soon, I hope,’”’ she worried. ‘It must be as
soon as possible.”’

“We’ll do our best,”’ the trooper assured her.
Then he told the man at the wheel, ‘‘Just ahead is
the intersection. Looks as if it’s still open enough
to turn in!”’

“There’s a big drift,”’ the driver pointed out.
“But I'll try it.”” And he did. Betty sat back
watching with frightened eyes as the car balked at
the drift for a few seconds and then ploughed
through. The driver worked hard at the wheel and
managed to turn the car around so that it now
pointed in the direction in which she wanted to go.
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““Good!”’ The trooper beside the driver cried in
encouragement. ‘We’ll make Menton now if we
can just keep moving.”’

The driver kept his eyes ahead, attempting to see
through the blinding fall of huge white flakes. He
said, ‘““We may make it or we may not!’’

‘‘Please do!’’ she begged.

The driver said, ‘I don’t have any say about it,
ma’am. It’s my opinion that pretty soon everything
on the road will be snowed under. That includes
us! It will take the end of the storm and some extra
army snowplows before traffic moves regularly
again!”’ L

The other trooper said, ‘‘If we don’t make it, we
don’t. But we have to keep on trying.”’

The driver said, ‘‘I wonder what put the station
radio out of order?”’

“Idon’t know,’’ the man at his side said. ‘‘But it
sure took a bad time to do it.”’ He explained to
Betty in the back seat. ‘“The radio quit about
" twenty minutes ago and we’ve been out of touch
ever since.”’

““I suppose it’s the storm,’’ she said, shuddering.
““It’s dreadful!”’

““‘Sure is!’’ The trooper said. And he fiddled with
the radio for a few minutes, producing no sound at
all. Then he added, ‘‘If we could hear from
headquarters, we’d know what to do. It may be
they want us off the road. Judging from the last
report we had, the storm will go on until daylight at
least!’’

She leaned to look out the side window as she
asked, ‘“‘Are we making any headway at all?”’
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‘““We’re moving,”’ the driver said. ‘“‘No more.
It’ll take a while to get to the King house in
Menton. If we make it!”’

“Your daughter was crazy not to go straight
home when she saw the kind of storm it was,’’ the
other trooper said.

Betty nodded. ‘I know. But I suppose like the
rest of us she never expected it would get this bad!”’

‘““Worst I’ve ever seen,’’ the trooper agreed. He
gave her a look of sympathy. ‘“Warm enough back
there?’’

‘“Yes,”’ she said, ‘‘I’'m all right.”’

“Try to relax,”’ the trooper said. ‘““We’ll get you
there if we can! Just hope our luck hasn’t run
out!”’

He returned his attention to the road as Betty sat
back in a corner of the rear seat with a tiny
shudder. The trooper’s words echoed in her mind;
““Just hope our luck hasn’t run out!” He had no
idea how true that was for her, or how urgent it
was that she reach the King house soon.

She had not told them everything. She hadn’t
dared. It was bad enough to be caught out in this
wild storm without dwelling on the horror she
might come upon at the end of it! It was too
complicated, too shocking for her to be able to
make them understand. She was not sure she
understood herself. She only knew that, in addition
to the threat of the storm, she faced something
even more terrifying. She did not fully understand
what horror might await her at the magnificent old
mansion on the road to Menton, but she knew the
sooner she arrived there the better, if she were to
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save her daughter, and her own sanity!

Her eyes closed and she pondered on the
beginning of it all. Sixteen years ago, or a little
more, soon after she and Roland had moved to
Bedford at the beginning of their marriage. They
had entered the pretty picture-book house fronting
on the lake on almost the second anniversary of
their marriage, just at the time she had discovered
she was pregnant.

Roland, a handsome, brown-haired man of
thirty-one then, had picked her up in his arms with
ease and carried her over the threshold. ‘“This will
be our home always,’’ he told her. ‘““We’ll never
find a better place.”’

She’d looked around the house in wonder and
agreed, ‘‘I think you’re right. We couldn’t do
better. But what if you are transferred again?’’

“I’m bound to have assignments other places,’’
her handsome husband said with a smile on his
squarish, bronzed face. ‘‘But I shall go to wherever
the work may be and ‘then return here. You’ll
remain here and take care of the place.”

She stood close to him and looked up at him
with love in her liquid green eyes as she'said gently,
‘‘And this is where our child will be born and grow
Up.”

““/Children,’’ he said, kissing her, and holding
her close. ‘““We’re going to have two, a boy and a
girl. The first will be a boy!”’

Betty laughed. ‘“That’s silly! How can you tell?’’

“I’ve been wishing for it!”’

““That doesn’t mean it will happen that way,”
she protested.
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“I wished for a house like this,”” he told her.
‘““And I finally found it. So why shouldn’t I be
lucky again?’’

Betty looked around the empty room with its
shining hardwood floors, its bow windows with
multi-paned glass, the white woodwork and walls.
““It will be so much fun furnishing and decorating
it,”’ she said happily.

His arm still around her, Roland had laughed,
““And it will cost so much money! I’ve put just
about everything into this place!”’

“I’ll go on working,”’ she said. ‘“‘I’ll be able to
pay for almost everything we need with my
earnings.’’

Her husband had frowned. ‘Do you think it
wise?’’

She laughed protestingly, ‘‘I’m barely pregnant!
I have weeks and months to go before I'll be
bothered in any real way. In my line one should be
able to work until just before the baby is born!”’

Betty was an artist. She’d graduated from an
excellent college arts course in New York and
returned to Boston to find work as an illustrator
for a monthly magazine. But she had tired of this
and had attempted to make a living from her own
paintings, mostly in oils. She had turned out some
excellent work in her first year as a freelance and
made some money, though not enough to live on.

It was important that she be self-supporting
since her mother was widowed and living in the
Mid-West with a spinster sister who had helped put
Betty through college. Betty wanted to be able to
be independent and pay her aunt back. Unhappily,

16



a career of painting didn’t seem to offer any
immediate solution to that problem.

By good fortune she had one of her showings in
the Gordon Gallery in Boston, and there she had
been approached by a pleasant gray-haired man
who introduced himself as Bernard Simms,
director of the Boston Gallery of Fine Arts.

‘Simms had praised her work, especially her
portraits. Studying the warm-toned oil of a friend
which she’d only recently completed, he said, ‘I
like your style. It’s interesting.”’

Betty had been pleased by his praise. Her eyes
had twinkled as she said, ‘‘Not modern, I’m
afraid.”

““True,’’ he agreed. ‘‘And this is precisely what I
like about it. You have deliberately adopted a style
of thirty or forty years ago.”’

“I’ve been criticized for not being modern
enough,’” she was willing to confess.

The fine-featured, older man inspected her
painting again and said, ‘‘In my opinion you
should be congratulated for your courage in
painting as you w1sh We have plenty of moderns.”’

‘““Thank you,”’ she said.

Bernard Simms turned to her and asked, ‘‘How
is it going?”’ .

‘“Not too well,”” she said. ‘“‘I’m beginning to
think about taking a job in one of the advertising
agencies.”’

‘“That could be a dead end,’’ he warned. ‘“You’d
be pushed hard and not ‘have much time for your
own painting.”’

““I know,”’ she sighed. ‘‘But it seems we have to
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make choices.”’

He’d smiled sympathetically. ‘““True. So let me
suggest one for you. Why not become a specialist
in restoring paintings? You clearly have a feeling
for art of an earlier period.”

She stared at him. This had never occurred to
her. She said, ‘‘But doesn’t that take a good deal
of special training? From the little I know it’s very
difficult and tricky.”

““It is,”’ Bernard Simms said. ‘‘But I was in the
business once myself. I could teach you. And our
gallery needs a full-time employee like you.”’

Betty always looked on this moment as one of
the important turning points in her life, almost as
significant as her first meeting with her husband-
to-be at a party given by a friend. She impulsively
accepted Bernard Simms’ offered, and she’d not at
any time regretted it. She had at once entered into
an intensive training period on the cleaning and
restoration of old art. She was shocked to discover
how badly art work was often used and the sad
condition in which many of the paintings reached
the museum. .

Under Bernard Simms’ direction she learned to
appraise each new acquisition of the gallery and to
decide on the cleaning and restoring the various
paintings would require. Cleaning was often all
that was necessary, and had to be done slowly and
lovingly with various methods. Restoring meant
bringing out the colors which had dimmed over the
years, or had cracked from dryness and heat. She
also sometimes had to remove layers of paint which
had been added to some fine original, changing
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and spoiling it.

It took Betty a year to master the various
techniques. Then she was left to work largely on
her own. She had a bright studio with good north
light high in the gallery and she was kept constantly
busy. She learned that many people placed fine
prints and drawings in strong sunlight and so
allowed the light to fade them and discolor the
paper. When she worked with oils, she used soft
camel’s hair or sable brushes, often a feather
duster, soft cloths and special cleansing materials.

The restoring of cracked, flaked and othewise
damaged paintings utilized all her training in art.
She had to mix paints to match, understand the
varnishes used in various periods and duplicate
them, know exactly how to retouch the originals
and bring them back to glowing life. Each ancient,
damaged painting was a challenge and a work of
love on her part. So it was not strange that she had
no wish to allow marriage or even motherhood to
interfere with her career. Her work was terribly
important to her.

So on that day more than sixteen years ago when
Roland had carried her over the threshold of their
newly purchased home she had been eager to argue
that she must continue working, not only because
they could use the money but because she so
strongly loved her work.

Roland had not been so sure. He’d asked, ‘‘Are
you willing to drive back and forth to Boston every
day? It’s almost an hour’s trip in traffic.”’

“I have my own car and I like driving,’’ she’d
replied.
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‘““What about later?”’

““Let’s wait until then,”’ she said. ‘‘I’ll hire
someone to come in a few times a week and clean
the house.”

‘And when the baby comes?’’

““Of course I’ll stay home for a while, just as I
will before it is born,’’ she said. ‘‘But I do want to
return to my work at least part-time.”’ :

Roland smiled sadly. ‘‘I can see that I’ve married
a determined feminist and career girl.”’

Her eyes, shining with happines, fixed on him.
““You knew that from the start. I warned you.”

He reached out to take her in his embrace once
more. ‘‘So you did,’’ he admitted. ‘‘But I want you
to work only as long as it’s good for your and our
child.”

‘““You may count on that,”’ she said. And so it
was settled.

Thus began a busy and happy tlme in their lives.
Moving into the house and decorating and
furnishing it proved an almost full-time job for
Betty. But both she and Roland had their regular
work to look after. She hired decorators and
workmen. They supervised as best they could and
gradually -their home took shape out of chaos.

The situation was further complicated by
Roland’s being on a project in Ohio and having to
remain out there for weeks at a time. Betty was
fortunate in having her work to keep her busy and
to see that she was not lonesome in the country-like
surroundings of their new home. Other houses
ringed the lake and the one next to theirs, almost a
mate of it, was owned by a bookish young lawyer,
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Peter Osborne, and his attractive wife Margaret. It
so happened that Margaret had become pregnant
at almost the same time as Betty. Each young
woman reached out to the other and they became
close friends.

During the early months of her pregnancy when
Roland was away, Betty often dined with the
Osbornes and afterwards sat out with them on their
screened porch overlooking the lake.

Margaret, warm, plain and brown-haired, one
night smiled at Betty and said, ‘‘I think we’re
terribly lucky. This is a wonderful place to bring up
children.”’

‘““We are off the main road,’’ Betty agreed. ‘‘So
we won’t have to worry about traffic too much.
That could be a problem when they are old enough
to get around on their own.”’

Peter Osborne, tall, gaunt and red-haired with a
tiny mustache and thick glasses, stood by the
window in worn sweater and drab gray slacks and
reminded them, ‘‘There’s the lake!”’

‘‘What about it?’’ his wife asked.

““Could be a hazard,” he told her. ‘‘Especially
for small children!”’

