


very smiley moon, without fail, Claire 
dreamed of her childhood. She always 
tried to stay awake those nights when

the stars winked and the moon was just a
cresting sliver smiling provocatively down
at the world, the way pretty women on
vintage billboards used to smile as they sold
cigarettes and limeade. On those nights
in the summer, Claire would garden by
the light of the solar-powered footpath
lamps, weeding and trimming the night
bloomers—the moon vine and the an-
gel’s trumpet, the night jasmine and the
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flowering tobacco. These weren’t a part of the Waverley
legacy of edible flowers, but sleepless as she often was,
Claire had added flowers to the garden to give her
something to do at night when she was so wound up
that frustration singed the edge of her nightgown and
she set tiny fires with her fingertips.

What she dreamed of was always the same. Long
roads like snakes with no tails. Sleeping in the car at
night while her mother met men in bars and honky-
tonks. Being a lookout while her mother stole shampoo
and deodorant and lipstick and sometimes a candy bar
for Claire at Shop-and-Gos around the Midwest. Then,
just before she woke up, her sister, Sydney, always ap-
peared in a halo of light. Lorelei held Sydney and ran to
the Waverley home in Bascom, and the only reason
Claire was able to go with them was because she was
holding tight to her mother’s leg and wouldn’t let go.

That morning, when Claire woke up in the back-
yard garden, she tasted regret in her mouth. With a
frown, she spit it out. She was sorry for the way she’d
treated her sister as a child. But the six years of Claire’s
life before Sydney’s arrival had been fraught with the
constant fear of being caught, of being hurt, of not hav-
ing enough food or gas or warm clothes for the winter.
Her mother always came through but always at the last
minute. Ultimately, they were never caught and Claire
was never hurt and, when the first cold snap signaled
the changing colors of the leaves, her mother magically
produced blue mittens with white snowflakes on them
and pink thermal underwear to wear under jeans and a
cap with a droopy ball on top. That life on the run had
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been good enough for Claire, but Lorelei obviously
thought Sydney deserved better, that Sydney deserved
to be born with roots. And the small scared child in
Claire hadn’t been able to forgive her.

Picking up the clippers and the trowel from the ground
beside her, she stood stiffly and walked in the dawning fog
toward the shed. She suddenly stopped. She turned and
looked around. The garden was quiet and damp, the tem-
peramental apple tree at the back of the lot shivering slightly
as if dreaming. Generations of Waverleys had tended this
garden. Their history was in the soil, but so was their future.
Something was about to happen, something the garden
wasn’t ready to tell her yet. She would have to keep a sharp
eye out.

She went to the shed and carefully wiped the dew
off the old tools and hung them on their places on the
wall. She closed and locked the heavy gate door to the
garden, then crossed the driveway at the back of the os-
tentatious Queen Anne-style home she’d inherited from
her grandmother.

Claire entered the house through the back, stopping
in the sunroom that had been turned into a drying and
cleaning room for herbs and flowers. It smelled strongly
of lavender and peppermint, like walking into a
Christmas memory that didn’t belong to her. She drew
her dirty white nightgown over her head, balled it up,
and walked naked into the house. It was going to be a
busy day. She had a dinner party to cater that night, and
it was the last Tuesday in May, so she had to deliver her
end-of-the-month shipment of lilac and mint and rose-
petal jellies and nasturtium and chive-blossom vinegars
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to the farmers’ market and to the gourmet grocery store
on the square, where the college kids from Orion
College would hang out after classes.

There was a knock at the door as Claire was pulling
her hair back with combs. She went downstairs in a
white eyelet sundress, still barefooted. When she
opened the door, she smiled at the fireplug of an old
lady standing on the porch.

Evanelle Franklin was seventy-nine years old,
looked like she was one hundred and twenty, yet still
managed to walk a mile around the track at Orion five
days a week. Evanelle was a distant relation, a second or
third or fourteenth cousin, and she was the only other
Waverley still living in Bascom. Claire stuck to her like
static, needing to feel a connection to family after
Sydney took off when she was eighteen and their grand-
mother died the same year.

When Claire was young, Evanelle would stop by to
give her a Band-Aid hours before she scraped her knee,
quarters for her and Sydney long before the ice cream
truck arrived, and a flashlight to put under her pillow a
full two weeks before lightning struck a tree down the
street and the entire neighborhood was without power
all night. When Evanelle brought you something, you
were usually going to need it sooner or later, though
that cat bed she gave Claire five years ago had yet to
find its use. Most people in town treated Evanelle kindly
but with amusement, and even Evanelle didn’t take her-
self too seriously. But Claire knew there was always
something behind the strange gifts Evanelle brought.
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“Well, don’t you look eye-talian with your dark hair
and Sophia Loren dress. Your picture should be on a
bottle of olive oil,” Evanelle said. She was in her green
velour running suit, and slung over her shoulder was a
rather large tote bag full of quarters and stamps and egg
timers and soap, all things she might feel the need to
give someone at some point.

“I was just about to make some coffee,” Claire said,
stepping back. “Come in.”

“Don’t mind if I do.” Evanelle entered and followed
Claire to the kitchen, where she sat at the kitchen table
while Claire made the coffee. “You know what I hate?”

Claire looked over her shoulder as steam carrying
the smell of coffee curled around the kitchen. “What do
you hate?”

“I hate summer.”
Claire laughed. She loved having Evanelle around.

Claire had tried for years to get the old lady to move
into the Waverley house so she could take care of her, so
the house wouldn’t feel as if the walls were moving out
of her way as she walked, making the hallways longer
and rooms bigger. “Why on earth would you hate sum-
mer? Summer is wonderful. Fresh air, open windows,
picking tomatoes and eating them while they’re still
warm from the sun.”

“I hate summer because most of them college kids
leave town, so there aren’t as many runners and I don’t
have any nice male backsides to look at when I walk the
track.”

“You’re a dirty old lady, Evanelle.”
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“I’m just sayin’.”
“Here you go,” Claire said, setting a coffee cup on

the table in front of Evanelle.
Evanelle peered into the cup. “You didn’t put any-

thing in it, did you?”
“You know I didn’t.”
“Because your side of the Waverleys always wants to

put something in everything. Bay leaves in bread, cinna-
mon in coffee. I like things plain and simple. Which re-
minds me, I brought you something.” Evanelle grabbed
her tote bag and brought out a yellow Bic lighter.

“Thank you, Evanelle,” Claire said as she took the
lighter and put it in her pocket. “I’m sure this will come
in handy.”

“Or maybe it won’t. I just knew I had to give it to
you.” Evanelle, who had twenty-eight sweet teeth, all of
them false, picked up her coffee and looked over at the
covered cake plate on the stainless-steel island. “What
have you made over there?”

“White cake. I stirred violet petals into the batter.
And I crystallized some violets to put on top. It’s for a
dinner party I’m catering tonight.” Claire picked up a
Tupperware container beside it. “This white cake, I
made for you. Nothing weird in it, I promise.” She set it
on the table next to Evanelle.

“You are the sweetest girl. When are you going to get
married? When I’m gone, who will take care of you?”

“You’re not going anywhere. And this is a perfect
house for a spinster to live in. I’ll grow old in this house,
and neighborhood children will vex me by trying to get
to the apple tree in the backyard and I’ll chase them
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away with a broom. And I’ll have lots of cats. That’s
probably why you gave me that cat bed.”

Evanelle shook her head. “Your problem is routine.
You like your routine too much. You get that from your
grandmother. You’re too attached to this place, just
like her.”

Claire smiled because she liked being compared to
her grandmother. She had no idea about the security of
having a name until her mother brought her here, to
this house where her grandmother lived. They’d been
in Bascom maybe three weeks, Sydney had just been
born, and Claire had been sitting outside under the tul-
lip tree in the front yard while people in town came to
see Lorelei and her new baby. Claire wasn’t new, so she
didn’t think anyone would want to see her. A couple
came out of the house after visiting, and they watched
Claire quietly build tiny log cabins with twigs. “She’s a
Waverley, all right,” the woman said. “In her own
world.”

Claire didn’t look up, didn’t say a word, but she
grabbed the grass before her body floated up. She was a
Waverley. She didn’t tell anyone, not a soul, for fear of
someone taking her happiness away, but from that day
on she would follow her grandmother out into the gar-
den every morning, studying her, wanting to be like
her, wanting to do all the things a true Waverley did to
prove that, even though she wasn’t born here, she was a
Waverley too.

“I have to pack some boxes of jelly and vinegar to
deliver,” she said to Evanelle. “If you’ll wait here for a
minute, I’ll drive you home.”
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“Are you making a delivery to Fred’s?” Evanelle
asked.

“Yes.”
“Then I’ll just go with you. I need Cokecola. And

some Goo Goo Clusters. And maybe I’ll pick up some
tomatoes. You made me crave tomatoes.”

While Evanelle debated the merits of yellow toma-
toes versus red, Claire took four corrugated boxes out
of the storeroom and packed up the jelly and the vine-
gar. When she was done, Evanelle followed her outside
to her white minivan with Waverley’s Catering written
on the side.

Evanelle got in the passenger seat while Claire put
her boxes in the back, then Claire handed Evanelle the
container with her plain white cake in it and a brown
paper bag to hold.

“What’s this?” Evanelle said, looking in the brown
bag as Claire got behind the wheel.

“A special order.”
“It’s for Fred,” Evanelle said knowingly.
“Do you think he’d ever do business with me again

if I told you that?”
“It’s for Fred.”
“I didn’t say that.”
“It’s for Fred.”
“I don’t think I heard you. Who is it for?”
Evanelle sniffed. “Now you’re being Miss Smarty

Pants.”
Claire laughed and pulled out of the drive.
Business was doing well, because all the locals knew

that dishes made from the flowers that grew around the
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apple tree in the Waverley garden could affect the eater in
curious ways. The biscuits with lilac jelly, the lavender tea
cookies, and the tea cakes made with nasturtium mayon-
naise the Ladies Aid ordered for their meetings once a
month gave them the ability to keep secrets. The fried
dandelion buds over marigold-petal rice, stuffed pumpkin
blossoms, and rose-hip soup ensured that your company
would notice only the beauty of your home and never
the flaws. Anise hyssop honey butter on toast, angelica
candy, and cupcakes with crystallized pansies made chil-
dren thoughtful. Honeysuckle wine served on the Fourth
of July gave you the ability to see in the dark. The nutty
flavor of the dip made from hyacinth bulbs made you feel
moody and think of the past, and the salads made with
chicory and mint had you believing that something good
was about to happen, whether it was true or not.

