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“…at the east of the Garden of Eden he placed the cherubim,  
and a flaming sword which turned every way,  

to guard the way to the Tree of Life.”  
Genesis 3:22 

“A shape with lion body and the head of a man,  
 A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun,  

 Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it  
 Wind shadows of the indignant desert birds.” 

                        —From The Second Coming,    
                   William Butler Yeats, 1919 

“Whoever fights monsters should see to it that in the process he does not become a monster.”   
       — Friedrich Nietzsche  



PART ONE 

Minneapolis, current day  
 I don’t know much for certain anymore.  
 Except that hindsight is a bitch. 
 On bad nights (I don’t sleep much) I torture myself with the idea that had I been more 

attuned to the forces around me, maybe, just maybe, I could have avoided what happened 
altogether. 
 But on the worst nights, I know there’s no way I could have. Let’s just say I don’t believe in 

choice or free will. Not anymore. Everything – and I mean everything – is fated, connected, has a 
precedent, has happened before and will happen again. Over and over again like an ouroboros, 
that circular snake-dragon creature eating its own tail, representing the circle of Time. No clear 
beginning, no end. Just the certainty that the sins and mistakes of previous generations will 
repeat and reverberate, turning and turning in a widening gyre.  
 Biting those who follow in the ass, if you will. 
 That being said, how and where does this story begin? Logic says it should start with the 

serpent’s head, with the actions of my grandmother and her friends when they weren’t much 
older than I was when I started college on the same ivy-draped campus tucked into the rolling 
Blue Ridge Mountains of Virginia half a century later.  
 For now, though, let’s begin closer to the tail, when I am suddenly dragged into it, unaware 

of all that has happened. And completely unprepared for all that is to come. 

Chapter One
Eastmore College, Virginia, September, 1985 

I carry my friend’s broken body across the nightmare-quiet campus, bearing the weight and 
the horror of it somehow, the pristine beauty of the new snow behind us marred by my heavy boot 
tracks and an overlay of black-red drops, like gory breadcrumbs in a twisted fairy tale.

All those wrong angles and blue-white bones poking through torn flesh and clothing. All that 
blood. She is either dead or very near it.  

Hold on, I will her. We will find it and I will end this. 
I will end Her.
Please, just hold on.

~ 
I awoke with a start, my heart thundering, teeth chattering and a sheen of a cold sweat 

soaking through my night clothes. I was freezing, even though it was early September and my 
dorm room was sweltering. 

I’d had a horrible dream, like I’d lived through something awful. But I couldn’t remember a 
thing.



I glanced at the clock across the room. Eleven thirty. I’d only been asleep for half an hour.  
Thirsty and shaking, not trusting myself to climb down from my top bunk and not wake my 
roommate, I pulled my summer-weight blanket up around my chin, and waited to stop shivering. 
 I tried to recall the nightmare, but it skittered, just out of reach as my mind skirted its edges. 

I was so engrossed in the effort that a soft scratch, scratch, scraaatch on the door almost made 
me fall off the bed.

I shook my head, clearing the cobwebs. The noise was signature Kat, my new friend, a wild 
child California beach girl, nee Katarina French, who after only a couple weeks of college was 
already making me color gloriously outside the lines. 
 “Hold on,” I said as loudly as I dared, hoping not to wake my roommate Sid, aka Sidney 

Dumont, an honor student who had early morning classes every day. I hopped down from my 
bunk, blanket in tow, relieved to see her reading by flashlight, her normally spiked purple hair 
covered by a black do-rag, her long, awkward limbs tangled up in her sheet. I mouthed a “sorry,” 
but she just grinned and shrugged, her eyes owlish and kind behind her incongruously 
conservative horn-rimmed glasses. At close to six feet tall and with a bravado that came with her 
southside-Chicago upbringing, I thanked God she was so much nicer than she seemed. 
  I opened the door. “What’s up?” I tried for nonchalant, but still shaken by my dream, I 

shivered involuntarily, ruining my attempted “cool.” 
 Kat, who never had to try for cool, was too lit up and jittery to notice my awkwardness, her 

sun-streaked, copper hair a sexy mess, her tight, torn t-shirt and short shorts belying the baggy, 
shapeless fashion of that era by doing absolutely nothing to hide her ample curves and dancer’s 
legs as she skipped in place. Instead, she said, “You gotta’ come see this, Mads! All these weird-
ass freaks, who look like dead priestess vampires or ghosts or something, wandering around 
campus, moaning and chanting. It is so effed up!”  
 She was so over-animated and flushed that  I wondered fleetingly if Kat might be on 