“Not like traffic!’’ Margaret protested. ‘‘I look
on the lake as a plus. Almost everyone has a boat,
there’s everything from power-cruisers to sail boats
and even we have a rowboat. The water is
something to enjoy.”’

‘““People drown in water,”’ her husband insisted.
‘““‘And it’s a real danger for small children. You’ll
have to make sure they understand the menace of
the lake.”
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“Don’t spoil the lake for us!’’ Margaret said.
‘““And anyway you’re worrying needlessly. The
children aren’t even born yet!”’

“That will happen soon enough,”” Peter
Osborne said. ‘I say one should plan in advance.”’

“I agree,’’ Betty said with a smile. ‘‘But I also
think that Margaret is right. You’re worrying too
much about the lake. When the time comes we’ll
tell the children to be careful and it will work out.”’

Peter stared out moodily at the wide lake and
said, ‘‘I suppose so.”’

‘““He’s a born worrier,”” Margaret told Betty.
“‘Don’t pay any attention to him.”’ )

Betty liked them both and felt that once again
she’d been blessed, this time with likeable
neighbors of about her own age. Her pregnancy
was going well and the specialist who gave her
routine  examinations pronounced  himself
satisfied.

““It had better be a boy,’’ she smilingly told him.
‘“That’s what my husband wants.”’

‘““He’ll get what we deliver him,’’ the doctor
said, returning her smile. ‘“‘And he’ll be grateful.
Or he’d better be!”’

Bernard Simms, the curator of the museum, was
as delighted at the prospect of her becoming a
mother as she was, once she had assured him that
as soon as the pregnancy was over and she could
find a good woman to care for the child during her
working hours, she would return to her post at the
museum.

One morning in the sixth month of her
pregnancy he came to her studio on the sixth floor,
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bringing with him a large portrait which had been
taken from its frame for restoration. He placed it
on the easel where she gave her work first appraisal
and stood back with her to view it.

‘““What do you make of that?’’ he asked.

From the first moment Betty found herself
strangely drawn to the ancient painting. It was dull
and darkened with age, with some cracking and a
stain at the bottom lower corner. It clearly dated
from the late 1750’s and was a study of a young
woman in her early teens, with a pink bonnet on
her long black tresses, and wearing a pink flowing
dress to match. She stood with one hand on a
small, wooden stand.

But it was the fate of the slim, dark-haired girl
that was so intriguing to Betty. It was oval in
shape, with a pouting mouth beneath a perfectly
formed nose. Her eyes were green like Betty’s, but
their level gaze held a hint of something oddly
sinister. It was a lovely, provocative face, which
seemed to be filled with life despite the faded
canvas. It was a face that Betty immediately felt
would haunt her.

‘‘Remarkable!’’ she said. ‘A beautiful girl!”’

‘‘Strangely beautiful,’”’ the gray-haired curator
said. ‘‘There is something unusual there. A hint of
strong character perhaps.”’

‘I can see what you mean,’’ Betty said, gazing at
the painting, engrossed in it. ‘‘It’s almost as
though she were listening to something—some-
thing no one else could hear.”’

““One wonders what she was like as a grown
woman,’’ the old man went on. ‘‘I vow she must
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have been spirited and turned many men’s heads.”’

(‘Yes 2

““Or perhaps she didn’ t grow up but died before
she reached many more years,’’ the curator mused.
““So many young women died at an early age in
those days.”” ‘

‘“She’s terribly interesting,”’ Betty said, still
fascinated by the girl’s attractive and somewhat
sensual face, and her atntude of listening to an
unheard voice.

‘“We don’t know the artist,”” Bernard Simms
said. ““But we do know it was done somewhere in
the state. It came in with a lot from a dealer. It was
probably painted by some itinerant artist of the
time. They used to wander from town to village,
working their way with their painting. Sometimes it
would be a sign for a lawyer, an inn or some shop,
and whenever the oportunity presented itself, they
sought out some wealthy person to paint, or more
often secured a commission to paint his w1fe or
daughter.”

““The beginnings of family art in the New
World,”’ she mused.

The old man nodded. ‘‘Yes. As these men
became wealthy they had a desire to emulate the
squires of England, from which many of them had
emigrated. It was very ‘much in fashion to have
portraits of the master and his family done.””

Betty turned her attention to the girl’s portrait
again and said, ‘“This is truly unusual. Much better
than the average.”’

‘I agree,”’ the curator said. ‘‘I want you to bring
it back to its full splendor. Then the museum will
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have something of which we can be truly proud.”’

“It will be a delight to work on,”’ Betty said,
eyes glowing with eagerness to get at the task.

“Don’t rush,”’ he said. ‘“Take all the time you
like. It will have to be cleaned. That stain may
prove impossible to remove, in which case you will
have to paint over it. The flaking is bad, but I think
much can be saved.”

“I’ll save every inch of the original I can,’’ she
promised.

He smiled. ‘“That is. why I wanted you to do this
before you left us for the birth of your child. I
don’t want to trust it to anyone else.”’

““I want to do it,”’ she said. ‘“And I should have
it finished in plenty of time.”’

This was what Betty fully expected, but it didn’t
work out that way. The original paint had
deteriorated so badly that she had to restore almost
eighty percent of the painting. It was a tedious task
and she was forced to work at it with painstaking
care.

Yet the results were worthwhile. As the portrait
was returned to its original strong color, it was
even more compelling than when she’d first seen it.
She remained long hours in the studio, often
working at night when everything else was shut
down. The night porter would let her out at seven
or seven-thirty and she’d then drive home.

Her neighbor, Margaret Osborne, was also well
advanced in her pregnancy. She often came over
after Betty had returned home to have a cup of tea
with her and chat.

On one of these nights her neighbor said
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seriously, ‘‘I think that painting you’re restoring
has become an obsession with you!’’

Betty smiled at her, a little startled. ‘“Why do
you say a thing like that?”’

‘I think it’s true.”

“Why?”

Margaret shrugged. ‘“For one thing, you talk
about it constantly. You seem to think I should
understand all about it, even though I’ve never
seen it.”’

“Well, it is my work.”’

“But I’ve never known you to be so absorbed
with a particular painting before,”” her friend
insisted. ‘‘Do you think it’s healthy?”’

Betty laughed. ‘‘And why should it not be
healthy?”’

Margaret looked embarrassed. ‘‘People like us, I
mean women who are pregnant, sometimes get
strange obsessions. I’m not even sure about myself,
and I have noticed this in you.”’

““You’re imagining it,”’ Betty said. But she knew
there was more than a small amount of truth in
what her neighbor had mentioned. She was
obsessed with the portrait, obsessed in the sense
that she felt an overpowering need to restore it
perfectly before her baby was born.

Even when Betty was away from the studio, the
painting remained vividly in her mind. Visions of it
kept coming to her and she often thought of it
while she drove back and forth to work. At such
times she often had some inspiration about the
work and when she returned to the easel would
hasten to put the idea into effect. It had never
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struck her as odd that she should do this, until
Margaret made mention of it.

Then she realized it was partly true. She was
reminded once more of her fascination with the
painting when Bernard Simms came to check on
her progress. :

He studied the painting, saw what painstaking
care she was devoting to it, saw that a good deal of
it was yet to be done. He said in mild reproval, ‘‘I
hope you’re not overdoing’’

Impatiently Betty turned to him, brush and
palette in hand. She was wearing a full blue smock
which concealed any hint of her pregnancy. She
asked the curator, ‘“Why do you say that?’’

‘““The porter tells me you’ve worked here late
almost every night this week,’’ the gray-haired man
said.

“So?”

*“‘Should you be working so hard at this time?”’
he wondered.

““I don’t see why not,’’ she protested.

“Your baby is due soon.”’

““Not all that soon,”’ she said. ‘‘Besides, you
gave me your word I’d be allowed to complete the
work!”’

‘I mean that you should, but not at such a
reckless pace. It could well wait until your
pregnancy is over. Then you could resume.’’

Strangely, even to Betty herself, the effect of his
words was enough to throw her into a panic. She
felt a cold, sharp fear cut through her. ‘‘But I must
finish it! Something might happen to me! I might

122

not return!
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The mild, gray-haired man showed astonishment
at her violent reaction. He said, “‘I didn’t even
think of that. Of course you’ll be all right when
you deliver your child.”’

The idea, now that it had come to her, distressed
her terribly. She said, ‘“‘You can’t tell. There are
cases of women who die on the delivery table.”’

““Don’t say such things,”’ Bernard Simms said.
““You mustn’t have such thoughts!’’

Betty was struck by his shocked attitude, and
tried to conceal her tension. She managed a weary
smile and said, ‘‘I’m sorry, that was a stupid thing
to say. But women in my condition do have strange
thoughts, however wrong they may be.”’

“Very wrong,”’ the old man said, still clearly
upset.

Betty put down her palette and brush, went to
him and touched him on the arm. ‘‘I was foolish,”’
she apologized. ‘I didn’t mean to sound so
frantic.”’

“I’m sure you didn’t.”’

She sighed. ‘‘I’ve been working very steadily on
this project, and I suppose you’re right. Someone
else said the same thing to me—that thé restoration
had become an obsession on my part.”’

“I’d like to see you a little more relaxed about
it,”’ the curator said. ‘“You’re doing an excellent
job, but you must get proper rest.”’

““But I am,”’ she insisted. ‘‘You mustn’t worry
about me. Please don’t make me stop working on
it.”

“Very well,”” he said, turning to study the
partially restored painting once again. “When you
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complete this it will be a gem.”’

‘I hope you hang it well.”’

‘“It shall have an honored place, and you will be
given full credit for your restoration,”’ Bernard
Simms promised.her.

Betty smiled and stared at the painting.
‘‘Somehow I have come to feel an affinity with her,
a strange attraction that extends across the
centuries.’’

The curator gave her a tolerant look of
amusement. ‘“Why should you not feel that way?
You are bringing her to life again. While creation
of your child goes on within you, this other act of
creation is going on here.”’

‘I want her to be perfect >’ Betty said, staring at
the painting once again, unthinking of the hfe
within her..

‘‘Make her as she was,’’ the old man said. ‘‘That
is all that is within your power.”’

‘“Yes,”” Betty said with a sigh. ‘I suppose she
will always somehow elude me, remain a mystery to
me.”’

““You are seeing her through the eyes of that
long-ago artist who did the portrait,”’ the old man
reminded her. ‘‘Very often those eyes saw more
than those around the subject. You may come to
know as much about her as anyone could hope.”’

Betty felt a strange elation. She nodded, her
bright eyes fixed on the girl’s sultry features.
‘““You’re right,”’ she said.. ‘‘I sense that she was
very intelligent, sensual and awfully stubborn.
Perhaps stubborn to the point where it might have
become a vice. And there’s something else,
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something I can’t define, and somehow . . .”’ her
voice trailed off, but she finished the sentence in:
her mind . . . ‘‘it frightens me!”’

““Interesting speculation,’’ the curator agreed.
‘‘Just don’t overtax yourself.”’

She promised him she wouldn’t and meant it.
For a few days she deliberately took time off and
went for long luncheons and to a round of the baby
departments to buy needed things for the child she
was expecting. She still was hoping it would be a
boy, to please Roland. Her husband was returning
in a few days and would be with her during the last
two months of her time.

But as she busied herself with this other activity,
the painting she was working on haunted her. She
would be moving slowly along a store aisle when
visions of that strangely provocative face would
swim before her and dominate her mind, almost as
if the girl was crying out, begging across two
centuries not to be forgotten.

One afternoon Betty found herself rushing back-
to the studio from a late luncheon, gripped by a
compulsion she could not resist. She threw down
the parcels she’d been carrying, put on her smock,
and returned to work on the painting until almost
eight o’clock that night. The porter showed
surprise as he let her, exhausted and stumbling, out
of the museum.

That night her dreams were haunted by the
lovely girl in the portrait. She was talking with her,
but however much she strained she could not hear
what the girl was saying. It was essential that she
understand, yet she could not hear. She awakened
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in a panic and dripping with perspiration.