The dinner Claire was catering that night was being
hosted by Anna Chapel, the head of the art department
at Orion College, who gave a dinner party at the end of
every spring semester for her department. Claire had
catered these parties for her for the past five years. It was
good exposure to get her name out among the univer-
sity crowd, because they only expected good food with
a splash of originality, whereas the people in town who
had lived there all their lives came to her to cater affairs
with a specific agenda—to get something off your chest
and be assured the other person wouldn’t speak of it
again, to secure a promotion, or to mend a friendship.

First Claire took the jelly and vinegar to the farmers’
market on the highway, where she’d rented shelf space
at a booth, then she went into town and parked in front
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of Fred’s Gourmet Grocery, formerly Fred’s Foods, as it
had been called for two generations, before a posher
college and touristy crowd started shopping there.

She and Evanelle walked into the market with its
creaking hardwood floors. Evanelle headed for the
tomatoes, while Claire went to the back to Fred’s office.

She knocked once, then opened the door. “Hello,
Fred.”

Sitting at his father’s old desk, he had invoices in front
of him, but judging by the way he jumped when Claire
opened the door, his mind had been on other things. He
immediately stood. “Claire. Good to see you.”

“I have those two boxes you ordered.”
“Good, good.” He grabbed the white blazer hang-

ing on the back of his chair and put it on over his short-
sleeved black shirt. He walked out to her van with her
and helped her bring the boxes in. “Did, um, did you
bring that other thing we talked about?” he asked as
they walked to the stockroom.

She smiled slightly and went back outside. A minute
later she came back in and handed him the paper bag
with a bottle of rose geranium wine in it.

Fred took it, looking embarrassed, then he handed
her an envelope with a check in it. The act was com-
pletely innocuous, because he always gave her a check
when she delivered her jelly and vinegar, but this check
was a full ten times what his normal check to her was.
And the envelope was brighter, as if filled with lightning
bugs, lit by his hope.

“Thank you, Fred. I’ll see you next month.”
“Right. Bye, Claire.”
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Fred Walker watched Claire wait by the door for Evanelle
to pay the cashier. Claire was a pretty woman, all dark hair
and eyes and olive complexion. She didn’t look anything
like her mother, whom Fred had known in school, but
then, neither did Sydney. They obviously took after their
fathers, whoever their fathers were. People treated Claire
politely, but they thought of her as standoffish and they
never stopped her to talk about the weather or the new in-
terstate connector or how sweet this year’s crop of straw-
berries was. She was a Waverley, and Waverleys were an
odd bunch, each in his or her own way. Claire’s mother
had been a troublemaker who left her children to be raised
by their grandmother and then died in a car pileup in
Chattanooga a few years later, her grandmother rarely left
the house, her distant cousin Evanelle was forever giving
people strange gifts. But that was just how the Waverleys
were. Just like Runions were talkers, and Plemmons were
shifty, and Hopkins men always married older women.
But Claire kept the Waverley house in good shape, and it
was one of the oldest homes around and tourists liked to
drive by it, which was good for the town. And most im-
portantly, Claire was there when someone in town needed
a solution to a problem that could be solved only by the
flowers grown around that apple tree in the Waverleys’
backyard. She was the first in three generations to openly
share that particular gift. That made her okay.

Evanelle walked over to Claire, and they left to-
gether.

Fred clutched the bag containing the bottle and
walked back into his office.
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He took off his blazer and sat back at the desk, star-
ing again at the small framed photo of a handsome man
wearing a tux. The photo had been taken at Fred’s fifti-
eth birthday party a couple of years ago.

Fred and his partner, James, had been together for
over thirty years, and if people knew the true nature of
their relationship, it had gone on so long now that no
one cared. But he and James had grown apart lately, and
little seeds of anxiousness were starting to take root.
Over the past few months, James had been staying
overnight in Hickory, where he worked, a few nights a
week, saying he was working so late that commuting
back to Bascom didn’t make sense. This left Fred at
home alone far too often, and he didn’t know what to
do with himself. James was the one who always said,
“You make wonderful pot stickers, let’s have that for
dinner tonight.” Or, “There’s a movie I want us to see
on television.” James was always right, and Fred ques-
tioned every little thing when he wasn’t there. What
should he have for dinner? Should he set the things he
needed to take to the dry cleaner out at night or wait for
the morning?

All his life Fred had heard things about the Waverleys’
rose geranium wine. It signaled in the drinker a return to
happiness, remembering the good, and Fred wanted back
the good thing he and James had. Claire made only one
bottle a year, and it was damn expensive, but it was a sure
thing, because Waverleys, for all their blindness to their
own way of living, were extremely accurate in helping
other people see.

He reached for the phone and dialed James’s work

Sarah Addison Allen14

Alle_9780553805482_4p_all_r1.qxp  4/19/07  11:08 AM  Page 14

PDF



number. He needed to ask him what he should make for
dinner.

And what meat did you serve with magic wine?

Claire arrived at Anna Chapel’s home late that after-
noon. Anna lived in a cul-de-sac neighborhood just
outside Orion College, and the only way to get to it was
through the campus. The neighborhood had been for
the instructors at the college, the houses built at the
same time the campus was constructed a hundred years
ago. The intention was to keep the academic commu-
nity as insular as possible. A wise move, considering the
opposition to a college for women at the time. Today,
the chancellor still made his home there, and a few pro-
fessors, including Anna, lived in the original houses. But
the neighborhood was dominated now by young fami-
lies who had no association with the college. They sim-
ply liked the privacy and security of the place.

“Claire, welcome,” Anna said when she opened the
front door to find Claire on her porch, carrying a cooler
of things that needed to be refrigerated immediately.
She stepped aside and let Claire enter. “You know
the way. Do you need help?”

“No, thank you. I’m fine,” Claire said, though late
spring and summer were her busiest seasons and the time
when she had the least help. She usually hired first-year
culinary students at Orion to help her during the school
year. They, after all, were not from Bascom and the only
questions they asked were culinary ones. She’d learned
the hard way to avoid hiring anyone local if she could
help it. Most of them expected to learn something
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magic or, at the very least, get to the apple tree in the
backyard, hoping to find out if the local legend was true,
that its apples would tell them what the biggest event in
their lives would be.

Claire went to the kitchen, put away the things in
the cooler, then opened the kitchen door and brought
in the rest of the things through the back entrance. Soon
the farmhouse-style kitchen was alive with the steamy
warmth and crafty scent that eventually flowed through
the house. It welcomed Anna’s guests like a kiss on the
cheek from their mothers, like coming home.

Anna always wanted to use her own dishes—heavy
pottery ones that she’d made herself—so Claire
arranged the salad on the salad plates first and was ready
to serve when Anna told her everyone was seated.

The menu tonight was salad, yucca soup, pork ten-
derloins stuffed with nasturtiums and chives and goat
cheese, lemon-verbena sorbet between dishes, and the
violet white cake for dessert. Claire was kept busy, mon-
itoring the food at the stove, arranging the food on the
plates, serving and then deftly and quietly taking plates
away when the guests had finished a course. This was as
formal as any affair she catered, but these were art pro-
fessors and their spouses, casual and intelligent people
who poured their own wine and water and appreciated
the creativity of the meal. When she had to work alone,
she didn’t focus on the people, just what she had to do,
which was painfully exhausting that evening consider-
ing she had slept the night before on the hard ground of
her garden. But it had its positive side. She was never
very good with people.
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She was aware of him, though. He was seated two
places down from Anna, who was at the head of the
table. Everyone else watched the food as it entered the
room, as it was placed in front of them. But he watched
her. His dark hair almost touched his shoulders, his arms
and fingers were long, and his lips were fuller than she’d
ever seen on a man. He was . . . trouble.

As she was serving dessert, she felt something almost
like anticipation the closer she got to sliding his plate in
front of him. She wasn’t quite sure if it was his anticipa-
tion or hers.

“Have we met?” he asked when she finally made it
to his place. He was smiling such a nice, open smile that
she almost smiled back.

She put his plate in front of him, the piece of cake so
perfect and moist, the crystallized violets spilling over it
like frosted jewels. It screamed, Look at me! But his eyes
were on her. “I don’t think so,” she replied.

“This is Claire Waverley, the caterer,” Anna said,
happy with wine, her cheeks pink. “I hire her for every
department gathering. Claire, this is Tyler Hughes. This
is his first year with us.”

Claire nodded, extremely uncomfortable that all
eyes were on her now.

“Waverley,” Tyler said thoughtfully. She started to
move away, but his long fingers wrapped gently around
her arm, not letting her move. “Of course!” he said, laugh-
ing. “You’re my neighbor! I live beside you. Pendland
Street, right? You live in that large Queen Anne?”

She was so surprised he’d actually touched her that
all she could do was give a jerky nod.
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As if aware that she’d gone stiff or of the slight shiver
along her skin, he immediately let go of her. “I just
bought that blue house next to you,” he said. “I moved
in a few weeks ago.”

Claire just looked at him.
“Well, it’s nice to finally meet you,” he said.
She nodded again and left the room. She washed up

and packed away her things, leaving the last of the salad
and cake in the refrigerator for Anna. She was moody and
distracted now and she didn’t know why. But as she
worked, she kept running her fingers unconsciously
along her arm where Tyler had touched her, as if trying
to brush something off her skin.

Before Claire took her last box out to her van, Anna
came to the kitchen to rave about the food and to tell
Claire what a good job she’d done, either too drunk or
too polite to mention Claire’s odd behavior with one of
her guests.

Claire smiled and took the check from Anna. She
said good-bye, picked up the box, and left by the back
entrance. She slowly walked down the short driveway
to her van. Fatigue was settling low in her body like
sand, and her steps were slow. It was a nice night,
though. The air was warm and dry, and she decided she
was going to sleep with her bedroom windows open.

When she reached the curb, she felt a strange gust of
wind. She turned to see a figure standing under the oak
tree in Anna’s front yard. She couldn’t make him out
clearly, but there were tiny pinpricks of purple light
hovering around him, like electrical snaps.

He pushed himself away from the tree, and she
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could feel him stare at her. She turned and took a step to
her van.

