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One


New York, June 1908

“Bolivia,” Sid said.

“Bolivia?” Even Gus sounded surprised. “You want us to go to Bolivia?”

Sid nodded. “It’s about time we went somewhere exotic. We’re becoming staid and boring.”

I was sitting with my friends Elena and Augusta (more affectionately known as Sid and Gus) in their big comfortable kitchen on the other side of Patchin Place, enjoying our usual morning coffee together. They had added on a conservatory, and light streamed in between stands of exotic plants, the likes of which I had never seen back in Ireland. Today heat also came in through all that glass, and the kitchen felt steamy—a little how I imagined a tropical jungle would feel. Summer had come early to New York, and we were feeling the heat, which was why Sid and Gus were rushing to make plans for their usual summer exodus from the city. In other years they had chosen acceptable and normal destinations like Newport, Rhode Island, or Southampton. They had even ventured once to Europe, but Bolivia was quite unexpected.

“Why Bolivia?” Gus asked, trying to sound calm.

Sid shrugged, making her bobbed hair dance. “We’ve never been. It’s at high altitude, so it should be cool, and it’s different. Interesting people go there. Butch Cassidy went there.”

“To escape from the law and rob people,” Gus pointed out. “That’s hardly the same.”

“Well, he is an outlaw. We are respectable women.” She corrected herself. “Fairly respectable women.”

I had to smile at this. “But it’s awfully far away, isn’t it?” I was realizing how much I’d miss having my friends around for the summer. “How would you get there?”

Sid shrugged. “We’d take a boat.”

“Isn’t Bolivia landlocked?” Gus asked.

“So we take a boat and then a train.”

“There are trains? Not just mule trains going up the side of mountains?”

Sid frowned. “You seem to be making difficulties about this. Do I take it you’re not keen on the idea?”

“I think it needs more looking into,” Gus said diplomatically. “It doesn’t sound like a journey one could undertake lightly. And it would probably take so long to get there that we’d have to stay for months to make it worthwhile.”

“I hope you wouldn’t be away for months,” I said. “Who would I have my coffee with?”

“Well, perhaps Bolivia is a little too far away,” Sid said, picking up a croissant and idly tearing off a corner. “But I’m tired of all the normal places. Newport. Long Island. All so pretentious and bourgeois—and we do need to get out of the city before it gets too unbearably hot. One hears that there is typhoid again.”

I nodded. “Daniel told me. And not just in the tenements, but in a couple of middle-class households—houses with servants.” I leaned across to wipe an excess of jam from my son, Liam’s, mouth. He had been sitting, good as gold, on his little stool, working his way through his own croissant, piled by Gus with butter and jam. “Daniel has been on at me to leave the city for a while.”

“Then come with us,” Sid said with enthusiasm.

“Not to Bolivia, please.” I grinned. “I can’t see Daniel going for that! Actually, he’s been urging me to take the children to his mother in Westchester County for the summer.”

“You should go.” Gus nodded equally enthusiastically. “You are expecting, after all. In a delicate condition. You don’t want to take chances with a disease like typhoid.”

“I know,” I agreed. I had been walking on eggshells since I found out that I was truly pregnant this time. After a disappointing false alarm last fall, I had worried I was cursed and would never be able to have another baby, but now I was at least four months along. My cheeks were rosy, my belly swelling nicely, and I was starting to hope. “But if it’s a choice between risking typhoid and spending the summer with Daniel’s mother, I’m not sure which I’d choose.”

This made them smile.

“The children would love being in the country,” Gus said.

“Yes, I want to go to Granny’s,” Liam piped up, reaching for the last remnants of his croissant.

“Plenty of good fresh air and room to run around and being spoiled by your mother-in-law’s maid—what’s her name?” Gus continued.

“Martha,” I said. “She’s getting rather old and deaf. I think my mother-in-law’s training another new girl. Let’s hope there’s none of the drama as with the last one. Liam will love the country, but I’m not sure about Bridie. She’ll miss her friends. You know what it’s like when you are almost fourteen—life has no meaning if your friends are not around.”

Sid and Gus nodded sagely. They knew Bridie almost as well as I did.

“At least she has friends now, which is good,” Sid said. “She is finally fitting in at the new school and doing incredibly well in her studies.”

“Thanks to you two.” My friends were paying for my adopted daughter, Bridie, to go to a private academy for young ladies. Bridie had not found it easy mixing with the daughters of the Four Hundred at first but now had made a bosom friend and was generally accepted. She was blossoming into a lovely young woman with a bright future ahead.

“Perhaps we could take Bridie with us for the summer somewhere,” Gus suggested. “Then we could make sure she keeps up with her studies.”

I tried not to let my face show that I was against this. I loved this couple, but they exerted too much influence on my adopted daughter. She’d already tried to defy me and act in a manner that was too grown-up, thanks to the encouragement of those two ladies. After a summer with them, she’d be incorrigible.

“Well, Bridie’s not going to Bolivia, that’s certain,” I said. “Besides, I hardly see her during the school year. I’d enjoy her company, especially if I’m to be with Mrs. Sullivan for the summer.”

I jumped up hastily, grabbing Liam before he could take another croissant. “I think you’ve had enough. Let’s get you washed up, my lad,” I said. He started to walk out of the kitchen but froze at my stern, “Stop, young man! Wash those hands.” He made a face but complied. “I hope it’s a girl this time,” I said. “They must be easier than boys!”

“Don’t you believe it,” Sid said. “I was always a rebel. I got into such trouble when I tried to play baseball with the boys and I went swimming in my underwear. You should have seen the faces. I was only about eight at the time, but you’d have thought I was a brazen hussy in a burlesque show.”

We laughed. “I can just picture you doing that,” I said.

“My family didn’t approve of that sort of thing,” Sid said. “Very refined and staid.”

Liam’s footsteps heading down the hall toward the stairs told me it was time to go. “This one has too much energy,” I said. “Come on, Liam, we should be going home. Bridie has a half day at school today so that the new graduates can practice their procession. She says the talk has been about what they are going to wear all month.”

“Much more important than graduating with good grades,” Gus said dryly.

She had just finished speaking when the front door burst open and Bridie herself rushed in. Sid got to her feet. “Why, Bridie, what on earth is wrong?”

Bridie had a distraught look on her face, and her breath came in gasps, as if she had been running. “The worst thing in the world has happened,” she exclaimed. “I simply can’t bear it.”

Gus rushed over and put her arm around her. “Come and sit down, darling girl, and tell us all about it. Are you hurt?”

“My heart is broken. I’ll never survive,” she said, between sobs now.

“You didn’t get a bad grade on your English exam?” Sid asked.

“Much worse than that. Far, far worse than anything you can imagine, Aunt Sid.” She looked from one of us to the next. Liam was frozen in his tracks, unused to seeing his big sister in such distress.

“What’s the matter, Bridie?” he said, his little-boy face worried.

“So tell us, dear girl,” I said. “Don’t keep us in suspense. Was anyone cruel to you? Hurt you?”

Bridie shook her head fiercely, sending teardrops flying. “It’s Blanche,” she said at last.

“Blanche is sick?” Blanche was Bridie’s bosom friend at school. The two had been inseparable since a tragedy had struck Blanche’s family.

Bridie’s head shook again. “No, worse than that,” she said. “Blanche is going away for the whole summer. Her mother is taking her to Paris next week. I won’t see her again until the fall.”

I tried not to smile.

“You should be glad your friend has the chance to go to Paris,” Gus said kindly. “And the summer will pass very quickly.”

“No, it won’t,” Bridie wailed. “It will be an eternity. Trapped in this horrible city with nothing to do, just wishing Blanche was here.”

“We’ll find plenty for you to do,” Sid said. “We may take you with us to the mountains or the coast if Molly will let us.”

“Let’s just wait and see, shall we?” I held up a hand. “For now you should be happy for your friend, and maybe she’ll bring you a nice present back from Paris—a piece of Parisian fashion?”

I saw a brief flicker of interest in her eyes, but then she let out another great sob. “But what if she forgets about me? What if she makes a new best friend over there and when she comes back she won’t talk to me?”

“You two can write to each other all summer, and she’ll tell you exactly what she’s doing,” I said. “Now, come on home and let’s get Liam fed; then you and I will have our lunch.”

I led her away, still hearing an occasional sob. She spent the afternoon shut away in her room and did not reappear for a cup of tea. Knowing young girls, I let her brood and was just going up to tell her to buck up and come down for her supper when Daniel burst through the door.

“Holy Mother of God,” I exclaimed. “This must be the day for dramatic entries. Now don’t tell me your best friend is about to leave town?”

Daniel frowned. “What are you talking about, Molly? I came home as fast as I could. I want you out of the city right away. There is now typhoid on Tenth Street.”

“Tenth Street?” I said as he took off his hat and hung it on the hat stand in the hallway. “On our doorstep?”

“Well, closer to Fifth Avenue, but still close enough to be worrying.”

“And so strange,” I said. “Those are all highly respectable households, nothing like the cramped conditions of the East Side. I thought typhoid was a disease of dirt and overcrowding.”

Daniel nodded. “So did I, until this year. Now it has reared its ugly head in several unlikely places. All good neighborhoods. If it’s really in the air we breathe, as some are saying, I’d rather you were out in the country. I don’t want to take any chances with you in your current—”

“Don’t you dare say ‘delicate condition,’” I retorted. “Do I look in the least delicate?”

He examined me, frowning. “No, I can’t say that you do. Positively blooming, in fact. But we’ve been hopeful before; let’s not put it to the test. I’ll send a telegram to my mother today to expect you shortly.”

He headed past me, toward the kitchen. Conflicting emotions flooded through me. Much as I loathed the thought of a summer with Daniel’s mother, who enjoyed pointing out where I fell short of being the perfect wife for her only son, I did realize that typhoid only a street away from us was a serious matter, especially given my condition at the moment. But then, I had Bridie to think of. I grabbed Daniel’s arm. “Hold on a moment, Daniel. We can’t go before Bridie finishes her school term. It wouldn’t be right. She has to experience prize day, and she’s performing in a Greek dance.”

“She could maybe stay with your friends across the street if you and Liam go now?” he suggested.

“You were the one who didn’t want my friends to have too much influence over her, remember?” I said. “No, we’ll wait and go together at the end of next week. It will take me a while to organize and pack for a whole summer—and I promise, until then I’ll be extra vigilant. We’ll send Aileen out to do the shopping, and I’ll even keep Liam away from the park, much to his annoyance, I’m sure.”

Daniel sighed. “Very well. If it must be. I suppose it’s only fair to give my mother time to prepare rooms for you. Martha isn’t as strong as she used to be. Mother has been talking about hiring and training a new girl. This should spur her to do it.”

“Exactly how long do you expect me to stay away?” I asked, trying to keep my voice even.

“Maybe for the whole summer. Until the weather cools down.”

“The whole summer?” Now my voice was definitely not even. “And what about you?”

“Well, I have to stay here, of course. I’ll try to come up and visit on my days off. It’s what plenty of husbands are doing these days.”

“But, Daniel”—I put a gentle hand on his arm—“who will take care of you? Cook your meals? Wash your shirts? I suppose I could leave Aileen down here. She does quite a decent job around the house, although her cooking leaves a lot to be desired.”

Daniel shook his head. “That wouldn’t be right, Molly. Me alone in the house with a young girl? There would be talk. I’d be risking her reputation. No, Aileen must go with you. Besides, you’ll want help with Liam, and she can also be of use for Martha. She’s a willing-enough little thing.” He looked around. “Where is she, by the way?”

“Giving Liam his bath. She really is wonderful with him. And he adores her. We were lucky to get her.”

“So that’s settled, then.” Daniel took his place at the kitchen table, as if awaiting his supper. “You’ll leave next week. I’m glad.”

“But what will you do? Who will look after you?”

“I’m a big boy, Molly. I can take care of myself. I did before we were married and I’m sure I can do it again. I’ll take my main meal in the police cafeteria, and I’ll send my shirts and underwear to the laundry.” He gave me a reassuring smile. “Don’t worry about me. I’ll be fine.”

It appeared there was nothing more to say. The reasonable side of me knew that I should take every precaution because of the child I was carrying. My last pregnancy had ended in a miscarriage, and it had taken me a long while to conceive again. I couldn’t take any chances if I wanted another baby. And it wouldn’t be so bad, I told myself as I watched Daniel eat his way through a meat pie and cabbage. The countryside was pretty. I could help with the garden, pick vegetables, take Liam to see farm animals. I’d make the best of it.





Two


I could have predicted that the news would not go down well with Bridie. She was already in emotional distress about the departure of Blanche. When she heard we were to go up to Westchester County right after the graduation ceremonies at her school, we had another flowing of tears.

“The whole summer? Mama, you can’t mean it. Who will I have to talk to? Nobody. There will be nobody for miles around who is my own age. I’ll be stuck with you and Liam and two old women.” Her curls bounced as she shook her head. She had turned before my eyes from a waif of a girl into a pretty young lass with large blue eyes and blond curls. Luckily, she didn’t know how pretty she was, and I wasn’t going to tell her.

“I don’t suppose many of your school friends will stay in the city for the summer.”

“I suppose not,” she agreed. “I know Julia goes out to their estate on Long Island, and Helen is going to Maine. And some other girls are going to Europe too.”

“Lucky them.” I smiled. “I’m afraid you have to accept the fact that Aunt Sid and Aunt Gus are sending you to a school where most people have a lot of money.”

“I know.” I saw her shoulders droop. “But they’ll all be going somewhere exciting. I’ll be so bored.”

I tried to stay patient, not always easy for me. “You can maybe do some of the things the ladies across the street are always urging you to do—take up painting, or write a story, or Grandma Sullivan can teach you embroidery.”

Bridie rolled her eyes. Then a sudden smile spread over her face. “I could stay with Aunt Sid and Aunt Gus, couldn’t I? They’d love to have me.”

“Your aunts are planning to go away for the summer too. Last thing I heard, they were talking about Bolivia.”

Bridie frowned. “Bolivia? You mean the country? In South America?”

“The very same.”

“Why do they want to go there?”

“Because it’s different, apparently.” I patted her shoulder. “But don’t worry. I think Aunt Sid was just mentioning ideas. She wasn’t serious. They just wanted somewhere different.”

“I’m sure Bolivia is different,” Bridie said. “But wouldn’t it take an awfully long time to get there? Weeks and weeks overland?”

“Quite probably.” I smiled. “You know the ladies—they get a bee in their bonnet, and then they usually move on to something else. But they will certainly be getting out of the city. They usually do.”

“They could take me with them,” she said, giving me a hopeful look.

“Perhaps they want to be on their own,” I said tactfully. “They see a lot of us, don’t they?”

I could tell that Bridie was trying to digest the fact that her beloved aunties might want to take a break from her for a while.

“Anyway,” I continued, “it’s all arranged. We’ll be leaving for Grandma Sullivan’s, and we’re going to make the best of it. Papa is only doing this because he wants to protect us from catching typhoid.” I paused, remembering. “You should know. You nearly died of it when you were little.”

She nodded. “It was horrible.”

“And there are cases very close to us now. That’s why we must go.”

She didn’t say any more, but she had a sort of dejected and resigned look on her face, like a Christian martyr about to face the lions. She was particularly subdued as I packed everything I thought we’d need for a long stay. Liam picked up her mood and became rather clingy and whiny. Only the ever-cheerful Aileen, our young nanny, helped me get the house in order and pack our bags with a smile on her face.

“It will be good to be out in the fresh air again, Mrs. Sullivan,” she said. “To tell you the truth, I’ve been feeling a bit homesick for Ireland and the green countryside.”

“I know how you feel, Aileen,” I said. “I feel the same way myself sometimes. There’s nothing like the green of Ireland, is there? And that fresh smell of good grass.”

Her face lit up. “And the gentle rain on your face. And the way it all smells after the rain. Ah, but t’was grand.”

When all was ready, I went over to see Sid and Gus.

“So you’re off in the morning, then?” Gus said. “We’ll certainly miss you. Especially our dear Bridie. Do send her over to say goodbye to us. We’ll help her choose some books from our library to keep up her studies while you’re away.”

“She’s still in deep depression,” I said. “She keeps muttering about how bored she’ll be.”

“Well, I suppose it could seem boring for a young person. Friends are so important, aren’t they?”

“But all her friends will be away, too, so she’d be lonely and more uncomfortable in the city.”

“And in danger of disease too,” Sid reminded. “No, you’re absolutely doing the right thing, Molly. We’ll be leaving ourselves in a week or so.”

“Really? You’ve decided where to go? Not Bolivia, then?”

Sid had the grace to laugh. “That was rather a crazy notion, wasn’t it? I do get these impractical ideas from time to time.”

“Like the time you wanted an elephant?” I reminded her.

“I agree it was not suitable for Patchin Place. Anyway, we’ve rather had our summer plans dictated for us.”

She poured me a cup of coffee and sat down beside me at the kitchen table. She gave Gus a glance I couldn’t interpret.

“Dictated by whom?” I asked. If anyone could not be dictated to, it was Sid.

“Sid’s family,” Gus said.

“Oh.” Sid hardly ever mentioned her family, apart from the fact that they didn’t approve of her.

Sid stirred a large amount of sugar into her coffee. Then she looked up. “I received a letter from my mother. My grandfather’s health is deteriorating, and he may not have long to live. He has expressed a wish to spend some time with me. I can hardly refuse, can I? However dreadful it will be.”

“Why would it be so dreadful?” I asked.

Sid and Gus exchanged a glance again. “My choice of the way I live is not in keeping with what a good Jewish girl should be doing. I am betraying my heritage. I should be married and having children by now—just the way you are.”

“Oh dear. So they’ll remind you of this?”

“Constantly. That’s why we don’t actually want to stay with them.”

“Where do they live?” I asked.

“In the Catskills,” Sid said. “Do you know where they are? Up the Hudson, west of the river. Very pretty mountain scenery, actually. Good fresh air. Lovely walks. Everything would be perfect if it wasn’t for my family.”

“Your grandparents live up there? Year-round? I thought your family were in finance in the city?” I hadn’t pictured Sid as coming from country folk. She had always seemed so urbane and sophisticated.

Sid nodded. “My father’s side of the family lives in the city. These are my mother’s parents. They emigrated from Poland when they were young and started a small farm to supply the city with chickens, eggs, and milk. They did quite well at it, but when they got older and no longer wanted to do such physical work, they turned it into a bungalow colony.”

“A what?”

“That’s what I said when Sid told me,” Gus chimed in. “Apparently, farmers have been adding cottages to their land for their fellow Jews to come and stay during the summer. They come for the fresh air and country views. They’re not fancy, but city folks love playing farmer. It’s becoming quite popular, so we hear.”

“Since we’re not exactly welcome elsewhere,” Sid said.

I looked up and met her gaze, puzzled.

“Jews are not welcome at established resorts, you know.”

“Really? Even distinguished families like yours?”

“Even if one’s father is a millionaire.” Sid shrugged. “My father’s parents came over with money from Germany, and my father can buy a big house and a fancy car but not a hotel room in a gentile resort. So our only option is to stay with other Jews.”

I frowned, digesting this. “But you go everywhere.”

Gus chuckled. “But she’s with me. I’m the one who signs us in—and who would not welcome one of the Boston Walcotts?”

“But that’s awful,” I said.

“Awful but a reality, I’m afraid,” Sid said. “So the Catskills are becoming a Jewish haven. I hear they are even building hotels now. Let’s hope too many tourists don’t spoil the lovely nature of the place.”

“So you’ll be expected to stay in one of these … bungalows?” I toyed with the word.

“That’s what they expect,” Sid said, “but you have no idea what it’s like when my family gets together. I couldn’t subject Gus to that. So we’re exploring other possibilities nearby. Do we stay down in the town of Kingston and take the train up to visit? Or do we find one of the new resorts nearby and would Gus feel strange if everyone else is Jewish?”

“We’ll find somewhere,” Gus said, “And if necessary, you have to go on your own and I’ll go somewhere different. It might do us good to be apart for a summer.”

“Absolutely not,” Sid said angrily. “We’ll find somewhere and have a lovely mountain summer. And you know what, Molly—we won’t be too far from where you are staying. Just a short boat ride up the Hudson and then a train into the mountains. You could come and visit.”

I had to laugh. “What might seem like an easy journey to you becomes complicated with a three-year-old. No, I’m afraid we are stuck with my mother-in-law, but do write to me. I’ll be feeling lonely, too, and missing Daniel.”

“Of course we’ll write,” Gus said, squeezing my arm affectionately. “And make sure Bridie writes to us regularly. She must keep up with her studies.”

We hugged and parted company. I tried not to cry, my current condition having made me much more emotional than usual. But as I returned to my own house, a small tear did escape down my cheek.





Three


I didn’t have time to miss my friends. The next days were a flurry of activity; between Bridie’s end-of-the-year activities, packing for a summer away, and trying to leave the house in order so Daniel would have an easy time of it, the week fairly flew by.

“Promise me you will come and visit often,” I said to Daniel as we stood on the platform in Grand Central Station. “It is an easy train journey. Plenty of husbands come for the weekends.” I squeezed his hand. “I don’t want to spend the whole summer without you.”

“I’ll try, Molly,” he said, and smiled down at me. “If only the criminals of New York would decide to limit their criminal activity to the weekdays.”

“Go on with you.” I slapped his arm, trying to look severe. “Being a captain must have some advantages. Give the Saturday cases to your men and come keep your family company.”

“I’ll try,” he repeated. “I can’t get away this Saturday, but I will try to join you the next.” Then he gave me a quick kiss and Bridie a brief hug before ruffling Liam’s hair. “Take care of these women, will you, Liam?” Daniel said as Liam looked up.

“I will, Daddy.” Liam’s clear little voice sounded serious.

“That’s my boy,” Daniel said with a smile, then grabbed the suitcases to help us board the train.

The train ride up to White Plains was a beautiful one. It was made even more enjoyable for me by Aileen’s gasps. I don’t think she’d ever ridden a train before. First, she was amazed by the vastness of the city as we went through train yards and then behind warehouses until city streets turned into a mixture of market gardens and shanties. Then her eyes grew wide as we crossed the Harlem River on the splendid bridge and glided by the Botanical Garden. The scenery opened out into leafy suburbs, then green woodland interspersed with small towns of solid-brick buildings and white wooden cottages, with occasional glimpses of shining brooks and small lakes.

White Plains station was an unassuming wooden building. A great number of passengers rose and collected their belongings as we pulled in. The fresh breeze that met me as I stepped down from the train was a sign that I had made the right decision. I helped Liam down onto the platform, and Bridie and Aileen handed down the bags and jumped off. Mrs. Sullivan’s handyman had brought a wagon, and we piled our bags in the back. I handed Bridie up to sit beside him and climbed into the back. After the smells and heat of the city, the leafy lane and cool breeze seemed like a gift from heaven. I noticed Aileen looking around with astonishment.

“Have you never been out of the city, then?” I asked with a smile.

“You mean New York? I never have,” she replied. “I’ve only been in the city itself since I arrived from the old country. I didn’t know any of America looked like this. This is like magic. First, the train with the countryside just flying by—and we went clear over a river, no less!” Just then, we crested a ridge and could see down into a green valley dotted with small homes, meadows, and trees. “Look how far we can see.” Her face beamed with delight. There was such an innocence about her that I had to smile as well.

“I grew up in the country myself,” I shared. “But it looked very different from this.” And the homes I saw here were much more comfortable than the small house with the thatched roof that I had shared with my father and brothers. Now I was one of the privileged class who could escape the heat and disease of the city in summer. Sometimes that thought made me uncomfortable. I could always hear my mother’s voice telling me that if I rose too high above my station, I would come to a bad end. But, perhaps through pure luck or stubbornness, I hadn’t come to that bad end yet. I decided just to be grateful.

Mrs. Sullivan must have heard the wagon coming up the lane. She met us outside, her arms held open for Liam to jump into.

“Granny!” He squealed and threw himself at her. I started to climb down hurriedly, worried that he would hurt her. He had not grown much taller since she had seen him last, but he was all muscle and weighed so much he was hard to carry now.

But Mother Sullivan kissed him and put him down, then held up a hand, rather imperiously, to stop me. “No wait, Molly dear. You’ll hurt yourself.” She called the driver over and insisted that he lift me down from the back of the wagon. I tried to tell her that I could easily jump down, but she looked scandalized.

“I’m sure jumping wouldn’t be good for the baby,” she said, looking meaningfully at my slightly swelling belly. “You have to rest.” She laid a guiding hand on my back and led me through the house to the back porch. “Now, you and Liam sit here,” she continued, “while we get everything settled.” I heard her directing Aileen and Bridie and the clomping of suitcases being pulled upstairs. A young maid came out with two glasses of lemonade. She looked to be about Aileen’s age. So Mother Sullivan was training a new girl; that would be good for Martha. She was getting too old to take care of a whole house party. Liam drank his lemonade and jumped off the swing to explore while I sipped mine happily. I admit, it was nice to sit and swing on the back porch, watching Liam play. Perhaps this had been a good idea after all.

We passed a relaxing afternoon. Liam, who had worn himself out, had an early supper in the kitchen with Aileen, and she took him up to bed. At dinner, Mrs. Sullivan asked Bridie about her friends from school, and I braced myself for another round of tears.

“Well, my best friend Blanche left for Europe last week,” Bridie began, a sorrowful look on her face. “And she is going to study art in Paris and have painting days along the Seine and be allowed to stay out late and drink wine and eat baguettes. That’s the bread they eat in France. Blanche says she will be a lady of the world when she comes back from Paris.” I had to laugh at Bridie’s sorrowful earnestness but quickly turned it into a cough.

“Bridie is worried she will miss her friend,” I said to Mrs. Sullivan by way of explanation.

“I know you young people need each others’ company,” Mrs. Sullivan said cheerfully. “One of my neighbors has a granddaughter about your age who is visiting her. They are three houses down the lane.” She gestured in the direction of the street. “Her name is…” She hesitated, thinking. “Theresa, yes, that’s it. Theresa Hutchinson. I’ve told her grandmother all about you, and they are expecting you to pay a call after breakfast tomorrow.”

I could tell Bridie didn’t know if this was good news or not. It had taken her quite a while to make a friend before she and Blanche became close. “Are you sure Theresa wants me to come?” she asked hesitantly.

“Absolutely,” Mrs. Sullivan said, giving me a wink. “Her grandmother tells me she is also worried she will be bored this summer if she has to spend it with no one but her brother. And”—she paused dramatically—“they have horses.”

Bridie looked up with interest. “Horses? To ride on, you mean? I’ve always wanted to ride a horse.”

Would wonders never cease! Mrs. Sullivan had not only been welcoming to me but was also showing herself to be a doting grandmother for Bridie and Liam.

The next morning, after a hearty breakfast of eggs from our own chickens, Bridie set off down the lane to the Hutchinsons’. I wanted to accompany her, but Mrs. Sullivan overrode me. “We will send my new girl, Katie, with her,” she said, patting my lap. “I want your help with something. My church is having a church fete to raise money for a parish hall, and I am in charge of the fine-goods booth.” She looked proud and pleased at this assignment. “I was hoping you would help me make some of the items. And perhaps we will find some time to make some booties and a blanket to get started on your layette.” She looked fondly at my stomach.

I had a sinking feeling. “I’ll try my best to help,” I said somewhat noncommittally.

“It’s an easy pattern of Irish lace.” She beamed. “I’m making doilies.” The pattern did turn out to be easy for her. Her hook flew in and out of the white cotton thread, twisting it into pretty loops the way that I remembered the old ladies at home doing. She was able to keep up a stream of cheerful conversation, seeming to only glance at the thread.