The fear that she wouldn’t complete the
restoration before her baby’s birth took a sterner
grip on her. The next morning she drove to town
early and was in her studio working on the painting
by nine o’clock. At around ten-thirty, the curator
came to see her and found her collapsed in a heap
on the floor before her easel.
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Chapter Two

Betty opened her eyes to a room which was strange
to her and where everything seemed to be in pastel
colors. The memory of how she had gotten there
eluded her, but she was conscious of being weak
and feverish. As she tried to collect her thoughts
the face of a man unknown to her loomed over her
and studied her with grave interest.

Words were spoken in low voices but she could
neither recognize the voices nor make out the
words. Then her husband’s familiar features, set in
a mask of fear, came within her field of vision and
she weakly raised a hand.

“Roland!”’ she said in a whisper.

He took her feverish hand in his cool ones and
murmuring, ‘“‘Thank God!’’ he bent down and
kissed her gently.

She blacked out again then, and had several
other similar periods of consciousness alternating
with turbulent, somehow malevolent darkness.
Then, quite suddenly it seemed, everything came
into focus. She felt like herself again, though very
weak. )

Roland was seated at her bedside and warned
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her, ‘“You must not exert yourself too much.
You’re getting well and we don’t want a relapse.”’

She stared at him in a state of confusion and
asked, ‘““What happened to me?”’

‘““You contracted some sort of fever,”” her
husband said. ‘“The doctors don’t know exactly
what it was. There are a lot of viruses going around
these days.”’

‘“How long have I been ill?”’

‘““‘Almost a week,’’ he said. ‘‘But your fever has
broken. You’re on the mend.”’

‘““You came back,’’ she said.

““Of course. Bernard Simms phoned me in Ohio
and I came at once. No one knew what was wrong
with your or whether you would recover.”’

Now thoughts came crowding into her mind and
the most urgent one was of her unborn child. She
raised herself up a little and gasped, ‘“The baby! Is
it all right?”’

Roland smiled and eased her back down on her
pillow. ‘“You mustn’t let yourself be upset. You’re
still carrying the child and the doctor sees no
possible ill effects on it from your sickness.”’

‘“You’re sure?”’

““I have his word,’”’ Roland said. ‘‘From what I
hear, you’ve been working too hard, trying to
complete some restoration before your
confinement.”’

‘““That didn’t make me ill,”’ she protested
weakly.

‘“‘Something did.”’

‘I must have caught a virus,’’ she said. ‘‘I feel so
much better now.”’

34



““If you’re a good patient you’ll be able to leave
the hospital and go home to rest in a few days.”

‘““When will I be able to return to work?’’ she
asked anxiously.

He shook his head. ‘“No more work until after
the baby!”’

Betty at once became upset. ‘“No! I must

complete that portrait first!’’
" Roland sighed. /‘I’m not going to argue with
you. It’s a matter you’d best take up with your
doctor. But I'm not in favor of it, and I doubt if
Bernard Simms would approve.’’

“It’s something you don’t understand,’’ she
pleaded with him. ‘‘I’ll have no peace of mind if I
don’t complete that restoration.’’

Her husband said, ‘‘I can only repeat that it’s a
matter for your doctor to decide.’’

Betty knew what she must do and she gathered
up her remaining strength and resolution to achieve
it. Within a few days she had made such an
amazing recovery that not only her husband and
Bernard Simms, but her doctor and the staff who’d
looked after her, were astounded.

The elderly Dr. Cook stood facing-her in the
middle of her room and said, ‘““You’ve made a
‘most remarkable recovery, Mrs. Ryan. Aren’t you
at all weak?”’

“I’ve been walking in the corridor all morning,’’
she told him with a smile.

‘““Absolutely amazing,’”” Dr. Cook said. I
would not have thought it possible.”’

“When can I be discharged, Doctor?’’ Betty
wanted to know. ‘It’s wrong for me to use a
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hospital bed when others may need it.”’

The doctor rubbed his chin. ‘““You were very ill!
Don’t think othetwise!”’

‘“‘But I’m better now.”’ ‘

““So it seems,”” Dr. Cook agreed. ‘‘I suppose I
must let you go home with the provision that you
take a great deal of rest. You have childbirth to
face fairly soon.”’

‘“There is something else I must do before that,”’
she said.

He frowned. ‘‘Indeed?”’

““I’ve been working on the restoration of an old
painting,’’ she said. ‘‘I must finish it before the
baby comes.”’

Dr. Cook raised his eyebrows. ‘‘You’re talking
about going back to work? Impossible.”’

‘‘Please, doctor,”’ she pleaded. ‘‘I will worry
myself sick if I don’t do it!”’

‘““You need to rest.”’

‘It will only take two or three days to finish the .
painting,’”’ she said. ‘‘I was near the end of the
restoration when I collapsed. I will work only two
or three hours a day. But you must let me go back
to it!”’

The elderly doctor spread his hands. ‘“What can
I say? You will probably do it even if I demand that
you don’t.”’

She smiled. ‘““You’re a sensible man, Doctor
Cook.”

‘“Mind you, I’ve not given you permission. I’m
saying if you do it, it will be at your own risk.”’

‘“That is all I ask,’’ she said.

He stared at her. ““What makes this painting so
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important to you?’

““I don’t know,’’ she said thoughtfully. ‘‘But
somehow it has obsessed me. I’'m haunted by it. I
must finish it.”’

“I’m a simple man,’’ Dr. Cook said. ‘‘The ways
of art and artists are beyond me.”’

Betty remained at home for a week. Then, with
her obstetrician’s approval, she returned to work
for four hours every morning. When she stepped
back into her sunlit studio again and saw the girl in
the portrait waiting for her, she became absorbed
in the fascination of the painting once again.

She was amazed at how quickly the work went,
now that she was feeling well again. She
accomplished more in a few days than she
ordinarily would have in several weeks. As a result,
the portrait of the lovely young girl was restored to
its original beauty and fairly glowed from its dark
background. All the museum staff came to admire
it.

‘“‘Perfection,’’ Bernard Simms said, studying the
lovely creature in the painting.

‘‘She must have a fine frame,’”’ Betty said.

““Most definitely,’’ the curator agreed.

‘“And a position of prominence inm the
collection,’’ she went on. ‘‘You agreed to that.”’

““I will keep my word,”’ the elderly man said.
““She will hang in the main gallery on the street
floor, with the best of our other art works.”’

Betty sighed with relief and smiled at him. ‘‘Now
I’m ready to go home and prepare for the coming
of my baby!”’
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‘““‘About time,’’ her employer said. ‘“‘You’ve not
given yourself a proper chance, nor the child.”

“My doctors assure me my fever didn’t injure
my baby in any way,”’ she said. ‘“And now my
mind is at rest. I made a kind of vow to the girl in
the painting that I would bring her to life again
before having my baby.”’

“And you’ve done it well,”” Bernard Simms
assured her.

Roland came and picked her up and they drove
home. All the way she sat quietly, unaware of the
pleasant summer afternoon. Her mind was far
distant, thinking of the subject of the painting, and
wondering what had become of her. For no reason
she could understand, the fate of that long-dead
girl whose name she would probably never know
had become of major importance to her.

One thing was certain in her mind. She would
never forget the sultry young woman in the pink
dress. It was a strange feeling. The girl had become
so real to her it was as if their paths had crossed, as
if they had truly met. Betty had never experienced
such a feeling about the subject of a painting
before and she could not understand it.

Betty felt a personal satisfaction in knowing that
the painting would have the best of frames and be
hung in a special spot in the gallery where many
thousands of people would see it. It was not any
egotistical pride in her own accomplishment, but
rather a feeling of completion in having restored
the girl’s extraordinary beauty and giving her the
immortality of a place in the museum’s permanent

gallery. :
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‘““You’re very quiet,”’ Roland told her, glancing
away from the wheel for a moment to study her.

“I’m relieved,”’ she said. ‘“‘Glad to have the
painting done.”’

““No more than I,”” Roland said. ‘‘Now maybe
you can settle back to the business of having our
baby.”” .

‘““My whole concern from now on,” she
promised sincerely.

Betty’s daughter Sarah was born on a stormy
night about a month later. Thunder rolled in the
heavens and there were blue bursts of sharp
lightning at the time of her birth, although Betty
was unaware of it.

After the pangs of childbirth Betty receded into a
fogged state, from which she emerged briefly some
time later to be told, ‘‘You’ve given birth to a
lovely little girl!”’ -

Roland was ecstatic over the red-faced little
newcomer who he insisted was the exact replica of
Betty, and what man in his right mind could ask
for any creature more lovely?

Betty failed to see the strong resemblance she
was supposed to share with little Sarah, but she did
find the baby lovable and amazingly good. The
nurses predicted she was one of those rare babies
who would give very little trouble to their parents.

Betty’s own joy was somewhat marred when her
doctor came to talk with her the day before she was
to leave the hospital. He was a blunt man who lost
no time getting straight to the point.

He first said, ‘““What I’m going to discuss with
you I’ve already talked over with your husband.’’
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She felt a moment of anxiety. ‘‘Something to do
with the baby? Some weakness, some hidden
disorder?”’

‘““The baby is fine,”’ the doctor said. ‘“A very
healthy little girl. You are to be congratulated. No,
what I’'m going to say has to do with you.”

““With me?”’

“Yes,”’ he said, with a sigh. ‘I may as well tell
you plainly. You will have no more children.’’

Betty gasped, ‘“You can’t mean it!”’

“I’m very much afraid I do,’’ he said. ‘“There
were complications in your daughter’s birth caused
by a congenital weakness in your organs. The
internal damage you incurred in giving birth to
your little girl makes further pregnancies both
unlikely and undesirable.”’

““Then there is a chance I may bear again,”’ she
said. ‘““My husband wants a son, you know.”’

““My advice would be to adopt one,’’ he said. “‘I
very much doubt if you will conceive again.”’

‘I won’t give up hope,’’ she said.

““As you like,”’ the doctor said.. And he rose and
glanced at his wristwatch. ‘‘But another pregnancy
might be dangerous for you and also for the
child.” :

““I see,’’ she said bleakly. ‘‘So Sarah is likely to
be an only child.”’

““Yes,”’ the doctor said. ‘‘But cheer up. You
have a lovely baby. Many people would envy you
that.”’ ]

““I know,”’ she said, smiling up at him wanly. *I
suppose we all expect too much of life.”’

Betty worried about what Roland’s reaction to
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the news would be. She fully expected him to be
disappointed, but actually it turned out to be quite
the opposite. He was so enchanted with the baby,
that he wasn’t at all troubled by the thought they
would probably have no son.

Bouncing a pudgy, contented Sarah in his arms,
he happily said, ‘‘This one’s all I need! If we get
another one, okay. If we don’t, I’'m perfectly
satisfied with Sarah.”’

Betty smiled and put her arms around him as he
held their baby. ‘‘I’m glad,’’ she said.

“‘She has black hair like my mother, not red hair
like you,”’ Roland said proudly. ‘‘She’s going to
grow up a propr Ryan!”’

‘“Black Irish!”’ Betty teased him. ‘‘I thought you
said she looked like me!”’

‘“‘She does in a way,” the proud father said.
“‘But she resembles my family as well.”’

Within a few weeks Roland was called away on
another project and Betty found Mrs. Mary
Doherty, a devout Catholic lady from the
adjoining village, to take the position of nurse-
housekeeper.

Mary Doherty was middle-aged, “worn of
features, and motherly. The two most important
things in her life were her Church and her family,
and when she took on the post of nurse-house-
keeper for the Ryans she automatically included
them in her family. She thought Betty a beauty,
Roland very handsome, and little Sarah the very
epitome of all a baby girl should be. Betty felt
she’d been fortunate in finding the Irish woman
and she never had cause to feel differently.
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Almost at once she received an invitation from
the museum to return again to part-time work, and
at once accepted it. Mrs. Doherty was quite
capable of taking care of the child for the few
hours Betty was in Boston each day.