“Wait,” Tyler called.
She should have kept walking; instead, she turned to

him again.
“Do you have a light?” he asked.
Claire closed her eyes. It would be much easier to

blame Evanelle if the old woman actually knew what
she was doing.

She set the box down and reached into her dress
pocket and brought out the yellow Bic lighter Evanelle
had given her earlier that day. This was what she was
meant to do with it?

She felt like she had water against her back, pushing
her toward the deep end, as she walked toward him and
extended the lighter. She stopped a few feet away, trying
to keep as much distance as possible, digging her heels in
as whatever force it was tried to take her closer.

He was smiling, easygoing, and interested. He had
an unlit cigarette between his lips, and he took it from
his mouth. “Do you smoke?”

“No.” She still had the lighter in her outstretched
hand. He didn’t take it.

“I shouldn’t. I know. I’m down to two a day. It’s not
a very social habit anymore.” When she didn’t respond,
he shifted from one foot to the other. “I’ve seen you
around. You have a wonderful yard. I mowed my yard
for the first time a couple of days ago. You don’t talk
much, do you? Or have I done something to offend the
neighborhood already? Was I out in my yard in my un-
derwear at any point?”
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Claire gave a start. She felt so protected in her home
that she frequently forgot that she had neighbors, neigh-
bors who could, from their second stories, see down
into her sunroom, where she’d taken off her nightgown
that morning.

“It was a wonderful meal,” Tyler said, still trying.
“Thank you.”
“Maybe I’ll see you again?”
Her heart started to race. She didn’t need anything

more than she already had. The moment she let some-
thing else into her life, she would get hurt. Sure as sugar.
Sure as rain. She had Evanelle, her house, and her busi-
ness. That was all she needed. “Keep the lighter,” Claire
said, handing it to him and walking away.

When Claire pulled into her driveway, she stopped by
the front yard instead of pulling around back. There was
someone sitting on the top step of the porch.

Claire got out, leaving her headlights on and the car
door open. She jogged across the yard, all her earlier fa-
tigue gone in a panic. “Evanelle, what’s wrong?”

Evanelle stood stiffly, the glow from the streetlights
causing her to look frail and ghostly. She was holding
two packages of new bed linens and a box of strawberry
Pop-Tarts. “I couldn’t sleep until I brought you this.
Here, take them and let me sleep.”

Claire hurried up the steps and took the things, then
she wrapped an arm around Evanelle. “How long have
you been waiting?”

“About an hour. I was in bed when it hit me. You
needed fresh sheets and Pop-Tarts.”
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“Why didn’t you call me on my cell phone? I could
have picked these things up.”

“It doesn’t work like that. I don’t know why.”
“Stay the night. Let me make you some warm sugar

milk.”
“No,” Evanelle said curtly. “I want to go home.”
After those feelings Tyler had stirred in her, Claire

wanted to fight even more for the things she had, the
only things she wanted in her heart. “Maybe these
sheets mean I’m supposed to make up a bed for you,”
she said hopefully as she tried to turn Evanelle toward
the door. “Stay with me. Please.”

“No! They’re not for me! I don’t know what they’re
for! I never know what they’re for!” Evanelle said, her
voice rising. She took a deep breath, then said in a whis-
per, “I just want to go home.”

Despising herself for feeling so needy, Claire patted
Evanelle gently, reassuringly. “It’s okay. I’ll take you
home.” She set the sheets and the Pop-Tarts on the
wicker rocker by the front door. “Come on, honey,” she
said, leading the sleepy old lady down the stairs and to
the van.

When Tyler Hughes got home, Claire’s house was dark.
He parked his Jeep on the street and got out, but then
he stopped on the walkway to his house. He didn’t want
to go in yet.

He turned when he heard the clicking of small dog
feet on the sidewalk. Soon, a tiny black terrier skittered
past, hot on the trail of a moth that was popping from
one streetlight to the next.
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Tyler waited for what was coming next.
Sure enough, Mrs. Kranowski, a spindly old woman

with a hairdo that looked like vanilla soft-serve ice
cream, appeared. She was chasing after the dog, calling,
“Edward! Edward! Come back to Mama. Edward!
Come back here now!”

“Need help, Mrs. Kranowski?” Tyler asked as she
passed.

“No, thank you, Tyler,” she said as she disappeared
down the street.

This neighborhood spectacle, he’d quickly discov-
ered, happened at least four times a day.

Hey, it was good to have a routine.
Tyler appreciated that better than most. He would

be teaching classes that summer, but there were a couple
of weeks between the spring and summer semesters, and
he always got restless when he didn’t have a routine.
Structure had never been his strong suit, though he
took a lot of comfort in it. Sometimes he wondered if
he was made that way or simply taught. His parents
were potters and potheads, and they had encouraged his
artistic streak. It wasn’t until he started elementary
school that he realized it was wrong to draw on walls. It
had been such a relief. School gave him structure, rules,
direction. Summer vacations had him forgetting to eat
because he spent hours and hours drawing and dream-
ing, never moderated by his parents. They had loved
that about him. His had been a good childhood but one
where ambition ranked right up there with Ronald
Reagan as taboo subjects. He’d always assumed that, like
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his parents, he could make a meager living from his art-
work and be happy with that. But school was nice, col-
lege even better, and he didn’t like the thought of
leaving it.

So he decided to teach.
His parents never understood. Making good money

was almost as bad as becoming a Republican.
He was still standing there on his walkway when Mrs.

Kranowski came back down the sidewalk with Edward
now wiggling in her arms. “That’s a good Edward,” she
was saying to him. “That’s Mama’s good boy.”

“Good night, Mrs. Kranowski,” he said when she
passed him again.

“Good night, Tyler.”
He liked this crazy place.
His first position after getting his master’s was at a

high school in Florida, where they were so desperate for
teachers that they were paying premium salaries, living
expenses, plus moving expenses from his home in
Connecticut. After a year or so, he also started teaching
night art classes at the local university.

It was serendipity that eventually led him to
Bascom. He met a woman at a conference in Orlando,
an art professor at Orion College in Bascom. There was
wine, there was flirtation, there was a wild night of sex
in her hotel room. A few years later, during a restless
summer break, he found out about an opening in the art
department at Orion College, and that night came back
to him in beautiful and vivid images. He interviewed for
and got the position. He didn’t even remember the
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woman’s name, it was simply the romance of the thing.
By the time he arrived, she had moved on, and he never
found her.

The older he got, the more he thought about how
he hadn’t married, about how what brought him to this
town in the first place was another restless summer and a
dream of a life with a woman with whom he’d had a
one-night stand.

Okay, was that really romantic or just pitiful?
He heard a thud come from around the side of his

house, so he took his hands out of his pockets and
headed to the backyard. When he’d mowed a couple of
days ago, the grass had been high, so there were big wet
clumps of grass clippings all over the yard.

He should probably rake it all up. But then what
would he do with all that grass? He couldn’t just leave it
in a big clump in the middle of his yard. What if all the
cut grass dried and killed the live grass under it?

One day out of school and he was already obses-
sively preoccupied with his lawn. And it would proba-
bly get worse.

What was he going to do with himself until the
summer session started?

He had to remember to make notes to himself to
eat. He’d do it tonight, so he wouldn’t forget. He’d stick
them to the refrigerator, the couch, the bed, the com-
mode.

The light from the back porch illuminated the back-
yard—a small yard, not nearly as large as the one next
door. The Waverleys’ metal fence, covered with honey-
suckle, separated the two yards. Twice since he’d moved
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in, Tyler had pulled kids off the fence. They were trying
to get to the apple tree, they said, which he thought was
stupid because there were at least six mature apple trees
on Orion’s campus. Why try to go over a nine-foot
fence with pointy finials when they could walk to
Orion? He told the kids this, but they just looked at him
like he didn’t know what he was talking about. That ap-
ple tree, they said, was special.

He walked along the fence, taking deep breaths of
sweet honeysuckle. His foot hit something and he
looked down to see he had kicked an apple. His eyes
then followed a trail of apples to a small pile of them
close to the fence. Another one hit the ground with a
thud. This was the first time he’d ever had apples fall on
his side of the fence. Hell, he couldn’t even see the tree
from his yard.

He picked up a small pink apple, rubbed it to a shine
on his shirt, then took a bite.

He slowly walked back to his house, deciding that
he would put the apples in a box tomorrow and take
them to Claire, tell her what happened. It would be a
good excuse to see her again.

It was probably just another instance of following a
woman to a dead end.

But what the hell.
Do the things you do best.
The last thing he remembered was putting his foot

on the bottom step of the back porch.
Then he had the most amazing dream.
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ydney walked over to her daugh-
ter’s bed. “Wake up, honey.”
When Bay opened her eyes, Sydney

put her finger to the little girl’s lips.
“We’re going to leave, and we don’t

want Susan to hear, so let’s be quiet. Re-
member? Like we planned.”

Bay got up without a word and went
to the bathroom and remembered not to
flush the commode, because the two town
houses shared a wall and Susan would be
able to hear. Bay then put on her shoes
with the soft, quiet soles and dressed in the

C H A P T E R

2

Ten days earlier
Seattle,Washington

S
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layers Sydney had set out for her because it was colder
that morning than it would be later, but there wouldn’t
be time to stop and change.

Sydney paced while Bay dressed. David had gone to
L.A. on business, and he always had the older lady in the
town house next door keep an eye on Sydney and Bay. For
the past week, Sydney had been taking clothes and food and
other items out of the house in her tote bag, not deviating
from the routine David held her to, the one Susan kept
watch over. She was allowed to take Bay to the park on
Mondays, Tuesdays, and Thursdays and to go to the gro-
cery store on Fridays. Two months ago she met a mother at
the park who’d had the nerve to ask what the other moth-
ers couldn’t. Why so many bruises? Why so jumpy? She
helped Sydney buy an old Subaru for three hundred dollars,
a good chunk of the money Sydney had managed to save in
the past two years by taking one-dollar bills out of David’s
wallet every so often, collecting the change in the couch
cushions, and taking back items for cash that she’d bought
with a check, the account for which David kept a sharp eye
on. She’d been taking the food and clothes to the lady in the
park, to be put in the car. Sydney hoped to God that the
lady, Greta, hadn’t forgotten to park the car where they’d
agreed. The last she’d talked to her was Thursday, and it was
Sunday. David would be back that night.