something. Coke, maybe? I quickly shrugged it off. She was simply having fun and I was the 
new me, up for anything, even if I was still a little thrown by my nightmare. So I quickly dug up 
flip flops and a sweatshirt to throw over my not-ready-for-prime-time holey t-shirt and baggy 
boxer ensemble. 
 “Sid, you wanna come?” I asked, already knowing her answer. She was on academic 

scholarship and couldn’t afford this place without it. 
 “Nope, I’m gonna’ catch some zees. Gotta be awake for that first class tomorrow at 8 ayem.” 
 We hurried out, and Kat galloped down the brightly-lit hall like a five-year-old pretending to 

ride a horse.  
 “The weirdos are coming! The weirdos are coming!” she cried, getting louder and louder as 

we approached the heavy wooden front doors. 



 “Shhh,” I said, snorting with laughter, “you’ll wake the whole school!” 
 But as soon as we got outside, I joined right in, our voices ringing out across the sleepy 

campus. We veered left toward the library and the oldest part of the school. There were about 20 
other girls in their bathrobes and pjs headed the same way, and a few we knew joined us, forming 
a giggling, galloping herd.   
 But the giddy merriment drained from our group when we saw them: a single-file line of 

what looked like hooded monks, heads down, each carrying a candle as they slowly floated 
under the skyway between Main Hall and the library down the hill toward the Shell. It wasn’t 
just seeing them that silenced us. It was that chilling moaning, somewhere between a Gregorian 
chant and misery. 
 “What did I tell you!?” Kat’s cat-green eyes shone, her pupils huge in the half-light, “Let’s 

go mess with ‘em!”   
 This didn’t seem like a great idea based on the little I’d learned about certain secret societies 

on campus, Eastmore College’s answer to and replacement for sororities in an all-women’s 
school. 
 “Kat!” I hissed, to no avail, “Cut it out! Let’s not and say we did!” 
 I tried to tell myself there was no reason to fear them. These were girls we already saw every 

day in the dining hall, brushed our teeth next to in the bathroom, not otherworldly demons after 
all. As we got closer, I even caught bright flashes of white Reeboks and Chuck Taylors peeking 
from under their robes.   
 But they were still creepy.  
 “We who are about to die salute you,” Kat said, then literally saluted our wide-eyed group 

and skipped toward the hooded line.  
 I followed Kat several paces behind, trying to look innocuous. 
 “Hi, y’all!,” Kat shouted, doing her Southern Cal best to imitate Southern Belle-ese. “How 

y’all doin’ tonight? I just ha-ad to tell y’all that your outfits ah simply STUNNING! Whe-ah on 
earth did you get such adoooorable ensembles? Hmmm?” 
 Their eerie howling increased in intensity.  
 “Mah, mah, mah,” she continued, “Seems y’all don’t want to give away your hab-er-dash-er-

y secrets! Okay, I’ll guess…Talbot’s? No? Thalheimer’s?”   
 Someone touched my shoulder and I jumped.  
 “It’s just me.” I turned to see D, her slim frame wrapped in a lush, white monogrammed 

bathrobe, her minky, sleep-tousled bob falling in loose waves - as stunning as ever despite the 
frown line between her dark brown eyes leading to a patrician nose and rosebud lips. “What is 
she doing?” 



 “Heck if I know,” I said to my new friend. In the few weeks the three of us had known each 
other, Kat’s ability to make anything fun had only been entertaining and charming. But tonight 
she really did seem different, almost manic. I wondered again about drugs, but decided against 
saying anything to D about it.  
 “Well, on her head be it if she doesn’t stop,” D grumbled. “I think those are the Wailers, and 

I hear they don't like being messed with.” D, or Daniela Cross, was from an incredibly old, 
incredibly wealthy, Main Line Philadelphia family, and it was an understatement to say she 
wasn’t as charmed by Kat’s unpredictable, anti-establishment wildness as I was. 
 “I know,” I said. “She wouldn’t listen to me. But,” I said, sudden inspiration lightening my 

mood, “I have an idea.” 
 I took a couple steps towards Kat, shaking my finger at her. “Sally-Bob, I have been lookin’ 

all over fer you! Your daddy and me is worried sick. Now you’d best git your behind back on this 
here horse and git to bed, or there’s gonna’ be a whoopin’ tonight!” 
 Kat snorted, and I took her by the arm, starting the gallop back to the dorms. Even D 

laughed as we put some distance between us and the hooded group, believing our fun was 
harmless and all was right with the world.  