Returning to the museum gave Betty a strong
inner happiness. She loved her baby and being a
wife, but her career was greatly important to her as
well. One of the first things she did was hurry to see
the girl in the portrait. It had an impressive gold
frame and was hung in a spot where it was bound
to draw attention.

A delighted Bernard Simms confided to her,
““You’d be surprised to know how many comments
we receive on that portrait! It’s very unusual.”’

Betty gazed at the sultry, beautiful face with a
kind of reverence and said, ‘‘She’s more beautiful
than I remembered.”’

‘“Your magic touch,’’ the curator reminded her.
““It was a faded, drab wreck when it came in.”’

‘‘But her beauty was there in the painting,’’ she
said. “‘I merely brought it out again.”’

““The artist who wielded the brush was surely a
genius,”’ the curator said. ‘‘And, alas, a genius
whose name we will probably never know.’’

She moved closer and said, ‘‘I see you have a
name plate on it.”’ And she read, ‘‘Daughter of the
Vine Family.”’

Bernard Simms smiled. ‘I forgot to tell you. We
received that information after you left. Came
from the dealer who sent the painting to us. He
said that there was a paper with it listing it as a
portrait of a daughter of the Vine family.”’

‘“‘And that was all?”’

“Yes. I assume the family lived somewhere in
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this state, but that may not be the case.”

““Will you try to trace it?”’

““I think not,’” he said. ‘‘It would not increase:its
value in any way. But she does have a last name at
least.’’

“I’m glad,”” she said. “‘It is the piece of work
I’ve most enjoyed doing.”’

‘““We have plenty of others for you,’’ the curator
promised. ‘‘You’ll soon forget this one.”’

Betty did soon find herself flooded with new
work, all of it interesting, but none so much as the .
daughter of the Vine family. And contrary to what
the curator had said, she did not forget the
painting. At least once during every week she felt
herself inexorably drawn to the portrait, where she
would stand bemused for minutes at a time.

Margaret Osborne gave birth to a baby boy
shortly after Sarah’s birth, and the two young
mothers became close friends. Margaret, however,
had no career ambition and remained at home with
her baby. When Roland was home for a week or
two, he and Peter would get together, and the two
families formed a strong bond of lasting
friendship.

Birthdays came and went. Sarah was one year
old, and then she was two. When she was three
there was a joint birthday party for her and little
George Osborne. The two children were playmates
and close companions.

Mary Doherty confided in Betty, ‘““Your Sarah
really likes my little fellow. And she’s a lot stronger
and healthier than he is for all that he’s a lad.”’

It was true. Margaret and Peter had brought a
rather sickly son into the world. While Sarah
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bloomed and grew, George was a reedy little figure
suffering from a multitude of childhood ailments.
Margaret’s life became an endless round of health
crises with her son, dealing with a series of doctors
‘attending him.

Roland had one project near Boston which
allowed him to be home at the time of Sarah'’s fifth
birthday. It was a gala occasion, and she was
already proving a little charmer with a fetching
smile, curly black hair and a great affection for her
daddy.

‘‘Because I’m so much away,’’ Roland explained
it.

“I think it’s simpler than that,’’ Betty said. ““I’d
say she really prefers you. And contrary to your
prediction, she isn’t growing up to look like me at
all.”

‘‘She’s a Ryan,’’ Roland said with satisfaction.
“‘Looks like pictures of my mother when she was a
little girl.”

“I’m glad,’’ Betty said. ‘‘She’s certain to be our
only child.”’

His face shadowed. ‘“You worry about that
more than I do.”

She gave him a sad look. ‘‘I wanted a son, too.”’

‘““Well, we have Sarah,’’ her husband said. ‘“I’m
perfectly happy.”’ And to prove it, her drew his
wife close and kissed her with a deep affection.

Betty, at this time, left her post at the museum to

work for the State. Bernard Simms, her beloved
boss, had taken a post at a museum in New York,
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and she felt lost at the museum without him. A
state official approached her, explaining that the
many fine paintings in the public buildings were
constantly in need of work and, in many cases,
complete restoration. They had two men working
for them and were aware of her special gifts, and
anxious for her to join the team.

The salary offered was too tempting to refuse,
and so she said goodbye to the museum and the
daughter of the Vine family. Her new studio was
on the top floor of the State House overlooking the
Public Gardens. She worked alone as the two men
in the department were continuously on the road
working on paintings housed in other public
buildings around Massachusetts. Occasionally they
met for a general consideration of their work
schedules but otherwise they were on their own.
Many fine paintings came her way and she soon
found herself as happy as she’d been at the
museum.

Another birthday rolled around, and Sarah was
six.
Mrs. Doherty observed, ‘“The child becomes
more of a beauty every day!”’

To which Betty sadly countered, ‘‘I’'m not sure
her disposition matches her looks.”’

The Irish woman sighed. ‘‘You mean her
tantrums.’’

““Yes,’’ she said. It had started a few months ago
and Betty felt the problem was growing worse.
Sarah had suddenly shown a childish dislike for
being disciplined or crossed in any way. When she
was rebuked or refused anything she went into a
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noisy rage.

““Being an only child,”” Mrs. Doherty
rationalized. ‘‘It does spoil them.”’

Betty frowned, ‘‘She’s not at all nice to little
George, though he adores her and does whatever
she asks.”’

‘‘She used to like him but now she seems to have
changed,”’ the Irish woman said. ‘‘Children go
through stages. George’s mother makes a great
fuss over him because he’s sickly. I have an idea
Sarah is jealous of the attention his mother gives
him.”’

““That’s unfortunate,’’ Betty said.

‘““Not that you don’t give Sarah plenty of
attention ‘when you’re home,”’ the Irish woman
hastened to add. ‘‘But she’s alone with me a lot
and she sees George out walking with his mother
and the like. Perhaps she wishes you were here.’’

Betty was reluctant to admit this. ‘‘I can’t think
_that’s what is wrong. I’m afraid it comes down to
our spoiling her. And her father is worse when he
comes home. It’s a problem.”

““She’ll grow out of it,”” Mrs. Doherty said.
““Once she starts school there will be a change in
her.”’

“I hope so,”” Betty worried. ‘‘I don’t like the
way she’s been behaving.”’

She made it a point the next weekend, which was
warm and pleasant, to spend all the time she could
with her dainty, attractive daughter. She sat in a
lounge chair on the front lawn overlooking the lake
and watched Sarah and little George at play. They
were having a game of croquet with a miniature
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lawn set George’s mother had set out for them.

It was inevitable that the dark-haired, sturdy
Sarah should outclass the frail, blonde George. But
Betty was really upset by the way her daughter
lorded it over the boy, and finally tried to cheat
him, which resulted in a loud quarrel between them
in which Sarah seemed almost ready to use the
croquet mallet on the little boy.

Betty quickly put down her book and jumped up
to stand between the two children and make peace.
‘““We will have none of this quarreling!’’ she told
them. And more severely to Sarah, ‘‘I say you are
to blame.”’ y

Sarah’s pert oval face showed disgust. ‘‘It’s
George! He’s not good at games!”’

“I am, too!”’ little George insisted stoutly. ‘‘She
cheats!”’

Betty said, ‘‘If you can’t get along well together,
you’d best not play with each other at all. Now
which is it to be?”’

Sarah looked down sullenly. ‘‘I can get along
with him.”

‘““Then see that you do,’’ Betty warned her, ‘‘Or
I’m going to make you stay over here all by
yourself with no one to play with.”

Her threat cleared the air for awhile. The two
youngsters returned to play and seemed to get on
very well together. Betty felt the reprimand had
done Sarah good. Perhaps all she needed was more
supervision and discipline.

Betty had been mowing her own lawn, but a
flare-up of an old back problem made her appeal
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to Mrs. Doherty to hire somebody to care for the
grounds.

Mrs. Doherty considered her request and said,
‘““‘About the only one I know does lawns around
her is Hank Brenner.”’

‘““Hank  Brenner!”’ - Betty exclaimed in
astonishment. ‘‘Isn’t he the village drunk?”’

‘‘He drinks,”’ Mrs. Doherty agreed. ‘‘Goes off
on binges. But he works most of the time. He
might miss a day, but he’ll always turn up later to
do the work.”’

Betty was reluctant. ‘‘Is he otherwise reliable?”’

‘“He is,” the housekeeper said. ‘‘Comes from
one of the old families. But he was always peculiar
and the alcohol brought on his downfall.”’

““Is he safe around the children?’’

‘““‘He never shows up when he’s drinking,”’ Mrs.
Doherty said. ‘‘And when he’s sober he’s as well-
behaved as anyone. Speaks a lot better than most
laborers you hire. That’s because he had a
boarding school education.”

“I didn’t realize,’’ Betty said, impressed. ‘‘What
a pity his drinking has ruined him!”’

‘““‘He was handsome when he was young,’’ Mrs.
Doherty said. ‘‘Many a girl around here had her
eye on him. But then he started his crazy drinking
and they were all scared away.”’

‘““Where does he live?”’

‘‘He has a shack at the other side of the lake,”’
the housekeeper said. ‘‘It’s not much of a place,
but it keeps him out of the weather.”’

‘““He does the Osbornes’ lawn, doesn’t he?”’
Betty asked. She recalled the lanky, unkempt
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figure in ragged overalls and cap, a stubble of gray
beard on his gaunt face.

‘““Yes,’’ Mrs. Doherty said. ‘“They’ve been using
him right along. Mr. Osborne is allergic and can’t
do the lawns and Mrs. Osborne never does any
outside work, except to tend her flower garden.”’

“Well, if the Osbornes have used him I see no
reason why we shouldn’t,”’ Betty said. ‘‘You may
as well hire him.”’

When she returned from the city a few
afternoons later, the lawn mower was roaring over
the lawn with the gaunt old man propelling it.- She
observed him for a few minutes and it seemed he
was doing a very good job. Later when he’d
completed the task he came by the back verandah
for his money. One of the conditions of his taking
on employment was that he be paid cash at the end
of each day.

Betty happened to be on the verandah looking
for Sarah to call her in to dinner when the old man
shambled up and took off his cap, revealing long,
gray hair. In a surprisingly pleasant manner, he
said, ‘“‘I’ve mowed the lawn and am ready to
leave.”’

She said, ‘“Yes. I’ll pay you. I have the money
inside.’’ She went in, found it where she’d placed it
on the table and came out and paid him. She
explained, ‘‘I’m looking for my little girl. Dinner is
on the table.”

Hank Brenner took the money with a murmured
thanks. As he stuffed the bills in his overall pocket
he sald ‘““They went down to the lake a while back.
She and the little boy.”’
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‘‘Are you sure?’’ Betty asked, startled.

He nodded. ‘‘Saw them go.”’

“They’re supposed to keep away from the
lake,’”’ she worried. ‘“‘I’ve drummed that into
Sarah’s head since the time she began to walk!”’

Hank Brenner showed a smile on his beard-
stubbled face. ‘‘I imagine they’re safe enough. If I
heard right, it was your little girl who insisted on
going down there.”’

Betty nodded. ‘‘That doesn’t surprise me. Sarah
is often a rebel. And George seems to be a born
follower.”

The handyman asked, ‘“Would you like me to go
after them?”’

‘“No, thanks,’’ she said. “I’ll do it. I want to
give Sarah a good scolding!”’

She left the verendah, making her way around the
house, down the path which slanted over a hilly
area towards the lake and the marina where various
small craft were tied. As she neared the marina she
saw Sarah and little George well out on the dock,
looking down into the boats. ,

She felt a wave of annoyance that Sarah should
so deliberately place herself in danger after all the
warnings she’d been given. She called out from the
shore, ‘“Children! Both of you! Come back to me
at once!”’

Sarah responded with a bored expression on her
pert, little face while George merely looked
frightened. He came hurrying along to Betty first,
with Sarah trailing him, sullen-faced.