Every two or three months, David would fly to L.A. to
check in person how the restaurant he’d bought into was
running. He always stayed to party with his partners, old
college buddies from his UCLA days. He’d come home
happy, still a little buzzed, and that would last until he
wanted sex and she wouldn’t compare with the girls he’d
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been with in L.A. She used to be like those girls, long ago.
And dangerous men had been her specialty, just as she al-
ways imagined it had been for her mother—one of the
many reasons she left Bascom with nothing but a backpack
and a few photos of her mother as a traveling companion.

“I’m ready,” Bay whispered as she walked into the
hallway where Sydney was pacing.

Sydney went to her knees and hugged her daughter.
She was five already, old enough to realize what was go-
ing on in her house. Sydney tried to keep David from
having any sort of influence on Bay, and by unspoken
agreement he didn’t hurt Bay as long as Sydney did
what he said. But it was a terrible example Sydney was
setting. Bascom, for all its faults, was safe, and going
back to a place she despised was worth Bay finally
knowing what security felt like.

Sydney pulled back before she started crying again.
“Come on, honey.”

She used to be good at leaving. She used to do it all
the time before she met David. Now the fear of it was
making it hard to breathe.

When she first left North Carolina, Sydney had gone
straight to New York, where she could blend and no one
thought she was strange, where the name Waverley meant
nothing. She moved in with some actors, who used her to
perfect their Southern accents while she worked on get-
ting rid of hers. After a year she went to Chicago with a
man who stole cars for a living, a good living. When he
was caught, she took his money and moved to San
Francisco and lived on it for another year. She changed
her name then, so he wouldn’t find her, and she became
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Cindy Watkins, the name of one of her old friends from
New York. After the money was gone, she went to Vegas
and served drinks. The girl she’d traveled from Vegas to
Seattle with had a friend who worked at a restaurant
called David’s on the Bay, and she got jobs for them both.

Sydney had been wildly attracted to David, the
owner. He wasn’t handsome, but he was powerful and
she liked that. Powerful men were thrilling, until the
point that they turned frightening, and that was when
she always left. She became so good at touching fire and
not getting burned. Things with David started to get
scary about six months after she started seeing him. He
would bruise her sometimes, tie her up in bed and tell
her how much he loved her. Then he started following
her to the grocery store and to friends’ houses. She
made plans to leave him, to steal some money from his
restaurant and go to Mexico with a girl she’d met at the
Laundromat, but then she found out she was pregnant.

Bay arrived seven months later, named by David af-
ter his restaurant. The first year of Bay’s life, Sydney re-
sented the quiet baby for everything that had gone
wrong. David disgusted her now, frightened her well
beyond the limit she thought there was to being scared.
And he sensed it and hit her more. This hadn’t been part
of her plan. She didn’t want a family. She’d never
counted on staying with any of the men she met. Now
she had to stay because of Bay.

One day everything changed. They were still living
in the apartment she and David had shared before mov-
ing to the town house. Bay was barely a year old, and she
was playing quietly with the clean laundry in the basket
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on the floor, draping washcloths on her head and towels
over her legs. Suddenly Sydney saw herself, playing alone
while her mother wrung her hands and paced the floor at
the Waverley house in Bascom, before her mother left
again without a word. A powerful feeling surged through
her, and her skin prickled and she let out a deep breath
that came out like frost. That was the moment she let go
of trying to be her mother. Her mother had tried to be a
decent person, but she had never been a good mother.
She had left her daughters with no explanation, and she
never came back. Sydney was going to be a good mother,
and good mothers protected their children. It had taken
her a year, but she finally realized that she didn’t have to
stay because she had Bay. She could take Bay with her.

She’d been so good at running in the past that she’d
been lulled into a false sense of security, because no one
had ever come after her. She actually made it through
beauty school before walking out of the salon in Boise
where she’d gotten her first job and finding David in the
parking lot. Before she noticed him standing there by
his car, she remembered turning her face into the wind
and smelling lavender and thinking she hadn’t smelled
that since Bascom. The scent seemed to be coming from
the salon itself, as if trying to get her to follow it back in.

But then she saw David and he dragged her to his car.
She was surprised but didn’t struggle, because she didn’t
want to be embarrassed in front of her new friends in the
salon. David drove off and parked behind a fast-food
restaurant, where he hit her with his fists so many times
she lost consciousness, and she woke up while he was
fucking her in the backseat. He rented a motel room
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afterward and let her clean up, telling her how it was all
her fault as she spit a tooth into the bathroom sink. They
later went to pick up Bay at daycare, where David had
discovered Bay was enrolled and was how he found
them. He was charming and the teachers believed him
when he said Sydney had been in a car accident.

Back in Seattle, his anger would come on so sud-
denly. Bay would be in the next room and Sydney
would be making her a peanut butter sandwich, or she’d
be in the shower, and suddenly David would appear and
hit her in the stomach or pin her against the counter and
rip down her shorts, then he’d pound into her, telling
her she would never leave him again.

For the past two years, ever since he’d dragged her
back from Boise, Sydney would walk into a room and
smell roses, or she would wake up and taste honeysuckle
in the air. The scents always seemed to be coming from
a window or a doorway, a way out.

It was only one night while watching Bay sleep, cry-
ing quietly and wondering how she was going to keep
her child safe when they were in danger if they stayed
and in danger if they left, that it suddenly made sense.

She’d been smelling home.
They had to go home.
She and Bay walked silently downstairs in the predawn

dark. Susan next door could see both the front and back
doors, so they went to the window in the living room that
overlooked the small strip of side yard that Susan couldn’t
see. Sydney had earlier popped out the screen, so all she
had to do was quietly open the window and lower Bay out
first. Next she tossed down her tote bag, another suitcase
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she’d packed, and Bay’s small backpack, which she’d let
Bay pack on her own, full of secret things that brought her
comfort. Sydney crawled out and led Bay through the hy-
drangea bushes and into the parking lot by their house.
Greta from the park said she was going to leave the Subaru
in front of the 100 block of town houses one street over.
She was going to put the keys above the visor. No insur-
ance and a dead tag, but that didn’t matter. All that mat-
tered was that it would get them away.

It was drizzling as she and Bay jogged along the
sidewalk, skirting the shine of the streetlights.

Sydney’s bangs were dripping into her eyes when they
finally stopped at the 100 block of town houses. Her eyes
darted around. Where was it? She left Bay and ran up and
down the parking lot. There was only one Subaru, but it
was too nice to be worth only three hundred dollars. It
was locked too, and there were papers and an Eddie Bauer
coffee mug inside. It belonged to someone else.

She ran around the parking lot again. She checked
one street over, just to be sure.

It wasn’t there.
She ran back to Bay, out of breath, appalled that her

panic made her leave her daughter even for a minute. She
was getting sloppy, and she couldn’t do that. Not now. She
sat on the curb between a Honda and a Ford truck and
buried her face in her hands. All that courage wasted. How
could she take Bay back, back to the way things were?
Sydney couldn’t, wouldn’t, be Cindy Watkins anymore.

Bay came to sit close beside her, and Sydney
wrapped an arm around her.

“It will be okay, Mommy.”
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“I know it will. Let’s just sit here for a minute, okay?
Let Mommy figure out what to do.”

At four in the morning, the parking lot was quiet,
which was why Sydney jerked her head up when she
heard a car approaching. She scooted Bay over as close
to the pickup as possible to avoid detection. What if it
was Susan? What if she’d told David?

The lights from the car slowly approached, as if
searching for something. Sydney shielded Bay and
closed her eyes, as if that would help.

The car stopped.
A car door slammed.
“Cindy?”
She looked up to see Greta, a short blond woman who

always wore cowboy boots and two large turquoise rings.
“Oh, God,” Sydney whispered.
“I’m sorry,” Greta said, kneeling in front of her. “I’m

so sorry. I tried parking here, but the guy living over
there caught me and told me he was calling a tow truck.
I’ve been driving by every half hour, waiting for you.”

“Oh, God.”
“It’s okay.” Greta pulled Sydney to her feet and led

her and Bay to a Subaru wagon with plastic over a bro-
ken window on the passenger side and rust spots from
fender to fender. “Be safe. Go as far as you can.”

“Thank you.”
Greta nodded and got into the passenger seat of the

Jeep that had followed her into the parking lot.
“See, Mommy?” Bay said. “I knew it was going to

be okay.”
“Me too,” Sydney lied.

Sarah Addison Allen34

Alle_9780553805482_4p_all_r1.qxp  4/19/07  11:08 AM  Page 34

PDF



The morning after Anna Chapel’s party, Claire went to
the garden for a basket of mint. She was going to start
on the food for the Amateur Botanists Association’s an-
nual luncheon in Hickory on Friday. Being botanists,
they liked the idea of edible flowers. Being a bunch of
rich eccentric old ladies, they paid well and could give a
lot of referrals. It was a coup to get the job, but it was a
big job, and she was going to have to buck it up and hire
someone local to help her serve.

The garden was gated by heavy metal fencing, like a
gothic cemetery, and the honeysuckle clinging to it was
almost two feet thick in some places, completely closing
in the place. Even the gate door was covered with hon-
eysuckle vines, and the keyhole was a secret pocket only
a few could find.

When she entered, she noticed it right away.
There, in the cluster of Queen Anne’s lace, tiny

leaves of ivy were sprouting.
Ivy in the garden.
Overnight.
The garden was saying that something was trying to

get in, something that was pretty and looked harmless
but would take over everything if given the chance.

She quickly pulled the ivy out and dug deep for the
roots. But then she spied a hairy vine of it sneaking up a
lilac bush, and she crawled over to it.

In her haste, she hadn’t closed the garden gate behind
her, and a half hour later she jerked her head around in
surprise when she heard the crunch of footsteps on the
gravel pathway that snaked around the flowers.
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It was Tyler, carrying a cardboard milk box and
looking around as if he’d entered someplace enchanted.
Everything bloomed here at once, even at a time of year
when it wasn’t supposed to. He stopped suddenly when
his eyes found Claire on her knees, digging up the roots
of the ivy under the lilac bush. He gave her a look like
he was trying to make her out in the dark.

“It’s Tyler Hughes,” he said, as if she wouldn’t rec-
ognize him, “from next door.”

She nodded. “I remember.”
He walked over to her. “Apples,” he said, crouching

beside her and putting the box on the ground. “They fell
over the fence. There are at least a dozen here. I didn’t
know if you used them for your catering, so I thought I’d
bring them over. I tried your door, but no one answered.”