Almost every grandmother in Ballykillin had some Irish-lace collars tucked away in clean linen to sell to help the family. I, however, had chosen to study with the young ladies at the big house. Also, my mother had died before she could teach me all the female skills. As a result, I was all thumbs with the needle and the hook. After laboring all morning, Mother Sullivan had a small stack of pretty white flowery doilies stacked beside her chair. I had finished one. Two of the petals were huge and the others tiny and twisted. I couldn’t imagine who would want to buy such a hideous thing. But I bravely took up my hook to start the second one. Mrs. Sullivan stopped me.

“I think I’ll make the doilies,” she said with a carefully neutral face. “Perhaps you could work on the pot holders?”

I was saved by Bridie bounding into the room. She was holding a bundle of clothes in her hands, and her face was beaming. Katie came in after her, a little out of breath, clearly having run down the street after Bridie.

“Grandma Sullivan! May I have lunch now? Theresa invited me, but I thought it might be rude on my first day. We went out to visit her horses, and she has lent me a proper riding outfit and we’re going to go riding after lunch! She is going to ride Queen Mab and I get to ride Snorty.” This was a completely different Bridie from the one who had left the house this morning.

“Of course,” Mrs. Sullivan said, laughing. “Let’s get you some lunch so you can go back to your friend.” Bridie tore upstairs and came down in riding breeches and a button-up shirt.

Mrs. Sullivan’s jaw dropped open. “Mercy me,” she said. “Are you turning into a boy now?”

“Well, Theresa said if I wore a skirt, I’d have to ride sidesaddle, but they don’t have a sidesaddle here, so we have to wear her brother’s riding gear. It’s all right. She says girls are riding astride these days.”

“If you say so.” Mother Sullivan fanned herself, as if this information was too much to bear.

Bridie had already taken her place at the table and was shoveling in the soup and bread that Martha had served.

“Bridie, manners,” I chided, but again, Mrs. Sullivan intervened fondly.

“It’s good to see the girl happy,” she said with a smile. “I remember summers with my girlfriends. Of course, we were swimming in the river, not riding in the countryside. And certainly not riding astride a horse! Ah, to be young again.”

Bridie fairly ran out the door the second that lunch was over. At Mrs. Sullivan’s insistence, I lay down after lunch, and then it was back to my needlework. The pot holders, made with thicker wool and a bigger hook, were not as difficult, and I felt proud of my two creations by the end of the day. Periodically, I worried what Liam had gotten up to and wandered upstairs or into the back garden to check. But he seemed perfectly happy with nonstop running, jumping, climbing, and playing imaginary games with an enthusiastic Aileen.

Bridie only came home when the sun began to set. She was full of plans for the next day. “We are going on a long ride. Theresa knows a place we can take a picnic. And”—her face turned pink—“her brother, Gabe, might come as well. He’s sixteen, and he can ride Charger.”

“A long ride already?” I was partly happy and partly worried. “Did you learn to ride well enough so quickly?”

“Oh yes,” Bridie went on with the easy confidence of a teenager. “Theresa says I have a good seat. I even galloped today. That’s not as hard as trotting.” She laughed. “Theresa tried to teach me to trot, and I just couldn’t keep my balance. I kept leaning over further and further, and then I fell off.” She stopped as she saw my face. “I didn’t get hurt. Theresa said we will just walk or canter until I get better at gripping with my thighs.” She turned even pinker as she realized she had mentioned thighs to her grandmother. “I’d better go up and change,” she said hurriedly.

We had a lovely dinner of lamb and potatoes, cooked with fresh mint from the garden. The dessert was peaches from our trees, with homemade ice cream. They were so good that I confess, I licked the juice from my fingers when no one was looking. After dinner Mrs. Sullivan taught us how to play bridge, and we passed a pleasant evening bidding and taking tricks. I was feeling quite happy with the world, until I came downstairs for a drink of water and saw Mrs. Sullivan carefully unraveling my first pot holder and returning the yarn to the big ball of wool in the basket.





Four


That was the pattern of our days for the next two weeks. My mother used to say that fish and guests begin to stink after three days. We lasted in harmony an entire week before our good cheer began to diminish. My pot holders did get better, and I even crocheted some darling little booties for the baby, but a week of polite conversation and crocheting was all I could take before I longed for something more active. As it got closer to the church bazaar, Mrs. Sullivan began to have a committee meeting every day. Bridie left early each morning to ride with Theresa. Aileen and Liam had discovered a nearby creek with a little bridge over it. They played nonstop at being trolls, fishermen, and castaways, and came home wet and happy every evening.

Everyone was busy and happy except me. Everyone had a purpose, so it seemed. When Katie and Martha were picking fruit to preserve, I offered to help and was told sternly by my mother-in-law that I was not to exert myself or get overheated. My offers to help cook or even do the shopping were also rejected. So I was looking forward to the weekend when Daniel had promised to come. I had a lovely drive planned for us. There was a local stable that rented traps. We could drive up to Tarrytown and take a picnic on the Hudson. I had even bought some local jam and cheese to take with us.

Then Saturday finally came, and no Daniel appeared. The mailman brought two letters for me: one from Daniel and the other from Miss Elena Goldfarb. I was longing to hear about Sid’s adventures but even more eager to know when Daniel would join us.

I ripped open the envelope.

“My dear wife,” Daniel had written.

I hope this finds you in good health and enjoying the countryside. Although I miss your sweet presence here in the city I give a silent prayer that you are safely away from the scourge of typhoid which seems to be popping up in more unlikely places. There is a suggestion it is caused by bad water, although whether this means the city water supply is not clear. It’s certainly worrying. But don’t worry about me. I can take good care of myself and have even managed to cook a few meals without too many disasters.

Unfortunately, I will not be able to get away to visit you in the foreseeable future. The Eastmans are making trouble again, just when we thought we had shut them down. It seems they are using mere boys—junior Eastmans, they call themselves—to carry out robberies, brazen smash-and-grab affairs. This was not really my province until someone was shot and killed. Now I am involved up to my neck, stuck in the most foul and stinking part of the city.

So enjoy your life of country freedom and fun for me, think of me fondly and remember me to my mother, Bridie and Liam.

I remain your loving husband,

Daniel

“Damn, and blast,” I muttered, not loud enough for anyone to hear me swearing. I fought back my disappointment—and, the more I reflected on this, a shiver of worry too. It was bad enough when he had a murderer to track down. If one of New York’s most violent gangs was involved, then he could find himself in a dangerous situation. Why oh why did I have to marry a policeman? I gave a big sigh. I had so looked forward to seeing him again, to having that perfect day together, and now here I was, stuck with my failed pot holders and nothing to keep me busy.

Feeling useless and bored, with no visit from Daniel to look forward to, I hesitated to read Sid’s letter. They were undoubtedly having a grand old time somewhere, the way they always seemed to. I wasn’t sure I wanted to read about my friends having fun. So I poured myself a lemonade and went to the porch swing before I opened the envelope.

Dearest Molly,

Greetings from across the Hudson. We are really quite close to you, in fact if you climbed to the top of a convenient mountain you might see us waving. In reality we seem to have fallen on our feet. You know how much I was dreading the prospect of staying with my family at their bungalow colony—this disaster has been circumvented by good fortune! We bumped into a fellow Vassar alum who told us she intended to spend the summer at an artists’ retreat in the Catskills. A women’s artists’ retreat called Amicitia! And it turned out to be not far from my grandparents. Just over the hill, in fact. How providential! Of course we wrote immediately and were told there was still space for us, so we packed with lightning speed, hopped on a ferry boat and here we are.

The place is delightful: we have our own rustic cottage, but meals can be taken in a central dining room if we choose. Gus is thrilled because she felt she has been neglecting her painting of late and there is a lovely studio with views across the countryside. So she got to work immediately and comes home smelling of turpentine and linseed oil with smudges of blue and purple across her nose. And is so happy. She was worried to begin with about deserting me for long periods, but one could never be bored up here. There are amazing hikes, a lake to swim in, a brand new national park nearby with a ranger who seems to know everything. The only fly in the ointment is that we are also near a bluestone mine—do you know what that is? It is where they mine the rock that paves the streets of New York. The quarry itself is an eyesore—a great gash in the green of the mountainside and from time to time there are horrid explosions as they blast away more rock. Rather shattering to the nerves when one is awoken at seven by such a sound.

Apart from that all is well. In fact I too am quite busy: our dear little artists’ colony includes a fully equipped theater and they are putting on a production of Aristophanes’ The Birds. Isn’t that exciting, and so apropos for our time and place. And guess who has snared a part in this extravaganza? None other than yours truly. I am so excited. I did have a brief encounter with treading the boards while at Vassar (not too successfully, I must confess. I was not entirely convincing as King Lear) but have always had the urge to perform again. And now I am! It is not a huge role—I am one of the birds, but the director has introduced music and Grecian dance to the performance so I will be floating in bird-like fashion across the stage.

We have not yet plucked up courage to take the trip up and over to the next valley to visit my family gathering, but have written to let them know we will be presenting ourselves soon. Maybe I’ll leave Gus behind to paint and not subject her to Friedmans and Goldfarbs en masse.

So, dear Molly, we hope that you too are finding life in the countryside stimulating and amusing. If not, do come and visit. All it takes is a train ride up to Kingston. Take the Catskills train to Phoenicia and then the northern branch and get off in Kaaterskill (isn’t that the most delicious name you have ever heard!). You’d love it here. The air is so fresh and crisp and smells of pine trees. We sit outside talking until late at night and you could keep Gus company while I make the dreaded trip to the family. Bridie would love it here too. We might be able to find her a part in the play. Send a telegram to let us know if you are coming and we’ll arrange for a trap to meet you.

Gus sends her warmest regards, as do I.

Your friend, Sid

I sat staring at the paper for a long while. How can you possibly go? a voice in my head whispered. But then I realized that nobody needed me at this moment. Liam was delighted with Aileen and was growing bigger and stronger by the minute, running around outside and climbing trees; Bridie with her horsey friends along the lane, Mrs. Sullivan with her church fete, Martha and Katie with their preserving. I was the only one with no task at hand. Nobody would miss me if I went for a few days.

Mrs. Sullivan appeared at that moment. “Oh, here you are, Molly dear. Taking a nice rest. That’s good.” She pulled up a wicker chair beside the porch swing. “My, these meetings can get so contentious. Letitia Folsom always wants to get her way and is trying to insist that my fine-goods stall be put toward the back while her ‘guess the number of beans in the jar’ is at the front. I ask you! How is that a star attraction? I know the prize is a trip down the Hudson by boat and night at a city hotel, but stalls like mine need to catch the eye. I tried to tell the committee that but Letitia is the one donating the prize—and the field—so of course she got her way. Sometimes I wonder why I get myself involved in these things.” She paused, poured herself some lemonade from the pitcher, and took a long sip. “I do know why, of course. Our new little church needs a parish hall, and the priest’s house needs furnishing properly. Just because he has given his life to God doesn’t mean he has to sit on a hard chair and sleep on a horsehair mattress.”

I nodded sympathy. She glanced at my lap. “Oh, you have letters. How lovely. From Daniel?”

I nodded. “He has a big case and he can’t get away to visit.”

“That boy. He’ll work himself to the grave. I can’t think why he gave up on the idea of politics so easily. He could have been sheriff of the county by now, and then move on to the state legislature.”

“He likes what he does,” I said. “Even if it does worry his wife and mother.”

“Ah, well.” She drained her lemonade. “I suppose I should be back to my doilies. And check on the peach preserves. I think I’ll enter those in the competition—just to spite Letitia Folsom.”

“Is there nothing I should be doing to help you?” I asked.

She gave a sad smile. “I think we have to admit that the pot holders are not a great success, don’t we? No, your job is to rest and produce a healthy child.”

“I feel that I’m a burden to you here,” I said. “I’ve just received a letter from my friends, inviting me to join them further up the Hudson. Since everyone else seems to be quite happy and occupied, I wondered if you’d mind if I visited for a few days.”

“Of course not,” she said. “If you don’t think the journey will be too much?”

“Oh no. The trolley goes all the way to Tarrytown now, doesn’t it? And then the train. I’ll just take a small overnight bag.”

“Then go and have a good time,” she said. “We women should take advantage of any chance to free ourselves from domestic duties, and the heat can be taxing on one in your condition. I can have Katie send a telegram to your friends if you like.”

That, of course, made me feel guilty. She was up to her neck in domestic duties, and I was being no help. But then, she was not allowing me to help, and she did have Martha and Katie—and Aileen, when Liam was taking his nap. So I convinced myself that nobody would miss me here for a couple of days. I got up, went for my writing paper, and composed a telegram.


LOVE TO COME FOR A BRIEF VISIT. CAN LEAVE TOMORROW MOLLY



Within only a few hours, a messenger brought a reply with detailed directions and a promise to meet me at the train station. Suddenly, my doldrums were banished. I had something to look forward to—I was going to be at a lady’s artist colony with dear friends and not a care in the world.
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I crept into Liam’s room early the next morning to kiss his darling little forehead before grabbing my bag and walking down to Tarrytown Road. The electric trolley took me all the way to the station in Tarrytown to catch the train going up the Hudson. I sat and looked out at the boats going up and down the river. Ladies on the deck of the day steamer that went all the way from Manhattan to Kingston waved back at me. It was no longer difficult to get from Manhattan up to the Catskills. Perhaps Daniel could come up and visit me. Then I realized rather guiltily that I hadn’t written to Daniel to let him know my change of plans. If he did show up at his mother’s house, he would find me gone. Oh well, I reasoned, he would not be able to get away until next Saturday, and by then I would either have written to him or returned to his mother’s.

I had to dismount the train at Rhinecliff and take a ferry across the river to Kingston. By then it was nearly lunchtime, and I was glad of the cold meat and bread that Martha had packed for me. I bought an ice-cold lemonade at the station before I boarded the train bound for the Catskills.

As the train pulled out of Kingston, I admit I was a bit nervous. We soon left the commerce of the city, traveling through a tangle of bushes and dense trees that were overhanging the track in many places. I wondered if we would travel up a mountain, but each time the trees cleared, I saw low hills around us. It was a warm day, and all the windows were open to let in a breeze.

I dismounted in a small place called Phoenicia, where I switched to a two-car train going north. This time we really were traveling up into the mountains. The train moved slowly as the track grew steeper. We crossed small streams that danced over boulders as they made their way downhill. My nervousness increased. There were no signs of civilization. Stands of birch and pine trees grew right up to the track, which was overgrown with grass and bushes on each side. I took out the telegram and read it again. I had been confident about following the directions when I set out that morning, but now I wondered if I had been foolish. Sid and Gus were not always the most dependable of friends. What if the train left me in the middle of nowhere and I had no way to find them? I doubted there would be another train until tomorrow. The train came to a crest, then started down a steep grade on the other side. A valley opened out on the left, and then a station came into view. It was just a single building in a small clearing in the woods.

“Kaaterskill Junction!” the conductor called as he walked through the car and opened the door. He jumped down and moved a set of wooden steps into place. I was the only passenger to get off, and the others looked at me curiously. I checked the telegram again. It definitely said Kaaterskill Junction. I climbed down. I walked over and looked in the windows of the station house. There was no one there. I wondered if I was making a huge mistake. I turned back to the train, but it was pulling out of the station with a noisy puff of steam and was soon gone.

I could hear the train for some time as it rolled down the hill and took the right-hand track. I left my bag on the platform and walked into the station house. The door was not locked, but no one was to be found. Were they on a break? Gone for the night? There was no way to know. I walked back onto the platform. When I had pictured arriving at a train station, I thought I would arrive in a little village with shops and people around me. But all around me, as far as I could see, were trees. The heady scents of pine and wintergreen hung in the air, mingled with the sweet smell of honeysuckle. It was so quiet that I could hear the breeze blowing through their leaves and the bees buzzing in and out of the little flowers that grew beside the tracks. It would have been a peaceful sound except that I had no idea what to do except wait. In a big city, one gets used to always being around people. I couldn’t remember the last time I had been alone. And now I felt like the only person alive on the face of the earth.

After what felt like hours but was probably twenty minutes, I heard the clop of horse hooves coming toward the station. At first, I couldn’t tell where the sound was coming from. Then I saw a small dirt road behind the station. I climbed the few yards down the hill to the road and stood waiting. A cart came into view. Unfortunately, two men were riding up front. So not Sid and Gus. But at least I was not completely stranded. It pulled up. One of the men jumped down. He had a railroad workers’ cap on and he touched it and nodded in the other man’s direction.

“Thanks, Ranger. Much obliged,” he said, heading up the hill and into the station. That must be the stationmaster, I thought. So he had only been on a break. I realized that I had been invisible, standing in the shadow of the tree. I wanted to ask for directions before the other man drove off, so I stepped out into the middle of the road.

The man driving the cart reacted with surprise. He was young, sporting a healthy red-blond beard, and was wearing some kind of uniform: matching tunic with lapels and brass buttons, green trousers, and well-polished boots. A green broad-brimmed hat shielded his eyes. He tied up the reins, jumped down, and walked over to me.

“Are you all right, Miss?” he asked. I supposed it was rather odd to see a woman out in the woods by herself.

“I’m not sure,” I said truthfully. “My friends are meant to be meeting me here, but I’m not sure where here is.”

He chuckled. “You’re not as much in the middle of nowhere as it seems. There are a lot of farms and communities right around here. And campgrounds in the state park. Are you sure this was your stop? If you wanted Hunter, you should have stayed on the train.”

“I’m sure they said Kaaterskill,” I said. “They are staying in an artists’ colony. I believe it would be mostly women. Have you heard of that?”

“Oh yes—Amicitia, they call it. I can take you if you would like.”

I hesitated. Obviously, I couldn’t get to the colony on my own. But what if I left and Sid and Gus showed up. How would we ever find each other?

He misunderstood my hesitation. “I promise you’re in safe hands with me. It’s my job. You’re in the state park, and I’m the ranger. So I can’t go off and abandon you.” He held out his hand. “Jim Grant. Pleased to meet you.”

I shook his hand. “Mrs. Molly Sullivan. A pleasure. And thank you for your kind offer. However, my friends are going to meet me here, and I don’t want them to wonder what has become of me.”

“I understand.” He thought for a moment. “Listen, Mrs. Sullivan, I have to go down to a campsite and investigate a report of a bear that is stealing food. It will take me about an hour. I’ll swing back through after that, and if your friends haven’t shown up, I can give you a ride to Amicitia then and we can leave word with Douglas”—he jerked his head toward the station—“that you have gone with me. How does that sound.”

“I would appreciate it.” I felt a surge of relief. So if Sid and Gus didn’t show up, I would not be stranded. “If you come back and I am gone, you can assume they came to get me.”

“Or that you have been eaten by a bear.” He said it seriously, and then grinned.

“I think I’ll wait in the station,” I said and started up the hill. He laughed and climbed back into the driver’s seat of the wagon. He untied the reins and drove off with a pleasant nod to me as he passed.

I walked up to the level ground by the station, thinking I could get a glass of water or a cool place to sit down for a while. Before I could enter, I heard a loud clattering and jingling through the trees. I turned to look down the lane and there was Gus in a two-seater trap coming at full gallop.

“Whoa,” she cried as she saw me, and the horse came to an abrupt stop. “Molly, thank God!” she cried. “We had an old train table, and all the times are off. We’ve just realized that we left you stranded. We have been imagining the worst!”

I laughed, forgetting my former fears now that Gus was here to rescue me. “I’m quite safe. I was even offered rescue by a helpful ranger, but I decided to stay and wait for you. Let me get my suitcase.” I ran back up the hill to the platform, grabbed my bags, and carried them down to her. She insisted on climbing down and helping me up.

“We galloped all the way here, but I’m afraid we are going to return at a more staid pace,” she said with a look at my stomach. “I am not going to be responsible for rattling the brains out of my goddaughter.”

“Or godson,” I corrected her.

“We’ll see about that.” Gus was convinced that I was having a girl. Since there was no evidence to support or deny her claim, I just let it go.

I changed the subject. “You certainly handle the trap well.”

“We’ve been out in it every morning. It comes with the cottage. Now, let me concentrate. This part is a bit tricky.” The dirt lane was quite narrow at that point, and I couldn’t see how we were going to turn around. Gus drove us forward to a spot where the lane widened and then climbed down and walked the horse around in a circle.

“Is that how you do that?” I asked in some admiration.

“I have no idea,” she said, climbing up. “I just never learned how to make a horse back up, so I thought it was the easiest way.”

It was a lovely drive through a forest road. As the track went uphill, the leafy green birch and elms were replaced with pines and cedars, and the scent was fresh and clean. The horse’s hooves made a comforting soft thud on the sandy track beneath us. Gus couldn’t wait to tell me about the community she and Sid were living in.

“You will love it, Molly!” She beamed as she spoke. “A true community of sisters. A gathering of professional women. There is a journalist from Ladies’ Home Journal; she is playing Iris in our play. We have some suffragists, a stage actress from New York, a psychologist, an architect who designed her own cottage, and several artists.” She sounded as if she had collected this group of women just for my amusement. “I have been doing some painting myself. And of course, Sid is the leading light in the birds’ chorus.”

“It sounds perfect!” I said with enthusiasm, then added, “I hope I can fit in. I’m just an Irish wife and mother.”

She dismissed this thought. “Nonsense. You are a lady detective. We have already told everyone about your detective agency and all the cases you have solved. They are dying to meet you!”

“What about Sid’s family?” I couldn’t see how they fit into this picture. “They aren’t staying at this colony, are they?”

“No, they have a farm not too far away.” Gus didn’t look very enthusiastic. “We are invited over tomorrow afternoon.”

We passed a pleasant time chatting as we rode. It was a bright and sunny afternoon, but the forest kept us cool. Gus was amused with stories of life in Westchester and my attempts to help with the church fete. Somehow her amusement eased some of my current feelings of uselessness.

“You are made for bigger things, Molly,” she said with a kind smile. “You’ll never make a housewife out of yourself. The moment this child is born, you must return to your calling!”

“I don’t know about that,” I said. “I suspect there will be more children in the future. Daniel isn’t exactly reticent in that department.”

“Then you must do something about it,” Gus said, waving her hand with the whip in it, which caused the horse to break into a trot. “There are ways these days to limit family size. Nobody needs a dozen children to work on the land anymore.” She leaned closer. “We’ll talk more about this at an opportune time.”

She lapsed into silence, giving me plenty of food for thought. Did I want more children? A big family, as we’d had in Ireland? Wasn’t it a sin to prevent pregnancy? Then I dismissed those worries. Right now, I was expecting a little one who was both wanted and longed for. After that, we’d see.

Our route took us straight through the forest. We passed no towns and saw only a few rustic cabins along our way.

“Here we are,” Gus said as we came to a low stone wall and turned in between tall gate posts. At the end of the long lane, the vista opened out onto a hillside dotted with cottages and, in the middle, one large lodge. Gus drove the trap up to a stable, where a smiling young woman came out to greet us and took hold of the horse’s bridle. She was young and fresh-faced, with a scarf holding back her hair and wearing what looked like a leather apron over an open-necked shirt.

“Where is everyone?” Gus asked, looking around the apparently deserted campus.

“They’re all at play practice,” the young woman replied.

“Thunderation!” Gus swung herself down from the trap. “I’m late.” She turned to help me. “If you don’t mind, we should just drop off your bag and get to practice.”

“I’ll drop it off for you, Gus,” the young woman said. “I don’t like to think of what Clara will say if you miss the dance number.”

“You’re corking, Emily.” Gus handed my bag over to the woman. “And Emily Schuman, meet Molly Sullivan.”

“The detective?” Emily’s face lit up. “How marvelous!” She held out her hand and I shook it.

“Emily is a sculptor,” Gus explained. “She works in wood and metal. Are you working on something now?” she asked, glancing over at a forge that was still glowing beside the stable.

“Actually, I’m making horseshoes.” Emily laughed. “At home they tolerate my sculpting as long as I pay my social calls and don’t mention it in polite company. Up here I can actually make useful things.”

“I have been feeling a bit useless myself,” I admitted.

“Well, we can’t have that,” Gus put in. “Maybe we can drum up a murder for you to solve.”

“I hope not,” I said with an uncomfortable laugh. I had seen too many murders to wish that one would occur. But I knew that Gus took everything as a game.

“You may see a murder tomorrow, if that mine owner tries to bring his load of stone through the state forest,” Emily said darkly. She turned to Gus. “Are you coming to the protest?”

“I think we will be there.” Gus pulled a pocket watch out and checked it. “Molly, I’ll explain later; we had better go. Thanks, Emily.”

For the first time, I properly took in that both she and Gus were dressed in men’s breeches with high leather boots. I had often seen Sid dressed as a man but seldom Gus. As I hitched up my skirts to walk across the dirt road, I reflected that this manner of dress was certainly more practical in these circumstances.

“Does everyone wear breeches here?” I asked as we hurried toward a large red barn. I had trouble keeping up with Gus’s long strides.

“Many of us do,” Gus said. “The suffragist Nancy Van Horn is staying here this summer, and she is a leader in the rational dress movement. How can we do meaningful work if we are always encumbered by skirts?” I followed her around to a side door. “They are probably on stage, so let’s go in quietly,” she whispered as we entered. “I need to go backstage to get my costume on, but you head down to sit in the audience.”

The building was very dark as we came in from outside. After my eyes adjusted, I saw that there were figures on stage and quite a number of people in the audience. I found a seat away from the others, as I didn’t want to disturb them.

The strange figures were lit by hanging oil lamps on the stage. They were wearing long, flowing sleeveless garments that reminded me of night shifts and revealed bare feet and ankles. Colorful scarves were draped from their arms. Brilliant feathers were stuck into giant bird heads with long curved beaks. They raised their arms high and made screeching noises, then rushed forward. They cried out in unison, but I couldn’t make out the words.

“Louder,” a woman’s voice called out from the center front of the audience. “I can’t hear a goddamn word you are saying.”

Nobody except me reacted to the use of profanity. My mother-in-law would have fainted dead away! The birdlike creatures walked back and repeated the scene. The muffled chorus of voices grew louder and the movement of the scarves more intense, but still not a word could be understood. One of these strange creatures, with some struggle, managed to pull the unwieldy mask off, revealing cropped hair and a rather sweaty face.

“It’s no use swearing at us, Clara,” said the woman tartly. “We can’t make ourselves heard through these stupid things.” I knew that voice, and took a second look. It was Sid. The other actors took their masks off as well, not without difficulty.

A heftier older woman with a deep voice spoke. “We just can’t use these things. I always thought masks were a bad idea.”

There was a disgruntled huffing sound from a woman in the front row.

“They are lovely, Doris,” the speaker said apologetically. “Could we put them on sticks and carry them with us?”

“But that would look like headless birds. It would destroy the symmetry of the movement,” Sid spoke up. She repeated the rushing movement with the mask in her hand, and it did look strange, a disembodied head wafting around in the darkness.

“Can we cut air holes in the bottom of the masks so that they can project the words?” the woman Sid had called Clara suggested.

“They will fall apart,” the huffing woman said gloomily. “The beaks are integral to the construction.”

“Without the masks, we just look like women in scarves,” one of the actors complained. “We need to represent the birds’ chorus.”

“For now, let’s try this,” Clara said, clearly wanting to move on. “Before each block of speech add, ‘We are the birds.’ It’s in keeping with Greek chorus tradition and will leave no doubt that you are the bird chorus. We must distinguish you from the humans and the gods. Put those masks down, and let’s try it again.”

The scarved women lined up across the stage. Sid was in the middle. They raised their hands over their heads.

“We are the birds!” they chorused. “Ka-kaw, ka-kaw. Eee-ooo, eee-ooo.” They rushed forward, scarves waving from their hands. “Forward to the attack, throw yourselves upon the foe, spill his blood; take to your wings, and surround them on all sides.” The line of birds parted and flew around the stage, scarves wafting behind them, attacking two other characters, who defended themselves with what looked like pots and pans.