Chapter Two 
 By mid-October the three of us were inseparable, despite growing tension between Daniela 

and Kat. They were polar opposites: elegant, reserved and intellectual vs. overtly sexy, brash and 
impulsive. East Coast Brahmin vs. West Coast nouveau riche.  
 While Kat pushed me beyond my comfort zone, daring me to laugh and embrace life in 

ways I never had before, D and I shared our deepest thoughts, dreams and secrets in 
conversations that often lasted through the night.  
 I’d never had friends like either one.  

       In one of our many long talks, D and I discovered an intriguing coincidence: her 
grandmother was Rose Carver Graham, my grandmother Lily Turner Weir’s best friend while 
they were both at Eastmore College in the 1930s. We compared notes. Her family never spoke 
about Rose. I knew a little more, a few fun stories about their time at our college, but not much 
else. Nothing about their lives after college, nor how or why they had both died in their mid-
twenties within only a year of each other. 
 We knew there had to be records of their time at Eastmore, so we started to dig into it when 

we could, excited about our intergenerational connection and entranced by the undiminished 
glamour, the unblemished youth of Rose and Lily, or “the Flowers” as we took to calling them. 
 We settled happily into the comfortable and comforting rhythms of Eastmore life. My 

classes were intellectually stimulating, and it was refreshing to be able to raise my hand in class 



and receive accepting nods rather than the half-lidded glowers I’d received  throughout high 
school. It was a small enough school that after a few weeks, most professors, advisors and 
administrators seemed to know every new student by name, saying hello as we crossed paths in 
the columned halls or on the red brick walks.  

I was thrilled with the start of my “real life” at college, to have finally escaped the misery of 
high school, so I was quite happy, save for a tiny twinge of something I couldn’t shake. I wrote it 
off as homesickness, and calling home every week did seem to help a little. My mother, always 
sounding worn out, tried to reassure me that everything was fine at home, that Finn, my darling 
eight-year-old brother was okay, despite the potential for a weak heart that often dogged Down 
syndrome kids.  
 I missed him so much, listening to his happy chirping on the phone about the Teddy 

Grahams he’d named and eaten after lunch, or how his beloved Tonka truck liked to dig in the 
sand at the playground. The cassette tapes I sent home for him chronicling the continued bedtime 
story adventures of Finn and his big sister Maddie were really more to comfort me. I’d record a 
new story most nights before bed, (my ever-sarcastic roommate Sid said listening helped her to 
go to sleep too, and besides, she LOVED dreaming about dinosaurs, Tonkas and towns made 
entirely of M&Ms. I threw a pillow at her) and when a cassette was full after about a week, I’d 
send it home. 

Oct. 13 
 One late Sunday afternoon I was curled up on what was becoming my favorite “hidden” 

couch, a 1970s beauty in worn, scratchy, harvest gold wool on the library’s less popular second 
floor, situated near histories of Japanese sumi e painting, the administrative hierarchy of 17th 
century Austrian prisons, and the study of zebra mussels. In other words, a completely isolated 
area. I was attempting to read Joseph Conrad’s Heart of Darkness for Freshman Lit, but really 
semi-dozing, cat-like, in the last rays of the weak autumn sun slanting through the leaded 
windows.  It was always nap-warm in the library, and that, along with its supreme quiet, made it 
a really bad place for me to study. Especially after a night where my friends and I had been 
introduced to the horrors of a cheap fortified wine, Mad Dog 20/20, at nearby Blue Ridge 
College’s football tailgate party.  
 Thus, badly hung over, I was slowly drifting down into a pleasant semi-unconsciousness, 

like one of the brown scalloped oak leaves falling onto the front lawn, when I was suddenly and 
violently pulled down into a profound, terrifying darkness.  