Claire scooted the box away from him as subtly as
possible. “I don’t use them. But thank you. You don’t
like apples?”

He shook his head. “Just occasionally. I can’t figure
out for the life of me how they got in my yard. The tree
is too far away.”

He didn’t mention a vision, which relieved her. He
must not have eaten one. “Must have been the wind,”
she said.

“You know, the trees on campus don’t have mature
apples on them at this time of year.”

“This tree blooms in the winter and produces apples
all spring and summer.”

Tyler stood and stared at the tree. “Impressive.”
Claire looked over her shoulder at it. The tree was

situated toward the back of the lot. It wasn’t very tall,
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but it grew long and sideways. Its limbs stretched out
like a dancer’s arms and the apples grew at the very ends,
as if holding the fruit in its palms. It was a beautiful old
tree, the gray bark wrinkled and molting in places. The
only grass in the garden was around the tree, stretching
about ten feet beyond the reach of its branches, giving
the old tree its room.

Claire didn’t know why, but every once in a while
the tree would actually throw apples, as if bored. When
she was young, her bedroom window looked out over
the garden. She would sleep with her window open in
the summers, and sometimes she would wake in the
morning to find one or two apples on the floor.

Claire gave the tree a stern look. Occasionally that
worked, making it behave. “It’s just a tree,” she said, and
turned back to the lilac bush. She resumed pulling at the
roots of the ivy.

Tyler put his hands in his pockets and watched her
work. She’d been working alone in the garden for so
many years that she realized she missed having someone
there. It reminded her of gardening with her grand-
mother. It was never meant to be a solitary job. “So,
have you lived in Bascom long?” Tyler finally asked.

“Almost all my life.”
“Almost?”
“My family is from here. My mother was born here.

She left but moved back when I was six. I’ve been here
ever since.”

“So you are from here.”
Claire froze. How could he do that? How could he

do that with just five little words? He just said to her the
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very thing she’d always wanted to hear. He was getting
in without even knowing how he did it. He was the ivy,
wasn’t he? She very slowly turned her head and looked
up at him, his lanky body, his awkward features, his
beautiful brown eyes. “Yes,” she said breathlessly.

“So, who are your guests?” he asked.
It took a moment for the words to penetrate. “I

don’t have any guests.”
“As I was coming around the front of the house,

someone pulled up to the curb with a car full of boxes
and bags. I thought they were moving in.”

“That’s strange.” Claire stood and took off her
gloves. She turned and walked out of the garden, mak-
ing sure Tyler was following her. She didn’t trust the
tree alone with him, even if he didn’t eat apples.

She walked along the driveway curving beside the
house, but then she came to a sudden stop beside the
tulip tree in the front yard. Tyler came up behind her,
close, and put his hands on her arms, as if aware that her
legs had turned boneless.

More ivy.
There was a little girl, about five years old, running

around the yard with her arms stretched wide like an air-
plane. A woman was leaning against an old Subaru wagon
parked on the street, her arms crossed tightly over her chest,
watching the little girl. She looked small, frail, with un-
washed light-brown hair and deep circles under her eyes.
She seemed to be holding herself to keep from trembling.

Claire wondered absently if this was how her grand-
mother felt when her daughter came home after years
away, when pregnant Lorelei showed up on her door-

Sarah Addison Allen38

Alle_9780553805482_4p_all_r1.qxp  4/19/07  11:08 AM  Page 38

PDF



step with a six-year-old clinging to her leg. This relief,
this anger, this sadness, this panic.

Finally making her legs move, she crossed the yard,
leaving Tyler behind.

“Sydney?”
Sydney pushed herself away from the car quickly, star-

tled. Her eyes went all over Claire before she smiled. That
insecure woman with her arms wrapped around her was
gone, replaced by the old Sydney, the one who always
looked down her nose at her family name, never realizing
what a gift it was to have been born here. “Hi, Claire.”

Claire stopped on the sidewalk, a few feet away from
her. She could be a ghost, or maybe someone who looked
incredibly like Sydney. The Sydney Claire knew would
never let her hair look like that. She wouldn’t be caught
dead wearing a T-shirt with food stains on it. She used to
be so meticulous, so put together. She always tried so hard
not to look like a Waverley. “Where have you been?”

“Everywhere.” Sydney smiled that spectacular smile
of hers, and suddenly it didn’t matter what her hair or
clothes looked like. Yes, this was Sydney.

The little girl from the yard ran up to Sydney and
stood close to her. Sydney put her arm around her.
“This is my daughter, Bay.”

Claire looked at the child and managed to smile. She
had dark hair, as dark as Claire’s, but Sydney’s blue eyes.
“Hello, Bay.”

“And this is . . . ?” Sydney asked suggestively.
“Tyler Hughes,” he said, extending a hand past Claire.

She hadn’t realized he’d come up behind her again, and
she gave a start. “I live over there, next door.”
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Sydney shook Tyler’s hand and nodded. “The old
Sanderson place. It looks good. It wasn’t blue the last
time I saw it. Just a hideous moldy white.”

“I can’t take credit for it. I bought it like that.”
“I’m Sydney Waverley, Claire’s sister.”
“Nice to meet you. I’ll just be going. Claire, if you

need me for anything . . .” He squeezed Claire’s shoul-
der, then left. She was confused. She didn’t want him to
go. Yet of course he couldn’t stay. But now she was
alone with Sydney and her quiet daughter, and she had
no idea what to do.

Sydney wagged her eyebrows. “He’s hot.”
“Waverley,” Claire said.
“What?”
“You said your last name was Waverley.”
“Last time I checked.”
“I thought you hated the name.”
Sydney shrugged noncommitally.
“What about Bay?”
“Her name is Waverley too. Go play some more,

honey,” Sydney said, and Bay ran back to the yard. “I can’t
believe how great the house looks. New paint, new win-
dows, new roof. I never imagined it could look so good.”

“I used Grandma Waverley’s life-insurance money
to remodel.”

Sydney turned away a moment, ostensibly to watch
Tyler climb the stairs to his front porch and then walk
into his house. She had stiffened, and it occurred to
Claire that this was shocking news to Sydney. Had she
really expected to find their grandmother here, alive and
well? What was she expecting? “When?” Sydney asked.
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“When what?”
“When did she die?”
“Ten years ago. Christmas Eve, the year you left. I

had no way to contact you. We didn’t know where you
went.”

“Grandma knew. I told her. Say, do you mind if I pull
this clunker behind the house?” Sydney knocked on the
hood with her fist. “It’s sort of an embarrassment.”

“What happened to Grandma’s old car, the one she
gave you?”

“I sold it in New York. Grandma said I could sell it
if I wanted to.”

“So that’s where you’ve been, New York?”
“No, I only stayed there for a year. I’ve been

around. Just like Mom.”
They locked eyes, and suddenly everything was

quiet. “What are you doing here, Sydney?”
“I need a place to stay.”
“For how long?”
Sydney took a deep breath. “I don’t know.”
“You can’t leave Bay here.”
“What?”
“Like Mom left us here. You can’t leave her here.”
“I would never leave my daughter!” Sydney ex-

claimed, a touch of hysteria tinging her words, and
Claire was suddenly aware of all that wasn’t being said,
of the story Sydney wasn’t telling. Something big had to
have happened to bring Sydney back here. “What do
you want me to do, Claire, beg?”

“No, I don’t want you to beg.”
“I don’t have anywhere else to go,” Sydney said,
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forcing the words out, like spitting sunflower-seed shells
to the sidewalk, where they stuck and baked in the sun,
getting harder and harder.

What was Claire supposed to do? Sydney was family.
Claire had learned the hard way that you weren’t sup-
posed to take them for granted. She’d also learned they
could hurt you more than anyone else in the world.
“Have you had breakfast yet?”

“No.”
“I’ll meet you in the kitchen.”
“Come on, Bay, I’m pulling the car around back,”

Sydney called, and Bay ran to her mother.
“Bay, do you like strawberry Pop-Tarts?” Claire asked.
Bay smiled, and it was Sydney’s smile made over. It

almost hurt Claire to look at, remembering all the things
she wished she could take back from when Sydney was
a child, like chasing Sydney out of the garden when she
wanted to see what Claire and their grandmother were
doing and hiding recipes on high shelves so Sydney
would never know their secrets. Claire had always won-
dered if she was the one who made Sydney hate being a
Waverley. Was this child going to hate everything
Waverley too? Bay didn’t know it, but she had a gift.
Maybe Claire could teach her to use it. Claire didn’t
know if she and Sydney would ever reconcile, or even
how long she was going to stay, but maybe she could try
to make up for what she’d done with Bay.

In mere minutes, Claire’s life had changed. Her
grandmother had taken in Claire and Sydney. Claire
would do the same for Sydney and Bay. No questions
asked. It’s what a true Waverley did.
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“Pop-Tarts are my favorite!” Bay said.
Sydney looked startled. “How did you know?”
“I didn’t,” Claire said, turning toward the house.

“Evanelle did.”

Sydney parked the Subaru beside a white minivan at the
back of the house, in front of the detached garage. Bay
hopped out, but Sydney got out a little slower. She took
her tote bag and Bay’s backpack, then she went around
to the back of the car and unscrewed the Washington
State license plate. She stuffed it into her bag. There. No
clues as to where they’d been.

Bay was standing in the driveway that separated the
house from the garden. “This is really where we’re go-
ing to live?” she asked, for about the sixteenth time
since they’d pulled in front of the house that morning.

Sydney took a deep breath. God, she couldn’t be-
lieve it. “Yes.”

“It’s a princess house.” She turned and pointed to
the open gate. “Can I go see the flowers?”

“No. Those are Claire’s flowers.” She heard a thud
and watched an apple roll out of the garden and stop at her
feet. She stared at it for a moment. No one in her family
ever found anything odd about having a tree that told the
future and threw apples at people. Still, it was a better wel-
come than Claire had given her. She kicked the apple back
into the garden. “And stay away from the apple tree.”