I must confess, I didn’t understand the rest of the play. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to laugh. The actors said the funniest lines but with incredible seriousness. After a great many repetitions of scenes, a woman with a flute came on and began to play. The leader of the birds came out and said in time with the music,

“At the beginning, there was only Chaos, Night, dark Erebus, and deep Tartarus. Earth, the air, and heaven had no existence.” Gus came out, dressed entirely in what looked like a black undergarment. She carried a giant wooden egg-shaped ball.

“Firstly, black-winged Night laid a germless egg in the bosom of the infinite deeps of Erebus,” said the speaker. Gus jumped up onto a box that had been placed at center stage and pantomimed laying the egg onto the box.

“And from this, after the revolution of long ages, sprang the graceful Eros with his glittering golden wings, swift as the whirlwinds of the tempest,” the speaker intoned as the flute melody went higher and higher. Another dancer jumped out from behind the box, presumably having been hatched out of the egg. This dancer was in the white version of Gus’s clothing but with golden wings attached. She chased Gus around the stage with a golden bow in her hand. After this, all sorts of Greek figures came onto the stage and proceeded to create the universe. I admit, I enjoyed that part. So I could truthfully say that I had enjoyed the production when Sid and Gus finally emerged from the theater, Sid in her usual silk pajama pants and Gus back in her rational dress.

“It’s such an important political statement,” Gus said earnestly as we walked through the dirt lane toward what I hoped was our lodging for the evening. “You do see that, don’t you?”

“Umm…” I wasn’t sure what to say, but luckily, she went on.

“The birds represent the unartistic souls, giving way to convention and trying to tear down the gods of beauty and expression.”

“Yes, but don’t they win?” Sid asked. “Aren’t we giving victory to convention?”

“They win because some devious people manipulated them for their own ends. Just as in our own day, the intelligent capitalists manipulate the masses for their own ends,” Gus retorted.

“You’re not a Marxist now, are you?” Sid said. I listened to them argue as we walked. I could tell that Gus and Sid were absolutely in their element, surrounded by other intelligent women, able to speak their minds without being ridiculed or dismissed. I wasn’t so sure that this was my element. I believed passionately that women should have the vote. In theory, I believed that women could do any job that a man could—but women who shoed horses and talked politics and swore? Those were all new to me, and I needed time to decide how I fit in. I certainly wasn’t going to put on breeches.





Six


It was getting dark by the time we returned to our cottage and spruced ourselves up before being summoned by a dinner bell.

“We take all our meals in the main dining hall,” Sid said. “The food is quite good, and the conversation is always stimulating.”

I was extremely hungry by this time, having traveled since early morning with no more than a packed sandwich and apple to sustain me. As we crossed an open area toward the main building, I had a chance to observe it for the first time. It was a large rustic affair, like my impression of a log cabin, with a veranda running along the front. The veranda was liberally dotted with rocking chairs, porch swings, and Adirondack chairs piled with pillows. It looked inviting. The sound of conversation echoed as we went up the steps, crossed the veranda, and entered through an open double door. It took a moment for my eyes to get used to the gloom. The oil lamps and candles on the tables did little to illuminate a high ceiling. But as I became accustomed to the lack of light, I saw a huge fireplace made of river rock at one end of the room, the fire not lit during the summer. Chairs and sofas were arranged around this. But immediately before us, a long table was set for a meal, with benches on either side. It was lit with candles at intervals, and a wooden candelabra hung above it, making it feel like a medieval banqueting hall.

Several women were already seated at the table, and they looked up with interest as we came in.

“Ah, the birds are arriving,” one called out. “They have escaped the theater and will no doubt peck us to death any minute.”

“Not if we have decent food to peck instead,” Sid replied. “We’re famished.”

She took her place at the table and indicated I should sit between her and Gus. I did so. More women were arriving.

“Ah, we have a newcomer in our midst.” One of the women sitting opposite gave me a friendly nod. “You’ve come to join this madhouse, have you?”

“This is our friend Molly Sullivan,” Gus said. “Our neighbor in New York. She’s escaped from the drudgery of domesticity for a few days.”

The woman held out her hand, reaching across the table. “How do you do? I’m Nancy Van Horn.”

I smiled at the woman with sharp aristocratic features and a luxuriant coil of dark hair around her face. She was wearing round wire spectacles that made her look older and more severe than she was.

“Nancy comes from a most distinguished family and is a champion in our suffrage movement,” Gus said. “How many times have you been in jail now, Nancy?”

“Four!” The woman gave a delighted grin. “My illustrious family disowns me, of course. We’ve been in New York since Peter Stuyvesant and always pillars of society, so you can imagine how they felt about a daughter being arrested and thrown into a jail cell. But I don’t care. The cause is more important—don’t you agree, Miss Sullivan?”

“I most certainly do,” I said, heartily following others’ lead in taking bread from a basket on the table and buttering it. “I, too, was part of a march that ended up with our being arrested and spending a night in jail.”

“I remember that.” Sid laughed. “Your Daniel was not amused.”

“Ah, so you are a married woman, then?” Miss Van Horn asked.

“I am. It’s not always easy.” I restrained my urge to wolf the bread down. I really was quite famished. Instead, I politely took little nibbles and hoped that real food would come soon. A maid filled the glasses at our table with red wine.

“Wait a minute … I know who you are.” Nancy Van Horn waved a hand excitedly in my direction and almost knocked her wineglass over. “You’re the lady detective. Augusta told us about you and that you might be joining us.”

Other women sitting nearby overheard this, and suddenly, all eyes were on me.

“A lady detective? How marvelous. Were you a real detective? For the police?”

The questions came flying from all directions. I felt my cheeks burning at being the center of attention.

“Of course she wouldn’t have worked for the police,” another woman said hotly. “As if they’d employ female detectives!”

“Oh, but they do in New York,” I said. “I know one of them quite well. Mrs. Goodwin. She’s really respected in the department.”

“Fancy that. Wonders will never cease,” the woman said.

“So you worked for an employer, then?”

“I had my own small agency,” I replied.

“And what sort of cases did you handle? Things like divorce? Missing persons?”

“A wide variety of cases,” I said. “I shied away from divorce on the whole. Too sordid for me.”

“She’s solved a lot of crimes,” Sid chimed in. “Including murders. You’ve no idea how brave she has been, confronting murderers, outsmarting them.”

“Mercy me,” Miss Van Horn said.

“Not intentionally,” I replied. “Usually, it was another crime that led me to a murder.”

“You speak as if this was in the past,” one of the women said. “You no longer pursue this career?”

“Not officially,” I confessed. “Once I married, my husband did not think it suitable.”

“Well, of course he wouldn’t. His wife working, and at such a dubious profession. Scandalous,” one of the women commented, laughing.

“Actually, he is a detective himself, with the New York police,” I said. “Head of homicide.”

“Does he ever ask you to help him solve his crimes?”

“Not exactly,” I said. “Although, I have helped him on occasion. He certainly couldn’t let his colleagues know if I did.”

This brought general laughter.

“Well, now you might have the chance to go to jail again,” Miss Van Horn said. “Have you heard we plan a protest tomorrow? You’ve arrived at the right time.”

“A protest? Out here? Who would see?” I glanced around with confusion.

“It’s against the mine,” Miss Van Horn said. She looked across at a woman who wore an open-necked blouse with a red silk scarf tied at the neck.

“Mine?” I glanced at Sid for explanation.

“There is a bluestone quarry nearby.”

“Oh yes,” I said, remembering Sid’s explanation in her letter. “When you wrote to me you said something about bluestone. I’d never heard of it before.”

“It’s what they use to pave the streets of New York,” Sid said. “Very effective, so one understands, because it absorbs water and is not slick. But they mine it here and just cut a giant hole in the landscape.”

“And make an infernal racket with their dynamiting,” one of the women added.

Miss Van Horn leaned across the table. “The quarrymen have cut an illegal road through the state park to take their stone down to the jetty. Isn’t that right, Miss Haskins?”

“It is indeed,” Miss Haskins replied angrily. “Through the new state park. Public land in trust for us all. Can you imagine the affrontery? And not only that, but they have felled a grove of chestnut trees to do it. And you know how precious chestnut trees are these days.”

I didn’t know. Chestnuts were something you bought hot from a barrow at Christmas. That was all I knew.

“Because of the blight.” Miss Haskins sounded most animated. “Chestnut trees are dying all across the Eastern United States with a new blight. We have to preserve those that are unblighted so far. And these reprobates have felled a line of them. Oh, my blood boils.”

“Alice Haskins is a researcher for the Department of Agriculture,” Sid whispered to me. “A qualified botanist.”

“So you plan to protest?” I asked. “To whom?”

Alice Haskins waved a hand excitedly. “We’re going to drive our wagons up to the new road and block it when their shipment comes down. That will teach them a lesson.”

“Won’t that be a little dangerous?” I asked. “Miners are not exactly peaceful types, in my experience.”

“Let them dare lay a hand on us!” Nancy Van Horn said. ‘We’ve dealt with the police who tried to arrest us before, and I can tell you they hobbled away grimacing.”

The conversation broke off as tureens of hot food were placed at intervals along the table by young women in crisp white aprons. Gus removed the lid from the nearest one to us and breathed in with appreciation. “Ah, coq au vin,” she said. “And new potatoes. And fresh beans. How delightful.”

“We have a French chef here,” one of the women across the table explained. “A Mademoiselle Janine from Paris. She studied at her father’s culinary academy but of course could not find a job as a chef in Paris, so we’re lucky to have her cooking for us. You’ll find the food is outstanding.”

I helped myself to a large portion, and it was indeed outstanding. After the long day of travel and the delicious food, I could no longer keep my eyes open after dinner. Sid and Gus insisted on walking me back to the cottage. “We keep no outside lights at night,” Gus explained, “so that we can see the stars.”

The stars were brilliant, and so close it seemed we were among them. In my daily life, the lights of the city made me almost forget that the stars were there. I took in the cool breeze and the warm woodsy scent of birch. Laughing and talking to my friends, for one moment I felt utterly and completely happy.





Seven


The next morning I was woken by the sun. The curtains in the open windows flapped in a cool breeze and brought in the scent of flowers and pipe smoke. I rose and went out into the living room. I had been so tired the night before that I had just fallen into bed, but now, in the quiet of the morning, I took the time to look around. My feet tapped on the hardwood floor of the hallway. The first thing that caught my eye was a large bay window looking out onto the central lawn and the lodge. Persian rugs covered the floor, and chintz sofas faced each other on either side of an enormous fireplace with a comfortable velvet-covered armchair in front of it. There was no kitchen to be seen, which was disappointing because I was dying for a cup of tea. There was a china jug of cold milk covered by a wet towel on a side table with some glasses beside it. I poured myself a glass and drank it down greedily. I knew better than to count on Sid or Gus for sustenance before nine o’clock.

I found the washhouse, cleaned up, and dressed, determined to see what this community was like. It was the first time I had been up to the mountains, and I was curious. I stepped outside onto a wooden porch with a swing and a little table and chairs. Across the lane was a cottage with a similar porch. A woman dressed in a blue skirt and a white blouse was standing on the porch opposite, smoking a pipe. So that was what I had smelled earlier! She nodded at me as I stepped down off the porch, and I waved back.

I walked uphill. There were cottages spread out on either side of the lane. Each one was different. Some were two-story natural-wood houses that looked like something from the Wild West. The next was covered in ivy, like something from a fairy tale. The next looked like a Swiss chalet. I wondered which one had been designed by the woman architect Gus had mentioned. At the top of the hill was the dark wooden lodge with a pointed roof like a chalet and a balcony across the second floor. Smoke curled from a chimney into a clear pale-blue sky.

“Mrs. Sullivan!”

I turned at the sound of my name. I recognized the blacksmith from the night before.

“Miss Schuman.” I held out my hand.

“Call me Emily,” she said as she shook it.

“Then call me Molly; Mrs. Sullivan is my mother-in-law.” I smiled.

“Are you coming in to breakfast?” she asked.

“I’m afraid I’m not sure,” I said. “My hosts are still asleep. Does everyone eat here?”

“Oh yes,” she said. “None of the cottages has its own kitchen. It’s a terrible fire danger in the forest. We all eat at the lodge. But you’d better go and wake up those lazybones. They promised they would come to the protest today, and we’re leaving in an hour.”

“I’ll do that,” I said, not relishing the thought of pulling Sid or Gus out of bed. Emily must have followed my thoughts, because she laughed.

“Just remind them there is coffee at the lodge.”

Emily was right: the thought of coffee and a reminder of the protest brought both Sid and Gus springing out of bed and rushing around the cottage. In no time, they were dressed and even carrying rolled-up cloth bundles they said were banners for the protest. We walked back up to the lodge. In the sunlight, the dining room looked anything but rustic. It was as elegant as a New York hotel, with delicate round tables covered with white lace tablecloths and vases of flowers. Croissants, slabs of butter, and pots of jam were set out.

“Excellent! Let’s make a picnic,” Gus said. We packed up some of the croissants and a thermos of piping-hot coffee. As we walked out of the lodge, we were in a group of about twenty women hitching up horses to wagons and traps.

“You remember Miss Haskins from last night.” Sid indicated the slim woman standing beside one of the vehicles. “She is our leader. She has worked with Miss Van Horn to rally us to this cause. Look at all this natural beauty around us! Can you imagine that some people want to blow up mountainsides and cut down trees? Especially now that this is a state park?”

We climbed into a caravan of traps and wagons.

I thought we looked more like a parade than a protest. I was crammed in between Sid and Gus in the trap. Luckily, there was quite a slow-moving cart in front of us, because Gus had decided that she was ready to gallop to our destination. She was quite annoyed and tried to pass several times, but the lane was too narrow. She stopped only when Sid reminded her that I shouldn’t be rattled about. We traveled down the hill the way I had come the day before. The trees turned from pine and birch to beech and chestnut, and cast leafy shade over the lane. After about two miles, we left the road and traveled on a smaller lane for only a hundred yards or so. Then the leading cart stopped, and Miss Haskins stood up and faced us.

“All right, ladies! Let’s block this road!” she called in a voice loud enough to be heard at the back of the line. We all climbed down. It was clear that this was a new road. Newly cut trees were lying felled on either side. Miss Haskins organized us into dragging some of the smaller limbs to block the way. When this was done, women unfurled the banners they had brought.

SAVE THE TREES, STOP THE MINES!, WE THE PEOPLE OWN THIS LAND, and VOTES FOR WOMEN were among the banners.

Sid and Gus spread a blanket in the shade of a large oak and we sat, drinking coffee and eating croissants. They were laughing and joking, clearly regarding this as much of a lark as everything they did. It was another beautiful day. Not far away, I could hear one of those small streams splashing and gurgling as it raced downhill. The early fog had burned off, and the sun was warm. This was much more like a picnic than a protest. Who was going to even know that we were protesting out here by ourselves? Miss Van Horn hadn’t answered that question last night. I didn’t raise that concern until I was full of coffee and croissant. We stood, and Gus walked into the wood to shake the crumbs off the blanket.

“Sid,” I said, “how will anyone even know about this protest? And how will it change the miners’ minds?” Miss Haskins overheard my question and came up to where we were standing.

“This is the illegal road the mine company has cut through state land,” Miss Haskins said. “And they are going to have trouble getting their stone to the train station and the port today!” She continued, “But we were not properly introduced last night. You are the lady detective! How charming!” She held out her hand. “Alice Haskins, pleased to meet you.”

“Molly Sullivan,” I said, and shook her hand. “How long do you think we will be able to stop the shipment?” I realized that I didn’t know all the issues here. Was what we were doing illegal? I had seen violent protests growing up. Those quarrymen weren’t going to be happy to see us. I hoped that we hadn’t gotten ourselves in over our heads.

“As to how the outside world will know,” Miss Haskins continued, “Miss Audley is a writer for Ladies’ Home Journal. She is doing a story on us. This will receive national attention.” She stopped suddenly and looked down the lane the opposite way that we had come to spot approaching wagons.

“They’re here.” She raised her voice: “They’re here, ladies! Banners out!” Everyone stood behind the logs. Those with banners raised them up. A large wagon came around the corner. The driver brought the cart to a halt when he saw us standing there silently.

“What the hell?” The wagon carried several large slabs of stone, stacked sideways and tied down. There was another similar cart right behind it. The driver jumped down from the cart and came forward. He was dressed in dusty workman’s overalls with a battered cap.

“What on earth is this?” Truthfully, he looked more confused than angry. He took off his cap and ran his fingers through his hair. He took in the banners and the fact that all the people facing him were women. “Ladies, I’m afraid I have to ask you to move your carts. Is this a picnic?”

Miss Haskins stepped forward. “This is an illegally cut road through state land. It should not be used to bring your stone to market and gain you filthy lucre.”

“Look, miss,” the man said, his tone pleading, “I’m just doing my job. Perhaps you should take this up with the political types in New York City. We’re just workmen here.” His voice had a faint Irish burr.

“Then you had better call someone higher up,” Miss Haskins said implacably. “Because we are not moving.”

The man started to speak again but stopped himself, put his cap back on his head, and walked back behind the wagons. The women cheered and waved their banners. A few moments later we heard a horse galloping down the trail in the direction of the mine. The women cheered again and I joined in. The following hour was strange. The mine workers sat on their carts, pretending we didn’t exist. The ladies sat around on logs, chatting away merrily as if the quarrymen were not there at all.

Almost an hour had passed when we heard two horses cantering back along the road. They rode past the mine carts and drew themselves up in front of our protest. Two men swung down from the saddle. One was dressed in denim pants and a blue denim shirt. The other wore a brown suit and a derby hat. He spoke first.

“Hello, little ladies.” He took off his hat and gave a little bow. He sounded like a Scotsman. “I hear we have a bit of a misunderstanding, so I have come to clear it up. I’m Ronnie Fitch, and this is my foreman, Mitch Doherty.”

“I’m Alice Haskins,” Miss Haskins said, stepping forward. “You have illegally felled trees to create this road on state land. We are here to protest your actions.”

“Now, Missus,” he said, with what he clearly thought was a charming smile, “these matters are best decided by the businessmen. I suggest you let your husbands handle the political matters. You are all far too lovely to trouble yourselves.”

“Do you see these chestnut trees that your men felled to make this road?” Miss Haskins continued. “You have cut right through a grove, destroying the infrastructure and spreading the blight. You must know that chestnut trees up and down the East Coast are being destroyed by this blight. Everywhere your men’s axes cut, you will spread it more.”

Doherty stepped forward. “I think we know a bit more about trees than you, little lady. Who do you think you are, anyway, come out of the city with your do-gooding?”

“I’m a researcher at the Department of Agriculture studying plant pathogens,” Miss Haskins said coldly. “And I’m including your illegal behavior in our report to Congress.”

He had no reply to that, but he looked a little worried now. Doherty and Fitch walked back toward the wagons and stood talking together, clearly coming up with a plan of attack. Then Fitch came back up to us, a strained smile on his face.

“Ladies, I understand that you are feeling upset, and I want to take it seriously. But you have to understand about business. If I don’t get this load to the station before the train leaves, my men will lose a whole day of work. They have families to feed. Now, I’m sure you don’t want their little ones to go without just to make a point.”

Miss Van Horn took a step toward him. “We know very well that your employees are paid by the hour. You are the one who will lose out if you don’t get your bluestone to the train.”

In an instant, Fitch’s charm was gone. His eyes flashed angrily. “I’m asking you politely to move. If I have to call my men, they won’t be so polite.” In response, Miss Van Horn turned her back to him, walked to the log across the road, and pointedly sat down. The other women imitated her. I joined them sitting and we linked arms.

“You may find us harder to move than you think, Mr. Fitch.” Miss Van Horn’s voice was steely. “And that lady behind us with the paper and pencil is a writer for a national magazine. So your actions will be broadcast far and wide.”

Mr. Fitch put two fingers in his mouth and gave a piercing whistle. Quarrymen jumped up off the sides of both carts. Some of them had picks and shovels in their hands. They walked toward us in a way that was clearly supposed to be menacing.

“Holy Mother of God,” I muttered to myself. Did I really care about trees enough to face whatever was about to happen? But I had one arm linked with Gus and the other with Sid, so what could I do? Get up and say Excuse me, I think I have made a mistake? There was a tense silence.

Then there was the sound of a horse galloping toward us from the direction of the quarry. We all stopped and looked in that direction. Ranger Grant galloped in past the wagons. He quickly took in the situation and moved his horse between us and the line of quarrymen. He turned to Fitch.

“What’s going on here, Mr. Fitch?” he asked mildly.

Fitch spat off to the side of the road before he answered.

“Got to get this bluestone to the train before it leaves, Grant. I’m not sure where these women came from, but they are interrupting my business.”

“Who’s this?” Miss Haskins asked quietly. “Ladies, does anyone know?”

“That is the state park ranger, Mr. Grant,” I answered in a low voice.

“Excellent.” Miss Haskins cleared her throat and then spoke up loudly, “Ranger Grant, we are here to protest the cutting down of these chestnut trees and the cutting of a road through state land.”

Fitch sneered. “These ladies are upset that the birdies lost their home. They don’t understand business, and that their dainty little feet need bluestone to walk on.”

“Portland cement is the wave of the future, as you well know,” Miss Van Horn retorted. “Yours is a dying industry. New York is going to miss that grove of chestnuts much more than all the bluestone in your mine. And your behavior is not only disgusting, it is illegal.”

“Get these women out of my way, or you will not like what happens,” Fitch spat out.

“Now, let’s take a moment to calm down.” Ranger Grant spoke calmly but with assurance. “Ladies, I am going to ask you to move your protest.” Fitch let out a smug chortle, and the women started to protest loudly. Grant held up a hand for silence.

“Mr. Fitch, I am declaring this road closed and your vehicles illegally present in the state forest. You may take that load to the train or return it to the mine—your choice. But any vehicle present in the state park after noon today will be impounded.”

The women cheered loudly, and I confess, I joined in!





Eight


It was late afternoon when we finally set off to meet Sid’s family. Gus drove again, with Sid sitting up beside her, while I sat on the bench in the back. In deference to her grandparents, Sid had dressed in one of Gus’s outfits—a white shirt trimmed with lace and a dark-blue skirt. She was even wearing a straw bonnet. She looked quite unrecognizable.

“I can’t do anything about the hair,” she said, putting her hand up to her bob, which poked out from beneath the bonnet. “I shall no doubt hear about it from every family member, but they’ll just have to put up with it.”

Gus was wearing pale lemon-yellow silk trimmed with yellow rosebuds. She looked like Augusta Walcott of the Boston Walcotts. I had a blue organdy dress on. I had packed it because it was my only dress that was suitable for this warm weather. I didn’t have the extensive wardrobe that Gus did. In fact, the only fancy dresses I had were castoffs that she or Sid had worn in their season.

For a while, none of us spoke. I think we were all rather tense after the standoff with the gentlemen from the mine. Although I’m Irish and I should enjoy a good confrontation, I have to say that I had felt really uneasy about that one. They were belligerent men, and we were women alone in a wilderness. The fact that we had been able to stop them was amazing. Thank heavens the ranger had arrived just in time.

It was a hot afternoon, even up here in the mountains. The track ahead of us shimmered with heat. The air hummed with insects. Bees buzzed amid the wildflowers, but flies and mosquitos were more annoying and chose us over the flowers. Gus waved them off with the fan she carried. We continued in silence, each wrapped in her own thoughts. I had never seen Sid nervous before, but she clearly was now. I watched as she crumpled the fabric of the unfamiliar skirt between her fingers. Gus was also nervous on Sid’s behalf. She kept glancing across at Sid and once reached out to squeeze her hand. It was so strange to see the ever-confident Sid reacting like this that I began to feel a twinge of anxiety myself. Was Sid worried about bringing two non-Jewish women into a Jewish encampment? What if they didn’t want us there and told us to leave immediately? I began to wish that I hadn’t come.

“At least we won’t have to stay the night,” Sid said at last. “I wrote to tell them we are staying nearby at the artists’ colony so that we can be in a play. I’m sure they won’t approve of that either.”

“Your parents will approve when they find out it’s Aristophanes,” Gus said.

“My grandparents won’t have heard of him.” Sid shook her head. “And I’m sure treading the boards and showing one’s body is enough to bring on a heart attack. So we don’t mention that we wear flimsy costumes and bare legs, right?”

Gus chuckled. “We’d better not invite them to a performance.”

Sid shrugged. “They wouldn’t come. They rarely leave their farm these days.”

“Tell me about your grandparents, Sid,” I chimed in from the back seat. “These are your mother’s parents, right?”

“They are. They came over from Poland when they were a young couple. They didn’t like what they saw in New York City, having been used to life in a village, so they managed to buy some land nobody wanted up here, and they started a small market garden, supplying produce—fruit, vegetables. They were one of the first people around here to successfully grow tomatoes, and I think they made good money from it. Anyway, they made enough to educate my mother and my uncle properly.”

“Did you say they were Orthodox?” I asked.

“They were when they came from the old country, but they’ve sort of mellowed over the years. It’s not easy to be a good Orthodox Jew so far from civilization. The nearest synagogue is in Tannersville, and I think they attend there sometimes—but of course, they don’t drive on the Sabbath.” She looked back at me. “Don’t get me wrong, they still take their religion very seriously. They’ve given me up as a hopeless case, I’m afraid. Not married to a good Jewish boy. No kids. Not at all what they wanted.” She fiddled with the ribbons on the bonnet. “Why do women wear these things? They are so scratchy and uncomfortable.”

“How long since you’ve seen them?” I asked.

“Ages.” She fiddled with her bonnet ribbon again. “As I said, they don’t come down to the city anymore, and I have deliberately stayed away. I wouldn’t be going back now if I hadn’t been told that my grandfather’s health was deteriorating and he was not expected to live long. I do still carry that much of a sense of duty to family. And they have never been cruel, just disappointed. I’m actually fond of them. So I shall be the loving granddaughter, eat a meal with them, and then go back to sanity.”

Gus chuckled and glanced back at me. We had reached the top of a ridge. Below us, through the trees, we caught a glimpse of countryside dropping away, the glint of a distant lake, and the peak of a higher mountain. It was all quite lovely and made me realize how much I missed the open spaces of my youth. The track became steeper as we descended into the next valley.

“Do you think there must be a brake somewhere?” Gus looked around, then shrugged.

“I’ve no idea. I’ve never driven one of these things,” Sid said.

Luckily, the track evened out before we careened down into the valley. “That’s better. Now we can get going again.” Gus cracked the whip and jiggled the reins, making the horse break into a lively trot. Yellow dust rose around us as the horse picked up speed. “Oh, this is more like it!”

“Gus, dear, please remember you are not Ben-Hur.” Sid put her hand on Gus’s.

We slowed to a more sedate pace. We came around a bend, and there before us was the farm. Below us I could see an apple orchard, rows of beans and other vegetables, a chicken run, and some goats in a pen. On the hillside to our left was a wide grassy clearing surrounded by a forest of beech and birch trees. In this clearing was a variety of buildings. The main house was a pretty white wooden structure with a veranda along the front and green shutters at the windows. And on the other side, near the trees, were several wooden cottages—more like shacks, really—each with its own front porch. I spotted figures sitting in the shade on those porches. Two boys were throwing a ball on the grass. A small girl was playing with a kitten. From inside one of the cottages—or bungalows, as Sid called them—came the sound of a phonograph playing a Strauss waltz. It was a delightful rural scene.

As the members of the community became aware of us, they stood up, came out into the sunlight, and watched us come down the track.

Then a girl shouted, “It’s Cousin Lanie!” And she ran to meet us.

“‘Lanie’?” Gus raised her eyebrows as she looked at Sid.