When they came up to her, Betty scolded, ‘‘You
know you’re not supposed to come down here!”’
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Sarah eyed her resentfully and said, ‘‘George
made me come!”’

The frail George was all rage at this. He stamped
a small scandaled foot and cried, ‘I did not. She
was the one who wanted to see the boats!’’

Betty told her daughter, ‘I don’t care whose
idea it was. You knew better than to come here.
You remember I had warned you about it don’t
you?”’

““Yes,”” Sarah said in a small voice, looking
down. '

“You could fall off and be drowned! You know
that!’’ Betty went on.

‘I can swim and so can George,”’ Sarah told her
in a surly tone.

‘“That is not quite the truth,’’ Betty pointed out.
‘“You’ve both been in the water when either I or
George’s mother has been along to watch you.
You’d not last more than a minute in that deep
water.”’

Sarah said, ‘“We were being careful.”’

““Yes, we didn’t go near the edge,’’ little George
told her.

‘““No matter,”’” Betty said. ‘“You must not ever
come down here alone again. Do you understand?
Not ever!”’

‘“Yes,”” George said, looking at Sarah with a
frightened expression on his small, pointed face.

Betty turned directly to her daughter. ‘““You
heard me?”’

‘I heard you,’’ Sarah said with a defiant note in
her voice, and she rushed by her mother and ran up
towards the house to wash up for dinner. Betty
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watched after her with a worried look on her lovely
face. Then she offered her hand to George and
said, ‘“‘Come along, George, we’ll walk up
together.”’ He docilely obeyed her.

That evening when the children were safely in
bed she joined the Osbornes on their screened front
porch for an after-dinner drink. It seemed a good
time to express her concern about the youngsters.

She told Margaret and Peter Osborne, ‘I found
the children down at the marina today. I scolded
them and brought them back.”’

Margaret, seated on the wicker bench with her,
smiled sadly and said, ‘““You know what they’re
" like. When they are together they do things they
wouldn’t think of on their own.”’

Peter, standing nearby with his pipe in hand,
observed, ‘‘I’ve very carefully explained the danger
to George.”’

“I’ve done the same with Sarah,’”’ Betty said.
‘“‘But there they were. I wish Roland were home
more often. Sarah needs her father to take a firm
hand with her. But when he is here he does just the
opposite. No matter what 1 say, she can do no
wrong.”’

“It’s because he’s away so much,”” Margaret
said. ‘‘It’s touching, the way ‘he enjoys bemg with
Sarah when he’s home.”’

Betty nodded. ‘‘And Sarah is always at her best
then. She already knows how to twist her father
around her finger.”’

Peter Osborne smiled. ‘‘Most of your sex pick
up that trick fairly young. We’re never really on
guard against it.”’
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Margaret said, ‘‘I’ll keep a closer eye on them.
I’ve been busy lately putting together the copy for
the club yearbook. But I will try to supervise them
" more closely.”’

“It isn’t solely your responsibility,”” Betty
admitted. ‘I depend on Mrs. Doherty to take my
place when I’m at work. But it’s not the same as
being here myself.”’

Always the optimist, Margaret Osborne smiled
and said, ‘‘I’m sure we’re making too much about
this. I’m sure they won’t go down there again.”’

“‘I hope not,”’” Betty, not so hopeful, said in a
taut voice.

Sarah’s perverse behavior continued to concern
her. And she especially worried about her little
girl’s scornful attitude towards Mrs. Doherty and
to the occasional handyman, Hank Brenner,
urging Sarah to be more respectful to them.

Sarah glanced from the television program she
was watching to comment coldly, ‘‘They’re only
servants!’’ .

Betty snapped the television set off sharply and
said, ‘“‘Don’t let me ever hear you talk like that
again! You must be respectful of older people even
when they are working for you.”’

““Older people are dumb!’’ Sarah said.

Betty spent a full half-hour talking to the child
and trying to instill in her some respect for her
elders. She was shocked by Sarah’s formed attitude
and worried that it might become worse when she
went to school and picked up other ideas from her
peers.

Mrs. Doherty was more hopeful. She said, ‘“You
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mark my words. Come the fall and the little one
goes to school, and she’ll shape up as nice as you’d
wish.”’

“Then I can’t wait for school to begin,”’ Betty
said. The short experiment she’d had in sending
Sarah to a local kindergarten had ended when
Sarah had stubbornly refused to attend, claiming it
was all too silly. Roland had, as usual, agreed that
the experience probably was doing her more harm
than good. But now formal schooling could not be
put off longer. It'was only months away.

Roland returned for one of his short intervals at
home. The first night of his return, as they lay
together in bed in the shadows of their room after a
session of lovemaking, Betty began to speak of
Sarah and her worries about her.

Her husband leaned over and, raising himself on
a elbow, smiled down at her. ‘“This is supposed to
be our time!’’ he said.

“I know,”’ she lamented. ‘‘But you’re here so
little, all these things come crowding into my
mind.”’ .

‘““And I can think only of you and how good it is
to be with you,’’ Roland said and leaned down to
kiss her gently. :

She ran her hand along his cheek and gave a tired
little sigh. ‘I’m sorry,”’ she said. ‘‘I do love having
you close this way. But Sarah is so important to
both of us.”

‘I agree,”’ Roland said. ‘‘I’m sure you’ll be less
concerned when September comes and she’s in
school.”’

“I’m counting the days,’’ she said.
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“I’ve made some enquiries,”” Roland told her.
““There’s a private school for girls aged six to ten in
Menton. I’d like to see her go there. And there’s a
special plus. They send a school station-wagon to
this area to pick up and return the youngsters. That
way Mrs. Doherty wouldn’t need to drive Sarah
back and forth when you’re at work in Boston.”’

Betty felt much happier. She said, ‘‘I’ve heard
about that school. I was going to mention it to you.
How did you know about it?"”’

“‘Fellow-passenger on the plane to Boston,”
Roland said. “‘You see, I keep Sarah’s welfare in
mind even when I’m not here.”’

So while Roland was still at home they went to
the school and made arrangements for Sarah to be
enrolled. Betty was much impressed by the young
woman principal and those members of the staff
whom they met. It seemed to hur that their
daughter would be in good hands.

August was humid and hot, and by an unhappy
coincidence Betty’s work load at the State House
was heavier than usual. A number of paintings in
one of the other buildings had been discovered to
be in bad shape, having been overlooked for
restoration in the past. She found herself working
extra hours during the long, hot days with not even
the help of air-conditioning.

When she returned home, it seemed there were
always various crises to deal with. The refrigerator
went out of order, Mrs. Doherty was in a state
about . this. Betty’s efforts to get a competent
repairman took three tries and two weeks. When
that was looked after, Hank Brenner went off on
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one of his numerous drinking sprees and so the
lawn was neglected.

Margaret filled in for the absent handyman and
not only did her own lawn, but that of the Ryan
house as well. Betty was filled with guilt and
offered to do her share when she came home after
work, but the good-natured Margaret would not
hear of it.

The children played peacefully and were
suspiciously on their good behavior. Mrs. Doherty
suggested that the heat had drained their energy
along with that of the adults and so they were
easier to cope with.

As Betty drove home from work on one of those
very hot days an ominous thunderstorm broke just
as she came onto the shore road from the city. The
downpour was so heavy that she had to stop the car
more than once and wait for the visibility to clear.
The storm dissipated as she neared home, but she
was left with a strange, drained feeling. A deep
depression came over her for no reason that she
could account for except the wretched weather.

Reaching her driveway, she parked the car and
started up the back verandah steps. The moment
she went inside and saw a tearful Mrs. Doherty
standing with a hand on the kitchen table for
support she knew something was wrong.

Taking a step towards her, she asked
apprenhensively, ‘‘Where’s Sarah?’’

The old woman sobbed. ‘‘She’s safe enough, up
in her bed.”’ A

““In her bed?”’

‘“Yes,”” Mrs. Doherty said. ‘‘The doctor gave
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her something and said she should sleep. I tried to
get you on the phone but the line here went out
with the storm earlier.”’

Betty grasped the old woman by the arm.
“Don’t talk in circles! Tell me what has
happened!”’

Mrs. Doherty touched a handkerchief to her eyes
and nose and made a visible effort to pull herself
together. She said, ‘It all happened about an hour
ago. The storm began and I noticed that Sarah was
not here. I went looking for her in the rain and met
Mrs. Osborne looking for George.’’

““Go on!”’ Betty said tautly.

‘“We couldn’t find a sign of them,’” Mrs.
Doherty said. ‘“‘And then Margaret Osborne
thought we should go down to the lake!”’

Fear shot through her. ‘“No!’’ she protested.

Mrs. Doherty nodded. ‘‘We went down there
and we saw no one. Then she spotted a rowboat
out in the lake and saw there was someone in it.
Despite the storm we took one of the other boats
and rowed out there.”’

“‘And the children . . .?”’

‘““‘Sarah was in the boat waiting for us and
crying,”” Mrs. Doherty said, her voice breaking.
‘‘But the little boy was gone.’’

Filled with  horror, Betty whispered.
“Drowned?”’

‘‘Sarah says he became terrified of the storm and
toppled over the side,”” Mrs. Doherty said. ‘“We
lifted her into our boat, and then Margaret
Osborne helped me row back. In spite of what
Sarah had told us, I don’t think it had fully gotten
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through to her. It was only when we reached the
dock that she began to wail, and ran back to her
house.’

Betty sank into a nearby chair, ‘‘Oh, God"’ she
said in a broken voice.

““As soon as I got Sarah back here I called the
police and a doctor,’”’ Mrs. Doherty said. ‘“Then I
tried to get you. but I couldn’t get through to
Boston.”

Tears were brimming in Betty’s eyes. ‘‘Poor little
boy!”’

““The police are out on the lake now trying to
find the body,”’ Mrs. Doherty said. ‘‘The doctor
gave Mrs. Osborne a strong sedative and put her
out as soon as he came. Then he called Mr. Osbome
to come home.’

““Too horrible!”’ Betty sobbed.

“The doctor checked Sarah and gave her
something to make her sleep,’’ Mrs. Doherty said.
‘“You have much to be thankful for, ma’am. At
least she’s alive!’’

“I know! I know!’’ Betty went on sobbing. And
then she impulsively got up and raced up the stairs

to Sarah’s bedroom. The room was in shadow and -

the beautiful little girl in the bed slept peacefully, a
sweet smile on her face. Betty could not understand
why, but something about the child’s placidity sent
a fresh surge of fear and guilt through her.
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Chapter Three

When she had somewhat recovered from the
shocking news, Betty phoned Roland on the West
Coast. He was torn between a desire to be with her
and the necessity for being on hand for the opening
of a giant power turbine which he had designed.
Betty decided there was little he could do, and since
Sarah was safe, he would be acting more wisely to
remain with his work. She promised to convey his
sympathy to their stricken neighbors.

She went over to the Osborne house and found
Peter there with his older brother, who had come
down from Boston. Peter looked ghastly and both
he and his brother had been drinking. ‘‘Can I offer
you something?’’ Peter asked.

‘“Thank you, no,”’ she said. ‘“‘I’d hoped that
Margaret might be here. That I could speak with
her.”

‘““Asleep,”’ Peter said almost harshly. ‘“The
doctor says she’ll be out for a dozen hours at least.
She was in very bad shape.”’

“Of course,”’” she said. ‘“‘And you . . . I don’t want
to say, Peter.”’

Peter turned away and filled his glass from a
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bottle set out on the table. He took a gulp from it
and coughed. Then he turned to her with tears in
his eyes and said, ‘‘It’s not surprising that Sarah
survived. She was always the stronger of the two.”’

‘““She was very fond of George,”’ Betty said.
“I’m not sure how she’ll react when she wakes up.
This is bound to be hard on her.”

Peter said, ‘‘I imagine she’ll cope with it well.”

“Do you really?’’ she asked.

His pale young face showed an expression
almost of hatred. ‘‘Your Sarah is a strange little
girl. I remember one afternoon when George
wouldn’t share his toy automobile with her, she
waited until he put it down and then she
deliberately stamped on it and destroyed it.”’