  Struggling to get my head above something liquid, viscous and coppery-smelling-
tasting, I make it to something, solid, a shore, and sputtering, I drag my body out of a 
rushing red river. On the horizon against a bruised sky, I see a creature with the head 



and naked torso of a woman, the body of a lion and the wings of an eagle. She is lying on 
a stone shelf, clutching in her claws a naked, unconscious man I somehow know and feel 
strongly about. I am desperate to move toward them, but I am frozen in place as I watch 
the hideous creature lean in closer to the man, whispering in his ear. 
  I clearly see and hear everything she does and says, though I am too far away for 

that to be possible. Every detail is hyper-real.  
  “If you fail,” she whispers almost sadly, her voice a cross between an eagle’s 

screech and a lioness’ low growl,“I will destroy you, before you can destroy everything 
else.”  
  She moans, purring softly in ecstatic anticipation, “But, oh, how lovingly, slowly I 

will feed on your body and drink your blood as you die.” She leans in closer, as if to kiss 
his neck, and he groans weakly, lifting his arms toward her in pleasure, pain or 
sublimation as she rakes her razor-pointed lion’s claws lightly across his back, playing 
with him as only a cat can.“And after your spirit passes from this world to the next, you 
will belong to me alone, for I will fill myself with all that remains of you.”  
  Then she stops, pulls away from him and turns her obsidian gaze slowly toward me, 

and with one flap of her giant wings, lands heavily on top of me, knocking me down. I 
gasp for breath and force myself to look at her, feeling and smelling her putrid breath hot 
on my face. Her lips are pulled back in a horrid smile filled with tiny, pointy shark-like 
teeth. I scream then, but no sound comes. She steps off me and, with the flick of a paw, 
tosses me back into the river again, where I struggle, gagging, drowning…  

 “Maddie!” Daniela’s voice was much louder than a library whisper, and I awoke, gasping 
and sputtering.  “Are you okay!?” 
 “Oh my God, D! Thank God you woke me! I seriously felt like I was drowning!” 
 She was kneeling next to the couch, her dark brown eyes even more solemn than usual. “Are 

you okay?” she repeated. When I nodded, heart hammering, she said, “Luckily I was looking for 
you, because you were shaking, struggling for breath and talking in this weird, garbled way, like 
you were having a seizure.” 
 “I…I’m okay. It was just a dream,” I said. “Terrifyingly real. But just a dream.” 
I told her about it, every detail still burned into the back of my eyes. What I didn’t tell her, 

probably because I felt a little unhinged by it, was that this wasn’t the first time I’d had the 
dream. It had been showing in my personal movie house for the past three nights, with just 
enough difference each night—sometimes I’d see my little brother struggling in that blood-red 
river—to keep it interesting. And exhausting. 



 “Yikes,” she commiserated, rubbing my arm. “I’d bet it was that disgusting poison we drank 
yesterday. But your Mad Dog-induced monster sounds very much like the Greek Sphinx, not 
really a common nightmare theme since Aristotle walked the earth. Have you been reading 
mythology on the side?” She wrinkled her brow, tempted, I could tell, to start peppering me with 
questions so we could logically deduce this puzzling little development. But when I shook my 
head no, she uncharacteristically let it go. 
 “Okay, I have something that might distract you and cheer you up. It’s definitely given me a 

new lease since I woke up with daggers slicing through my brain and a mouth full of dirty, toe-
jam-filled socks.” She smiled when I grimaced.  
 “Can we go to the Cellar and talk about it over some peppermint tea, pretty please?” I stood 

a little too fast and felt woozy. 
 “I suppose, though you know how I feel about such excessive spend-thriftiness. So 

bourgeois,” she sighed, putting her arm around me to steady me while waving her other hand and 
rolling her eyes regally.  
 We already had a standing joke about her unwillingness to spend money and my supposed 

eagerness to do the exact opposite. The funny part, or not so funny part, depending on your 
perspective, was that she came from great wealth and I definitely did not. I learned from her that 
people with old money have old money for a reason. They don’t part with it easily.  
 “Well, then, my treat, milady,” I said, curtsying, pretending my dream wasn’t still very much 

with me. 
~ 

 The Cellar, the only on-campus café, was usually pretty full because almost everyone lived 
on campus. But that afternoon it was packed: girls absorbed with their visiting boyfriends; 
Walkman-headed girls absorbed in their books and bagels; and lots and lots of girls with bruised-
looking, eyeliner-smeared eyes laughing about their weekend escapades and complaining about 
all the work they had to finish in what was left of Sunday.   
 Since there was nowhere to sit, we decided to take the tea to the bean-bag room, a secluded 

aerie in the rafters of Main Hall nobody ever used. 
 I plopped myself into a beanbag chair, spilling a little of the scalding tea on my leg in the 

process. “Ow, shit!” 
 “My Maddie, but aren’t you graceful!” D was joking, but had made it her mission to make 

me a little less, as she liked to call it, middle-American. 
 “Whatever,” I said testily, my burnt leg throbbing. “Now please tell me what you’ve found. 