“I don’t like apples.”
Sydney went to her knees in front of Bay. She

pushed the little girl’s hair behind her ears and straight-
ened her shirt. “Okay, what’s your name?”
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“Bay Waverley.”
“And where were you born?”
“On a Greyhound bus.”
“Who is your father?”
“I don’t know who he is.”
“Where are you from?”
“Everywhere.”
She took her daughter’s hands. “You understand

why you have to say these things, don’t you?”
“Because we’re different here. We’re not who we

were.”
“You amaze me.”
“Thank you. Do you think Claire will like me?”
Sydney stood, then took a moment to steady herself

when dark spots appeared in front of her eyes and the
world tilted off its axis for a moment. Her skin felt prick-
led, as if with goose bumps, and it hurt to blink. She was
so tired she could hardly walk, but she couldn’t let Bay see
her like that, and she certainly couldn’t let Claire see her
like that. She managed to smile. “She’d be crazy not to.”

“I like her. She’s like Snow White.”
They walked into the kitchen through the sunroom

and Sydney looked around in awe. The kitchen had been
remodeled, taking over most of what had been the dining
room beside it. It was all stainless steel and efficiency, and
there were two commercial refrigerators and two ovens.

They wordlessly went to the kitchen table and sat,
watching Claire put on coffee and then slide two Pop-
Tarts into the toaster. Claire had changed—not in big
ways but small ones, like the way light changed through-
out the day. A different slant, a different hue. She carried
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herself differently; she no longer had that greedy, selfish
way about her. She seemed comfortable, the way their
grandmother used to seem comfortable. Don’t-move-
me-and-I’ll-be-fine comfortable.

Watching her, it suddenly occurred to Sydney that
Claire was beautiful. Sydney had never realized her sis-
ter was so beautiful. The man she was with earlier, the
man from next door, thought so too. He was clearly at-
tracted to Claire. And Bay was captivated by her, not
taking her eyes off her even when Claire put warm
Pop-Tarts and a glass of milk on the table in front of her.

“So, you run a catering company?” Sydney finally
asked when Claire handed her a cup of coffee. “I saw
the van.”

“Yes,” Claire said, turning away in a swish of mint and
lilac. Her hair was longer than it used to be, and it veiled
her shoulders like a shawl. She used it for protection. If
there was one thing Sydney knew, it was hair. She loved
beauty school and loved working in the salon in Boise.
Hair said more about people than they knew, and Sydney
understood the language naturally. It had surprised her
that some other girls at beauty school thought it was hard.
To Sydney it was second nature. It always had been.

She didn’t have the energy to keep talking to Claire
when Claire was making it so difficult, so she took a sip
of the coffee and found it had cinnamon in it, just like
Grandma Waverley used to make it. She wanted to
drink more, but her hand started shaking and she had to
set the cup down.

When was the last time she’d slept? She’d made sure
Bay slept, but she was too scared to sleep more than
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small pockets at a time at rest stops and Wal-Mart park-
ing lots along the way. Miles of highway ran on a perma-
nent loop in her mind, and she still felt the hum of the
road in her bones. It had taken them ten days, surviving
on the food she’d packed, white bread and gingersnaps
and cheap packages of peanut butter and crackers, the
ones where the peanut butter tasted oily and the crack-
ers crumbled at the touch. She wasn’t sure she could last
much longer before she broke down in tears.

“Come on, Bay,” Sydney said the moment Bay fin-
ished her breakfast. “Let’s go upstairs.”

“I left new sheets from Evanelle on the beds,” Claire
said.

“Which room?”
“Your room is still your room. Bay can sleep in my

old room. I sleep in Grandma’s now,” she said, her back
to them as she began to bring down large canisters of
flour and sugar from the cabinets.

Sydney led Bay straight to the staircase, not looking
around, because she was disoriented enough and didn’t
want to discover what else had changed. Bay ran up the
stairs ahead of her and waited, smiling.

It was worth it. All this was worth it, just to see her
child like this.

Sydney led her to Claire’s old room first. The furni-
ture was different, mismatched. The sewing table used
to be in the sitting room downstairs, and the bed used to
be in their grandmother’s room. Bay ran to the window.
“I like this room.”

“Your aunt Claire used to spend hours at that win-
dow, staring out at the garden. You can sleep with me, if
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you want to. My room has a view of the blue house
next door.”

“Maybe.”
“I’m going to start bringing in our things. Come

with me.”
Bay looked at her hopefully. “Can I stay up here?”
She was too tired to argue. “Don’t leave this room.

If you want to go exploring, we’ll do it together.”
Sydney left Bay, but instead of going downstairs to

get the boxes and bags left in the car, she walked to her
old room. When she was young she spent a lot of time
by herself in her room, sometimes imagining that she was
trapped there by her evil sister, like in a fairy tale. For two
years after her mother left, Sydney even slept with sheets
tied into a rope under her bed so she could crawl out the
window when her mother came back to save her. But
then she grew older and wiser and realized her mother
wasn’t coming back. She also realized that her mother
had the right idea by leaving in the first place. Sydney
couldn’t wait to leave, to follow her boyfriend Hunter
John Matteson to college, because they were going to be
in love forever, and even if they came back to Bascom it
would be okay, because he had never treated her like a
Waverley. Not until the very end, at least.

She took a deep breath and entered the room rever-
ently, a church of old memories. Her bed and dresser
were still there. The full-length mirror still had some of
her old stickers on it. She opened the closet and found a
stack of boxes full of old linen that mice had gotten into.
But the room didn’t have an air of neglect. There wasn’t
any dust, and it smelled old and familiar, like cloves and
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cedar. Claire had taken care of it, hadn’t turned it into a
sitting room or filled it full of things she didn’t need or
use anymore or taken Sydney’s old furniture out.

That did it.
Sydney went to the edge of the bed and sat. She put

a hand over her mouth as she cried so Bay, singing qui-
etly in the next room, wouldn’t hear.

Ten days on the road.
She needed a bath.
Claire looked prettier, and cleaner, than she did.
Grandma Waverley was gone.
Bay liked it here, but she didn’t yet realize what be-

ing a Waverley meant.
What was David doing?
Did she leave behind any clues?
So much had changed, but her room was exactly

like she’d left it.
She crawled to the pillow at the top of the bed and

curled into a small ball. She was asleep seconds later.
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here was an art to the male pos-
terior. That’s all there was to it.

Well, that was most of it.
The young runners on the university

track had such verve and tone and, proba-
bly best of all, if Evanelle ever felt the need
to give them something, she could never
catch them. Obviously her gift knew that
and never decided to kick in at the track
during the school year. But in the sum-
mer there were slower, older people on the
track, and sometimes Evanelle had to give
them little packets of ketchup and tweezers.

C H A P T E R
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She even had to give one old woman a jar of sourwood
honey one day. They gave her strange looks on the track in
the summer.

That morning, instead of going to the track,
Evanelle decided to walk downtown before the shops
opened. There were always runners around the square.
She followed a few of them until she came to Fred’s
Gourmet Grocery and happened to look in the win-
dow. It was well before he normally showed up for
work, but there was Fred, in his stocking feet, getting a
container of yogurt out of the dairy section. His rum-
pled clothing was an obvious indication that he’d spent
the night there. Evanelle supposed the rose geranium
wine didn’t work on James, or maybe Fred decided not
to use it after all. Sometimes people who had been to-
gether for a long time got to imagining that things used
to be better, even when they weren’t. Memories, even
hard memories, grew soft like peaches as they got older.

Fred and James were a steadfast couple, everyone
knew that. The fact that they were gay had been over-
looked a long time ago, when it was obvious they were
one of the always-togethers, a distinction usually re-
served for very old couples. She knew Fred. She knew
that what people thought was important to him. He was
a lot like his father that way, though he’d never admit it.
Once someone told him something critical, he would
hold on to it for a long time, change everything he did
just so he wouldn’t face the same criticism again. He
would hate for anyone to know that he and James were
having problems. He was an always-together. He had so
many expectations to live up to.
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She knew she should leave, but she decided to wait
for a moment to see if her gift would kick in. She stared
at him, but nothing occurred to her. She had nothing to
give him but advice, and most people weren’t inclined
to take that too seriously. Evanelle was neither as myste-
rious nor as clever as her Waverley relatives who had al-
ways lived in the Queen Anne home on Pendland
Street. But she did have the gift of anticipation. From
the time she was a little girl, she brought her mother
dishcloths before the milk was spilled, she closed the
windows before there was even a hint of a storm, and
she gave the preacher a cough drop before he had a
coughing spell during the sermon.

Evanelle had been married once, a long time ago.
The first time she met her husband they were six years
old, and she gave him a small black stone she’d found on
the road that day. That night he used it to tap on her
window to get her attention, and they became the best
of friends. After thirty-eight years of marriage and not
once feeling the need to give him something again, she
was seized with the need to buy her husband a new suit.
It turned out to be because he didn’t have a decent one
to be buried in when he died the following week. She
tried not to think too hard about her gift, because then
she would think about how frustrating it was not to
know why people needed the things. Sometimes at
night when her house felt particularly empty, she still
wondered what would have happened if she hadn’t
bought her husband that suit.

She watched Fred go to the picnic-supply aisle and
open a box of plastic utensils. He took out a plastic
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spoon and opened his cup of yogurt. She really should
be moving on, but then she got to thinking about how
nice it would be to live in a grocery store, or better yet
a Wal-Mart, or better still a mall, because they had beds
in the linen departments of the stores and a big food
court. She suddenly realized that Fred had stopped
short, the plastic spoon in his mouth, and he was look-
ing back at her through the window.

She smiled and gave him a little wave.
He walked to the door and unlocked it. “Can I help

you with something, Evanelle?” he said, stepping out-
side.

“Nope. I was just passing by when I saw you.”
“Is there something you want to give me?” he

asked.
“Nope.”
“Oh,” he said, as if he really wanted something,

something that would make everything all better. But
relationships were hard. There was no cure for them.
He looked around to see if anyone on the street had
seen them, then he leaned forward and whispered, “I’ve
asked him to be home early for the past two nights, and
the past two nights he hasn’t come home at all. I don’t
know what to do with my time at home when he’s not
there, Evanelle. He’s always so good at making the deci-
sions. Last night I couldn’t even figure out what time I
should eat. If I ate too early and he came home, then I
couldn’t eat with him. But if I waited too long, it would
be too late to eat. At around two o’clock this morning I
figured I should get things ready to fix breakfast in case
he came in. That would be a nice gesture, right? I came
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here to pick some things up, but James usually leaves me
a grocery list, so when I got here I wasn’t sure what to
get. I kept thinking, what if he doesn’t want grapefruit?
And what if I brought home coffee beans he doesn’t
like? I ended up falling asleep on the couch in my office.
I don’t know what I’m doing.”