Betty gasped, ‘“No one told me!”’

“I wanted to, but Margaret wouldn’t let me,”’
Peter Osborne said. “‘I think it’s something you
should know so I’m telling you now. Sarah has a
cold, cruel streak.”’

She stared at the grieving father, hardly able to
believe what she was hearing. And then she decided
that this indictment of her little girl was all part of
his grief. He was venting his bitterness that Sarah
had survived. She decided to overlook what he had
said.

‘‘Margaret and [ warned them about the lake
and the danger,”’ she said. ‘‘I can’t imagine what
possessed them to go out in that rowboat. Or how
they managed to get out to the middle of the lake.”’

“It most likely drifted,”” Peter Osborne said,
taking another drink. ‘‘You could ask your Sarah
who suggested going out in the boat.”’
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There was an insinuation in his tone she could
not ignore. She said quietly, ‘‘I will. I will ask her
to tell me how it happened.’’

The boy’s father turned his back on her. “If you
don’t mind. I’m not really up to talking,’’ he said.

““Of course, 1 understand, Peter,”’ she said.
‘“Tell Margaret I was here.’” He made no reply to .
this, his head down, and she turned and started
out.

Peter Osborne’s brother, an older edition of the
lawyer, followed her. He said, ““I’m sorry my
brother talked so strangely. He’s a little drunk and
this is a terrible moment for him and Margaret.”’

““I understand,’’ she said.

“I’m sure that later he’ll tell you that he’s glad
your daughter was spared,’’ the brother went on.
““Just now it’s hard.”

She sighed. ‘I feel so helpless. I want to do
something. But what can I do?”’

‘““Let them alone for a little,”” the brother
advised. ‘‘Give them time to deal with this
themselves.”’

“Yes,”’ she said. ‘“You’re probably right.”’ She
thanked him and went back to her own house.

Early the next morning Betty phoned her
superior at the State House and explained the
situation, telling him she wouldn’t be in for a few
days. She was at Sarah’s bedside when the child
wakened and gazed up at her with a troubled
looked in her lovely green eyes.

““Did they find George?’’ Sarah asked.

“I don’t know,”’ Betty said. ‘I think not.”’

Sarah looked away, shuddering. ‘It was
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awful!”

She patted the child gently on the shoulder,
““You mustn’t dwell on it!”’

‘“‘He was frightened and he wouldn’t sit down. I.
tried to make him but he wouldn’t! Then he lost his
balance and fell over. I tried to catch him but I
couldn’t.”

““It wasn’t your fault!”’

‘““He was a silly, stupid boy!’’ Sarah said with a
sudden fury which shocked Betty.

‘““You mustn’t say such things!’’ she cried.

I will! I will! He was a nasty boy!’’ Sarah said,
her face becoming red as she squirmed under the
sheets in one of her worst tantrums.

‘‘Stop it!’’ Betty ordered her. Then begged her,
‘“‘Please be a nice little girl!’’

‘I tried to save him but he was stupid!’’ Sarah
wailed. /

Betty called Mrs. Doherty up to stay with the
child while she went downstairs and phoned the
doctor again. She explained that Sarah seemed to
be suffering from shock and was in a hysterical
state. He promised to come by. )

The doctor arrived a half-hour later and gave
Sarah a sleeping tablet and instructions for the care
of the girl in the days following. At last Sarah slept
again and Betty was able to go to her bedroom and
fall into an exhausted sleep.

The next few days had - nightmarish quality.
The boy’s body was recovered from the lake the
morning following the accident. Sarah came
downstairs and ate a little but she was strangely
subdued and refused to leave the house. Obeying
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the doctor’s advice, Betty allowed her to do as she
wished.

Several times she found her daughter at the
window which looked out on the Osborne house,
staring over there and watching whatever went on.
Betty continued to be alarmed that the tragedy
might have a traumatic effect on her daughter
which could last a lifetime.

The funeral for little George was held in the
village and Betty went to the church alone. At the
cemetery, Peter Osborne’s brother came over to
her following the burial service.

The older man glanced back to where his brother
was helping Margaret into the mourner’s limousine
and toldher, ‘‘You can see that Margaret is still in
very bad shape

““I know,”’ she said sadly.

‘“‘Also, they are moving into Boston to live with
my parents for a time,’’ the brother said quietly. ““I
have an idea they’ll never return to Bedford. The
house will probably be put up-for sale.”’

“If they do I’ll miss them, they were good
friends. But I understand.”’

The brother nodded. ¢‘There is one thing more.”’

‘(Yes?”

‘““Peter said he did not wish you to make any
efforts to see Margaret. Nor does he wish to talk
with you.”’

She gasped, ‘‘Surely they can’t blame me for
what happened?’’

‘““No,”’ he said. ‘‘But perhaps having you around
would be a painful reminder of the tragedy. I'm
not sure what his meaning is, I’m merely relaying
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his message.”’

““My little girl has suffered,’’ she told him. ‘“She
has fits of hysteria and nightmares. She hasn’t had
a single night’s sleep without drugs since it
happened.”’

‘“You have my sympathy,’’ Peter’s brother said.
‘“They’ll be waiting for me. If you’ll excuse me, I
must be going.”’ He left her to get in the limousine
with the stricken parents and be driven off.

Betty turned to leave and was surprised to find
herself confronted by Hank Brenner, the drunken
handyman, who had been absent for some weeks.
He was cleaned up and wearing a shabby gray suit.
He was shaven but he wore no tie.

She said, ‘I didn’t expect to see you here!”’ -

His eyes were fixed on hers in a strange fashion.
‘I felt I should come.”’

“I’m sure the Osbornes would appreciate it.”’

“They didn’t see me,”’ the handyman said,
glancing at the grave. ‘‘But I knew the little fellow
and it seemed right I should be here.”’

“I understand,”’ she said. ‘““We’ve missed you.
We’ve had a time trying to get the lawn done.”’

“I’ll be back tomorrow,”” he said, looking
guilty. ‘I had one of my sick spells.”’

“I see,”” she said. She told him about the
Osbornes not returning to their house.

“I don’t blame them,”” was his comment.
‘““How’s your little girl?”’

““Still under a great strain,’”’ she said. ‘“‘I’m
worried about her.”’

Hank nodded. ‘‘She had quite an experience.
Probably the first death she’s ever known.”’
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““I think it is,”’ she agreed. ‘‘And she is definitely
stunned by it all.”’

‘“‘Must have been a bad moment when she saw
the little fellow drown,’’ the handyman said.

‘““Yes. I’m trying to keep her mind off it.”’

““That would be wise,”’ he said. Then he nodded
and said in an awkward fashion, ‘‘I’ll come around
tomorrow. I’ll be there regularly for the rest of the
summer.”’ And hé walked away.

Betty watched him go with a feeling of
puzzlement. She could never quite understand him.
He was a strange mixture of vagrant and a man of
fine background. He seemed to waver between the
two in such a fashion that he was completely
unpredictable. It was evident he’d felt sorry for the
Osbornes and had come to pay his respects in the
proper fashion.

Things were made easier for her by the sudden
unexpected arrival of Roland. He came into the
house and threw his arms around her one
afternoon a week after the funeral and said, “‘I
had a few days so I took a plane, and here [ am.”’

“I’m so glad!”’ she said.

“Daddy!’’ It was a high-pitched, happy greeting
from Sarah who came running into the room to
join them and to be lifted up in her father’s arms.

‘““My baby!”’ he said, holding her close to him
and kissing her.

From the moment of her father’s return Sarah’s
state of health improved. She began to go outside
and play again and she even occasionally wandered
over to the Osborne property and moved about
with a sad expression on her young face.
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Mrs. Doherty pointed this out and said, ‘‘She’s
feeling bad about the boy. But she won’t say so.”’

‘“I think you’re right,”’ Betty agreed. She was
somewhat relieved to see a natural reaction from
the child. Her fear had been that Sarah was
keeping all her emotions contained and doing harm
to herself. Better that she grieve a little.

Roland remained at home as long as he could
and then took a plane back to the West Coast.
Betty returned to work on a part-time basis of three
days a week. In a few weeks Sarah would be
starting in private school. Gradually the memory
of the grim tragedy began to fade a little.

Hank continued to show up regularly for the
lawn moving and any other tasks they might find
for him. On one of the days when he was working,
Betty happened to be home. She’d given Mrs.
Doherty the day off so there was just herself and
Sarah in the house. She was writing some letters
and listening to the sound of the power motor as
Hank worked outside, when all at once she realized
the sound of the mower had ended. A moment
later there was a knock on the kitchen door.

Betty opened it to see an unkempt Hank
standing there. His stubble of beard was back and
he looked red-eyed from drinking. He said
apologetically, ‘“Could I have a glass of water,
ma’am? It’s hot work out there.”

““Of course,”” she said. ‘“Come in.”’

He came in and closed the door. She went to the
sink and drew a glass of fresh water for him and
gave it to him. She said, ‘“Would you rather have a
bottle of beer or some ginger ale?”’
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“No, ma’am, the water is best,”’ he said and
gulped down the almost filled glass.

““Do you want more?’’ she asked.

“Thank you, no, ma’am,”’ he said, passing the
glass back to her.

“It’s good to have you back on the job,”’ she
said.

““Good to be back,’’ he told her, taking a rather
grimy handkerchief from his hip pocket and
mopping his perspiring brow. ‘‘Miss the
Osbornes,”’ he said, replacing the handkerchief in
his pocket.

She gave him a quick glance. There was a hint of
something almost sinister in the way he said it. She
studied his beard-stubbled face and said, ‘‘Yes. It
was too bad.”’

He nodded. ““Yes, it was,’’ he said. He hesitated
and then he-went on nervously, ‘I think there’s
something I should tell you.”

‘““‘Indeed?’’ She tried to pretend calmness but
there was a strangeness about his manner which
was scaring her.

The red eyes fixed on her. ‘“You know I was on a
drunk at the time of that boy’s drowning.”’

‘““We thought something like that was keeping
you away,’’ she said carefully.

He spread his hands. ‘I swear I can’t help it.
Something comes over me and I have to have
booze. Maybe it’ll last only a day, but it can go on
for a week or two.”’

“You should try an organization for
alcoholics,’’ she said.

“Too late for that,”” Hank said. ‘‘I’m not liable
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to live long anyway. But there’s something I need
to tell you.”

‘“Please get on with it.”’

““I was drunk at the time the boy was drowned,”’
he said. ‘‘Or call it half-drunk. I was on my way
back to my place across the lake and I stopped on
the path by the lake and took a swig from a bottle.
And while I was doing it I saw the boat out in the
lake.”’

She was stunned. ‘‘You actually saw the boat
with my Sarah and little George in it?”’

‘lYes.!!

“Why didn’t you do something?’’ she cried.
‘““You might have been able to save the boy!”’

“What could I do?’’ he asked. ‘I was at least
half-drunk and it was storming, thunder and
lightning and the rain coming down. They
wouldn’t see me and I couldn’t get to them!”’

““You might have tried!’’ she accused him. ‘“You
should have hurried back to the marina and found
a rowboat and gone after them.”’

““It would have been too late,”’ he said, a strange
look on his face.

‘‘How do you know?’’ she demanded.

‘“‘Because of what I saw.”’

‘“What you saw?’’ she echoed impatiently
‘“What did you see?”’

““It’s hard to tell you this, ma’am, but I must,”’
Hank said. ‘‘I saw your little girl push that poor
boy over the side of the boat!”’

She gasped in horror. ‘“You saw what?”’

‘‘And when he tried to hold on she pounded on
his fingers so he couldn’t. And he dropped down
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into the water. And she watched him go!”’

““I don’t believe you,’’ she said hoarsely. ‘‘It was
some drunken dream you had!”’

““I wish it had been,”” he said earnestly. ‘‘It’s
been bothering me ever since. I meant to speak at
the funeral, but I couldn’t!”’