“My childhood nickname.” Sid still looked nervous, but her smile as the young woman ran toward us was warm. “This is my cousin Mira.”

She was a pretty girl in her teens, with curly red hair over her shoulders and attractive green eyes. Gus brought the trap to a halt. Mira stopped in front of us, suddenly shy.

Sid climbed down from the trap. “Wait—don’t tell me you’re Mira?” she teased. “But you were a skinny little thing last time I saw you.”

“That was two years ago, Lanie,” the girl said. “I’ve grown up, haven’t I? I’m seventeen now. I’ve finished with school, and I’m going to learn how to use a typewriting machine so I can get a job, although my parents are not very keen on the idea.”

Sid took her hands. “Don’t let anyone dictate how you want to live your life, young lady,” she said. “Follow my example.”

“You were lucky,” Mira said. “You didn’t need to work. Didn’t your father’s aunt leave you money?”

“She did. Thank heavens. I agree, money does help.” Sid opened her arms. “But surely your father is successful in his business?”

“That’s true. But I don’t want to sit at home and be decorative.”

Sid laughed. “A young woman after my own heart. Come and give your cousin a hug. It’s been too long.”

Gus had also climbed down, and she came around to help me as Sid embraced her cousin.

“These are my dear friends who are staying with me at the artists’ colony,” Sid said, and presented us. Mira shook hands, noting the fabric of Gus’s outfit with a nod of approval.

“I think your dress is lovely, Miss Walcott,” she said. “Of course, you look very nice, too, Cousin Lanie,” she added. I noticed she didn’t comment on my attire.

“So tell me, Mira. Who is here?” Sid said. “Who are those children?”

“That’s a family called Weiss. I don’t know anything about them, except they’re renting one of the bungalows for the summer. My parents and I have the bungalow next to it. Then your parents in the small log cabin, and in the big house, there are three strange men from the city.”

“Strange in what way?” Sid asked.

Mira giggled. “Oh, I didn’t mean it like that. I meant that they are not related to us. And apparently, they are not used to cooking for themselves, so they are taking their meals with the grandparents. And there is another woman I don’t know staying there as well with Bubbe and Zayde.”

I presumed this was the Yiddish term for her grandparents. I had become familiar with various Yiddish words during my time in New York, especially when I worked in a garment factory on an under-cover operation, but I hadn’t come across grandparents there.

“Really? So Bubbe and Zayde have turned this place into a sort of hotel now?” Sid asked.

“Yes, that’s the plan,” Mira said. “They’ve grown too old for farming, after all. They only grow enough now to feed themselves.”

“So how is Zayde?” Sid asked in a concerned voice. “My mother indicated that his health was not good.”

Mira shrugged. “He seems fine to me. We only just got here, so I haven’t really had a chance to observe him much. He walks with a cane, of course—but he is over eighty, isn’t he?”

“But my mother indicated his health might be failing. That was why she wanted me to join the family up here.” Sid stopped speaking as two people emerged from the darkness of the veranda at the big house. One was a tiny woman, dressed all in black, with a black kerchief around her head, and the other a robust older man with a shock of white hair and a white beard. Bubbe and Zayde, obviously. The grandmother gave a small cry of joy. “It’s our dear Elena. Come here, dear Mamele, and give your old Bubbe a kiss.”

I was now becoming used to hearing Sid called by her real name. She went to her grandmother and hugged her cautiously, as she seemed so small and frail compared to Sid. Then she hugged her grandfather. “You’re looking well, Zayde,” she said.

“Can’t complain,” he said. I noticed both grandparents spoke with a slight accent still. “But what can you expect at my age? Nothing works anymore. But look at you.” He took Sid’s face into his hands. “Such a beautiful girl. Look at her, Anna. She’s just like you when I first met you.”

“Should be married by now,” Mrs. Friedman said. “What’s she waiting for, huh? A sign from God?”

“Let me introduce my friends,” Sid said, steering the conversation away from that subject. “This is Miss Walcott, who was at Vassar with me.” She took Gus’s hand and brought her forward. “She is from a most distinguished Boston family.”

“Such a pleasure,” the grandmother said. “Any friend of our dear Elena is welcome here. And a brainy lady too. Quite a catch for the right man.”

“And my friend and neighbor Mrs. Sullivan, visiting from New York.”

I stepped forward to shake hands. Mrs. Friedman noticed my not-so-slim waistline. “And blessed with a little one, if I’m not mistaken.”

I nodded. “My second. I have a three-year-old son.”

“And a son too. Mazel tov. Doubly blessed. That could be you by now, Elena.” She gave a dramatic sigh. I could tell that in spite of her diminutive size, this grandmother was a force to be reckoned with. We should have used her to confront the quarrymen this morning. Then Mrs. Friedman shrugged. “But time for chatter is later. Now we need help to get the table set up for dinner. We’re eating outdoors while the weather is like this, and so many mouths to feed.”

“We’re all eating together?” Sid asked.

“Just family. And the visitors from the city—three men who are up here for various reasons and a lady I’ve known from the old days. All very nice. You’ll like them.” She turned to her husband, who nodded agreement. She glanced back at the house. “Your mama and Aunt Pearl are inside putting the finishing touches to the dinner. So if you’d go over to the cabins and tell that lazy son of mine and your father that we’ll need strong men to carry out the tables.”

Sid set off across the lawn, while Gus and I stayed together.

“So far, so good,” Gus muttered to me. “I don’t know why she was so upset. They seem nice enough.”

Sid returned with two distinguished-looking men—their hair graying at the sides and both sporting neatly trimmed beards—one of whom was talking with her in an animated fashion, which did not look at all confrontational. More as if they were enjoying sharing news. Tables were brought out. White cloths were laid, and we joined in to put out plates and cutlery. Then the women appeared from the kitchen, putting out big platters of meat, others of salad, cooked beans, bread. Bottles of dark-red wine were placed at intervals.

“Everybody sit,” Mrs. Friedman instructed, clapping her hands. We took our places at the table where we were instructed. I was sitting at one end, next to Gus and across from the man I took to be Sid’s father. He greeted us pleasantly. Clearly, he had met Gus before and turned his attention to me, asking about how I enjoyed New York and about my life in Ireland.

As we were talking, three other people came out of the house. One was a snappily dressed young man in a white blazer and meticulously ironed slacks. Another was a little older, his hair graying at the sides, and the third was about the same age but sporting a full beard.

The young man was seated on the other side of Gus and across from Mira, the clean-shaven one farther down the table near Sid and her parents, and the one with the beard …

“Why don’t you sit there and entertain the ladies, Mr. Singer?” the grandfather said.

The man pulled out the bench and gave a little bow. “Ladies,” he said. “I’m pleased to meet you. I’m Jacob Singer and…”

He broke off. I was staring at him, open-mouthed. “Jacob?” I said at the same time he said, “Molly?” And I found myself staring at the man I had once thought I would marry.





Nine


“What an amazing coincidence,” Jacob said, shaking his head in disbelief but smiling at me now. “What are you doing here?”

“I am staying with Elena, one of the granddaughters,” I said. “We are neighbors in New York. What about you?”

“I am with David,” he said. “Professor Rosen, I should say. An old friend. He wanted someone to keep him company, and the city is not too pleasant in the summer, so I tagged along.”

“He is a friend of the family, is he?”

“Sort of,” Jacob said. “But tell me everything. Did you marry the policeman?”

“I did. And I’m now expecting my second child.”

“Mazel tov, as we say. You remember that much Yiddish, I hope.”

I smiled. “And what about you? Are you married now?”

He shook his head. “I haven’t yet found the woman who understands my commitment to the labor movement. And my parents are not in good health. I have to be the dutiful son.”

I looked at him with understanding, remembering what a kind man he was. In other circumstances, I should not have let him get away. But then there was Daniel. There had always been Daniel.

The grandmother clapped her hands again. “We’ve a treat this evening,” she said. “Mr. Levin has brought brisket from the city. He knows it’s hard to find good brisket up here. We’ll be drinking a toast to you, Mr. Levin.”

“I sincerely hope so, my dear Mrs. Friedman,” he said, rising to his feet and giving a little bow. He was the sort of young man who looked pleased with himself, and I’m afraid I took an instant dislike. His hair had a little too much pomade and was worn a little too long over the collar. He wore a flashy ring on his little finger. I wondered what had brought such a clear city gent out to a rustic camp.

Gus must have been thinking the same thing because she asked, “So, Mr. Levin, what brings you out here? Escaping the heat of the city?”

“That indeed, dear lady,” he said, “but also a couple of pieces of business. I am a businessman, you see. And when I see a good deal, I snap it up.”

“Business? Out here?”

He gave a condescending smile. “Property, Miss Walcott. This area is ripe for development. I’ve already acquired a parcel of land, and I plan to put a hotel on it. It’s about time the Jewish population of New York has a resort to escape to, rather more luxurious than these primitive cabins.”

“I see,” Gus said. “An interesting proposition.”

“Indeed it is. Except that I bought the property sight unseen, and I hadn’t realized that a bluestone quarry nearby might pose an obstacle to the success of my plans.”

“In what way?” Mira asked him.

“An excellent question, dear Miss Mira,” he said. “And the answer is explosions. They mine by dynamiting. How can my guests have a relaxing stay if they are awoken at the crack of dawn by a confounded boom?”

I had an absurd desire to laugh. He was overly animated, almost as if he was acting a part.

“But I expect it will all be sorted out soon, to my satisfaction,” he went on. “I plan to meet with the mine owner and come to an agreement about when they can dynamite. Who knows. In the future, maybe I’ll have the funds to buy the quarry, and that would solve everything.” He looked around smiling, enjoying being the center of attention. “But my dear ladies, I should love to show you my property. It’s not far from here. Maybe I can drive you out tomorrow morning? I have rented a handsome vehicle since my automobile could not handle these poor excuses for roads. I believe I have enough room for you all. Around nine o’clock, shall we say?”

“Actually, we are not staying here,” Sid said, turning away from her conversation with the man to her left. “We are at Amicitia. The artists’ colony just over the ridge.”

“I’ve just been told about it,” Mr. Levin said. “But isn’t it a little irregular?”

“In what way?” Sid asked, sweetly enough. A wise man would not have continued.

“Oh, just that it’s only women who are there, and some of the women—well, one hears that they are, let’s say, rather irregular.”

“Creative, if that’s what you mean,” Sid said. “Free to express themselves, in a way that is not possible in life among men. It’s wonderfully freeing for the female soul.”

“If you say so, Miss Goldfarb. So maybe you and I can visit the property I am purchasing in the morning, Miss Mira? If your cousin and her friends are otherwise occupied?”

“Oh, I’m sure they’d like to come along—wouldn’t you, Cousin Lanie?” Mira gave Sid a long, imploring glance. “We can come via their cottage and pick them up, can’t we, Mr. Levin?”

He gave her a smile. “Such a model of propriety, Miss Mira. Of course, it would not be suitable in the eyes of your family to go off with a man you hardly know. It is no problem to pick up your cousin. Shall we say nine thirty?”

“We may be otherwise occupied in the morning,” Sid said, then she exchanged a look with Mira. “No, of course we can come. Delighted to accompany you. How kind.”

We got down to the serious business of eating then. The brisket was delicious. Toasts were drunk to the grandparents and the family being together. The grandfather raised a glass to his granddaughters, two beautiful young women who were going to have long and prosperous lives. Then a dessert of strawberry shortcake was served. A satisfying meal. I found myself chatting with Jacob, catching up on his work with the Ladies’ Garment Workers’ Union and their struggle for better conditions. “Sometimes I think we are achieving nothing,” he said, his dark eyes full of sadness. “The employers have all the power, and new girls are stepping off the boat every day, so there’s a constant supply of workers if the present ones get too uppity.”

I nodded in sympathy.

“Sometimes I think it will take a major disaster before anything can happen. Something that lets the general public see what conditions these girls are forced to work under.”

“They are bad,” I agreed. “You remember the place where I was working had a fire when fuel from one of the oil stoves caught the trimmings on the floor. And the door was locked. We were lucky to escape.”

“It’s an accident waiting to happen again,” he said. “I’m thinking of trying to run for office—maybe a state congressperson. But then I ask myself, will the Gentiles vote for a Jew, eh?”

We talked some more. His mother was homesick for the old country and wanted to go back to die there. Jacob tried to tell her that her life would not be safe there with the current sentiment against Jews. But she was hard to convince.

The meal was over. We all helped to clear away, except for Mr. Levin, who had conveniently disappeared. Before it was quite dark Sid told her grandparents we should go back to where we were staying while we could still see the track.

“But you could stay for the night. No problem, mamele,” Mrs. Friedman said. “Your parents’ bungalow has two bedrooms, and I’m sure we can find a couch for your friends. Or we could open up the little house at the end of the row.”

“It’s kind of you, but we don’t have any of our possessions with us,” Sid said. “We’ll come and visit again soon.”

“‘Soon’? How about tomorrow?” Her grandmother said, glancing at her husband. “We’ve a big celebration planned. A special meal.”

“This was a special meal. Delicious, Bubbe. And we have an engagement tomorrow night.” I could tell that Sid was avoiding mention of the play. That was not something she wanted her family to see her in.

“But this one is even more special. We can eat early. Lunch, even, if you can’t make dinner. You can’t miss it. It’s family, Lanie. Family comes first.” She took Sid’s face in her hands. “You wouldn’t let down your old grandmother, would you?”

“All right, Bubbe. We’ll come back tomorrow for lunch.” Sid kissed her grandmother’s cheek, then hugged her grandfather and took leave of her parents.

“Until tomorrow, then, Cousin,” Mira called, waving to us as the buckboard was brought out. We climbed up and started up the track.

“Well, that was painless enough, wasn’t it?” Gus said. “Your family seem very nice, Sid.”

“I must say, I’m surprised how well it went,” Sid said. “And do you know, I met a most interesting man. The one sitting next to me. He’s a professor of economics at New York University, and he has wonderful ideas for charity work in the Lower East Side. He wants to open a place for boys and girls where they can find constructive things to do and to keep them away from gangs. He’s so passionate about it. I was impressed.”

“Really?” Gus said. There was a certain frostiness to her voice that surprised me. Gus was usually the most enthusiastic of the two, but Sid seemed not to notice.

Fireflies sparkled in the clearing as we came down the hill. Beyond, we could see the lights of Amicitia, and the scent of woodsmoke drifted toward us from a campfire. I thought what a pleasant time we were having. Far from the city, nothing to worry about.





Ten


The next morning we had another lovely breakfast in the lodge. This time it was delicate omelets cooked in the French style. It reminded me of my days in Paris, although I had certainly not been able to eat this well for most of my time there. As I took my last sip of coffee, I rested my hand on my growing stomach with a contented sigh. I had been eating so well lately that I could not be sure what was my condition and what was croissants and brisket. I felt the tiniest little flutter under my hand. The baby was moving! Suddenly, I missed Daniel very much. He should be with me to share this growing of our son or daughter. As much as I enjoyed my adventures with Sid and Gus, I longed to get back to Westchester and insist that Daniel join us there. He worked too hard. I said as much to Sid and Gus.

“Don’t desert me today!” Sid pleaded. “My grandparents liked you. My family is on their best behavior with guests around.”

“And the dress rehearsal is tonight. You must be here for that,” Gus insisted. “If you stay until Friday, you can see the performance.”

“I’m sure Daniel can’t get out of the city until Saturday, so I would love to stay a few more days. It is like heaven up here.” I did feel a bit guilty leaving Liam for so long. But that morning I had already received a letter from Mrs. Sullivan saying how happy both Liam and Bridie were. After we walked back to the cottage, I wrote a short reply thanking her and updating her on my plans, then a longer one to Daniel insisting that he join us for a few days in Westchester. Sid and Gus were changing, and since I had little to change into, I thought it was a good time to write. I gave an account of the women’s colony and Sid’s family and was just deciding whether to include my meeting with Jacob when a large carriage pulled up outside our door. It was pulled by two horses and had a colorful red canopy over three rows of benches. The young man we had met the night before, Mr. Levin, was sitting in the driver’s seat. Sid’s cousin Mira climbed down from the first bench and ran up to the door.

“Cousin Lanie, Miss Walcott. Are you in?” she called. Sid, who was curled up reading, shot out of the chair and dashed into her room. She came out hastily, tying on her bonnet over her bobbed hair, and went out onto the porch. We followed. Mira gave Sid a kiss on the cheek and shook hands with Gus and me, bobbing a little curtsy.

“Mira, how are you?” Sid said. “Did you have a nice ride over?”

“Mr. Levin is so kind to show us the land for his new hotel,” she said loudly, then lowered her voice. “Thank you for coming. I don’t really want to be alone with him. Mother insisted I come.” She raised her voice again. “I’m sure that we will all enjoy it.”

“It will be fun,” Gus said with her normal level of enthusiasm. “I’ll bring my paints. Just give me a moment to get them.”

I hurriedly finished my letter to Daniel and set it with the letter to Mrs. Sullivan in the wooden mailbox outside while Gus packed a bag with her supplies. Mr. Levin helped us up into the carriage with great formality. He was dressed in a brand-new brown suit and a derby hat. He looked like an advertisement for a city gentleman in the country.

“Ladies, welcome,” he said and climbed up into the driver’s seat. “Step up,” he said, waiting until we had climbed aboard and then awkwardly hitting the horse with his riding whip. We lurched into motion. “Miss Mira felt more comfortable with her friends along, and Mira’s wish is my command.” He turned and tipped his hat to her with a smarmy smile. As he did, he accidentally pulled the reins back with his turn, abruptly stopping the horses. The carriage swayed alarmingly, and a look of annoyance crossed Mr. Levin’s face. “Sorry about that.” He plastered the smile back on his face and urged the horses into a lurching trot. “Of course, I drive a Runabout in the city. Automobiles are the wave of the future. But they wouldn’t last long out here. This rig is new for my country living.”

“Do you have a house up here, then, Mr. Levin?” asked Sid, holding on to the sides of the carriage as we bumped along the road.

“I may have one soon if my business goes as expected.” Mr. Levin gave an enigmatic smile with a nod at Mira, who did not see it since she was also concentrating on not falling out of the carriage. “For now, I have rented an office and this rig in Tannersville. I want to be on hand to oversee my hotel project.” He urged the horses to even greater speed, making me hang on for dear life.

We endured this until the road began to descend and a bend loomed up alarmingly. Mr. Levin showed no signs of slowing. “Mr. Levin!” Gus called out urgently, and then even more loudly, “Mr. Levin! Our friend is expecting, and I’m not sure this speed is good for the baby.”

“So sorry, madam.” He started to raise his hat in my direction, then thought better of it and grasped both reins firmly. I gave a sigh of relief. “Family is a very important thing to me,” he said solemnly, again with a nod at Mira. This time she saw his look and turned bright red. “You are safe in my hands.” Then he turned his full attention to his driving.

We wound our way down the slope of a mountain, crossed a stream by a charming bridge, and climbed a wooded hill.

With the horses walking, it was calm enough to talk. “Sid, I confess I lost track of who was who last night. How are you and Mira related? And which relatives will we meet again today?”

“Yes, you looked too interested in Jacob to pay attention to my family,” Sid teased and laughed as I flushed red. “We are cousins. You met her parents, Uncle Nachum and Aunt Pearl. Her father and my mother are brother and sister. You met our grandparents. We call them Bubbe and Zayde. I think that is Polish, or is it Yiddish?” She turned toward Mira.

“Yiddish,” Mira said. “But they spoke it in Poland. My parents always just say ‘the old country.’”

“Mr. Rosen isn’t family,” Sid went on. “That was the first time I had met him or that woman in black. I didn’t catch her name. And of course, Mr. Levin isn’t family either.” She nodded toward the front of the carriage. “But it seems like they are guests of our grandparents and not just summer boarders.”

“Our grandparents have been renting out bungalows for some years now,” Mira said by way of explanation. “They are getting a bit old for it, and my parents are planning on taking it over and making it into more of a going concern. Friedmans’ Resort or something like that. Maybe that is the business they are doing with Mr. Levin and Mr. Rosen.” Her voice was pitched low to make sure that Mr. Levin couldn’t hear her.

“With Mr. Levin, maybe,” Sid said. “Mr. Rosen is involved in social causes in the Lower East Side. I doubt he would be interested in the hotel business.”

As we neared the top, the hill opened out into a clearing. A small white clapboard house with a wraparound porch sat in a meadow of wildflowers. A somewhat dilapidated wooden rail fence surrounded several acres of land around the house.

“Here we are.” Mr. Levin brought the horses to a stop, climbed down, and tied the reins to the fence. “If I take ownership, I can use the house as my base of operations, but eventually it will come down and the hotel will be there.”

“It’s lovely.” Mira’s face lit up. “And what a view.” From where we were sitting, still in the carriage, we could see down into a wooded valley with a small stream at the base. “Does someone live here?” The house showed signs of being lived in. The porch had a swing with colorful cushions, new curtains fluttered in half-open windows, and some clothes hung on a line behind the house. “We don’t want to trespass.”

“It will be fine. Come on.” Mr. Levin helped us down. The fence was not high, and we easily climbed over it. “I’m afraid the nearby mine is not my only problem. The ownership of the property is in dispute,” he continued, taking a rifle from the floorboard of the carriage before climbing over the fence. The rifle was in pristine condition. Like Mr. Levin’s outfit, it looked like it had been newly bought for the occasion. “But every difficulty can be someone’s opportunity,” he continued. “The dispute gave me the opportunity to pick this up for a song.”

“Who else claims the land, Mr. Levin?” Mira shrank back against the fence as if ready to leap over if the landowner appeared.

“The state park claims ownership. In fact, the ranger is currently living here.”

I looked around uneasily. Surely we shouldn’t just be walking onto someone else’s property. Why on earth would Mr. Levin have a rifle? He saw my face and laughed.

“This rifle is not for rangers, Mrs. Sullivan,” he assured me. “It is for bears. A mother and her cubs have been seen in this area, and I don’t want to take any chances.”

“I’ve met the ranger,” I said. “He was on his way to investigate a bear problem when we first saw him.” I didn’t think I should mention the protest. “He seems a nice-enough man. We shouldn’t be coming onto his property, especially not with a rifle.” I turned to make my way back to the carriage. Mr. Levin put out a hand to stop me.

“It is not his property,” he said. “That is the point. It belongs to a friend of my father’s. Her parents received this land as a gift from a Jewish philanthropist back in the 1870s. They tried to work the land for a while but gave up and went back to New York City. My father’s friend had no interest in coming back here or in getting into a fight with the parks department, so she has given me the deed to the land in exchange for a percent of the hotel business. I have the deed right here.” He patted his pocket. “So, Mrs. Sullivan, I believe you will agree I have every right to walk on my land, with or without a rifle.” He strode off toward the house, and we followed reluctantly.

The house was on a flat piece of ground. Below it, the hill sloped softly down toward the valley, while above it climbed more steeply toward a ridgeline densely covered with pine trees. “The hotel itself will be here.” Mr. Levin gestured to the flat expanse. “There, down the hill, will be the swimming pool, and there will be a special restaurant at the top of the hill with a cable car to ferry guests up. It will be the best hotel in the Catskills.”

He seemed all blarney to me, but we tried to look suitably impressed. “Will you walk the property line with me, Miss Mira?” he asked. “It will help me in the planning process.”

Mira hesitated. “I’m not sure. That is … my cousin should come as well.”

“Don’t be afraid, Miss Mira,” Mr. Levin said, willfully misunderstanding her, “I brought my rifle in case of bears or wolves. Just keep close to me.”

“That is a very shiny rifle, Mr. Levin,” Gus said dryly. “Have you killed much with it yet?”

Mr. Levin did not pick up on her tone. Instead, he beamed. “It’s a brand-new Winchester, the 1905 model.” Once again, he turned his attention back to Mira. “Let me show you how to use it, Miss Mira. It is so easy that even a young lady could use it if called upon to protect herself. Now, this metal box contains the bullets.” He indicated the magazine. “It’s loaded, but don’t worry, it can’t fire yet. First, you have to cock the gun like this.” He pulled the lower half of the barrel toward him, and it made a clicking sound. “Now you aim down the barrel.” He sighted the gun.

“I would aim away from the horses, Mr. Levin,” Gus said.

“Yes, of course.” He directed his aim down the hill and fired. At the sound of gunfire, several birds flew out of a nearby tree. The horses neighed and danced nervously. “Got it!” he exclaimed with satisfaction. “That was the branch I was aiming for.” I very much doubted that. “Now you hold it, Miss Mira.” He handed her the rifle, and she took it with a mixture of reluctance and excitement. I admit, I wouldn’t have minded trying some target practice. I had never fired a rifle. He showed her how to hold it, his hands lingering too long on hers as he helped her cock the gun.

“What should I be aiming for?” Mira said. The gun swung alarmingly back toward us as she turned. She saw the expressions on our faces and hastily turned away. “Sorry.”

“What about that beech just off to the right?” Sid suggested. “Aim for the big knot below the first branch.” Mira aimed and shot. There was a resounded slap as the bullet hit the tree, and birds flew out in all directions.

“Well shot!” Gus exclaimed.

“Poor birds,” was Mira’s only comment. “I’m glad I didn’t hit one of them.” She hastily handed the rifle back to Mr. Levin, who clicked the barrel forward and tucked it under his arm. He offered Mira his other arm. “Now that we are not afraid of wild animals, I would appreciate your company.” Mira gave Sid a despairing glance.

“Yes, let’s go for a little walk. I’m desperate to stretch my legs,” Sid said, striding forward and taking Mr. Levin’s arm. He looked quite startled but quickly put a forced smile back on his face and led the two ladies toward the edge of the property. Gus and I sank down onto the edge of the porch.

“It is a lovely place. I should get my paints out of the carriage,” Gus said but made no move to get up. She took an apple out of the pocket of her skirt and began to munch on it. “Molly, you don’t seem yourself today. I have scarcely heard a word out of you.”

“I suppose I am missing my family a bit,” I confessed. “But more than that, I don’t trust Mr. Levin very much. He seems too intent on singing his own praises. I wonder if he is up to no good.”

“Perhaps he is just unused to the company of women and seems awkward because of it,” she said charitably. But as if in answer to my anxiety, a man on horseback appeared, coming up through the trees below the house. He rode up through a small gate and swung himself down at the hitching post before looping the horse’s reins over the bar.

I recognized him at once. “Mr. Grant,” I began. I didn’t know how to finish the sentence. Mr. Grant must be the ranger who lived in this house. We were trespassing. My face burned bright red.

“Is everything all right? I heard gunshots.” The ranger’s voice sounded worried rather than angry. Not only were we trespassing, I thought miserably, but we had also been shooting at his property.

“You are the lady I met a few days ago at the train station. And then I saw you at the protest yesterday,” he said. “But what are you doing here? Are you hurt? Does someone need help?”

I pulled myself together. “I’m quite all right, thank you. This is the friend who was coming to meet me that day. She was also at the protest. Miss Augusta Walcott, Mr. Grant.” I made the introduction. “Mr. Grant is the state park ranger.” Gus understood my unspoken words, And this is his house.

“I’m afraid we are here under false pretenses,” I said, my face flaming red again. “A friend brought us to see the site of his new hotel, and this is it. We had no idea that you were living here.”

Mr. Grant’s face flushed with anger. “So Mr. Levin thought he would bring a pleasure party here. I imagine that was also him shooting up state land,” he said, his voice a low growl. “Where is Mr. Levin now?”

I looked around helplessly but just then heard a voice. Mr. Levin, still arm in arm with Sid, was craning his neck around her to speak to Mira as they descended the hill.

“And this, Miss Mira, is where the cable lift will begin. Picture the excitement of the guests as they are whisked up to the top of the hill.” He stopped when he saw Mr. Grant.