This hurts like hell and my patience is about as thin as these damn jeans are, apparently.” 
 “Fine,” she said. “I’ve been digging around in the archival index files and microfiche for 

anything about our grandmothers in the years they were here, and I may have found something 



solid. But I can’t get my hands on it since the librarians were off today and those kinds of 
original documents are under lock and key, and…” 
 “D,” I interrupted, “Borrrring.” 
 “Maddie, rude. Basically, I’ve found out there’s a diary about an art history trip a group of 

Eastmore women took to Europe in the summer of 1930. Both our grandmothers, rising juniors 
at the time, were on it.” 
 “Awesome! I didn’t know about that. How’d you find it?”  
 “Fortunately the years, the location and the people were all finite considerations, so it wasn’t 

all that difficult.” 
 “It’s so weird, all the parallels and coincidences between our grandmothers, their friendship 

and then both dying so young; and here we are, at exactly the same time, becoming friends too. 
Let’s hope we don’t end up like them,” I said. 

“Funny. NOT,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Actually, for us, their granddaughters, to be in the 
same school at the same time, let alone to become friends,” she winked at me, “the odds are 
pretty slim. If I believed in fate, I’d say that the synchronicity of it is too complex to have been 
anything other than some cosmic plan.” 

If I hadn’t known she believed in a universe shaped by chaos and free will, her crooked 
smile would have told me she was kidding, especially since it was pretty common for daughters 
and granddaughters of alums to go to Eastmore. But I was entranced by the idea that fate and 
destiny might have a hand in it, words that somehow gave life meaning beyond the day-to-day, 
even a bit of glamour. 

October 20 
Sunday at dinner, we were sitting at what was becoming “our” table. The topic of Rose and 

Lily had arisen again. 
“What I don’t get,” Kat said with her mouth full, “is why you two give such a flying fuck 

about two old dead broads, even if they were related to you.” 
I knew she was a little jealous of our connection and loved to poke at D’s prim and proper 

façade, but this was the nastiest she’d ever been. I almost choked on my green beans, not sure 
whether to be amused or appalled. 

D, as Kat hoped, rose to the bait. She stood up suddenly, her chair scraping loudly across the 
gray-speckled linoleum.  

“Katarina French, you are the lowest creature,” her voice and her color higher with every 
syllable, “that I have ever had the misfortune to meet. I mean, how dare you talk about our 
families like that!” 



“Ahh,” Kat stood to face her, smirking as she bowed low, “is Her Royal Pain in the Ass 
displeased? I am sorry if I offended your virgin eardrums with my commonness.” 

Daniela gaped, momentarily at a loss.   
Kat continued, “What? No response? Well, since I am obviously persona non grata here, I’ll 

go hang with the other serfs at the Cellar. See y’all sonoma beaches later.”  
She headed out with such a spring in her step she was practically skipping 
D, shaking and flushed, sat down and looked at her plate. All around us, girls who had 

stopped talking and eating to watch our little soap opera, resumed chattering and chewing. 
“Well, that was…beyond appalling,” D finally spoke, still looking down. “Is anyone still 

staring?”  
I scanned the room. I almost said no, but then I noticed a wiry, platinum blonde, a senior, 

openly staring at us with cold, expressionless black eyes.  
~ 

Back in my room that evening to study for the week ahead, I was distracted by thoughts of 
the odd-looking girl who’d been watching us in the dining hall. I popped my head into Fran 
Bell’s open door on the way down to the bathroom.  She was my floor’s RA, a pleasantly plump, 
perfectly coiffed, perfectly put-together junior who, to me, epitomized the vacuous Southern 
Belle archetype. I imagined she ironed her ubiquitous college sweatshirts, folded her underwear 
and lined up her Mia flats by color just for fun.  

I geared myself up for a fake-warm, Southern-fried greeting. 
“Hi Fran!” 
She turned around from her desk, where lay, I was surprised to see, a book on Asian 

philosophy and one on organic chemistry. Hunh. I made a mental note not to judge a book by its 
cover next time, chagrined I hadn’t mastered that in kindergarten. 

“Hi there, Madeline! How nice to see you! What can I do for you?” 
“I’m so sorry to bother you…looks like you’re working on some pretty serious stuff there. 