Tears of angér filled her eys. ‘““How dare you
come in here with this story?”’

““I didn’t want to,”” he told her. “‘But I felt I
should for your good. You have a right to know!”’

“I don’t believe you!”’ she said shrilly,
advancing a step towards him.

“Im sorry, ma’am,” he said, looking
frightened.

‘““You’re mad!”’ she said. ‘“You’re mad and
accusing my poor little girl of being a murderess!”’

“I told you what I saw.”’

‘“‘Sarah couldn’t do a thing like that!’’

Hank said quietly, ‘‘I think she could. I've
watched her for a time. Seen her being cruel to that
little boy. What she did in the boat was just the
climax to what she’d been doing!”’

“Get out!”’ she said. ‘““Go! And I don’t ever
want to see you back here again!’’ She threw open
the door for him.

“I’m sorry, ma’am,’”’ he apologized as he
shuffled out. Then he halted to say over his
shoulder, ‘‘I’d be careful with that child if I were
you, ma’am!’’ And he went on out.

Betty gasped again, a gasp somewhere between
dismay and anger. She slammed the door shut and
sank into one of the chairs by the kitchen table.
She found herself racked with sobbing, not certain
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what she felt or what she believed.

And then all at once she was aware she was alone
no longer. Sarah had appeared silently from the
other room and was standing watching her.

““I heard him,’’ Sarah said. ‘‘I heard all he
said.”’

Betty ceased her sobbing and stared at her little
daughter standing there so motionless and solemn.
In a taut voice, she asked, ‘‘Did you hear what he
said you’d done?’’

‘“‘He lied!”’ Sarah cried angrily. ‘‘I tell you he
lied, mommy! He made it up! It didn’t happen that
way at all!”’

‘““Are you sure?”’

‘“Yes! I thought George was being stupid and I
told him to sit still and he wouldn’t! I had nothing
to do with his falling into the lake!’’

“You didn’t in any way touch him?’’

‘“No,’’ Sarah said earnestly. ‘‘I reached out to
him as he fell in but I couldn’t touch him. He was
gone in a minute and he didn’t come up again!”’

‘““Why would Hank tell such a lie?’’ Betty asked,
bewildered.

‘“He’s crazy and he doesn’t like me because I
wouldn’t let him pat me or talk to me! He’s a nasty
old man! I hate him!”’

Betty eyed her wearily and opened her arms to
her. ‘“Come to me,”’ she said. Sarah obediently
came to sit in her lap as Betty held her head tight
against her breast. Betty sighed. ‘‘There are times -
when I don’t seem to be able to understand you at
all.”

Sarah was sniffling in child-like fashion now. “‘I
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didn’t do it, mommy. I swear I didn’t!”’

Betty stared straight ahead of her and in a low
voice said, ‘‘I believe you. Don’t fret, I believe
you!”’ And she knew she must. She could not bear
to consider anything else. Hank must be demented,
or perhaps spiteful, as Sarah had said. He might
even have an eye to blackmail. If he came near the
place again she would call the police.

That very night Sarah began sleepwalking. Both
Betty and Mrs. Doherty were terrified at the first
sight of the spectral figure of the little girl in her
long white nightgown moving slowly with a vacant
expression on her face. When she stumbled and
woke herself up they understood and realized that
this unhappy state had been induced by all the
strain. :

Sarah’s bed was moved into the big bedroom
which Betty occupied and in this way her mother
was better able to keep a close watch on her. For
several nights the sleepwalking was repeated and
on each occasion the child made her way
downstairs before waking up. When three nights
had passed without it happening, Betty hoped this
phase might have ended.

Betty was working an extra day now, which
meant she was away from the house four days a
week. When Sarah went to the private school
where she’d remain all day, Betty planned to
resume a full five-day work week. The Osborne
house now had a For Sale sign on it and their
furniture had all been moved out.

Betty missed the friendly couple and the little
boy. And she was sure Sarah continued to feel
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badly about George and the terrible manner of his
death. There had been no sign of Hank since the
day he had told her his macabre version of the
tragedy which she put down to drunken ravings. In
retrospect she was certain she’d smelled liquor on
his breath that afternoon he’d talked so wildly.

She almost forgot about him until he was
brought back to mind in an unexpected and
forceful manner. She and Mrs. Doherty were busy
doing some canning in the kitchen and Sarah had
gone out for a walk. Within a very short time they
heard her coming back screaming.

‘““What is it?’’ Betty cried and raced to the back
door to greet her daughter.

A tearful Sarah came stumbling towards her and
sobbed out, ‘“That man! That nasty old man!”’

‘““Is he back?”’ Betty asked in anger and was
about to tell Mrs. Doherty to call the police.

‘‘He’s out in the Osborne’s garage! He’s lying on
the floor with a bottle in hand! He’s drunk!”’

Betty put her arm around the trembling child.
“‘Never mind,’’ she said. ‘“You stay here with Mrs.
Doherty and I’ll wake him and tell him to get on his
way.”’

Sarah ran in to the comforting arms of Mrs.
Doherty and a determined and angry Betty started
down the back steps and across the lawn to the
Osborne garage on the other side of the house. It
was a detached one-car affair and the door had
been left open. An excellent refuge for a derelict to
hide in and drink!

Betty marched to the open doorway of the
garage and halted at the sight of the sprawled
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figure on the cement floor. He lay as Sarah had
described him, sprawled out on his back with a
half-empty bottle still grasped in his right hand.
But he wasn’t drunk! She saw at a glance that he
was dead! Someone had taken a huge stone and
brought it down on his skull with a crashing impact
which had smashed it like an egg shell. Hank was
not a pleasant sight to see.

She turned away and held on to the garage door,
expecting to be sick. She waited until the wave of
nausea passed and then made her way blindly back
to the house. She took Mrs. Doherty aside and told
her what had happened, asking her to take Sarah
into the living room. Then she phoned the police.

When the police came, she went over to the
garage with them. The officer in charge frowned as
he finished his examination of the dead man and
came out to her.

He said, ‘‘He’s dead, all right.”

‘“When I saw his head I was sure of it,’’ she said.

““Did you hear anything earlier?’’ he asked.

‘“No,”” she said. ‘“I wouldn’t have known
anything about it but my little girl was out roaming
around and found him. She knew him ‘from his
coming to mow our lawn.”’

The officer said, ‘‘And then you came over?”’

CGYeS"’

‘““He was dead drunk of course,”’ the officer
said. ‘“‘He has long been a known alcoholic. But
what killed him was the blow on the head.”’

She gazed at him W1th frlghtened eyes. ‘“You’re
saying it was murder.’

““That stone didn’t roll in there by itself,”’ the
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officer said. ‘‘Nor did it strike him on the head.
Someone used it as a murder weapon, likely some
other drunken derelict who was with him. They
may have quarreled about money.”’

““It would be too far away for me to have heard
them,’’ she said. ‘‘The Osborne house is empty.”’

‘““They must have counted on that,’’ the officer
said. ‘‘His pockets are empty and he hasn’t been
dead long. Whoever was with him must have taken
fright after they killed him, and ran off.”*

“My little girl was terrified,”’ she said. ‘‘She
thought he was drunk.”’

““Good thing,”’ the officer told her. ‘“‘And you
can consider it fortunate the murderer wasn’t still
lurking around. He might have attacked the
child.”

““I hadn’t thought of that,’’ she said. ‘“‘But I’ve
been afraid of Hank. He’s acted strange lately. I
didn’t want him around.”’

The officer looked grim. ‘“Well, you won’t have
to worry now. It’s my guess we’ll have a hard time
finding out who finished him. These derelicts kill
each other off every now and then. Maybe they do
the state a good turn.”’

Betty nodded. ‘‘Is there anything else?’’

‘““We’ll want a more complete statement later,”’
he said. ‘‘But that will be all for the time being.
We’ll likely be looking around your property, the
outbuildings and such, for any possible clues.’’

‘“You have my full permission,”’ she said.
““Anything I can do. It’s dreadful to think a
murderer is lurking around and may possibly
return!’’
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“I’d consider that unlikely,”’ the officer said.
‘‘But you should always take precautions. This is a
rather remote little settlement.’’

‘“Yes,”” she agreed. ‘“To make it worse, my
husband is away most of the time.”’

The officer nodded ‘‘Don’t open your doors to
anyone until you are certain who it is. There’s a lot
of crime going on these days.”’

Betty said, ‘‘You don’t realize until it comes this
close to you.”

““At least you’ve had a warning,”’ the officer
said. ‘I may have to question the little girl. But I’ll
do it as simply and quickly as I can.”

‘““Thank you,’’ she said. She returned to the
house while the police remained by the garage
making preparations to move Hank’s body to the
morgue.

She tried to calm herself so as not to upset Sarah.
When she reached the kitchen, Mrs. Doherty was
there. She asked the old woman, ‘“Where is
Sarah?”’

“In the living room, I think,’’ the old woman
said. ‘‘She mentioned something about going to
look for her doll.”

““Her doll?’’ Betty said. ‘‘She rarely plays w1th
dolls. It has always puzzled me. What would make
her decide to search out a doll now?”’

‘“Who can say?’’ the old woman said with a
shake of her head.

Startled, Betty went on to the living room and
found no one. She then hurried upstairs to Sarah’s
room to be met with the unusual sight of Sarah in
her little rocking chair with a doll cradled in her
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arms while she crooned to it.

Betty slowly walked towards her and stared at
her. Sarah gazed up at her with a blissful smile and
then returned her full attention to the doll she was
clutching.

Betty said, ‘“I came to tell you Hank wasn’t
drunk. The poor man was dead. Someone killed
him.”’

Sarah raised a hand to silence her and in a
whisper said, ‘‘Don’t talk! My baby’s asleep!’’

That night Sarah went to bed early and when
Betty quietly paid a visit to her room, she found the
child sleeping soundly with a placid expression on
her small, lovely face. Betty went on to her own
room, grateful that her daughter was showing so
little reaction to the horrifying fact of Hank’s
death, but at the same time somewhat mystified.

She fell asleep after a long while but it was to be
a sleep filled with unpleasant nightmares in which
fear played a large part. She found herself
struggling against some unknown foe, trying to
escape some dreadful fate, striving to convince
those around her that the dangers were real. And
then she awoke with a start and stared up into the
darkness. ,

All too clearly she recalled the murdered Hank’s
indictment of Sarah in the drowning of the little
boy. And just as clearly she remembered that Sarah
had overheard the indictment and had later
appeared in a frenzy of anger. Sarah had shown a
~ deep hatred of the handyman, just as she’d shown
contempt for the little boy who had toppled from
the rowboat to lose his life in the lake’s depths.
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As Betty stared into the darkness, frightening
thoughts crossed her frenzied mind. Was there any
connection between the boy’s drowning and
Hank’s murder? Could Sarah have played a larger
part in each-of the deaths than anyone guessed?
The possibility made Betty sick with fear—and
revulsion.

She desperately needed to talk to someone about
it and wished that her husband was not far away on
another of his projects. She had to face this
disturbing situation alone! She must protect her
daughter, but could she ignore all the grim realities
that seemed to link Sarah with the deaths?

The little sleep she had was not much good to her.
As a result Betty was in a miserable state the next
morning. In contrast, Sarah seemed buoyant and
happier than she’d been in weeks. It was a nice day,
and as soon as the child had her breakfast she went
outside to play. L .

Betty mentioned this to the housekeeper, saying, -
“I can’t understand it. She seems to have
completely erased that murdered man from her
mind.”’

“Youngsters can do that,”” Mrs. Doherty told
her. “‘I think it is a gift of nature to help them over
stressful times.”’

‘It surely seems to be the case with her,’’ Betty
said as she watched from the window to see her
little daughter busily setting out a rim of rocks
around a section of the garden.

‘“‘Be grateful,”” Mrs. Doherty advised her. ‘‘At
least she’s found something to keep her busy.”