“Mr. Levin, you are on state park land. Of course, the state park is open to the public, but at present, this is my home.” Mr. Grant’s voice was civil but forceful.

“Mr. Grant.” Mr. Levin’s smile didn’t falter as he walked up to us. “This is all a misunderstanding that will need to be settled between lawyers in Albany and not between us. I have nothing against you and no wish to drive you out of your charming home. I’m sure we can find or build you a new one. This is a vast state park, after all. But this land will be the site of Levin’s hotel.” He patted his pocket theatrically. “I have the deed right here.”

Mr. Grant opened his mouth to speak but was interrupted by a boom so loud that the ground shook. It was followed by a sound of rocks tumbling and the rattling of falling pebbles that seemed to go on forever. I covered my ears, and Mira let out a little shriek. “What was that?” she cried.

“That is the bluestone quarry just over that ridge,” Mr. Grant said when he could be heard. “Another enterprise that thinks it can do whatever it wants on state land.” He gave a pointed look at Mr. Levin.

“We have a common enemy, Ranger,” Mr. Levin said, unperturbed. “How can I have hotel guests here with that noise happening several times a day? My lawyers are working on an injunction on mining in this whole area. Now,” he continued in a patronizing tone, “I promise to come back another day to show you the deed”—he patted his pocket—“and talk about where we could find you another house.”

Mr. Grant gave him such a look of loathing that most men would have flinched, but Mr. Levin continued in the same cheerful tone, “But today, I must escort these ladies back to their home.” He gave a half bow in Mr. Grant’s direction, raising his hat, then walked purposely toward the carriage. “Come, ladies,” he called. Mira and Sid followed with apologetic glances.

Gus turned to Mr. Grant. “I’m sorry we trespassed on your time and property,” she said, holding out her hand for him to shake. “We only met Mr. Levin yesterday and have no involvement in his schemes.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” Mr. Grant said. “I would advise you to stay away from that young man. Being too close to him might be harmful to your health.”

Too true, I thought as I climbed back over the fence. Mr. Levin had proved dangerous in his driving skills and clumsy with the rifle. He had also dragged us into an uncomfortable situation. But was that what the ranger had meant, or were his words a threat?





Eleven


When we had returned from our visit to Mr. Levin’s future property, he insisted on waiting to drive us to the luncheon with Sid’s grandparents. Gus muttered that she’d much rather have driven ourselves since he was an erratic driver at best, and frankly the less she saw of him in the future, the better, but he would not be swayed.

“You heard the ranger, dear ladies,” he said. “A mother bear will be ruthless to protect her cubs. I am here to protect you. It was your grandmother’s wish, dear Miss Mira. ‘Take good care of my girls, Mr. Levin.’ Those were her exact words.”

“But we have to return here as soon as luncheon is over,” Sid said. “We have a dress rehearsal for the play we are in. We cannot let the director and fellow cast members down.”

“I understand completely, Miss Goldfarb,” he said. “And trust me, I will make sure you are back on time.”

We could argue no more. He waited outside while we changed into suitable luncheon attire. Mira came into the cottage with us.

“I couldn’t stand another moment with him,” she said. “He tries so hard to be sweet and pleasant, but the harder he tries, the less I like him. There is something about him that makes me uneasy, is there not?”

I nodded. “I can’t say that I’m too taken with him,” I said. “He is rather boastful, and there is something else…” I frowned, not able to put a finger on what that something else was.

We came back out to find Mr. Levin standing beside the horse, looking rather hot and uncomfortable in his city suit. It was promising to be a warm day. He assisted each of us up into the carriage and we set off. We arrived without incident and found that a table had been laid under a large pine tree. It was more ornate than last night’s, with a white cloth and decorated with fresh flowers. The group of people was standing in the shade, including some I hadn’t seen before. Sid’s family members greeted us as if we were the honored guests.

“Did you have a successful morning, Mr. Levin?” Sid’s grandfather called as we approached.

“How could a morning not be termed a success in the company of such lovely specimens of womanhood, Zayde Friedman, if I may be so bold,” he said. “But thank you for asking. We did inspect the property, only to find that a park ranger has taken over the little house to which I have the deed and expected to use for myself until the hotel is built. A pretty puzzle indeed. But I’m sure we can make the state park officials see sense when I go to Albany in person. It’s of no importance in the long run. However, the mine—well, that may not be as easy. An unpleasant fellow, the guy in charge. Belligerent, one could say.”

As he was about to walk off with Sid’s grandfather, I saw another man step forward.

“Levin? What are you doing here?” he demanded. “You’re the last person I expected to see.”

“Good morning to you, too, Mr. Weiss,” Simon Levin replied evenly. “I hadn’t expected to see you here either. So you were able to tear yourself away from that little dress shop on the Lower East Side?”

“It’s a department store, as you very well know,” Mr. Weiss replied. I realized he was the father of the family now staying in the rented bungalow. “A fine and successful department store. And are you still selling those three-legged chairs?”

“Most amusing,” Mr. Levin replied. “And since you ask, I’m here at the invitation of the Friedman family, and I mustn’t ignore our host, Mr. Friedman.” He gave a little bow and left the other man staring after him.

“Well, that was interesting,” Gus murmured to me. “It seems there are others who share our opinion of Mr. Levin.” She broke off as Jacob and Professor Rosen approached us. Jacob gave me a lovely warm smile, reminding me how much I had liked him. And the professor’s face also broke into a smile when he spied Sid. He came toward her. “Miss Goldfarb, how delightful to see you again,” he said with a polite bow. “You had a pleasant morning, I take it?”

“It was interesting, Professor Rosen,” Sid said. “That probably best describes it.”

He lowered his voice as he came closer to us. “You were with that Levin fellow?”

Sid nodded. “Not exactly our type, is he? Too brash, for one thing. Flaunts his wealth. And I’ll wager he’s the type who makes enemies.”

“How right you are,” Professor Rosen said. “My assessment exactly.”

Sid glanced across at her grandparents, who were deep in conversation with Mr. Levin. “He seems to know how to charm the right people. A smooth talker, wouldn’t you say?”

Professor Rosen chuckled. “He certainly tries hard. But to continue our conversation of yesterday—you say you have friends who work at the settlement house. I feel that so much more could be done there. We are just scraping the surface of need in the city and…” And the two of them walked off together.

I looked at Gus and saw hurt and bewilderment on her face and didn’t quite know what to say. I would have felt the same if Daniel had wandered off with another woman with whom he clearly had a lot in common.

“How are you enjoying being out of the city?” I asked Jacob, attempting to steer the conversation away.

“It is quite delightful here, I must confess,” he said. “But frankly, it feels strange for someone like me, so used to being surrounded by crowds and noise. Surreal, actually. I keep wondering if I am dreaming. How about you, Molly?”

“Oh, I’m enjoying it,” I said. “I grew up with nothing but hills and the sea. No other house for miles. Living in the city took some getting used to for me.”

“Perhaps you will have a chance to move out to the leafy suburbs as your husband becomes more prosperous,” he suggested.

“I think that’s unlikely. His current role is head of homicide, and that requires him to be on call at all hours. Unless he changes jobs, I think we’re stuck where we are. And I actually enjoy my little house—and I have the best neighbors.” I put my hand on Gus’s arm. “This is Miss Walcott, who lives across Patchin Place from me and has been so kind. She and Miss Goldfarb make my life extremely pleasant.”

“Miss Walcott.” Jacob gave a polite bow. “I believe I met you several years ago, when I visited Molly.”

“I believe you did,” Gus replied. “Molly described your admirable work. Do you still live on the Lower East Side, Mr. Singer?”

“For my sins, yes,” he said. “That is where the work needs to be done. The working conditions in the garment industry still have not improved. Our attempts at unionizing are met with violence and intimidation. But we keep on trying. It’s all we can do.”

“Thank God for good men like you,” Gus said. “And Professor Rosen—he’s a friend of yours, I take it?”

“I have known him for a while now. He’s a good man,” Jacob said. “A professor of economics who could live in comfort but has visions for what could be done to improve the lives of those less fortunate. He is especially concerned about young boys in the slums being recruited into gangs. An ongoing problem.”

“It certainly is,” I said. “I’ve seen myself how attractive the gangs make it seem for boys with little hope of a better life.”

“And Professor Rosen is not married, I take it?” I heard the catch in Gus’s voice.

“He is not, as yet. But there is still time.” He looked at me and smiled. “We all live in hope.”

A bell was rung. Sid’s grandmother clapped her hands. “Time to take our seats at the table. You will find name cards in your places since this is a special celebration.”

Again Gus and I were on the outside. Sid was seated next to her grandfather in the center, Mira between her grandmother and the older woman who had not been introduced last night. This woman, dressed in black with several strands of jet beads, was looking rather pleased with herself. I noticed that Mr. Levin was sitting across from Mira and also smiling at her.

“Before we eat, Zayde will say the blessing,” Mrs. Friedman said. The old man intoned it in a rich, deep voice. Although I didn’t understand the Hebrew words, I found the depth of his passion moving.

“Now, let us eat,” he commanded. We needed no second invitation. On the table was cold chicken, cold beef, salads, and potatoes. Chicken was a luxury in our household, and I tucked in with appreciation. After it, there were berries and little spicy cookies. Everything tasted marvelously fresh. As the meal came to an end, someone came around to fill our glasses with red wine.

“And now my husband has some words to say,” the grandmother said.

Sid’s grandfather stood up. “Welcome, everyone,” he said. “This is a joyous occasion, with our whole family together for the first time in a while. Our family has come a long way since Bubbe and I traveled from Poland all those years ago and then stepped off that boat and made a new life for ourselves here on the farm. And our dear son and daughter were born here and grew up to be fine people. And our dear granddaughters? Who could not feel their hearts swell with pride at such beautiful girls? I know they are going to be proud mothers of the next generation someday. Am I right, girls?”

Neither granddaughter answered.

“And now I’m in my final days,” he said. He held up his hand when there were murmurs of protest. “No, I may look the picture of health, but my doctor tells me that this old heart only has a certain number of beats left in it. And my one wish is to leave my family secure and happy. I’ve worked hard all my life. I’ve made a good living, put money by. So…” He paused, spreading his hands in an expressive gesture. “You may wonder about the festive table. No, it’s not the right day for Shabbos. And you may also have wondered about this lady sitting beside our little Mira. Mrs. Birnbaum. Welcome. You’ve done a fine job on our behalf. Would you like to say a few words now?”

The woman in black now rose, brushing imaginary crumbs from her ample bosom.

“First, I say mazel tov to this family for producing such fine young ladies. Look at this lovely child, Mira. What a delight to the eye. And so when her parents and grandfather came to me for help, I worked extra hard to make sure she has the best life ahead. Let me introduce myself. I am the shadchante, the best there is in New York. You may have heard of me. Ella Birnbaum.”

There was a murmur from around the table.

“Do you know what that is?” Gus whispered to me.

I shrugged. It wasn’t a term I had heard before.

“That’s right. I’m the matchmaker. I’ve done my job, and I’ve come up with the perfect match for our lovely Mira. Mira, meet the young man who could become your future husband, Mr. Simon Levin. I hope you’re as pleased as your grandparents are. He’s a fine, upright gentleman. Already prosperous owner of a furniture store and soon to be property owner out here with a fine hotel. So let’s raise a glass to Mira and Simon.”

Mira gasped and let out a little no! Before she could say any more, Mira’s father leaned across and put his hand over hers. “Mira, don’t embarrass your grandfather. There will be time to discuss this later.”

He stood up. “To my lovely daughter, Mira, and, God willing, her bridegroom someday. If the young people are amenable, we’ll have the wedding out here, later this summer.”

Everyone stood. There were two sounds: the clink of glasses and Mira stifling a sob.

Sid glanced across at us with a look of horror on her face. As everyone took their seats again, Mrs. Birnbaum was still standing. “But we are not done yet,” she said. “Now, this one was more of a challenge, huh? A young lady who is so educated, so refined. Who has resisted marriage for so long. Who has defied her family and their wishes. So how to find the perfect bridegroom for her? But finally, I have managed it. He’s as smart as she is. He cares about the same things she does. And he’s not bad-looking either.” She chuckled. “So, Elena, my dear. I see you are already getting along well with the man who could be your future husband. Let’s raise another toast to Elena and her Professor Rosen.”

This time it was Gus who gasped.

Another toast was drunk. Sid stood there with a fixed smile on her face. The professor clinked glasses with her. “I take it this does not come as a complete shock to you, Miss Goldfarb—or may I now call you Elena?” he said. “You may be one of the few women who can understand my calling.”

Before Sid could reply, her grandfather turned to Professor Rosen beaming proudly. “Isn’t she a great prize, Professor? You treasure her, or you’ll have me to deal with. And I used to be something of a boxer in my youth.” He laughed loudly.

“Who would not treasure her?” Professor Rosen said. “With her at my side, we will do great things, I’m sure.”

Everyone had risen from the table and were now milling around, congratulating Mira and Sid. Sid kept the fake smile on her face, but Mira stood like a stone statue, her father’s arm firmly around her shoulders. Professor Rosen stood a respectful distance from Sid.

“I hope this news is not entirely repugnant to you, Miss Goldfarb.”

Sid’s face was frozen in a polite smile.

“I saw from the first moment that there was a meeting of the minds between us. I couldn’t be happy without anyone who didn’t also want to change the world.”

“A little ambitious, wouldn’t you say, Professor Rosen?”

“Please call me David. After all, we are considering marriage.” He gave her a warm smile.

“‘David’?” Sid continued politely, sounding nothing like her normal self. “Well, thank goodness for small mercies. That’s quite modern. Since you’re traditional enough to use a matchmaker, I was expecting to find you were a Nachum like my uncle or Mordecai like my grandfather. Maybe you’re not as old-fashioned as I thought.”

The smile had faded from his face. “I think we should be proud to bear the names of our heritage, Miss Goldfarb.”

Simon Levin had approached our little group.

“Indeed we should be proud,” he said. “Mordecai is a fine name. Should we name one of our sons that, I wonder?” He had that annoying smirk on his face as if it was a joke. Then he went on, “I must congratulate you. You’ve got yourself a fine woman there, Prof. And she comes with a nice dowry, so I hear. Very useful.” He nodded knowingly. Then he asked, “They tell me you’re from Baltimore?”

“That’s correct,” Professor Rosen replied stiffly.

“And yet they tell me you are working with the poor in New York City. Are there not enough poor people in Baltimore?”

“I am a professor at New York University, where I obtained my doctorate,” the professor replied. “I am all too aware of the poverty and squalor that surrounds me. It distresses me to see children growing up with no hope.”

“I wouldn’t say that,” Levin replied. “I grew up in that ‘squalor,’ as you put it. My family pulled themselves up by their bootstraps. It wasn’t easy. And we’ve all stayed put on Hester Street. The whole family. Tried to stay out of trouble, not always successfully. Myself. My cousins—older cousins, you understand. Moshe and Aaron. Lovely boys. If you’d grown up there, I’m sure you would have met them. You’d have been great pals.”

“I take it you’ll not expect Miss Mira to live on Hester Street,” Professor Rosen said coldly.

“Indeed not. We’ll take an apartment on the Upper West Side near the park and then, as the property out here progresses, I may build us a fine home nearby—maybe even take over running this place one day. Who knows?”

“Do you have the time on you, Mr. Levin?” Sid asked. “We can’t be late for our play, and you did promise to drive us home.”

Simon Levin produced a gold pocket watch and examined it. “It is after three, Miss Goldfarb.”

“Oh no. We must be gone immediately,” Sid said.

He put the pocket watch away. “Loath as I am to leave this merry gathering, I am a man who keeps his promises. So make your farewells and we’ll be off.”

Sid allowed herself to be kissed and hugged by relatives and then received a kiss on the cheek from Professor Rosen. When she hugged Mira, the girl whispered something to her and Sid replied. I heard Mira say, “Don’t leave me here. I can’t bear it.” But I couldn’t hear Sid’s reply.

We were assisted up onto the carriage and set off. It was clear that Mr. Levin had imbibed a good amount of the strong wine, because he talked loudly and expansively about how he saw the opportunity and was ready to strike and turn the area into a resort rivaling Newport or Atlantic City. “We’ll show those goyim, won’t we, Miss Goldfarb—or may I now call you Elena since we’re to be related?”

He glanced back, saw Gus and me, and flushed.

I heaved a sigh of relief when we were deposited at Amicitia. Sid and Gus had not exchanged a word on the ride home. As we watched Mr. Levin ride away, Sid drew out her own pocket watch. “We’re two hours early for the play but I couldn’t endure another minute,” she said, giving us a grin. “I’m sure you couldn’t either.”

“But Professor Rosen,” Gus said. “He seemed … I mean, you seemed…”

Sid shook her head. “How could I say anything? I didn’t want make a scene and upset my grandparents,” she said. She reached out and touched Gus’s hand. “But as for being forced into marrying him? You know me better than that. When have I ever been forced into anything?” Then she burst out laughing and threw her arms around Gus.





Twelve


Since there was plenty of time before Sid and Gus had to get ready for the dress rehearsal, we went back to the lodge to have a coffee. We took our cups and sat at one of the outside tables in the shade.

“So you were completely taken by surprise, Sid?” I asked.

I saw the spasm of anger cross her face. “That was not the first time they’ve tried such a thing with me, even though I’ve made it quite clear that I am not interested in marriage or their choices. But it was a dirty trick to spring that on Mira and me, luring me here on the pretext of my grandfather’s failing health and then making that announcement in front of everybody, knowing that I could not say anything to upset or disgrace my grandfather.”

“So what will you do?” I asked. Gus was still sitting as if in shock.

“Why, go back in the morning and make my feelings clear to everyone, including Professor Rosen.” She had been staring out across the compound but now looked from Gus to me. “It’s not myself I worry about,” she said. “I can clearly hold my own against any family. It’s poor little Mira. How can she know what she wants at seventeen?”

“Certainly not a man like Levin,” Gus said.

“Absolutely not. When I hugged her, I told her not to worry. That I’d take care of it for her.” Sid paused, thinking, then went on, “We’ll go over in the morning and bring her back with us for a while. That will give them all a chance to cool down and maybe persuade that Levin fellow to go home.”

“He won’t be happy about that,” Gus said. “He thought he was onto a good thing by marrying Mira. Taking over your grandparents’ property someday, as well as her dowry.”

Sid nodded. “Yes, she’ll certainly face some pressure. My aunt and uncle are quite traditional in their outlook. They’ll want her safely married off before she can get a taste of the big, bad world.”

“So will they let her come and stay with us in this environment?” Gus asked. “A women’s artists’ colony would be their last choice for their innocent daughter.”

Sid gave a wicked grin. “We’ll kidnap her,” she said. “But someone will have to deal with Mr. Levin. If it was up to me, I’d take him for a long walk and push him over the edge of the quarry.”

“Sid, you’re terrible.” I laughed. Three ladies were walking by our table and overheard our conversation.

“Who are you planning to murder, Elena?” Miss Van Horn asked, coming over to us, the smile on her face showing she didn’t take Sid seriously. She was dressed today in riding breeches and an open-necked white shirt, and I wondered whether she had been out for a ride or had just chosen to dress that way. At this establishment, one never knew.

Her friend, wearing bloomers, pulled out the bench opposite and sat down with ease, something those of us with petticoats cannot do. “Isn’t your friend a detective?” she asked. “It seems unsportsmanlike not to let her solve the crime herself.”

Sid laughed. “I am not truly contemplating murder, I assure you. And if I were, I wouldn’t tell a journalist.” I recognized the woman then as having been pointed out as a writer for Ladies’ Home Journal. The third woman had been introduced to me before as Miss Haskins. She was wearing what looked like a skirt, until she, too, swung her leg over the bench and I saw it was split and resembled wide trousers. How practical. Sid and Gus obviously knew them well, and smiles were exchanged.

“Molly Sullivan, you already know Miss Van Horn and Miss Haskins,” Gus said, “This is Jane Audrey, a very famous journalist. Do not tell her any deep, dark secrets. Miss Audrey, this is Molly Sullivan, a great detective, so I advise against committing any crimes in front of her.”

“I shall attempt to avoid that,” Miss Audrey said with a smile. “So who were you planning to push off a cliff, then, Sid? And why?”

Sid related the day’s saga. She had recovered from her shock enough to make the telling quite funny and lighthearted, but her voice grew more serious when she mentioned Mira.

“I am quite capable of withstanding any family pressure,” Sid said. “But my cousin is just seventeen and fully dependent on her parents. I am going to bring her to stay with us for a while to take some of the pressure off her. If she sees that one does not have to marry, she may feel more freedom to say no.”

Miss Audrey looked grave. “Last year I wrote an article on just this topic. How can a woman make a free choice when she has no opportunity for economic independence? If parents gave young women an education or money to start their own business instead of putting that money into a dowry that goes to their husband, they could choose freely to enter into marriage or not.”

“You must be careful,” Miss Van Horn warned. “If you take your cousin off without her father’s permission, he could say that you have kidnapped her.”

“I’m not worried.” Sid waved this threat aside. “I know there are women who are forced into marriage, but I don’t think my family has bad intentions. I can reason with them if given a little time. My grandparents are lovely people, just a little old-fashioned. Mira’s parents are a little strict, I suppose, but they really love her. It’s Mira herself that I am worried about. I remember what it is like to be seventeen and feeling desperate. We have to show her she has options.”

“Count on us to help you,” Miss Haskins said, putting a hand on Sid’s arm. “We must all do what we can to support a sister in need. Does the man chosen for you know that you have no intentions of marrying him? Are you worried that he may be unpleasant about it?”

“I think he is a kindred spirit,” Sid said—a little sadly, I thought. “A man I might have thought about marrying in different circumstances. Well done to the matchmaker on that front.” She laughed. “I will tell him tomorrow, as soon as I can get him alone. I don’t want to embarrass him in front of my family. I hope we can remain friends. He has marvelous plans for projects in the Lower East Side. He spoke so movingly to me about young boys from the tenements who are recruited into the Eastmans or other gangs and end up dead or in prison.” She turned to Gus. “I really think we should help in some way.”

“We could certainly learn more about it.” The tension had gone from Gus’s face. “Although I do fear that gangs and young boys are out of our realm of experience. Molly might come and help too.” She gave me a knowing glance. “I’m sure she must have infiltrated a gang or two before now.”

As the other women laughed, I said, “Actually, I did have to work with the Eastmans once. It was not pleasant. Monk Eastman is a terrifying man, so polite and ruthless at the same time.” A look of interest crossed Miss Audrey’s face. I suppose the life that I had led might interest a journalist. I tended to forget all the rather barmy things I had done and concentrate on the here and now.

“I’m not actually suggesting that we cross swords with a gang, Molly. But wouldn’t you like to see more of Mr. Rosen’s friend Jacob?” Gus gave Sid a little dig in the side. “You noticed that they are on a first-name basis, didn’t you?”

“I’m quite happy with Daniel, thank you.” I knew that she was teasing but couldn’t help blushing. It had occurred to me to wonder what my life would have been like if I had taken Jacob up on his offer of marriage all those years ago. “Although, I do admire the work of Mr. Singer.” I emphasized the Mister.

We were in a better mood by the time Sid and Gus went to get into their costumes. I took the time to write another letter to my nearest and dearest, telling my mother-in-law that I’d had a good time, but I’d be home in the next day or so, as I missed them all. I wondered how much they were missing me. Then, at the appointed hour, I went across to the theater. There was a small crowd of all ladies. It seemed that everyone in town who was not in the play had come to watch the dress rehearsal. I wondered who their audience would be for the actual performance. I had just taken my seat when I noticed two men had come in. They were definitely in the minority here, and other women had observed them too. It took a moment in the half darkness to realize that the two men were Jacob and Professor Rosen. Jacob spotted me and came to sit beside me.

“We had to come to show our support,” Professor Rosen said. He was carrying a bouquet of red roses. Oh dear, I thought. This could get awkward.

“I don’t know if the play will be to your taste,” I ventured. “It’s rather a modern interpretation of a classical piece.”

“I enjoy a visit to the theater in New York,” Professor Rosen said. “And I am quite broad-minded in my taste. Unlike my friend here, who will not attend anything too highbrow.”

Jacob smiled. “My daily life is full of tragedy and suffering. Why would I want more of the same in the evening? If the whole cast is going to end up by dying, then I’ll stay home. Give me a good Yiddish comedian, and I’m happy. Besides, I don’t have much time for theater. My evenings are occupied with meetings.”

“You’ll work yourself to the grave, my boy,” Professor Rosen said.

“If so, it will be in a good cause,” Jacob said. “But how about you, Molly? Do you enjoy a good play?’

“I do. Although, I don’t often have the chance to attend. But Sid—I mean, Elena and Miss Walcott have friends who are playwrights and actors, so I am sometimes treated to a play. And I have to confess that, like you, Jacob, I like to laugh and come away feeling happy.”

“Of course you do. You’re a warm person.” Our eyes met. Oh dear. This was not altogether wise. I could see he still had feelings for me. I was glad when the house lights dimmed and the director came on to introduce the play. She talked about taking an ancient Greek satire and making it relevant for our modern society. Then the curtains opened and the play began. I had already seen a rehearsal, so I knew what to expect. But I wondered what Jacob and Professor Rosen thought as birds squawked, stepped out of nests, and flitted across the stage in flimsy costumes. They certainly looked bemused. But when it ended, they applauded loudly.

“Most interesting,” Professor Rosen commented as we filed out of the theater. The director was already pacing the stage, giving loud notes to the woman in charge of the lights. “And I thought Miss Elena played her part well, didn’t you? Most realistic when she flew down to peck someone’s eyes out.”

I tried not to smile. We waited outside. I wondered if I could slip back into the dressing room to warn Sid that her intended was here. But before I could do so, the stage door opened and the cast members came out, still in their flowing costumes. I saw Sid’s face as she realized Professor Rosen was coming toward her, holding out the flowers. But she managed a gracious smile and thanked him warmly for taking the trouble to come.

“I hope you forgave the mistakes of such an amateur cast,” she said. “It was only the dress rehearsal, and most of us have never been on stage before.”

“I thought it was quite charming,” he said. “And remarkably relevant.”

“Did you? How perceptive of you.”

I watched them together and found myself thinking that in other circumstances, he really would make a good match for her. Should Gus be worried?

“I’ve enjoyed spending time with you again, Molly,” Jacob said, and I realized the same thing was true of me. In other circumstances, Jacob and I could probably have been quite happy, in spite of our very different religious backgrounds—although I had to confess, he was a little too driven and intense for me. The man I had chosen enjoyed a good laugh, a fun time with his family. All in all, he was quite satisfactory.

It was very late when we finally walked back to our cottage.

“Were you able to turn down Mr. Rosen?” I asked Sid.

“No.” She sighed. “I could not get him alone the whole evening, and I felt it might be embarrassing to him to turn him down in front of other people. First, I was surrounded by cast members, and then, when I had a chance to be alone with him, your friend Jacob announced that they should be getting back before it was quite dark, or they’d never find the way. And so they left. Never mind. I will seek him out tomorrow when we go to rescue Mira.”

“What time is this rescue expedition?” asked Gus with a yawn. “Not too early, I hope?”

“Let’s go at eleven, then,” Sid said, sinking into the sofa. “I can’t face getting up any earlier after the day we have had. An hour or two can’t make any difference.”

I pictured the look of despair I had seen on Mira’s face and hoped that she was right.





Thirteen


We did not set off until after eleven o’clock the next morning. We realized that we needed a vehicle that could seat four, and we could hardly ask Mr. Levin or one of Mira’s family members to drive us back. Luckily, Miss Van Horn had a larger carriage that she was willing to lend to us. Several of the women offered to come along with us to make sure we were allowed to leave with Mira.

“There is safety in numbers, my dear,” said Miss Audrey. “These things can turn dangerous.” But Sid turned them down with a smile.