But I was wondering if I could ask you about a senior who’s sort of piqued my interest lately.” 
She leaned toward me. “Sure! Who’re we talking about?” Fran, I had learned these last few 

weeks, loved a good gossip session and knew something about pretty much everyone on campus. 
“I don’t know her name, but I think she’s a senior. Smallish, wiry, short platinum blonde 

hair, uber dark eyes?” 
“Charlotte Simpson.” Fran’s voice caught on the name, her Acme Brand smile frozen and 

twisted as it fought a frown. She turned back toward the desk shuffling her papers and books. 
“Well, you’ve caught me at a really crazy time, Madeline, and honestly, I don’t know what I 

could tell you about her,” her brittle, sing-song voice cracked a little on the her. “Could we talk 
some other time?” 



“Okay,” I said, surprised. “Sorry to have bugged you.” 
“No worries! Just lots to do right now. Junior year is quite the tough year, you know!” 
“Gosh, I can only imagine!” I tried to sound appropriately impressed, appropriately fooled 

that her pushing me off had anything to do with her workload. “Well, goodnight, Fran, and good 
luck with all that!” 

“Goodnight.” 
I moved away from her door and heard it close, then lock, behind me. No one ever locked 

their doors on 2nd Chester Hall.  
As I brushed my teeth, I mulled it over. Obviously, this Charlotte Simpson was…something 

else. In my short time at Eastmore, I had only ever heard Fran revel in sharing what she knew 
about others, and while not exactly nasty, it wasn’t always flattering to the subject, couched with 
a little “Bless her heart!” or “God love her!,” those Southern coveralls that made it okay to bash 
people into the ground. 

I spit out my toothpaste. She might be a bit of a silly gossip, but Fran wasn’t stupid. And she 
definitely knew something about Charlotte, something that made her seem almost…afraid.   

I sighed out loud, “This is not what I expected college to be like.” 
A girl in one of the showers shouted, “What?”  
“Nothing!” I shouted back, then whispered to my wan, steam-softened reflection in the 

mirror, “Just seriously creeped out.” 
I went back to our room, dark except for my tiny bedside light (Sid was already breathing 

deeply. That girl loved her sleep) and stared out the window at the moonlit campus. There was 
the Shell theatre down to my left, deeply shadowed by the surrounding trees, the playing fields to 
my right, and beyond them both, the James River cutting across the landscape like an inky scar. I 
shivered when my eyes travelled to the ancient, age-worn Blue Ridge Mountains, because for a 
moment, they looked like some great black beast sleeping soundlessly under the starry sky.  

Oct. 28 
Though she continued to watch us openly, my fascination with Charlotte faded into the 

background as barriers to the art history trip diary popped up day after day. It seemed that simply 
taking a look at it required written permission from a professor, along with a few other hoops 
that seemed over the top, unfathomable and frustrating.  

I called my mom in the meantime to see if she had any more information. She didn’t, and I 
asked her if Toni might. One of Lily’s best friends in college, Antonia Schiffsky, had became a 
doting “auntie” to my mom and her brother after they were orphaned in 1947, when my mom 
was barely four; my uncle, only two. 



“I’m not sure how well she’s doing since her fall this summer, but she’s as sharp as ever, 
especially when it comes to the past,” my mom said with heaviness that seeped across the miles 
of phone line. 

“Great!” I said, trying to sound perky to compensate. “Maybe I could go out to the ranch to 
see her over Christmas break?” 

“I don’t know, Maddie, things are pretty tight here. Can we shelve the California discussion 
for now?” She sighed again. 

Something was obviously wrong, but I didn’t ask. Likely something to do with my dad, his 
latest book displayed prominently in bookstores, a glowing review in the New York Times.  

I really didn’t want to know.  
“You could always write to her,” she said. “You know how she enjoys getting letters. She’d 

love to hear about your life at Eastmore. Maybe include a picture of your new friends?”  
It wasn’t a bad idea. Toni was a force of nature and tended to dominate conversation. This 

way, I could be more in control. I would send her a letter the next day. 
“Yeah, I’ll definitely give that a try.”  
“Okay,” she sighed. “Call me again soon. I love you and miss you lots.” 
My throat suddenly tightened, and unformed tears stung my eyes. “I love you, too, Mom. 

Give Finny a big kiss for me.”  
I hung up before I could hear her response. I took a deep breath, and headed outside.