‘““Yes,”” Betty said, continuing to gaze out the
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window with troubled eyes as Sarah gathered up
the large-sized round rocks and carefully arranged
them in a neat border around the several flower
beds.

It was mid-morning when the stranger came to
the door. Betty answered the door herself and
found herself face to face with a tallish, middle-
aged man with a somewhat puffy, weary face, the
chief adornment of which was a medium-sized
mustache. He bowed and removing a somewhat
battered gray hat, darker in shade than his
crumpled gray suit, he introduced himself.

“I’m Inspector Hayward. I’ve been sent to
continue the investigation of the murder in the
garage next door. And you, I presume, are Mrs.
Ryan?”’

““I am,”’ she said, surprised. He was not the type
she’d expected at all. He seemed much more like a
dishevelled professor than a police officer.

‘““May I come'in for a few moments?’’ he asked
politely in his well-modulated voice.

‘“‘Surely,” she said, standing back belatedly and
opening the door more widely. ‘“You must forgive
me, I’m still more than a bit upset.”’

The tall man with the mustache smiled
indulgently. ‘“‘You have every right to be upset,
Mrs. Ryan.”

“Do be seated,’’ she said.

“Thank you,’’ he said. He’d been looking out
the same window she had and so had seen Sarah at
work on her rock border. He said, ‘‘That must be
your little girl. The one who found Brenner’s
body?’’
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“Yes,’’ she said, rather nervously. ‘‘Do you wish
to speak with her?”’

‘““Later,’’ he said. ‘‘For the moment I’d like to
restrict my questions to you.”’

Betty sat tentatively on the edge of an easy chair
and the Inspector sat down on the end of a divan
across from her. He took out a black-bound book
and a pen, presumably to make some notes.

““Distressing business,’’ he said.

““Yes,’’ she replied in a small voice.

“‘I have a special interest in Hank Brenner,’’ the
Inspector said. ‘‘I’m native to this area. I knew him
growing up. He had a lot of promise. Of course, he
didn’t fulfill it. He destroyed himself.”’

Betty felt a need to keep her hands from
betraying her nervous state, and so clasped them in
her lap. She said, ‘‘Then you must have known his
family? I understand they were well-to-do and once
had a leading position in the community.’’

““That is so,”’ the Inspector said. ‘“They could
not have dreamed that their only son would die a
drunken itinerant with the family fortune long
lost.”

I knew him very casually,’’ she said. ‘‘He came
here to do yard work.”’

The Inspector nodded. “‘I understand that in his
sober intervals he was handyman to a good many
of the people around the lake.”’

“Yes. The people who lived next door also
employed him.”’

The Inspector gave her a very direct look “The
Osbornes?”’

‘“The Osbornes,’’ she agreed. ‘‘Of course, they
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are not here now. That’s how the garage came to be
open and deserted.”’

““Creating an ideal setting for poor Hank’s
murder,”’ the Inspector said thoughtfully.

She felt her mouth dry as she managed, ‘‘You do
think it was a murder, then? I wondered if perhaps
he might have struck his head by accident.”’

‘““Never,”’ the Inspector said. ‘‘His skull was
smashed in by the blow of a heavy rock. The rock
was in the garage behind him. It could not have
moved in there by itself, nor attacked Hank on its
own.”

““I see,”” she replied uneasily.

He eyed her in that shrewd fashion again and
asked, ‘“Was Hank still doing yard work at the
time of his death?”’

‘“No,”’ she said, her heart poundmg

‘“Why not?”’

The question came too quickly. She hesitated,
‘“‘He began drinking heavily a little while before
George Osborne was drowned. Both myself and
the Osbornes had to take over our own lawns.”’

The Inspector wrote something down and said,
“And you did not see him again until after his
murder?”’

““Yes, I did see him and I talked with him,’’ she
said quickly. ‘At the funeral. He attended the
boy’s funeral and he asked if he could come back
to work for me again. I told him he could.”

“Did he’ come?”’

‘““Yes,”’ she said.

“And?”

She hesitated again, not daring to mention how
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Hank had indicted Sarah in the little boy’s
drowning. She skirted around the truth by saying,
‘““When he came to do the lawn, he was drinking
and ‘a little belligerent. I had to tell him not to
return.”

‘““‘Unfortunate,’’ the gray-haired man said. ‘‘You
say he was belligerent? What exactly do you mean
by that?”’

Panic surged through her once more. She strove
to thirik of a proper reply without telling the truth,
and rather lamely said, ‘‘I complained of the way
he’d mowed the lawn and he lashed out at me.”’

“It doesn’t sound like Hank,’’ the Inspector
said, staring at her. ‘‘At least, not as I remember
him. He was never aggressive.”’

‘““That is so,’’ she said, careful with her words.
*“I expect it was the drink.”’

“Yes, that would be it,”’ the Inspector said
smoothly. ‘““That brings us to yesterday.”’

“It was shocking!’’ she said. ‘‘Sarah came
running to me in a hysterical state. I went out and I
couldn’t believe what I saw at first.”’

‘“You didn’t in any way move the body, or any
of the objects around it?’’ the Inspector asked.

““No,’’ she said sharply. ‘‘I saw he must be dead
and I got away from there as soon as I could.”

He nodded and wrote in the book, at the same
time saying, ‘“The police were careless when they
reached the scene. There was some needless
handling of the rock, leaving such a jumble of
fingerprints on it that it is useless to us as evidence
if we find the man who committed the crime.”’

““That’s too bad.”’
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‘“Yes,” the Inspector agreed. “‘So now we can
only try to locate Hank’s cronies, any of the
drinking companions he had, and question them.
The theory is that one of them killed and robbed
him after they’d quarreled about something.”’

““It sounds most likely,’’ she said.

““We have to begin somewhere,’”’ was his reply.
‘‘But there are times when such a trail leads to very
unexpected places.”’

“‘I’ll be afraid here until the murderer is found,”’
Betty said nervously.

The Inspector rose and put his notebook away.
“I wouldn’t worry about it.”’

Surprised, she also stood up. ‘“No?”*

““Not at all,”’ he said. ‘‘I do not regard this as the
type of crime which indicates a pattern of repeat
crimes on the part of the murderer. This killing was
most likely done in a moment of anger and
drunkenness by someone who knew Hank and had
a grudge against him.”’

““So you wouldn’t think him a threat to any of
the rest of us?”’

““That is correct,”’ he said. And he went to the
window again. Staring at the still busy Sarah, he
said, ‘“As I recall, your little girl was in the boat
when that poor little lad drowned?’’

““Yes. It was a dreadful business,’’ she said.

The Inspector was watching Sarah intently.
‘‘Must have been a hard thing for your child to go
through.”’

“It was.’

‘““And ﬁndmg Hank, as she dnd yesterday. That
must have upset her badly.”
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‘“Yes,”’ she agreed. ‘‘But she seemed to get oyer

that much more quickly. I can’t understand it, but
"I’m glad.”” .

‘I don’t think I’ll question her after all,’’ the tall
man said. ““I’d find out very little and it could be
even more distressing for her.”’

‘“That is very considerate of you!’’ she managed.

‘““You are an artist, aren’t you?’’ he asked.

““Yes,”’ she said. ‘I restore paintings.”’

“Your little girl seems to have inherited some of
your artistic talents and liking for order,’’ he said
gazing out the window again. ‘‘See how neatly she
is arranging those rather large rocks in a border for
the flowers.’

She joined him at the window. ‘‘I hadn’t
thought of that,”’ she admitted. ‘‘But you’re
probably right, it’s an.indication of a desire for a
pleasant pattern. She’s never done anything like
this before.”’

The tall man looked at her directly again.
‘““Really?”’ He moved away. ‘“Well, I must be
going, Mrs. Ryan. I’ll make my report. The
chances are you won’t be bothered by us again.”’

““Do you think they’ll catch the murderer?’’

“It’s doubtful.”’

‘““That’s frightening,’’ she said.

‘““In a sense,’”’ the tall man said carefully. ‘‘But
we may find it difficult to get the truth from
people, to get evidence to lead us to the killers.
There are many murderers among us, some of
them most unlikely types. You must grow callous
towards the situation, Mrs. Ryan. We find that is
the only way to live with such things.”” And he
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moved towards the door and she saw him out.
When he left she went to the window, watched
him stop and make some pleasant comment to
Sarah, he weighed one of the heavy rocks she was
carrying in his hands and returned it to her. He
smiled at the child once more and returned to his
car. Sarah went back to her border-building and
Betty clutched the window sill, her head reeling
from tension feeling that she might at any moment
faint. ’
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Chvapter Four

From that day on Betty lived with a secret fear
which she dared not divulge to anyone, not even to
her husband. She felt that the dreadful suspicion
which lingered in her mind had been planted there
by the unreliable Hank, and therefore she was
wrong in giving so much credence to it. But the
dark shadow would not go away. Somehow she
managed, as the Inspector had suggested, to cope
with it. \

Six years passed during which nothing unusual
took place. Sarah became a day student at the
private school and except for several incidents
where she became involved in childish quarrels
with other students, she gave little trouble. At
twelve she had become a mature, young beauty for
her age, remarkable in that she had none of the
awkwardness of the average girl of her age. She
was self-possessed and sophisticated beyond her
years. Betty was repeatedly told this by her
teachers.

‘Betty attributed Sarah’s maturity to her habit of
reading almost constantly. While other youngsters
of her age indulged in games and watched
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television, she was reading at an adult level. There
was perhaps another reason for her growing up so
quickly. Betty and Roland had separated.

Betty felt their estrangement had begun when she
held back the important secret from her husband.
No matter how warm their relationship was, she
kept this dread fear to herself. After a while it
enveloped her and made her somewhat frigid
towards her husband who came home only at
intervals. At one of his homecomings he told her of
the secretary with whom he’d fallen in love and
whom he wished to marry. Betty coldly consented
to an amicable divorce.

Now Roland lived in Boston with his new wife
and Betty remained in Bedford with Sarah. Roland
had visiting privileges and Sarah occasionally
visited her father in Boston. She said little about
the visits but Betty had the impression her daughter
rather liked her new stepmother. Betty dedicated
herself more and more to her work. Mrs. Doherty
remained a stalwart in the house. One of her
brothers had become a priest and she kept his
framed photo in a conspicuous place in her room.

The Osborne house next door had passed
through several owners in those six years. It did not
seem to be a lucky house. One of the men who
bought it became ill and had to move. Another
couple divorced and now there were new owners,
the Winsteads. Betty hoped they would remain as
they had a daughter, Velma, who was Sarah’s age.
Velma was not a pretty girl but she had a pleasant
smile and manner. Her hair was a mousey brown
and her narrow face was covered with freckles. She
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was as awkward and gawky as Sarah was neat and
poised. And while she had her broker father’s
quick mind in mathematics, and her quiet mother’s
pleasant disposition, she was not a brilliant student
like Sarah. As a result she worshipped Sarah and
became her constant companion.

Both girls attended the same school as day
students and now that Sarah was older, she often
walked part of the way home, leaving the school
station wagon when it reached the main street of
Bedford. It was natural that Velma should do the
same thing and as a result the girls were often late
getting home. Betty found this worrisome,
especially during the dark afternoons of late
autumn and winter.

‘““What has kept you so late? I’ve been home for
almost an hour and I drove from Boston,’’ she told
a sullen Sarah one evening when she returned home
at six-thirty.

Sarah impatiently threw down her school bag.
‘““We were just around!’’

“You and Velma?”’

‘‘Yes,”” Sarah said, her green eyes flashing with
anger at Betty. ‘‘Her parents don’t torment her
with questions about how she spends every
minute!”’

Betty faced the indignant girl. ““You are only
twelve, no matter how old you think you are!
When I was your age my parents kept a strict
accounting of my time and I expect to do the same
with you!”’

‘““That was years ago! Everything’s changed!”’

““Taking care of a child has not changed,’’ Betty
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said sharply. ‘““And you are still a child. Where
were you and Velma?”’

Sarah sank into a nearby chair 