“There may be some yelling but no violence, I assure you,” she said. “We are a family with more bark than bite.”

So we started along the track again. I was beginning to recognize some of the landmarks as we headed for the bungalows. We passed the road that led off to the quarry and, not long after, the one we had taken to see the supposed site of the hotel. I imagined it would be a problem to have a quarry so close to a hotel. It would spoil any sense of serenity. But surely the mine must have been operating for many years before Mr. Levin had decided to purchase this property. What kind of sway or connections did he have that he could close another man’s business? I recognized that this was a bit hypocritical since I had been part of a protest of that same mine. But in that case, we had a just cause: they were breaking the law and ruining the forest, not just the silence.

There seemed to be no one around when we pulled up at the Friedman property. Sid went first to the bungalow that belonged to Mira and her family. We knocked but no one answered. So we had to try the main house. Her grandmother answered the door with a happy smile.

“Elena, darling. Wonderful you are here. I’m not sure where Professor Rosen is. I think the young people are all out for walks in the forest.” She ushered us into the house. Uncle Nachum and Aunt Pearl were sitting at a card table with Sid’s grandfather.

“Elena has come to visit her Professor Rosen,” her grandmother said fondly. “I’ll go with you to see where he has gotten to. And your parents will want you to see you, of course. Can you stay to lunch?”

“Actually, I came to see Mira,” Sid said. I could tell that now she was faced with her grandparents, the bravado she had felt earlier was fading. “Is she here?”

“She is out on a walk with Mr. Levin,” said Aunt Pearl with a knowing look. “It’s good they get to know each other.”

“Is she?” Sid sounded surprised. “It didn’t sound to me like she wanted to get to know him yesterday. She seemed very upset about the whole announcement.”

“She needs time to think it over,” Uncle Nachum said. “Once she gets used to the idea, she’ll see how much it offers her. He’s a good man with bright ideas. I need someone who can help me run this place. This young man has big plans for expansion.”

“Is that what Mira wants?” Sid asked.

“She’s seventeen; how does she know what she wants?” Uncle Nachum said.

“We didn’t have an easy start,” Aunt Pearl put in. “We want more for Mira, someone who she can build a life with.”

“He’s got gumption too,” Sid’s grandfather added. “I like that for Mira—a fighter. This morning he went to see that mine owner again to make sure they close this quarry down. I asked him, ‘How are you going to make a man close his business?’ and he says, ‘I have the goods on that man. He’ll be sorry he tangled with me.’ See what I mean? A fighter.”

“I think you should ask Mira what she wants,” Sid said before taking a deep breath and readying herself for a fight. She took the empty seat beside her grandfather. “Zayde, I know you want the best for me, and I appreciate that, but I’m not going to marry Professor Rosen, or anyone. Please let me tell him myself. He is a very nice man, but I don’t intend to marry.”

Sid’s grandmother looked aghast. “Not ever?” She exchanged a long glance with her husband.

“I’m a socialist, Bubbe. I intend to devote my life to the fight for women’s equality and for the causes of those who have no voice. That leaves no time for marriage and a family. I hope you will understand that. I hope Professor Rosen also will understand.”

Sid’s grandmother looked as if someone had struck her. “But, Lanie, dear, what will you do without children to take care of you in your old age? What would I do without your mother and uncle?”

“I will just have to face that when I get there.” Sid clearly wanted to get the focus off herself as soon as possible. “Mira should have that choice too. At least she should have the chance to experience the world before she is saddled with a marriage she did not choose.”

Uncle Nachum rose and towered over Sid. “Don’t put ideas into my daughter’s head. We don’t want you and your revolutionary beliefs poisoning my daughter’s mind. Of course she wants to be married and start a family. Isn’t that the natural way?”

“I’m sure she does,” Sid said. “But have you asked her if she has any interest in Simon Levin? If she could be happy with him? Because when I talked to her yesterday she sounded desperately unhappy. If she doesn’t want to get married, I’m going to make sure that no one forces her to.” Sid stood up, now almost level with her uncle.

“You’ll do no such thing, young lady. Leave my daughter alone.” Uncle Nachum was red in the face. Aunt Pearl came between them.

“Now, let’s calm down. Of course no one is going to be forced into anything. But, Elena, you mustn’t expect all young ladies to feel as you do. Mrs. Sullivan here is married. Do you hate it so much, Mrs. Sullivan?”

“I love my husband very much,” I said, feeling horribly awkward. I wanted to stand up for Sid without being rude to a family that had been welcoming to me. “But it was my free choice to be married. And to select my own husband too.”

“And it will be Mira’s free choice as well—you’ll see.” Aunt Pearl seemed to feel I had come in on her side.

“I’m not leaving until I have spoken with Mira,” Sid said hotly. I suspect she wished we had taken her friends up on their offer to come with us. “If she feels forced or coerced, I will take her with me.”

“You will do no such thing.” Uncle Nachum’s voice rose, but Aunt Pearl patted him gently on the arm.

“Easy now, Nachum. Let Elena talk to her cousin. What harm is there in that? I know my daughter. She will do the right thing.” She turned to Sid. “Go and talk to her. And no more yelling between you two.” She looked between Uncle Nachum and Sid. “We are family. We can talk things out.”

Sid stalked out of the house and we followed her, feeling rather awkward. We walked around the property, seeing no sign of Mira.

“Levin’s carriage is still tied up in the barn.” Gus said. “So they haven’t gone far together.”

“They must be in the woods behind the property,” Sid said. “There are a few trails back there.” She started toward the trees.

“Should we not wait until they return?” Gus asked.

“What, and leave her in the woods with that repulsive individual?” Sid demanded. “The sooner we rescue her, the better.”

“But, dearest”—Gus held her sleeve—“isn’t it possible that she has gone for a walk with him so that she can tell him her true feelings away from the pressures of her family? It seems rather rude to be spying on people, and it’s up to her to tell Mr. Levin how she feels.”

“I want to find them now,” Sid said forcefully. “We know she wants to escape from this situation, but she may feel powerless to do so. Why she has gone off into the forest with him, I have no idea, but I’d like to be on hand just in case she needs reinforcements.”

She made it clear that she intended to find them, whether we agreed or not. In truth, I was feeling rather sick about the whole thing. I hated conflict of any kind, and it is highly embarrassing to be caught in another family’s feud. Behind the last bungalow was a larger track with wheel ruts leading back through the forest. A small footpath went left up the hill, and another on the right went down.

“Let’s split up,” Sid said. “We can cover more ground that way.”

I took the lower of the three paths. It soon opened out into a grass clearing. I scanned the area but saw no sign of them. I felt a strange sense of urgency. Surely there was no cause to worry. Simon Levin had been perfectly polite—too polite and solicitous for me. Then why did I feel anxious? Perhaps it was the stillness around me in the forest. I glanced back toward the bungalows nervously but saw no one.

Suddenly, the air was split with the sound of a gunshot. I heard a scream, and birds took off flying in all directions from the forest ahead of me. The shot had sounded close, as if it had come from above and to my left. Was that Mira who had screamed? I broke into a run, picking up my skirts as I dashed along the path, looking for a way up the hillside. When I found a small connecting trail, I ran uphill. I came to a clearing and stopped, catching my breath as I considered which way to go. It occurred to me that it was foolish to be running toward gunfire. What if Simon had shot at a bear and I was running right toward it? I hesitated, looking around. Then Gus appeared, coming along the middle way.

“Molly, what on earth? Who fired that shot? Where is Sid?” She looked frightened.

“Here I am.” Sid was sliding down an embankment from the upper path. “I think that was Mira screaming.” Beyond us, the rutted track went on into a dense section of the woods. Sid rushed ahead, and we followed. We stopped as Mira walked out of the trees to the left of the path.

“Mira, are you injured?” Sid rushed up to her. That was when I took in that Mira was holding the Winchester rifle and her hands were covered in blood.

“Are you hurt? You’re bleeding,” I said.

“It’s Simon’s blood.” Mira’s face was expressionless. “He’s dead.”





Fourteen


Mira stood like a statue, her eyes wide and staring, her face blank with shock. Sid, of course, sprang into action.

“Mira, dear, give me the gun,” she said. Mira looked down and seemed surprised to note that she was holding the rifle. She obediently handed it to Sid. My detective training took over. “Wait,” I said firmly. “Don’t handle that. The police will want to take fingerprints from it.” It was too late to keep Mira’s and Sid’s fingerprints from the rifle, but perhaps there were other prints that could be retrieved from it.

“Oh.” Sid looked confused. “What are we going to do with it, then?”

I reached into my pocket and took out my handkerchief. “Here.” I took the gun from her, using the handkerchief so I didn’t touch the barrel.

“Where is he?” Gus asked. “Where is Mr. Levin?”

A small sob came from Mira’s throat. “He’s that way. Past the big cedar tree.”

Sid pushed past her and we followed. Mr. Levin was lying in the long grass beside the path. He had fallen onto his back, and his face still had an expression of surprise on it. It only took the most casual observation to see that he had been shot through the chest. His white shirt beneath his open jacket was soaked with blood.

“What happened, Mira?” Sid asked. “Did you shoot him?”

“No.” Mira shook her head, sending tears flying. “I can’t look. It’s too horrible.”

“Then who did shoot him?” I asked. In spite of the fact that I was telling myself not to get involved, I realized that I was the only one who had experience in such circumstances. Other people were usually in a state of shock and didn’t ask the right questions nor notice the right things. “Tell us exactly what you saw.”

Mira gave a despairing sob. “I didn’t see anything. He asked me to come for a walk with him. He said we should get to know each other better. I really didn’t want to, but I thought I’d have a chance to tell him how I felt and that I didn’t want to marry him. So we started off into the forest, and when we were far enough away from the bungalows, I told him I didn’t want to marry him.”

“I presume he didn’t take that well?” Sid said.

“He laughed.” Mira blinked back tears. “He said I was still a child. How could I possibly know my own mind? He said I had not been introduced to the delights of the flesh, and once I was married to him, he would awaken my senses. I would find great pleasure, he said. And then he grabbed me. He pulled me toward him and he started kissing me. Not gentle kisses but horrible, slobbering…” She turned away, shaking her head. “I tried to push away from him, but he was holding me tightly, and then his hands—they started exploring my person.” She paused again, taking a deep breath. “I was so shocked I didn’t know what to do.”

“So what did you do?”

“I couldn’t cry for help; his mouth was on mine. I just stood there, not moving, until he broke away from me. ‘You see,’ he said, ‘you are already coming to like it. What a delight it will be to instruct you how to give and receive pleasure.’

“The moment he released me, I lifted my skirt and I kicked him hard in the shin. ‘You’re a monster!’ I screamed. ‘I hate you.’ And I ran for my life.”

“Did he come after you?”

She shook her head. “I hid behind a big tree. I heard him calling my name and telling me he was sorry, he’d got carried away and it wouldn’t happen again, but then his voice got fainter. I didn’t want to go back to the bungalows yet and face him or my parents. There’s a place I go in the woods when I want to get away. I went there, and so I sat for a while, thinking. I had started to go back to the bungalow when I heard the shot. It was close by. I was worried there were hunters in the woods or that Mr. Levin had seen a bear, so I rushed in what I hoped was the right direction. Then I saw was his rifle, lying on the path. So I picked it up and I looked around, and there he was, lying as you see him, in the grass. I think I knew he was dead, but I touched him and I got blood on my hand.” She looked down at her hands as if she couldn’t believe what she was seeing.

“Mira, this is important,” I said. “Did he have his rifle with him when you set off?”

“Yes, he did. He remarked on the fact that one could not be too careful with dangers in the forest.”

“But when he grabbed you and kissed you, what happened to the rifle?”

She frowned, trying to remember. “He propped it against a tree. I remember wondering why he had put it down as he was talking to me. Then, of course, he grabbed me and I forgot about everything except wanting to get away.”

“So the rifle was left against a tree,” I said. “Anyone could have picked it up. Did you see or hear anyone else when you were hiding?”

“Only Mr. Levin. I heard Mr. Levin calling for me. Then his voice grew faint as he moved away from me.”

“You didn’t hear him say anything that might indicate he’d encountered his killer?”

Mira frowned. “I think I heard him say ‘my rifle,’ but I took that to mean that he had remembered he’d left his rifle by the tree when he … when he attacked me.”

I leaned toward the rifle and took a tentative sniff. Yes, I could smell the gunpowder residue. It had definitely been fired recently.

“So do you know this is Mr. Levin’s own rifle?” I asked. “I imagine everybody out here in the woods keeps a Winchester handy.”

Mira stared as if I were asking her a question in Chinese. “All guns look the same to me,” she said. “If it wasn’t his gun, it will still be propped against that tree, although I’m not sure where that is now. I don’t remember exactly where we were standing.”

“We must go for help,” Sid said. “We should take Mira back and get her some brandy for shock, and then we should somehow alert the authorities, although how they’d hope to catch a murderer in a forest like this…” She shook her head.

“There is the state park ranger,” I said. “He’d know what to do.”

“This is my grandparents’ land, I think,” Sid replied. “We should tell my family first and let them decide.” She took Mira’s arm firmly. “Come along, my dearest. We’ll take you back to safety.” She glanced back at Mr. Levin’s body. “Although it’s not right that the body should be left alone…”

“I’ll stay until the men get here,” I said.

Sid gave me a grateful little nod. I watched her leading Mira away, a feeling of unease in my stomach. Was Sid a little too eager to get Mira away from the scene, and also rather quick to handle that rifle? Did she really not know about fingerprints, or was she making sure that Mira’s were smudged? Or … I paused as a dreadful thought came to me. Or was she creating a reason her own prints should be on the gun? I remembered all too clearly Sid telling us that Mira need not worry. That she would ‘take care of it.’ And she had also said if it was up to her, she’d push Mr. Levin over the side of the mine. I had seen how much family meant to her, and I knew how determined she could be. Had she really taken care of it? Found Mr. Levin’s rifle and waited for the right moment to dispatch him? I shook my head, not able to believe this. I could picture Sid defending Mira, even shooting a man if she had to, but not pretending she knew nothing about it. I was sure that if she had shot Mr. Levin, Sid would have forthrightly told her friends and taken the consequences.

Gus stood off to one side, looking scared and sick. I realized that most people do not come upon dead bodies, especially those of a person they knew. Then my years as a detective made me realize I had a crime scene in front of me. I must act before some blundering outsider spoiled it.

“You should go with Sid, Gus,” I said. “I’ll stay here and guard the body.”

“Are you sure? You’ll be all right alone, Molly? What if a wild animal comes and smells blood?”

I had to confess, I hadn’t considered this. It was my turn to look down the path toward the bungalows and safety. Then I steeled myself. “Sid will be back in a moment with the men from her family. Do go down if you’d rather. You look as if you’re about to faint.”

“I’ve never fainted in my life,” she replied, tossing her head proudly. “We Walcotts do not swoon at the sight of blood. But I do think Sid might need my support, so I will go on down and make sure they get a move on to come up here and to summon help. I don’t suppose there is a telephone in the big house. Someone will have to ride for the ranger or even go into that little town—whatever it’s called.”

She was babbling, because she was nervous, I suspected. But then she turned to follow Sid and Mira down the track, leaving me alone. The silence of the woods closed in around me. Apart from a distant call of a bird, there was no sound. Not even the slightest breeze today to stir the leaves above me. I stood in dappled sunlight, the sweet scents of wood and wintergreen around me, and the irony struck me of the contrast between the serenity of the place and the terrible crime laid out here. Get on with it, Molly, I told myself. I looked at the angle of the body. Mr. Levin had fallen backward off the path. I tried to determine where the shooter would have stood. I walked over to the spot I thought was most likely. The trees were rather dense, and there were only a few places that a shooter would have a clear shot. It seemed unlikely that someone had fired at a different target and it had hit Mr. Levin by mistake.

I checked the ground in the area. Unfortunately, it had not rained for a while, so the ground was dry and dusty, littered with leaves. The dirt was scuffed beneath one tree, but I couldn’t tell if it was from a human footprint or an animal. This could have been the tree that Mr. Levin had leaned the rifle against. If so, someone had picked it up and shot him at close range. I couldn’t help remembering that Mr. Levin had shown Mira how to shoot this rifle just yesterday, and she had proved herself to be quite a good shot. And … I paused to digest this … she was the only one who knew where the rifle had been left.

I had just steeled myself to take another look at the body when a man stepped out from behind a tree. I stifled a scream, my heart pounding. I went to reach for the rifle, only to realize that if it had been fired, there would be no bullets in it, and anyway I had no idea how to load it. Then he came from shadow into sunlight, and I saw it was Ranger Grant.

“I heard a shot and then a scream,” he said, looking at me strangely. “We do seem to be running into each other a lot lately, Mrs. Sullivan. Do I gather that Mr. Levin has decided to engage in some more target practice on state land? Or was he in fact hunting? I made it quite clear to him yesterday that there was no hunting allowed within the state park. I’m going to fine him this time if he has not got a permit for that rifle.”

In answer, I pointed wordlessly to Mr. Levin’s body. The ranger didn’t know what he was looking at for a moment; then he swore under his breath and walked over to the body in a few large strides. He held his hand up to the dead man’s mouth; I supposed he was checking to make sure there was no life left in him.

“I could have expected something like this,” he said.

I stared in surprise. “That a man would be murdered?”

“Murdered? No, I meant that he clearly had no idea how to handle the rifle. He must have shot himself accidentally while he was trying to load it.”

I stared at Mr. Levin’s body, at the red stain on his chest. “If he was loading it and it went off accidentally, he’d have shot himself in the face. It would be almost impossible to shoot himself in the chest like that.”

“Did you shoot him?” His question took me by surprise.

“Me? Holy Mother of God. Of course I didn’t. We heard the shot, and then we heard his fiancée scream and rushed over to help her. She found him here like this. The rifle was on the path over there.” I indicated the spot that Mira had described, and he began to look around just as I had. He turned back toward me.

“Who is ‘we’? Who else was with you?” Mr. Grant asked.

“Miss Elena Goldfarb and Miss Augusta Walcott and myself. You met us all at your house yesterday. Miss Elena’s grandparents own this property. Neither of them shot him either,” I added, forestalling the question I could see on his lips. “We just found him. My friends have taken Miss Mira back to her grandparents’ house. She’s in shock, poor girl. I thought I would stay with the body out of respect.” As I said that, I remembered that I was investigating. Seeing Mr. Grant reminded me of the scene at his house. In my mind’s eye, I saw Mr. Levin patting his inside pocket and claiming that he had the deed to the hotel property in it. A deed to disputed property. Could that deed have been the reason for the murder? And was it suspicious that Ranger Grant just happened to be on the scene moments after we’d found the body? I knelt by the Mr. Levin and carefully lifted open his jacket.

“What are you doing?” Mr. Grant said angrily, but before he could move toward me, I slipped my hand into the breast pocket. It was empty. The deed was gone.





Fifteen


I pulled my hand away, noting the blood on it, still not congealed.

“Mrs. Sullivan, I must ask you not to touch the body,” Ranger Grant said in a shocked voice. “It’s clear this man has been murdered and this is now a crime scene. I represent the law out here, and nothing is to be moved until I can notify the police down in Kingston.” He paused, frowning, and I realized he felt as out of his depth about this as I did. More, in fact. “Or perhaps I should send a telegram to the New York police,” he went on. “I am officially part of that department.”

The words New York police sent a rush of relief through me. Daniel. His department. He’d send someone competent, or even come himself and know what to do. But even as this thought went through my head, I realized what it might mean. If Mira or even Sid was guilty of this murder, would I want them to be found out? Why was life always so complicated? I stood up, about to brush down my skirts before I remembered the blood on my hand. I went to retrieve my handkerchief from my own pocket, then remembered I had used it to take the rifle from Sid. Instead, I wiped my hand on nearby grass. As I looked around, I saw Ranger Grant about to pick up the rifle.

“Don’t touch that,” I said, so forcefully that he withdrew his hand instantly.

“What?” he asked.

“There will be fingerprints on it,” I said. I saw him staring at me as if I was a little touched. “Do you not know about fingerprints as evidence? Every print is different, so they say.”

He frowned. “I’ve heard something about that. But how would you know?”

I wanted to tell him I was an experienced detective, but I thought it wiser to say, “I’m married to the head of the homicide branch in New York City. So I’ve learned quite a lot about murder scenes.”

“Well, bless my soul.” He pushed up his hat and scratched his head. “You’re a rum one, Mrs. Sullivan. And we could certainly use your husband out here right now. But failing that, perhaps you’d know what else needs to be done. I can’t say I’ve ever come upon such a thing before in my life. I know I’m supposed to be attached to the police, but actually, I was told my main job out here was that of fire marshal. Right now I’d rather face a forest fire than this.” He pointed down at the body.

“We need to take the rifle down to where it can be held safely,” I said. “As you can see, I used my handkerchief to take it from Miss Mira. She says she found it and picked it up, so her fingerprints will be on it, but hopefully also those of the killer.”

“It was definitely this gun that killed him, do you think?” the ranger asked.

“I believe so,” I said. “I sniffed at the barrel, and it did seem to smell of gunpowder residue, although he might have fired it recently somewhere else.” I looked across at the ranger. “You don’t have your own rifle with you today?”

“I do not. I was doing a bit of brush clearing when I heard the shot, and came as fast as I could.”

A good excuse, I thought. What if the ranger had fired Mr. Levin’s rifle? He’d take it and carefully wipe any prints. “Would you like me to take charge of this gun?” I asked. “I’d make sure nobody touched it until we’d locked it away in a spare room at the Friedmans’.”

I went to retrieve it, but he was quicker. “It would be ungallant of me to let a delicate lady carry a heavy rifle when I walked empty-handed. I assure you I’ll be most careful.” And he picked it up, using my handkerchief to hold it. There was nothing I could say.

“We can’t just leave the body here,” I said, looking back at Mr. Levin, now lying with an open jacket. My eye caught what looked like the corner of a piece of paper sticking out from another inside pocket. “What if animals come and disturb the body? I know there are bears here, but what about wolves? Coyotes? Even foxes.”

He nodded. “Probably not in broad daylight, but you are right. Bears could be a problem. Some bears will eat anything, so I’m told.”

“Then perhaps I should stay on here while you go down with the rifle and get in touch with the local police.”

He looked askance. “Mrs. Sullivan, I can’t leave you alone up here. What if the murderer is still nearby, watching us at this moment?”

He did have a point there. I hadn’t stopped to think that whoever killed Mr. Levin might still be in the forest. After all, we had heard the scream quite soon after the sound of the shot. He or she might not have been able to get away and had to hide. Or to have claimed to have found the body, as Mira did, a small voice whispered in my head.

“We could possibly bring a small wagon up here to collect the body,” Mr. Grant said. I could tell that he was still so shocked that he really had no idea what to do next—unless he was putting on a good act for my benefit.

“The men in the bungalows could bring the body down easily enough,” I said. “Miss Goldfarb will have alerted them by now, so I suggest we just wait for help to arrive. I didn’t see any obvious clues before you arrived. I suppose the soil is too dry for any footprints?”

He took the bait, as I had hoped. “Yes, I’m afraid you are right,” he said, now prowling around, staring at the ground. I took my chance, reached into Levin’s jacket, and drew out what turned out to be an envelope, shoving it quickly into my own pocket before Mr. Grant looked up again.

“We should close the poor man’s jacket.” I drew it across the body.

“I have to admit, I admire your coolness, Mrs. Sullivan,” Ranger Grant said. “I’m feeling quite shaken up myself, and here you are acting calmly, as if this is something you encounter every day.”

“I suppose it’s being married to a policeman,” I said, not wanting to admit that I had encountered more than my share of dead bodies. “So you said this was state park land? It doesn’t belong to the Friedmans?”

“To tell you the truth, I’m not sure,” he said. “The boundaries are hard to establish in terrain like this. I was asking myself about that man and his deed, claiming his right to property that now falls within the park. I was going to look into it next time I went down to Kingston. I don’t know how it would have held up in court. In the early days, it was a case of settlers building a house where they wanted and then getting a land grant to farm around it. But now, with the area starting to become a genuine summer resort and everyone wanting a piece of the pie…” He looked up at me and shook his head.

“Mr. Levin sounded convinced he had a watertight case, didn’t he? He had the deed from parents of a friend? Wasn’t that what he said?”

“The house I’m occupying hadn’t been lived in for years,” the ranger said. “It was noted on the maps as ‘abandoned cabin.’ I’ve asked the commissioner’s office to look into it. Anyway, it’s all water under the bridge now, isn’t it? The poor man won’t be building his hotel or anything else.”

As he was talking, we heard the sound of people approaching. Sid came first, with her father and Professor Rosen, followed by Jacob and her uncle. They were all breathing heavily after having hurried up the steep track.

“Here he is,” Sid said as she came into view. “Over there in the grass.”

Her father and the professor reached the body first. “My God, how awful,” her father exclaimed. “Who could have done such a thing? There must be a madman in the area. Some of these mountain folk are known to be unstable.”

Professor Rosen moved closer to Sid. “It was good of you to insist on leading us, my dear, but why don’t you go down now with Mrs. Sullivan and not have to witness any more unpleasantness?”

“Yes, Lanie dear. Go down to your cousin. She needs you. She is quite distraught.” Sid’s uncle put an arm around her shoulder.

“All right,” Sid said. “Come on, Molly. There’s nothing more we can do here.”

As we were about to walk away another man came hurrying up the path toward us. It was Mr. Weiss. He was rather a chubby man, and he was breathing heavily after the steep ascent. There were beads of sweat on his forehead. “I was out with the children when my wife finds me and tells me I have to go and help the men recover a body. I told her she’d got it wrong, but she said she’d seen you folk going up the hillside.”

“It’s true, Mr. Weiss,” Sid said. “One of our guests has been shot.”

“Oh no. How terrible. Someone out hunting mistook him for a deer? These woods are so thick that accidents can happen, I suppose. Who was it?”

“He’s just up there.” Sid pointed to where we could still see figures moving around. “It’s Mr. Levin.”

“Levin?” Mr. Weiss shook his head. “Probably not an accident, then. I can’t say I’m surprised. He was the sort of man who made enemies.”

“So you knew him in the city?” I asked.

“Knew of him would be more correct.” He stared past us, to where the other men were now occupied with the body. “One shouldn’t speak ill of the dead, but I heard bad things about that family when I was growing up on Essex Street. They lived just around the corner from us. Connection with gangs, if I remember correctly. And didn’t he have the cousin who killed the policeman? Too young to hang, but he died in jail anyway. And this Levin guy, he owns a furniture store now, right?”

“So we understand,” I said.

He gave a bitter laugh. “I bought a chair from him, and it collapsed when my mother-in-law tried to sit on it. Imagine how that went down! I’ll never hear the last of it.” He shook his head, giving a wry smile as if he might have enjoyed the collapsing chair. “I’d better go on up and see if they need help bringing down the body.”

And he stomped off past us. Sid glanced at me. “Clearly, the matchmaker didn’t do her work properly,” she said. “Zayde would have been angry if he found out Mr. Levin came from a not-so-respectable background. At least Mira is now free from marrying him. I don’t think she’ll need much comforting at all.” Her lips twitched in the hint of a smile.

Thoughts were whirring around my head as we came down the rest of the trail. I pictured Mira standing with a dazed and horrified look on her face. Would she not have felt that way if she’d just realized that she’d killed Mr. Levin? And Sid, who had promised to ‘take care of it’ for her, I knew well. She would be cool and calm enough to have dispatched a man who was going to harm her family. But I couldn’t imagine her lying about it. Mr. Weiss had claimed that Levin was the sort of man who made enemies. What little I knew of him made me believe that was true. Was it just by chance that the ranger had been working nearby and had appeared on the scene? And Mr. Weiss? He was off somewhere when the other men had been summoned and had made his feelings about Mr. Levin quite obvious. My hand reached into my pocket to feel the cool smoothness of the envelope there. I knew I should not have taken it, but it might be a vital clue as to who had wanted Mr. Levin dead and who was desperate enough to do something about it.
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Sid’s female relatives were standing together with her grandfather as we came out of the forest and crossed the meadow to the bungalows.