Evanelle shook her head. “You’re putting it off is
what you’re doing. When you have to do something,
you have to do it. Putting it off only makes it worse.
Believe me, I know.”

“I’m trying,” Fred said. “I bought rose geranium
wine from Claire.”

“What I’m saying is you have to talk to him. Don’t
wait for him to come home. Call him and ask the seri-
ous questions. Stop putting it off.” Fred got a stubborn
look to him, and Evanelle laughed. “Okay. You’re not
ready for that. Maybe the wine will work, if you can get
him to drink it. But no matter what you decide to do,
you should probably do it with shoes on.”

Fred looked down at his stocking feet, horrified,
and hurried back into the store.

With a sigh, Evanelle walked up the sidewalk, look-
ing in windows. Most of the morning joggers were
gone, so maybe she would just go home and clean up
before she went to visit Sydney. Claire was a little pan-
icked, though she tried to hide it when she called
Evanelle last night to tell her about Sydney’s arrival.
Evanelle calmed her down and told her everything was
going to be all right. She reminded Claire that coming
home was a good thing. Home was home.

Evanelle passed the White Door Salon, where women
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with too much time on their hands and too much money
in their purses paid way too much for haircuts and hot-
stone massages. Then she stopped in front of Maxine’s next
door, the posh clothing shop that the women from the
White Door liked to shop in after their hair was done.
There in the window was a button-down silk shirt.

She walked in, even though they hadn’t put out the
open sign yet. Her gift was like an itch, like a mosquito
bite in the center of her body, and it wouldn’t go away
until she did what it demanded.

And it suddenly, insistently, demanded that she buy
Sydney that shirt.

Sydney woke up with a start and checked her watch.
She hadn’t meant to fall asleep. She stumbled to the
bathroom and drank water from the sink, then she
splashed her face.

She left the bathroom and stopped to check in on
Bay, but Bay wasn’t in her room. Her bed was made,
though, and some of her favorite stuffed animals were
sitting on the pillows. She checked all the rooms up-
stairs, then jogged downstairs, trying to stave off panic.
Where did she go?

Sydney walked into the kitchen and froze.
She’d just walked into heaven. And her grand-

mother was right there, in every scent.
Sugary and sweet.
Herby and sharp.
Yeasty and fresh.
Grandma Waverley used to cook like this. When

Sydney was young, Claire always found a way to run
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Sydney out of the kitchen, so Sydney would sit in the
hallway outside the kitchen and listen to the bubble of
sauce boiling, the sizzle of things in skillets, the rattle of
pans, the mumble of Claire and Grandma Waverley’s
voices.

There were two big bowls, one full of lavender and
one full of dandelion greens, on the stainless-steel island.
Loaves of bread sat steaming on the counters. Bay stood
on a chair by Claire at the far counter, and she was using
a wood-handled artist’s brush to carefully paint pansy
flowers with egg whites. One by one, Claire then took
the flower heads and delicately dipped them in extrafine
sugar before setting them on a cookie sheet.

“How did you manage this in just a couple of hours?”
Sydney said incredulously, and Claire and Bay both
turned.

“Hi,” Claire said, looking at her warily. “How do
you feel?”

“I’m fine. I just needed a little nap.”
Bay jumped down from her chair and ran to Sydney

and hugged her. She was wearing a blue apron that
dragged on the ground and had Waverley’s Catering writ-
ten on it in white. “I’m helping Claire crystallize pansies
to put on top of custard cups. Come look.” She ran back
to her chair by the counter.

“Maybe later, honey. Let’s go get our things from
the car and let Claire do her work.”

“Bay and I brought everything in yesterday,” Claire
said.

Sydney looked at her watch again. “What’re you
talking about? I was only asleep two hours.”
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“You arrived yesterday morning. You’ve been asleep
for the past twenty-six hours.”

Sydney’s heart lodged in her throat, and she stum-
bled to the kitchen table and sat. She’d left her daughter
alone for twenty-six hours? Did Bay say anything to
Claire about David? Did Claire care for Bay? Did she
tuck her in, or had Bay been huddled, afraid and lonely,
in her room all night in a strange house? “Bay . . .”

“Has been helping me,” Claire said. “She doesn’t say
much, but she’s a fast learner. We cooked all day yester-
day, she had a bubble bath last night, then I put her to
bed. We started cooking again this morning.”

Did Claire think she was a bad mother? The one
thing Sydney could be proud of, and she was already
messing it up. This place messed her up. She was never
sure of who she was here.

“Have some coffee,” Claire said. “Evanelle said she
was stopping by today to see you.”

“Stay, Mommy. Watch what I can do.”
Get yourself together, she told herself. “Okay, honey.

I’m not going anywhere.” She went to the coffeepot
and poured a cup. “How is Evanelle?”

“She’s fine. She’s anxious to see you. Have some
lavender bread. Bay and I have been eating on that last
loaf there. There’s some herb butter too.”

Was Claire concerned about her? She’d thought a
lot about Claire over the years. Mostly they were
thoughts of how adventurous Sydney was being and
how poor, pitiful Claire could do nothing but stay at
home in stupid Bascom. It was cruel, but it made her
feel better because she’d always been jealous of Claire’s

Sarah Addison Allen56

Alle_9780553805482_4p_all_r1.qxp  4/19/07  11:08 AM  Page 56

PDF



comfort with who she was. Claire had been so happy to
see her leave. Now she was worried about her. Telling
her to eat. Sydney tried to slice the bread slowly, but she
was so hungry she ended up tearing most of it off. She
spread some herb butter on the bread and closed her
eyes. After her third slice, she started walking around
the big kitchen. “This is impressive. I didn’t know you
could do this. Are these Grandma’s recipes?”

“Some of them. The dandelion quiche and the
lavender bread were hers.”

“You never let me see them when I was little.”
Claire turned from the counter and wiped her hands

on her apron. “Listen, this is for a job in Hickory to-
morrow. I’ve called two teenage girls who sometimes
help me in the summer, but if you need some money,
you can help me with it instead.”

Sydney looked at her strangely. “You want me to
help you.”

“Normally, I can do this alone. But for bigger jobs I
have to call people. Are you still going to be here to-
morrow?”

“Of course I am,” Sydney said. “What? You don’t
believe me?”

“While you’re here, I could use your help.”
“I guess it’s pretty obvious I need the money.”
Claire smiled slightly and Sydney liked that, the

small connection it formed.
Encouraged, she said congenially, “So, tell me about

that Tyler guy.”
Claire lowered her eyes and turned around. “What

about him?”
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“Has he come by today?”
“He doesn’t come by every day. Yesterday was the

first time. He was bringing some apples that fell on his
side of the fence.”

“Did you bury them?”
“We always bury the apples that fall off the tree,”

Claire said, and Bay looked at Claire curiously. Sydney
felt a sense of dread, wanting to hold off Bay knowing
things for as long as possible. Sydney had traded any
chance of Bay being considered normal for her safety.
How exactly did you tell a child, even a child like Bay,
that?

“So, Tyler,” Sydney said before Bay could start ask-
ing questions. “Is he single?”

“I don’t know.” Claire took the cookie sheet with
the pansies on it and put it in a barely warm oven.

“Are you interested in him?”
“No,” Claire answered vehemently, like a middle-

school girl.
“He belongs here,” Bay said.
Claire turned to her.
“It’s this thing she does,” Sydney said. “She has very

firm opinions on where things belong.”
“So that explains it. I asked her to get me a fork and

she went right to the drawer. When I asked her how she
knew it was there, she said because that’s where it be-
longed.” Claire looked at Bay thoughtfully.

“No,” Sydney said. “It’s not that. Don’t force that
on her.”

“I wasn’t,” Claire said, and she seemed hurt. “And
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no one forced it on you. In fact, you ran as far away as
you could from it and no one stopped you.”

“The whole town forced it on me! I tried to be nor-
mal and no one would let me.” The pots hanging on the
rack above the kitchen island began to sway anxiously,
like an old woman wringing her hands. Sydney watched
them swing for a moment, then she took a deep breath.
She forgot how sensitive the house could be, how floor-
boards vibrated when people got mad, how windows
opened when everyone laughed at once. “I’m sorry. I
don’t want to argue. What can I do to help?”

“Nothing right now. Bay, you can go too.” Claire
untied Bay’s apron and took it off her. “Do you have a
black skirt and white blouse to wear to help me serve
tomorrow?” she asked Sydney.

“I have a white blouse,” Sydney said.
“You can borrow one of my skirts. Have you ever

served before?”
“Yes.”
“Is that what you did after you left? Waitressed?”
Sydney ushered Bay out of the kitchen. Running,

stealing, men. Those had never been Claire’s areas of ex-
pertise. Sydney wasn’t going to tell Claire about her
past. Not yet, anyway. It wasn’t something you shared
with just anyone, not even your own sister, if you didn’t
think she’d understand. “It was one of the things I did.”

Later that afternoon, Sydney sat on the front porch
while Bay did cartwheels in the yard. She saw Evanelle
come down the sidewalk and smiled. Evanelle was in a
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blue running suit, that familiar large tote bag over her
shoulder. Sydney used to love to guess what was in it.
She hoped Bay would love that too. There weren’t
many high points to being a Waverley, but Evanelle was
definitely one of them.

Evanelle stopped to talk with Tyler next door, who
was in his front yard, contemplating a big clump of grass
clippings. He was bored; Sydney recognized the signs.
His hair was longish, obviously to hold down the natu-
ral curl. That meant he had a creative nature he tried to
control, and he was trying to control it by spending
most of his day raking a big pile of cut grass from one
side of his yard to the other.

She couldn’t imagine ever wanting another relation-
ship with a man after David, but looking at Tyler, her
heart felt sort of strange. She didn’t want him, and he
was clearly attracted to her sister, but the simple idea of
a good man made her feel hopeful somehow. Maybe not
for herself, but for other people, other women. Luckier
women.

As soon as Evanelle left Tyler, Sydney hurried down
the steps to meet her. “Evanelle!” she said as she em-
braced the old lady. “Claire told me you were stopping
by. Oh, it’s good to see you. You look exactly the same.”

“Still old.”
“Still beautiful. What were you doing over there

with Tyler?”
“Is that his name? He looked like he needed some

lawn bags. Lucky I had some on me. He was real nice-
like about it. Here’s his phone number.” She handed
Sydney a small piece of notebook paper.
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Sydney looked at the paper uncomfortably. “Evanelle,
I’m not . . . I don’t want . . .”