“It’s true, then?” her grandmother asked. “Mr. Levin is really dead?”

“Oh yes,” I said, because she was looking at me, not Sid. “He’s definitely dead. Shot through the chest.”

“God in heaven.” She put her hand to her ample bosom. “That such a thing should happen here. Should happen now. Such a promising young man, with his whole life ahead of him. Who could have done this?”

“I have no idea,” I said. “Mr. Weiss says he was the sort of man who made enemies.”

“In the city, maybe,” Sid’s aunt said. “But out here—who is out here in the middle of nowhere besides us?”

“The men at the mine, for one thing,” Sid’s grandfather said, giving a knowing kind of nod. “Young Levin may have pushed too far in threatening to get the mine shut down. Men get desperate if they are about to lose their jobs.”

I saw immediately what he was saying: someone else. An outsider. Not one of us. And that could well be true, I reasoned. How easy to slip away from the mine and lie in wait in the forest … Except who would have any idea when and where Mr. Levin might decide to take a walk? And the other thing was that he appeared to have been shot with his own rifle. I expected there were plenty of weapons on hand at the mine. How would we ever find out?

As if reading my thoughts, Sid drew close to me as we approached Mira’s bungalow.

“What do you think, Molly?” she muttered. “You’ve been involved in cases like this before. Who do you suspect?”

I shrugged. “It could be anybody,” I said. “As your grandfather hinted, Mr. Levin had upset the men at the mine, and we know the mine owner had a hot temper. We saw that in action, didn’t we?”

I saw relief cross her face. “Oh yes. The mine owner. That would make sense. Although, I don’t know how the police would ever prove it.”

“Unless there are his fingerprints on the rifle,” I said.

“Of course. Fingerprints.” She said the word slowly, digesting it. Then she stared up the hillside, where we could now hear the sounds of men approaching. “It was fortuitous that the ranger was close by, didn’t you think?”

“At the right moment? Yes, I suppose it was fortuitous.”

I kept my voice steady, but Sid picked up on this. “You think there is something more to it? That it wasn’t just by chance that he heard the shot and appeared like that?”

I took a deep breath. “He seems a nice-enough person—but he was upset by Mr. Levin yesterday, wasn’t he?”

“Levin claiming he had the deed to the cottage and was going to use it himself? Throwing the ranger out of his home.”

I nodded. “But do you kill someone because of a piece of property you are only living on because it’s conveniently near your work? It wasn’t as if it belonged to the ranger. He said it was on state park land.”

Sid sighed. “Such a puzzle. Do you think the police will come out here?”

“They would have to, wouldn’t they? It’s a murder.”

“I wonder where they will come from. Kingston? Albany?”

“The ranger said he was officially part of the New York City department. Maybe he will contact them.”

“Then your Daniel could be involved. That would be perfect.” I saw the relief on her face. “I’m worried, Molly,” she added. “My family has high hopes for this property, hoping to convert it into a proper resort. If word gets out that a guest has been murdered here, it will spoil everything. Who would want to come out to a place where they would not feel safe?”

I nodded agreement, but she grabbed my sleeve. “You’re a good detective, Molly. You have to solve this for us.” Then she went ahead of me up the wooden steps to the veranda and into the darkness of the bungalow. I was about to follow when another idea came to me: I should take a look at Mr. Levin’s belongings before anyone else tampered with them.

The women were all outside, waiting for the men to carry down the body. I strolled nonchalantly across the grass, went over to the stables, patted one of the horses; then, when everyone was focused on the procession coming down the hill, I slipped onto the veranda of the main house and went inside. There was a long narrow hallway and, at the end, stairs going up. The bedrooms, I presumed, were upstairs, so up I went, as quickly as I could. I didn’t stop to think how I would explain myself if I was caught in Mr. Levin’s room. If I had done, I should have realized it would not look good for me. It might even make me into a suspect.

I pushed open one door. Two single beds, side by side; a carved wardrobe; a woman’s flannel robe and slippers beside the bed. Framed photographs on the vanity. So that was the grandparents’ own room. Down the hall was a narrow room with a woman’s shawl and fan lying across the bed. The matchmaker’s room, probably. After it, a wider room, this one neat in the extreme. A table beside the bed was piled with leather-bound books. The professor’s, I guessed. Yes, there were twin beds in it, so he shared it with Jacob. So Mr. Levin’s would be the last room, at the end of the hall. He was clearly the most honored of the guests. They had given him a nice, big room with windows at the back of the house, looking out onto the forest. Mr. Levin was a tidy man, with several shirts and another suit hanging on the rack and tortoiseshell-backed brushes on the vanity by the window. The only untidy item was an open newspaper, lying on the bed, as if he had been interrupted in the middle of reading it.

I was breathing rather quickly now, aware of what risk I was taking. I could not leave my own fingerprints—and then realized I had left them on the door handle. I grabbed a handkerchief from Mr. Levin’s top drawer and hastily wiped the door and the knob that opened the top drawer. Then I used that handkerchief to go through the contents of the dresser, the drawers of the vanity. I did not find anything.

I started to snoop around the room, conscious of time, my ears straining to hear if anyone was approaching. Under the bed was a suitcase. It was now empty. On the chair was a leather briefcase. I unclasped it and removed the papers that were in it. There were some sketchily drawn plans for his proposed resort. Scrawled figures as if he had been doing calculations. But nothing startling or unexpected. And one thing was missing completely: the deed he’d claimed to be carrying in his breast pocket. Was it possible that he didn’t have it at all? That he had been bluffing all the time? Or had the murderer taken it? Was that why he had been killed? How easy it would have been to reach down, as I had done, and take the deed from the top pocket.

Then I remembered the envelope I had extracted from his jacket. I took it out of my pocket carefully. It had a couple of words written on the outside: FINAL PAYMENT.

The envelope was sealed. I opened it, my hand trembling a little as I realized I should not be doing this, and stared in horror. Inside was not sheets of paper but a large sum of money. Were those ten-dollar bills? My jaw dropped open. Not ten, but one hundred. Four one-hundred-dollar bills. At that moment, I heard voices, echoing from the hallway down below. I opened the door a little to be able to hear.

“In here, then. Put poor Mr. Levin in the back parlor. Mr. Weiss, would you be good enough to sit with him while I answer Mr. Grant’s questions?”

Then a lot of scuffling and heaving. Footsteps going out again. A muttered conversation I didn’t quite catch, and then …

“That’s right, sir. His room is up here. Did you want to take a look?”

I looked around in panic. There was only a narrow wardrobe, and that had shelves down one side. No place for a person to hide. The space under the bed was occupied by his suitcase, and the curtains at the window were only flimsy net. Nowhere to hide at all. What could I tell them when they found me here, holding an open envelope full of money in my hand? My brain refused to work.

Then I heard another voice—the ranger’s, I think—saying, “Well, that will be for the police, but we must make sure it is sealed off and nobody goes in there until we can get a detective out to investigate. But I had better take a quick look so I can tell them that nothing has been disturbed.”

“Oh, don’t worry. We’ll take good care.” The grandfather’s voice, deep and echoing. Footsteps coming up the stairs, closer and closer. “So you’re going to fetch the police now? We’ll need to get the poor man back to his family so he can be buried within the twenty-four hours, as is our custom. Here, the room is this way.”

I was desperate now. I tried the window. It was a sash window, and locked. Clearly, Mr. Levin didn’t believe in fresh air. I prized open the lock at the bottom and heaved upward with all my strength. It slid up. I stuck my head out. Below me, the roof of what must be the porch sloped gently down. Without stopping to think, I climbed out and flattened my body against the side of the house. Just in time.

I heard Mr. Grant’s voice from inside the room. “I think the fastest thing is for me to go into Kingston. But in the meantime, nobody is to leave, you understand?”

“Of course.” Sid’s grandfather was in the room too. I heard the wardrobe being opened and a sound that I guessed was the ranger sliding the suitcase out from underneath the bed. “This is a terrible thing to happen,” the grandfather continued. “We’re all in a state of shock. One minute, he’s our little girl’s bridegroom, the world is full of hope—and the next, this. Taken from us. I don’t know who could have done it, but when I find him, I’m going to strangle him myself with my bare hands.”

I heard an uneasy chuckle. “I probably wouldn’t say that to the police when they arrive, sir.” I heard the click of a lock and the rustle of papers. Now someone was opening the briefcase, just as I had done. Was the ranger making sure that the evidence was safe for the police, or was he looking for something himself? I wished I could peek in, but that was too much of a risk. Footsteps came toward the window. I edged as far away as I dared, flattening myself against the wall.

“We’d better close this, just in case,” said the grandfather’s voice. I heard the window sliding down. The voices grew more muffled. I leaned close to the window to listen.

“No, no. You’re right. It doesn’t do to get too upset. But I want the bastard found, whoever he is.”

“You don’t think…” The voice grew softer. “You don’t think it might be one of you?”

“One of us? Are you crazy? He was an honored guest. He was my granddaughter’s intended. Future bridegroom. Everyone was so happy. Which one of us would want to kill him?”

And the voices passed out of the room. I breathed a sigh of relief. Then I immediately wondered what I would do next. I went to open the window and found that it was now locked. How long until someone saw me on the roof? How would I possibly explain that? I stared down the slope of the roof and pictured easing myself down it on my behind, sliding down it … something I might have done as a young girl, but as a pregnant woman, it would be a risk I wasn’t willing to take. I inched along until I came to the next window. I stopped, listening for any sound in the room. It was silent. I could see that the window was slightly open and decided to take a chance. I pushed it upward until the gap was wide enough for me to get one leg over the sill. I had just swung in the other leg and was ready to lower myself down when the door opened.

“Mrs. Sullivan, what on earth are you doing in my room?” Professor Rosen demanded, a look of shock on his face.





Seventeen


I stared at him open-mouthed and utterly lost for words. He turned as if to go back downstairs.

“No, don’t. I can explain,” I said hurriedly. “Please, Professor Rosen. Just hear me out.” He hesitated and then came fully into the room and closed the door. There was a moment of silence.

“Well?” He looked at me steadily.

“You know that my husband is a policeman?” I began. Was that a flash of alarm that crossed his face? “Well, I also have been a detective. Miss Elena asked me to make sure that this tragedy doesn’t ruin her family’s business. I don’t think Ranger Grant is exactly a skilled investigator, so I decided to do some investigating of my own.”

He looked skeptical. “What did you hope to find in my room?”

“I’m actually just coming through it,” I said, feeling like an idiot. “Using it as an escape route. I wanted to see if there were any clues to his murder in Mr. Levin’s room. Then I heard the ranger coming in and I didn’t want him to catch me there, so I decided to hide on the roof.” The confession came out in a rush.

“On the roof?” A slight smile twitched his lips. “In your condition, Mrs. Sullivan? You astound me.” He paused to consider for a moment. “Miss Elena asked you for help?”

I nodded.

“So you were being a good friend.”

“I’m afraid to say that I have been involved in some murder investigations in the past,” I shared, “and it can be very hard on the family. Sid … Elena was out in the forest when the shot was fired. She could even be a suspect.”

His face took on a pained expression, “I hadn’t thought of that. We can’t let that happen.” Holy Mother, I thought. He still thinks of her as his fiancée. I wondered what would happen when she told him she was not interested. But for now it was to my advantage, and I pressed it.

“Did you know Mr. Levin before, Professor Rosen? Do you know any reason that someone would want him dead?”

He recoiled at the bluntness of the question. “I’m afraid I don’t, Mrs. Sullivan. I’ve never met the man before, but I would like to help you, if you will let me. I don’t want to think that Miss Elena would be suspected. Is it not possible that it was an accident? A stray bullet from a hunter who doesn’t even realize he has killed someone?”

“I’m afraid that can’t be true. If it was state park land, as the ranger said, then hunting is not even allowed. Besides, the trees were much too dense,” I said. “The killer must have been standing close by in the clearing. And I could smell powder on the rifle. It had been recently fired. I’m afraid Mr. Levin was killed with his own rifle.”

“I see.” He took that news in, his gray eyes holding mine in a solemn gaze. “That rather sounds like it was someone he knew.” His voice was low. “Even someone staying here,” he muttered, almost to himself, then turned to me. “Did you find anything, Mrs. Sullivan—anything that would give us a clue as to why someone would want him dead?”

“I didn’t find anything in his room,” I said. “But something is missing that should be there. The deed to the cottage that he mentioned so often is nowhere to be found.”

“I believe he carried that on his person,” Professor Rosen said thoughtfully. “I remember him patting his breast pocket when he spoke of it.”

“I checked,” I admitted. Professor Rosen looked shocked. “It wasn’t there.”

“You checked?” His voice was shaky. “A dead man’s pocket?” I had no good answer to that. I just nodded. He recovered himself. “If there was no deed, was there anything at all?”

I thought of the money still in my pocket. I was not ready to share that with anyone. I shook my head. “The pocket was empty.” I began to be uncomfortable, realizing how long I had been alone in a man’s room.

“I should go,” I said. “But I will let you know if I find anything else. It seems like Mr. Weiss knew Mr. Levin from before. Perhaps you could have a chat with him and find out some more about his past life that might give us a clue.”

He nodded solemnly. “I will do that. And, Mrs. Sullivan,” he added, “please ask for help next time before you end up crawling on rooftops. You need to take more care of yourself.”

“That is what my husband is always saying,” I said with a wry smile. Professor Rosen walked out into the hall and then poked his head back in.

“All clear,” he whispered. I went out quickly.



Back in Mira’s bungalow, she was now lying on her bed with a cold compress on her forehead. Sid was sitting beside her, while her mother hovered in the background.

Sid looked up hopefully. “Ah, Molly, have you been investigating? Have you found anything out?”

I was conscious of Mira’s mother in the room, watching me. “I just had to go for a bit of a walk,” I said. “The whole thing has been distressing, hasn’t it?”

“It most certainly has,” Mira’s mother said. “The poor man and my poor little daughter. To have gone through such an experience! The shock could have damaged her mind.”

“I’m awake, Mother, and I’m quite all right,” Mira said from the bed. “There is nothing wrong with my mind. I’ve had a nasty shock—but I have to say, I’m glad he’s dead.”

“Mira, what a terrible thing to say!” Her mother practically gasped out the words.

“I didn’t want to marry him. He was an odious man, Mama. Now at least nobody can try to force me into a marriage I didn’t want.”

“How can you possibly know what you want at seventeen, Mira? Your father and I—the matchmaker introduced us. I liked him. We’ve been happy. We’d have liked more children. A son would have been nice. But you were a gift to us, and we only want what is best for you.”

“I know that, Mama. But I could not have been happy with Mr. Levin.”

“Mira, dearest,” Sid said quietly. “If the police come here and question us, then I think it is wise not to say that you are glad Mr. Levin is dead. Don’t even mention that you didn’t want to marry him. Tell them you went for a walk together; you got tired and headed back down to the bungalows when you heard a shot. You were afraid. You went to find Mr. Levin for protection, only to find him dead.”

“Yes.” Mira’s mother nodded. “That’s exactly what you’ll say, Mira. Otherwise, it might look…” She broke off the sentence.

“As if I killed him?” Mira’s eyes opened wide, like a china doll’s. “No, nobody will think that, will they?”

“Your fingerprints will be on the rifle, Mira,” I said. “The police are starting to use things like that.”

“He let you practice with the rifle, Mira. Remember?” Sid said, giving her a knowing look.

“Yes, he did.” Mira sounded close to tears again. “He did let me practice with the rifle. You all saw that.”

“Of course we did, dearest.” Sid patted her hand. “And it was only natural that you picked up his rifle when you found it lying on the path. You were planning to return it to him.”

“I was,” Mira said. “I saw it there and I was confused.”

“Don’t worry, my dear,” Mira’s mother said. “We’re all here for you. Everything is going to be all right. Rest now.”

I tiptoed out of the room, clearly superfluous. Gus was sitting on the veranda, in the middle of writing a letter.

“Well, this is a pretty kettle of fish, isn’t it?” She looked up at me. “What a shocking thing to happen. And now we are stuck here for the foreseeable future.”

“You mean that Sid won’t want to leave her family and you don’t want to leave Sid?”

“I mean we cannot leave, even if we want to.” She carefully put down her pen beside the inkpot. “The ranger made that very clear. Nobody is to think of leaving until the police have finished their investigation. So we are prisoners, in effect.”

“I hope it won’t be for too long,” I said as Liam’s little face came into my head. “I should not be away from my family for more than a few days. I’d better write to my mother-in-law now to let her know. The ranger hasn’t left yet, has he?”

“No. They are hitching up a buggy for him, and Sid’s father is going to drive him to the railway station. I’ve asked him to deliver a letter for us to Amicitia on his way. If we can’t leave, we’ll need our things, won’t we? And I could certainly do with my paints.”

“If I could borrow your writing equipment when you are done?” I said. “Then I’ll dash off a note to Mrs. Sullivan to let her know that I’m not staying away willfully but that I’m trapped here.”

“You might also ask her to contact Daniel. Perhaps he can help speed things along.”

“That’s a good idea,” I said. I sat watching as she finished her own note, then addressed and sealed the envelope. She pushed the notepad across to me, and I took up the pen.

“Dear Mother Sullivan,” I wrote.

I’m afraid there has been a tragic shooting at the place we are staying and we are not allowed to leave until the police have made their investigation. Could you please be kind enough to let Daniel know? It’s the Friedmans’ compound above Kaaterskill Junction. I don’t hold out much hope for the local police here being able to do much. And please give my love to my darling boy and to Bridie. My very best to yourself. I will return as soon as they release us.

Your loving daughter-in-law, Molly

I addressed the envelope and took the stamp that Gus handed to me.

“I’ll just take this over to the ranger now,” Gus said. I followed her gaze to see the horse now hitched to a small buggy.

“I’ll come with you,” I said. “I don’t want to sit around doing nothing.”

We went down the steps and out into the bright sunlight. “So what do you think, Molly?” Gus asked in a quiet voice. “You’ve seen things like this before. Who do you think could have done it?”

“I’m afraid the most obvious person is Mira,” I said. “She didn’t like him. She didn’t want to marry him. She was horrified when he made advances to her that she found quite repugnant. Perhaps in the heat of that moment, she saw the rifle propped against a tree, picked it up, and shot him.”

Gus sighed. “I’ve been thinking the same thing,” she said. “But I keep asking myself—if it was not she, who could it have been? Who else was out in the woods?”

I saw the worried look on her face, and I knew instantly what she wanted to know: Might the police blame Sid?





Eighteen


Ranger Grant was about to climb into the buggy when we came up to him. Sid’s uncle was already sitting in the driver’s seat, the reins in his hand.

“We wondered if you could take these letters with you, Ranger,” Gus said, handing them to him. “This one is to be delivered to the ladies at Amicitia. If we are to stay here, we’ll need them to bring over our possessions. I do hope we can return by Friday. What will they do if we aren’t available for the play that night?” Then, never one to worry for very long, she shrugged and turned back to the ranger. “And Mrs. Sullivan’s letter needs to be mailed to her mother-in-law, who is looking after her children. She’ll be worried.”

I saw a frown pass over the ranger’s face. “I’m so sorry to be keeping you from your family, Mrs. Sullivan. Maybe we could make an exception in your case. After all, you are a visitor, an outsider, and I’m sure you had no connection…”

I saw he was about to offer me a seat on the buggy with him. Tempting as that was, I knew that I might be the one person who could be of help here. “Oh, no, Ranger. That would not be right,” I said. “If I’m allowed to leave, surely the other visitors have an equal claim. Besides, my friends need me.”

“Very commendable, Mrs. Sullivan,” Sid’s uncle said. “My little daughter will certainly need comfort and support.”

“Are you going to go down to Kingston to see the police there?” I asked.

“I think that’s what I’ll have to do.” The young man pushed back his hat, scratching his head. “Frankly, I never thought I’d have to be dealing with things like this. First the protest at the mine and now a murder. And all I wanted was a quiet life in the middle of nature.” He gave a bitter chuckle. “I could send a telegram from Tannersville, but I think it would be better if I explained in person. It will be great when the telephone reaches this far out.”

“I hope you can get the police up here as quickly as possible,” Nachum said. “It’s not right to leave the body up here. He needs to be gone by tonight to be buried according to our law.”

“I’ll do my best, sir,” the ranger said. “I’ll bring the police back as soon as I can.”

I glanced behind him onto the back seat. “You’re taking the rifle with you?”

“I am. When you said that about fingerprints, I thought they’d need the means to test, and that would presumably be down there in Kingston. Unless such newfangled ideas haven’t spread beyond the city, that is.”

He was speaking very fast, as if he was uncomfortable. I stared at that rifle. I’d have preferred to keep it locked away here. If his own fingerprints were on it, how easy to give it a quick wipe before it even reached the police station.

“You don’t think—” I began, but Sid’s uncle interrupted.

“We should be on our way if you want to catch the one o’clock train down to the river.”

“You’re right,” the ranger said. He swung himself up beside Nachum. “Courage, ladies. Let’s hope we have this sorted out soon. And remember to be careful. Safety in numbers, at the moment. I’d advise against any strolls through the forest.”

Off they went, with a jangle of harness. We passed an uncomfortable afternoon, each silent with our own thoughts. For once, I had lost my desire to investigate. I suppose I was afraid of what I might find. If it was not Mira, I reasoned, then who? Unbidden, thoughts of Sid vowing to protect Mira by pushing Mr. Levin off the edge of the quarry came to my mind. I shook them away; I couldn’t believe that of my friend.

Actually, I thought that anyone would have a hard time proving who had killed Mr. Levin. Mira’s and Sid’s fingerprints could easily be explained on that rifle. There were no witnesses, presumably no clues. And if it was not one of them, then the answer had to lie in Mr. Levin’s dealings with the outside world. Somebody had paid him a large sum of money. It could have been for a business transaction, but it could equally have been to silence a blackmail attempt. I remembered he had boasted that he had dug up something incriminating on the mine owner. Was that just bravado, or was snooping into other people’s affairs something he did on a regular basis?

Mira led the three of us to the unused bungalow at the top of the meadow and brought us bedding.

“I hope you’ll be comfortable enough here,” she said. “These bungalows are still rather primitive. It does have a little kitchen with a stove, if you want to make a hot drink. That’s why they are calling them Kochalayn.” She saw our bewildered faces and added, “That’s Yiddish for ‘cooking yourself.’” Then she giggled nervously. “I don’t mean cooking yourself. Cooking for yourself.”

We laughed with her, but I saw how very tense she was. The laughter could so easily turn into tears if the wrong word was said. She went over to the sink.

“Only the lodge has running water, I’m afraid,” she said. “We have a big rainwater tank on the hill that feeds water to the lodge, and that’s cold. If you want to come over for a bath in the morning, tell my grandfather and we can heat up water in the big copper pot. Otherwise, it’s a cold wash in the bungalow.” She led us through to a bedroom. “My father has big ideas for this place, you know. A proper resort with a tennis court. I told him hot running water was something we needed first, or people would not want to come and stay.”

The tension seemed to be leaving her as she spoke; she was clearly enthusiastic about the future of the property.

“So you’re planning to be involved in this endeavor?” Gus asked her.

She nodded. “Oh yes. Much better than being stuck in the city. That’s why they were so keen on my marrying Mr. Levin. He seemed to have such big ideas, and good connections in Albany too. He told my father he’d be able to get planning permission for whatever we wanted.”

There was an awkward silence. Mira gave a little sigh. “Well, that’s not going to happen now, is it? We’ll just have to make improvements here, one step at a time.” She glanced out the window as two of the Weisses’ children ran past, trailing a kite. “I should go,” she said. “Since the Weisses are stuck here, I promised to show them how to milk the goats.” She paused in the doorway, looking back at us. “Did you know that some of my grandparents’ guests come to stay with us so they can play at being farmers? They actually want to bale the hay and milk the goats.” She giggled. “Imagine that.” Then the laughter died from her face. “My grandparents and parents are too shocked to take care of our guests, but I just feel relieved. Is that wrong?”

“Mira, we understand completely,” Sid said. “Nobody wants to be forced into marriage against their will.”

“So you and Professor Rosen?” Mira asked hesitantly. “He seems like such a nice man. So perfect for you.”

“He is,” Sid agreed. “But not what I had in mind for my future. Let’s leave it at that.”

Mira nodded and ran out to intercept the Weiss children.

“She’s young,” Sid said. “They bounce back so easily at that age.”

We set about making beds, then sat in the shade on our veranda, as the afternoon had become hot and sticky. The Weiss children had disappeared with Mira, presumably to milk goats. About four o’clock, the silence was broken when a trap came up the lane. We came out into the sunlight. I expected that it would be the police, ready to interrogate us, but instead we saw three ladies crammed into Gus’s trap. Miss Van Horn and Miss Haskins sat up front with carpet bags between them. The journalist, Miss Audrey, sat perched on the buckboard. They pulled up, waving, and climbed down, excitement on their faces. I stared at them with amusement. When I had last seen them, two of the ladies had been wearing bloomers or riding breeches. Now all three were dressed in flowing skirts and country bonnets, with shawls around their shoulders. They looked like three pioneer women about to set off for the far west. I rather suspected the costumes had come from the property box at the theater and were their idea of country women out on a social call.

“We’ve brought your things,” Miss Van Horn called, handing down the bags to Miss Haskins. “We came as soon as we heard.”

“How kind of you,” Gus said with a smile. “I wondered if you thought I had stolen your carriage. I would have brought it back but…”

“But you are all sequestered under suspicion of murder,” Miss Haskins said in a voice that barely suppressed excitement. “Ranger Grant told us. So we came to help.”

“It is an immense help,” Sid said. “I was wondering if I would have to sleep in this muslin.”

“Well, we were happy to do it,” Miss Haskins replied. “But I mean we are here to help solve the murder. What luck that we have a detective right in our midst. Mrs. Sullivan, you must think of us as your Baker Street Irregulars. We are here to be your eyes and ears.”

I was startled.

“I’m not sure what there is to investigate,” I hesitated. “Ranger Grant has taken the murder weapon with him.”

“What was the murder weapon, Mrs. Sullivan?” Miss Audrey asked, taking out a diary and a small pencil. Sid, Gus, and I looked at one another.

“I’m not sure that the family would want this shared with a newspaper, Miss Audrey,” Sid said diplomatically.

“Not to worry; I’m still working on the mine-protest piece. This will just be background. Another example of lawlessness in the Catskills, like that of the unregulated mines. And if Mrs. Sullivan can solve the case, there might be an article in that. ‘Lady Detective Solves Crime. Outwits Local Police.’” She spoke with great animation, waving her arms to emphasize her words. I winced at the thought of Daniel or his superiors seeing an article about his wife solving crimes. Luckily, I did not believe they read the Ladies’ Home Journal. Then something she’d said made me think.

“Mr. Levin—that is the man who was murdered—did have words with the mine owner earlier this morning,” I said. “Sid’s father told us about it. He said that Mr. Levin bested the mine owner.”

“Of course, that might have been Mr. Levin being boastful,” Sid said. “I don’t feel he was always very truthful. But I do think he had words with the mine owner over the blast schedule and his hotel.”

“And you think the mine owner followed him here and killed him!” Miss Haskins waved her arms triumphantly.

“I wouldn’t go that far, but if I hadn’t been ordered to stay put, I would like to find out what their altercation was about,” I said.

“Then let us be your investigators.” Miss Van Horn, too, looked overjoyed, glancing at her fellows for confirmation. “Your interrogators.”