Evanelle patted Sydney’s hand. “Oh, honey, I don’t
know what you’re supposed to do with it. I just knew I
had to give it to you. I’m not trying to set you up.”

Sydney laughed. What a relief.
“I have something else for you.” Evanelle rooted

around in her tote bag for a moment, then handed
Sydney a shopping bag with the name of an upscale
shop on the square. Sydney remembered it well. Girls at
school whose parents had money bought things at
Maxine’s. Sydney used to work all summer in order to
shop there too, to look like she belonged. She opened
the bag and brought out a beautiful blue silk shirt. It was
about three sizes too big, but she hadn’t had something
so decadent in a long time, not since she took all that
money from her boyfriend the car thief and lived on it
for a year. David had money, but he’d never been a gift
giver, never big on rewards, remorse, or apologies.

Sydney sat on the steps and put the shirt to her nose
and smelled that wonderful wealthy scent of the shop. It
smelled like fine paper and English perfume. “It’s so
beautiful.”

Evanelle lowered herself to the step beside Sydney
and rummaged through her tote bag again. “I know it’s
too big. Here’s the receipt. I was walking downtown
this morning trying to find some nice male backsides.
There was Maxine’s, and I thought of you, and I knew I
had to get you this. This shirt. This size.”

Bay had approached and was shyly fingering the soft
shirt in Sydney’s hands. “Evanelle, this is my daughter, Bay.”
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Evanelle chucked her chin and Bay giggled. “She
looks just like your grandmother when she was young.
Dark hair, blue eyes. She’s got Waverley in her, that’s for
sure.”

Sydney put an arm around Bay protectively. No, she
doesn’t. “Strawberry Pop-Tarts are her favorite. Thank
you for them.”

“Nice to know when things find a good purpose.”
She patted Sydney’s knee. “Where is Claire?”

“Busy in the kitchen, preparing for a luncheon.”
“Are you going to help her?”
“Yes.”
Evanelle’s sharp eyes were on her. Sydney had al-

ways loved Evanelle. What child doesn’t love an old lady
who gives presents? But Claire always seemed to under-
stand Evanelle better. “Keep this in mind about Claire.
She hates to ask for anything.” Bay ran back to the yard
and did cartwheels for them, and they complimented
her. Some time passed before Evanelle said, “It’s not an
easy thing to do, ask for help. You were brave to come
here. I’m proud of you.”

Sydney met the old woman’s eyes, and knew that
she knew.

It was nearly five o’clock in the afternoon on Friday
when Claire, Sydney, and Bay arrived home from cater-
ing the luncheon in Hickory. Bay had fallen asleep in the
van. Sydney thought Claire might be peeved at having to
take Bay along, but she didn’t argue at all when Sydney
said she didn’t want to leave Bay with Evanelle just yet.
They’d only been in town three days. She wasn’t leaving
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her daughter alone in a strange place. Claire had said, “Of
course not. She’ll come with us.” Just like that.

Bay had enjoyed herself. The old ladies in the
Amateur Botanists Association loved having her there,
and every time Claire and Sydney came back from col-
lecting plates or refreshing drinks, Bay had cleaned up
the area or organized the coolers in that way she did, in-
stinctively knowing where things were supposed to be.

Sydney carried Bay upstairs and put her on her bed,
then turned on one of the floor fans Claire had brought
down from the attic because summer was filling the
house, tightening it with heat. She changed into shorts
and a T-shirt, thinking Claire was going to do the same
before unloading the things from the van.

But when Sydney went back downstairs, Claire had,
in that short time, brought everything into the kitchen
and was loading the dishwasher and filling the carafes
with baking soda and hot water to soak. She was still in
her blouse and skirt, the blue apron still over her
clothes.

“I was going to help you,” Sydney said.
Claire looked surprised to find her there. “I can do

this. When I hire people, it’s only to help serve. You can
relax. I didn’t know if you’d prefer a check or cash, so I
went with cash. The envelope is there.” She pointed to
the kitchen table.

Sydney paused a moment. She didn’t understand.
Wasn’t it a good day? Didn’t they work well together?
The ladies at the luncheon loved Claire’s food, and they
complimented Sydney on what a nice job she did serv-
ing. Sydney had been nervous at first. Back when she
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waitressed, she used to steal from customers, not giving
them back money from their checks. She would smile
and flirt and try to smooth things over if they called her
on it. And it never hurt that she was usually sleeping
with the manager of the establishment, so he would al-
ways side with her if the complaint got that far. She
could con with the best of them. She’d been worried
that serving again might bring that time in her life back
to her, might make her want it again. But it didn’t. It felt
good to work honestly and hard. It reminded her in-
stead of what was probably the best time in her life, in
Boise, when she worked at the salon. She remembered
her aching feet and the cramps in her hands and the
shorn hair that would get under her clothes and itch and
poke her skin. She loved it all.

But now Claire was saying she didn’t need her help
anymore. Sydney stood there while Claire continued to
work. What was she supposed to do? She would go
crazy if she couldn’t do more than just help Claire out
every once in a while. Claire didn’t even let her do
housework. “Can’t I help you with anything?”

“I’ve got this covered. This is my routine.”
Without another word, Sydney picked up the enve-

lope and walked outside through the back to her
Subaru. She leaned against it as she counted the money
in the envelope. Claire had been generous. Sydney
could go out and do something with this. That’s proba-
bly what Claire expected her to do. Put some gas in the
car. Go see someone.

But she didn’t have a tag and she might get pulled
over.
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And there was definitely no one she wanted to see
again.

Folding the envelope, she put it in the back pocket
of her cutoffs. She didn’t want to go back into the house
and watch Claire work, so she walked around the drive-
way, kicking gravel, which Claire would probably
smooth over later with a rake, putting everything back
in order.

She walked to the front yard and looked over to
Tyler’s house. His Jeep was parked on the curb. Impul-
sively, she crossed the yard and walked up his steps. She
knocked on his door and waited, stuffing her hands
deeper into her pockets the longer he took. Maybe he
was asleep. That meant she had to go back home.

But then she heard footsteps and smiled, taking her
hands out of her pockets as he opened his door. He was
wearing paint-splattered jeans and a T-shirt, looking
sort of rumpled and forgetful, as if perpetually wonder-
ing where time went.

“Hi,” she said after he stared at her a few moments,
confused. “I’m Sydney Waverley, from next door.”

He finally smiled. “Oh, right. I remember.”
“I thought I’d come by and say hello.” His eyes

drifted behind her, then to her side. He finally stuck his
head out the door and looked over to the Waverley
house. Sydney knew what he was doing, and she won-
dered how Claire had managed to make this guy so
smitten. Maybe he had a thing for control freaks.
“Claire’s not with me.”

He looked chagrined. “I’m sorry,” he said, stepping
back. “Please, come in.”
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She’d been in the house a few times when she was
young, when old lady Sanderson lived there. A lot had
been done to the place. It was brighter, and it smelled a
lot better. Old lady Sanderson had been feline friendly.
There was a nice red couch and some comfortable
chairs in the living room, but they were placed oddly,
like that was where the movers had set them. There
were rows and rows of unframed paintings propped
against the walls, and cardboard boxes were every-
where. “I didn’t realize you’d just moved in.”

He ran a hand through his hair. “About a month
ago. I’ve been meaning to unpack. I was just painting in
the kitchen. What time is it?”

“A little after five. What color are you painting the
kitchen?”

He shook his head and laughed. “No, no. I paint in
the kitchen. That’s where my easel is set up.”

“Oh, you’re a painter painter.”
“I teach art at Orion.” He moved some newspapers

from a chair and set them on the floor. “Sit, please.”
“How long have you been in Bascom?” she asked as

she went to the chair.
“About a year.” He looked around for another place

to sit, running his hand through his hair again, pushing
it off his forehead.

“You know, I could trim your hair, if you want me to.”
He turned to her with that chagrined look again. “I

keep forgetting to get it cut. You could do it?”
“You’re looking at a bona fide beauty-school grad-

uate.”
“Okay. Sure. Thank you.” He moved a box off the
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couch and sat. “I’m glad you came by. I don’t really
know any of my neighbors yet. Well, except maybe
Mrs. Kranowski, who seems to spend half her day chas-
ing her dog, Edward, around the neighborhood.”

“I remember Mrs. Kranowski. What is she, one
hundred years old now?”

“And surprisingly fast on her feet.”
Sydney laughed and congratulated herself. This was a

good idea. “I’ll bring my case over tomorrow to give you
that trim. Do you mind if my daughter comes along?”

“Not at all.”
Sydney studied him a moment. “So, you like my

sister.”
She’d caught him off guard, but it didn’t seem to oc-

cur to him not to answer. “You cut to the chase, don’t
you? I don’t know your sister very well. But I . . . yes, I
like her. She fascinates me.” He smiled and leaned for-
ward, putting his elbows on his knees, open and enthu-
siastic. It was contagious, like a yawn. He made Sydney
smile back. “I had this dream about her. It was like
nothing I’ve ever dreamed before. Her hair was short,
and she was wearing this headband—” He stopped and
leaned back. “I’m going to stop now before I sound any
more ridiculous.”

He didn’t sound ridiculous. He sounded nice, so
nice it made her a little envious of Claire. “My daughter
likes her too.”

“You don’t sound happy about that.”
“No, I didn’t mean it to sound that way.” Sydney

sighed. “It’s just not what I expected. Claire and I
fought a lot as kids. I think we were both thrilled when
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I left town. She didn’t like me very much. I didn’t think
she’d like Bay.”

“How long were you gone?”
“Ten years. I never thought I’d be back.” She shook

her head, as if to shake away the thoughts. “Do you
mind my coming over? You like my sister, not me, so no
pressure. I just need to get out of that house sometimes.
Want to order pizza? My treat.”

“Sounds good. I don’t think I’ve eaten today.” Tyler
looked at her thoughtfully. “You can come by any time
you want, but ten years is a long time to be away. There
aren’t any old friends you want to see?”

Old friends. She almost laughed. Two-faced, weak-
willed backstabbers, yes. Old friends, no. “No. It’s a part
of that never-thinking-I-was-ever-coming-back thing.”

“Burned bridges?” Tyler asked astutely. He wasn’t
nearly as oblivious as his lifestyle made him seem.

“Something like that.”
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