“I am not sure if that is a good idea,” I replied hastily. “What will you tell him, that you wonder if he is a killer? Wouldn’t that be dangerous?”

“Pish.” Miss Haskins waved that thought away. “I won’t mention the murder. I’ll go to speak to him about lifting the injunction on his road if he agrees not to fell more chestnuts. That was something I was planning to do anyway. He won’t suspect a thing.”

It did sound like a perfect opportunity. I admit, I was a bit flattered to be compared to Sherlock Holmes and have these learned ladies treating me with such respect. I just hoped that it didn’t put them in danger.

“Is there anything else you’d like us to do?” Miss Audrey asked. “You know we are dying to help.”

I thought hard. “There is one thing. You have connections in New York with fellow journalists, Miss Audrey. Mr. Levin mentioned that he grew up on the Lower East Side and had a cousin that died in jail. I seem to remember gangs were mentioned. There must have been something in the papers about that. Is there a way to check?”

She thought and then nodded. “The New York Times has an archive room. I have a friend who might be able to look that up for me.” She wrote in the diary. “Levin family. Lower East Side,” she muttered to herself. “Recently?” she asked.

“Before his success, or he would have already moved out of that area.” I tried to remember what I had heard from both Mr. Levin and Mr. Weiss. “I would guess over ten years ago, maybe fifteen.” This might be like finding a needle in a haystack, I thought. “Is that too little to go on?”

“We’ll see, but probably not.” She snapped the book shut. “The archivists have amazing memories. It’s possible it was written about in one of the Yiddish newspapers, too, like the Forward. I’ll take the train down tomorrow and check it out.”

I hadn’t expected that. “Really? I mean, that would be wonderful, but I thought you might just send a telegram.”

She chewed absentmindedly on the end of her pencil, staring off into the distance, then saw us looking at her. “What? Oh, I’m sorry, Mrs. Sullivan, I was thinking about my article. You see, if this works out, it can be an even bigger piece, ‘Culture Clash in the Catskills.’ Women’s colonies, mine protests, Jewish resorts, lady detectives. I might make the feature article. I’m sure Alice and Nancy here can handle the local interviews. Now, how shall I get ahold of you,” she mused, “to give you this information if I find it? Time is of the essence if you need this information to solve a murder, and I don’t think I’ll be coming back up to the Catskills for a while.”

“There’s a telegraph office in Tannersville,” suggested Miss Van Horn. “Send the telegram to me. I’ll check there each afternoon until we get it. Then we will bring the news to Mrs. Sullivan.” She turned to me. “We are committed to helping you solve this, Mrs. Sullivan. We professional women must support each other, and a lady detective must have her Baker Street Irregulars, just like Sherlock Holmes.”

“Now, tell us all about it,” Miss Audrey said, stepping up onto the porch and sitting on the wooden bench. Miss Haskins eased herself onto the seat beside her, while Miss Van Horn pulled up a wicker chair.

“I don’t suppose there is any lemonade, is there?” she asked. “It was a hot and dusty ride over here. I’m parched.”

“Why don’t I bring a pitcher from the lodge?” Sid said. She got up and started across the meadow.

“Elena is looking worried,” Miss Audrey said. “Has the strain of this been too much for her?”

“It’s because her family is implicated,” Gus said. “Her cousin was supposed to marry the man who was shot.”

“My dears, how dramatic. Quite Shakespearean,” Miss Haskins exclaimed.

“So do tell us all the details. Leave nothing out.” Miss Van Horn edged her chair closer.

I glanced across at Gus, a bit reluctant to discuss the details, but Gus described our search for Mira and how we had come across Mr. Levin’s body. I noticed she left out the fact that Mira had been carrying the rifle or that his blood had been on her hands. Or that Sid had not been with us when we discovered the body but had shown up immediately afterward. Those facts might sound damning even to a sympathetic audience. It occurred to me again that I had a very good reason for solving this murder. If another murderer was not found, Mira was the most likely suspect.

Sid returned with the lemonade. “My grandmother asks me to tell you that you’d be most welcome to stay for dinner,” she said.

“How very kind,” Miss Van Horn said, glancing at the other two. “But we really should get back. We were supposed to have a reading tonight to choose the next play we want to perform. I think The Birds is going to be a major success, don’t you? Assuming that you are back and Gretchen doesn’t step in to do your dance.” She made a face.

“I will make sure we are back, even if we have to sneak out,” Gus said.

“Yes, we’ll leave in our carriage, and you will have this trap just in case.” Miss Haskins gave a conspiratorial smile. “Now, we are off to that reading. We thought Antigone next. Greek drama lends itself to such lovely light costumes, don’t you think?”

I studied them, their faces alight with interest. They see life as a wonderful game, I thought. Even this murder is a delightful challenge to them.

The three ladies left Gus’s trap in the stable and took the more comfortable four-seater with them, promising to visit the mine owner first thing the next day and bring their findings to me. As the carriage departed, we saw Professor Rosen and Jacob coming out of the lodge and heading toward us.

“Oh no. The dreaded confrontation,” Sid said. “Don’t leave me alone with him.”

“But, dearest, you’ll have to make things clear to him sometime,” Gus said. “The sooner, the better.”

Sid shook her head. “Not today. My grandparents have been through such a shock I wouldn’t want to put them through more grief. I’d rather keep up the pretense until we’re safely back at Amicitia, or even in the city.”

“Is it fair to let him go on hoping?” I asked.

“What, would you deprive him of the joy of fantasies about life with me?” She chuckled. Then she shook her head. “Poor man. He really is the type I would have chosen. He is educated. He cares about others. He is not domineering. He’ll make some woman a wonderful husband.”

She stopped talking as the men approached us.

“We’ve been speaking with your grandfather, Miss Goldfarb,” Jacob said. “The ranger said the body should be locked in a room until the police get here. But your grandfather told him that is quite against everything that our religion demands.”

“I know,” Sid replied. “Zayde told me he had to promise no one will go near the body, but someone will be in the room at all times. I offered to take a shift myself.”

“My dear Miss Elena, I don’t think that will be necessary.” Professor Rosen looked solicitous. “We came over to see how you are handling this awful shock. No lady should have to see what you have just seen.”

“We are Vassar girls, Professor,” Sid said. “We have been educated to handle whatever life throws at us.”

“And Mrs. Sullivan has been faced with far worse than this,” Jacob said. “When she and I were … working together … she was trapped in a burning factory.”

The experience came back to me vividly. It had been terrifying, as had other occasions of my life before marriage. This was a sharp reminder to me that my life as a detective might have been stimulating and exciting but was sometimes downright dangerous. I should learn to be quite content with my role as wife and mother. But I was still hankering to solve this case.





Nineteen


We agreed to go for a stroll with the gentlemen and walked down to the farm buildings, watching with amusement as the city family tried their hands at farm chores. Mira was in her element, I noticed. She’d be a real asset if her parents took over the running of this place. No wonder Mr. Levin had been keen to marry her.

“So what is likely to happen now?” Professor Rosen asked as we walked back toward the lodge. “Are we expecting a visit from the police?”

“I think so,” I said. “The ranger was going to take that rifle down to Kingston to examine it for fingerprints.”

“Fingerprints?” Jacob asked, holding out his hand to examine his fingers. “A printing of one’s fingers? That’s something I haven’t heard about.”

“They are using it in New York now,” I said. “See the pattern of swirls on your fingertip? Apparently, every finger is different. So if you dip your finger in ink and press it to a paper, the police can check to see if that pattern is on an object. If they check all of the suspects, they may find a match to the prints on the rifle.”

“How fascinating,” Professor Rosen said. “I did read something about that once. Better than the old Bertillon method. Less cumbersome, anyway, having to take all those body measurements. And I always worried that two people could have identical measurements and one poor soul could be convicted when entirely innocent.”

“I wonder if news of this will reach New York,” I said. I was thinking of Daniel, angry that I was again involved in a murder case.

“I doubt it,” Sid said. “They have enough murders of their own, with the recent gang activity, don’t they? And we really are cut off from civilization up here. Anything could be happening in the outside world, and we’d know nothing about it. We haven’t seen a newspaper in days.”

As we walked back, a thought was nagging at the back of my brain. The others were chatting easily, and I wished they would stop for a moment. Then it came to me. There were no newspapers out here, and yet there had been an open newspaper on Mr. Levin’s bed. So he must have brought it with him. I had hardly given it a second glance at the time, but now I saw it might be of importance. Otherwise, why had he left it open, been studying it? If he had resorted to blackmail, had he found an article that might help him? I tried hard to remember what I had seen. A headline. Something about a senator in Albany. Accepting bribes? Obviously, that had nothing to do with this case. It must have been another article on the same page that had seemed important to Mr. Levin. If only I could take another look at it.

I fell back behind the others as they talked in animated fashion. If I could just slip into the house and take a look at that newspaper, it might give us some clue. They strode out, hands waving expressively as they discussed a book they had read. Suddenly, Jacob looked around, then turned to see me.

“Molly, my dear. We have been walking too fast for you. How inconsiderate of us. And going uphill too. Would you like to rest awhile?”

“Oh, no, thank you, Jacob,” I said, my cheeks burning as they now gathered around me. “I am perfectly well. I was just lost in my own thoughts.”

“If I know Molly, she is busy trying to work out who committed this murder,” Sid said, giving the others a knowing grin.

“Surely not,” Professor Rosen said. “It is not a suitable subject for a woman like yourself, Mrs. Sullivan.”

“Oh, but there have been plenty of times when Molly’s sharp brain has outwitted the police,” Gus said with enthusiasm. “Even her husband comes to her for help on occasion—doesn’t he, Molly?”

“He does discuss his cases sometimes,” I said hastily. “But all that is in my past. And as for poor Mr. Levin—I don’t see, really, how anyone can solve a shooting in the middle of a forest. Only the trees can tell us the truth.”

“Then we must ask them,” Sid said. “When I was a small girl, I used to believe that trees had spirits in them and could move when we weren’t watching them.”

“What a delightful and creative child you must have been,” Professor Rosen said. He took Sid’s arm.

“I was a handful,” Sid said. “My parents wanted a boy. What they got was me.”

“She’s still a handful,” Gus commented.

“Well, you know her better than anyone, Miss Walcott,” Professor Rosen said.

Gus and I exchanged a glance.

“Come, Molly. Take my arm,” Jacob said. “It’s not too far now.”

I could hardly refuse, so I was now being steered in the direction of the bungalows, whether I wanted it or not. There was no chance to sneak away to the lodge.

The others went back to their discussion, with David telling them about a book he had just read on conditions inside Russia and the expulsion of the Jews.

“How lucky I am that my family managed to escape,” Jacob commented. “I’m sure I would have been sent to Siberia by now, if I hadn’t been executed.”

“I, too, if I had been born in Russia,” Professor Rosen said. “My parents escaped with their lives and nothing else. I grew up in great poverty, which is why I feel so passionately now.” He glanced at Sid. “Many of us who are lucky enough to have received an education want to be able to help those who haven’t. That’s why I studied economics.”

“Money doesn’t interest me in the least,” Sid replied. I privately thought that only someone who had always had quite a lot of money could have that opinion. “But I only thought that men who studied finance were trying to make more of it. It never occurred to me they could study it to improve the lot of the poor.”

“That is the reason for the work at the settlement house I was telling you about. If academics stay in their ivory tower, how can they affect the lives of the poor? We must live among them and raise the moral and educational level of the neighborhood. People with opportunities can create a society we all want to live in. You wouldn’t object to living in such a way, would you?”

He looked directly at Sid.

“Well, I live in Greenwich Village,” Sid said with a laugh. “I’m not sure that I raise the moral or educational level of my neighbors, although Gus and I have taught Molly to appreciate Turkish coffee and croissants.” There was a general laugh at that. Professor Rosen looked briefly hurt and then passed it off with a laugh himself.

“I’m sure you raise the level of any place you are, just by your presence,” he said with a gallant bow. Sid blushed deep red.

“What shall we do tonight?” Sid asked, clearly changing the subject.

“What can we do?” Gus said. “We are not allowed to leave.”

“That doesn’t mean we can’t entertain ourselves. I don’t mean anything raucous—that would not be proper, considering that we have a death among us,” she added, seeing the doubt in Gus’s face. “But my parents and grandparents are obviously upset that we’ve still got Mr. Levin’s body on the property. He is supposed to be returned to his family and buried immediately, according to my grandfather. There is nothing we can do to stop them worrying for a while, but perhaps we can take their mind off it. Perhaps we could make a bonfire and recite some poetry?” She turned to Professor Rosen and Jacob. “We had to give recitations at school, didn’t you?”

“Oh, absolutely. Tennyson, Longfellow, Shakespeare…” Professor Rosen said with enthusiasm.

“‘Cannons to the right of them, cannons to the left, into the jaws of hell rode the six hundred,’” Sid intoned with great drama.

“Perhaps something more cheerful, dearest,” Gus put in. “Some Shakespeare?”

“Or Marlowe,” Professor Rosen said with a smile, gesturing to the woods around us theatrically as he spoke, his eyes on Sid:


“Come live with me and be my love

and we shall all the pleasures prove,

that valleys, groves, hills, and fields,

woods, or sleepy mountains yields.”



Then added, “‘The Passionate Shepherd to His Love.’” He gave a playful emphasis to the word passionate.

“Hmm.” Sid thought for a moment. “I prefer Sir Walter Raleigh.” We had all stopped to watch their interchange. Sid gave a ballerina twirl, then stood with her hands behind her back as if reciting at school.


“If all the world and love were young,

And truth in every shepherd’s tongue,

These pretty pleasures might me move,

To live with thee and be thy love.”



She gave a little curtsy. “‘The Nymph’s Reply to the Shepherd.’”

Professor Rosen’s whole face lit up in delight. “I am completely bested. I surrender to your superior poetic spirit.”

“If we want more than poetry, then the professor and I could play,” Jacob offered. “I brought my accordion with me. And he brought his fiddle. We often amuse ourselves playing in the evenings. What do you say, David?”

Again, Professor Rosen looked at Sid. “You don’t think it would be inappropriate?” he asked.

“I think it would be lovely,” she said. She looked at Gus, “What do you think? Shall you, I, and Molly do a number, maybe ‘Three Little Maids from School’?”

“No singing for me!” I said hastily. “And surely not something as frivolous as ‘Three Little Maids’ on such a solemn occasion. But I would love to hear Jacob and Mr. Rosen play.”

“It’s decided, then,” Jacob said, looking at me with a warm smile. I reflected that neither Sid nor I were being fair to good men who were fond of us.



Soon after this, Sid’s grandparents summoned us all to set up the tables for dinner. Everyone pitched in, carrying out benches, place settings, lanterns. Suddenly, I realized that everyone was here and everyone was busy. This was my moment. The sun had disappeared beyond the high hills to the west, but it was still quite light, so I’d be seen crossing the meadow.

“I’ll go and bring some pillows from the porch,” I said, loudly enough for those around me to hear. “Your grandparents should not have to sit on hard wood, Elena.”

Then I hurried across the meadow, up the steps, and into the darkness of the veranda. Once there, I glanced back to see if anyone was watching, then hightailed it into the house, along the hall, and up the stairs. I had feared the door to Mr. Levin’s room might be locked, but this was the country—nobody locked doors. I used my skirt to grasp the handle and pulled it down, and the door opened. The room was just as I had seen it before, only there was no newspaper on the bed.

I searched around, but the newspaper had definitely gone. Now I was perplexed: Had Sid’s grandparents or even the ranger simply tidied up the newspaper, thinking it would no longer be needed, or had someone broken in and taken it for a reason?

In which case, the murderer was among us. I came down again, deep in thought. I would have to tread very carefully.

After a rather quiet dinner, Jacob got the Weiss children involved in stacking firewood in a stone fire ring in the clearing between the bungalows. We pulled logs, chairs, and benches around the fire. At first, only Mira joined us from Sid’s family. Sid and Gus recited some poetry, as promised. I even got up and recited a poem I had memorized at school. Then Professor Rosen and Jacob began to play. Sid’s grandparents stood at the edge of the firelight, listening.

“Come and join us, Bubbe,” Sid said, and we made room for them.

“Is it right that we should be singing and enjoying ourselves when that poor man lies there?” Bubbe said. “Your uncle is sitting with him right now.”

“Sometimes music can comfort the living,” Sid said. “We’ve all had a horrible shock. We need to soothe our nerves.”

The grandparents came forward as two chairs were drawn up for them. They sat for a while, listening to the mournful notes of the violin.

“We need a song,” Jacob said. “Who would like to sing for us?”

“I wonder if you know this one,” Sid’s grandfather said and sang the first line: “Oyfn priptchik brent a fayerl.” I didn’t understand the words, but Sid seemed to know the song. “Appropriate, don’t you think?”

I looked to Sid with a question. “Fayerl is ‘a little fire,’” Sid whispered to me. “My grandfather always used to sing this song to me when I was a little girl. It’s about learning the Hebrew alphabet.”

“Also actually about preserving Yiddishkeit, Jewish customs and culture.” Jacob had overheard. “I know the song. We teach it to kindergartners.”

“I know it too.” Professor Rosen nodded and began to play the tune. Jacob joined in with the accompaniment. Sid’s grandfather sang along in a voice that was still surprisingly strong. Hearing Sid’s grandfather sing brought the rest of the family to the fire. Mr. and Mrs. Weiss joined us as well. I watched them sing, and though I couldn’t understand the words, it seemed like a song that connected them all. Strangely, it made me miss Ireland. It had been a long time since I felt connected to a community in the way these singers were connected to one another. There was a long silence after the song ended, in which we listened to the fire crackle. I was not accustomed to night in the forest. Jacob began another song, and in the lulls between the music, I could hear the wind sighing through the tall trees, making branches creak and crack. In the distance, an owl hooted. Sparks rose from the fire to be swallowed into the night. It was magical but a little alarming. If I turned my head from the fire, I could see nothing but darkness. It was as if the rest of the world had disappeared. We were in our own private universe. Perhaps that made us less self-conscious. The mood became less somber. Mr. Weiss sang a song that made everyone laugh. Sid tried to translate it for me but couldn’t keep up.

It was late when Jacob rose and Professor Rosen put his fiddle away. Everyone’s mood had lifted slightly with the shared music. “I’ll take over from Nachum,” I heard Jacob say softly to Professor Rosen as we carried our lanterns back to the bungalows. “You get some sleep. I’m awake anyway.” It was hard to remember that only that morning, Mr. Levin had been alive. I shuddered to think of him lying in the back parlor and was glad that he wouldn’t be alone.

Even Sid and Gus spoke softly as we entered our bungalow, although, as always, nothing could keep them down for long. They were soon back on the subject of rational clothing. “I’m so thankful I rarely have to dress this way,” Sid said, turning away from Gus so that she could undo the tiny pearl buttons down the back of Sid’s dress. “Really, these feminine items of clothing are so dashed uncomfortable. Thank God I wasn’t expected to wear a corset too. They are objects of torture. Should be banned instantly. I don’t know why any women wear them.”

“Vanity, my dear,” Gus said.

“But you don’t wear one,” Sid said.

“No, but I am intelligent and educated and know what they can do to the female internal organs,” Gus replied. “Besides, I have a neat little waist without one.”

I had to laugh as I lit a candle and carried it into my bedroom. I, too, had never worn a corset, although my waist could no longer be described as neat or little. I placed the candle on the dresser and opened the drawer to find my nightgown. Then I frowned and opened a second drawer, then closed it slowly again. Somebody had been through my things.





Twenty


I didn’t sleep well that night. For one thing, our bungalow was not far from the chicken coop. The rooster had obviously not heard that roosters were supposed to crow at dawn. He had an ongoing conversation with roosters across the valley. First, his raucous crow would sound loudly mere feet from my bed. Then it would be repeated more and more faintly by answering roosters. Finally, it would come full circle back to our rooster, who would crow at a volume that made me flinch again.

Once I was awake, it was hard for my mind to stop racing. From the road, we had seen no real signs of habitation around this farm, but the roosters told me there were actually many farms and dwellings nearby. Perhaps there was another farm right over the ridge from where Mr. Levin had been killed. Could it have been someone whom none of us knew, picking up the rifle and firing for an unknown reason? Or was there a road beyond that ridge that could have brought the mine owner to a planned rendezvous with Mr. Levin? Had the mine owner brought him the money? But then, why shoot him? And having shot him, why had he not retrieved the money? As I reflected, I did have the answer to that. We had been walking in the woods. And Mira had come upon the body almost instantly. Whoever shot him would have had no time to get the money from the body without being seen.

My thoughts kept going full circle in time with the roosters crowing, returning to the fact that someone had moved the newspaper and someone had searched my room. I couldn’t shake the feeling that the murderer was someone staying here.

Finally, I almost nodded off again, only to be awakened by the distant scream of an animal. A fox taking a rabbit, maybe? Or was it something bigger? I sat up, heart pounding. I had been upset at finding Mr. Levin’s body, but I reasoned this was not a crime that affected me personally. Someone had wanted him dead. I did not even know the man. And yet my room had been searched. Had someone else gone back to Levin’s room and found the newspaper missing, then thought I had taken it? Or … I went hot and cold all over as I remembered … was someone looking for the money I had taken? As soon as the police came, I should hand it over to them, publicly, so that whoever was looking for it did not see me as a threat. Perhaps I could claim that I opened Mr. Levin’s jacket to see if I might be able to stop the bleeding, then saw the envelope getting soaked in blood and knew I must remove it.

That sounded reasonable enough, didn’t it? But what if the person came back before the police arrived and I had a chance to fess up? Or came back in the darkness? As I had seen before, there were no locks out here in the country. I got up, took the upright chair at the table in my window, and propped it under the door handle. If someone tried to open the door, it would fall with a clatter. And I could scream for help. Sid and Gus were nearby. Having done this, I finally fell asleep.

I rose with the sun. A cool breeze was coming in through the open window. I knew Sid and Gus would not be up for hours, but I was restless, so I dressed quietly and went outside. I wanted to see if my supposition of the night was correct and there was a road right over that ridge. So I set out the way we had gone yesterday. There was a heavy dew on the tips of the trees and the meadow grass around the bungalow that made the whole morning twinkle with the rays of the sun. If Gus really wanted to paint, this would be the time to do it, I thought.

“Mrs. Sullivan.” I turned and saw Mira sitting outside of her bungalow. She rose and walked up to me. “You are up early.”

“So are you.” I smiled at her, keeping my voice low so as not to wake anyone. “I was going for a walk. Would you like to join me?” She agreed readily, running back inside the bungalow to change her light slippers for heavier walking shoes. She tiptoed out, boots in hand, and sat on the porch to put them on.

“I didn’t want to wake my parents,” she said as we walked off in the direction of the forest. “I don’t think they slept well last night. They are very upset about Mr. Levin.”

“How are you doing?” I asked. “It must have been most distressing for you.”

“It was terrible seeing him dead like that.” She shuddered. “I wouldn’t wish that on anyone. But he was not a nice person.” She fell silent. Then, as we reached the beginning of the paths through the wood, she spoke again. “Let’s take the lower path. I don’t want to risk going by the place where…” She trailed off. The dew was heavy on the meadow. My skirt was wet where it brushed the top of the grass.

I was just waking up enough to realize that this was a golden opportunity to interview Mira. “Mira,” I started, “about what happened yesterday…” She stiffened and lengthened her stride. That was the wrong way to make her feel at ease enough to tell me anything. I caught up with her and decided to take a different approach.

“There’s a story I don’t tell many people,” I started again in a soft voice. “When I lived in Ireland, I had no thought of coming to America.”

“You didn’t?” I could tell I had her attention now.

“No, and I would have had no idea where to get the money to come if I had had the thought.” I gave a little laugh. “We lived hand to mouth. I was lucky enough to be given schooling with the local landowner’s daughters. Everyone in the village said that I had ideas above my station, and I suppose I did.” We stopped for a moment to look down into the green valley. The sun was now above the treetops, and the meadow flowers glowed like little jewels. I went on, “The young ladies I learned with had a brother, and he took a fancy to me.” I hesitated. I wasn’t one to dwell on the past, but talking about it brought back to mind the desperation I had felt that day. “He thought since his family owned the land I lived on that he owned me and could take liberties.”

Mira looked at me, recognition in her eyes. I continued, “No one was there to help, and he laughed at me that no one would believe me or hold him to account. I was nobody.” She nodded solemnly. “But I fought back.” I tried to push away the thought of his hands on me, the violent struggle. “He fell backward and hit his head on the cast-iron stove. And I killed him. That’s why I had to run. That’s why I came to America.”

Mira gasped. “You what?” In fact, I had later found out that the man had lived, but that wasn’t the point of my story right now. I wanted Mira to know she would have a sympathetic ear if she had fired that rifle. What would I do if she told me she had?

“I didn’t mean to,” I said. “I was just defending myself.” Then I fell silent, waiting to see what she would tell me.

“That’s what it felt like with Mr. Levin,” she confessed. “Like my parents had sold me to him and he owned me now.” Her face was white. “He could do whatever he wanted. I feel very ashamed.” She buried her face in her hands.

“Because you shot him? Did you feel you had to do that to protect yourself?” I decided the time had come to ask the main question. She stayed silent; her face turned away from me. My heart beat rapidly. What would I do if she said yes? I would have to choose between justice and my friendship with this family.

“I feel ashamed because I didn’t fight back. I froze. I should have screamed the second he put his hands on me. I should have picked up that rifle and shot him. I should have told my parents no the second they sprang this on me.” She turned to look at me. “I wish I were a fighter like you, Mrs. Sullivan.”

“Now you will have to call me Molly,” I said, putting my arm around her. “We’ve shared our secrets. Don’t feel ashamed because you’re more refined and polite than an Irish peasant girl. I was never good at doing what I was told.” We began to walk together again, arm in arm. “But you can learn from other women that it is all right to stand up for yourself. We women must support each other. Look at your cousin Elena. I’m sure you can count on her to support you if your parents spring any more suitors on you.”

“But, Molly, I’m worried,” she said, her thoughts taking a different turn. “Who could have shot him? I know I didn’t. I had lost him in the forest. The shot was so close, though, and then I found him. Then you and Lanie and Miss Walcott showed up.” I heard her unspoken question.

“That’s one of the reasons I wanted to come for a walk,” I said. “I wondered if there was a road at the end of this path. If there is, then someone from the outside could have met Mr. Levin. Were you just out for a stroll, or was he headed somewhere specific? Do you think it’s possible he might have been on his way to meet someone?”

“You’re right. He was!” Mira looked suddenly hopeful. “I just remembered. He told me when we set out that he could only stroll for a few minutes because he had a business meeting. He seemed happy about it in that boastful way he had of talking. I think he said something like, ‘I told you I would provide, and this will get us set.’”

“And is there a road at the end of this path that someone could have come from?” I asked.

Mira nodded eagerly. “Yes, there is. There are several farms that way and a lane connecting them to the main road down in the valley. It’s not big, but I have seen people bring wagons up it.”

I nodded but a doubt crept in. One moment ago, I had felt Mira was being completely truthful. This seemed too convenient. Was she just saying this to take the attention away from herself, or her cousin Sid? Like her grandfather, she was insisting that it was someone from the outside who was the culprit. I suddenly felt very hungry and in need of a cup of coffee. I put my hand on my growing stomach. “I’m afraid this little one and I both need something to eat,” I said. “Shall we turn back?” She agreed and we walked back.

At first, we were silent, both of us lost in our own thoughts. Then she asked me to tell her about her cousin. Where did Lanie live in the city? What was her life like? I regaled her with some of my favorite stories of Sid and Gus, even telling her about our playwright friend, Ryan. She was smiling and laughing by the time we were in sight of the farm.

“So do you think that she will marry Professor Rosen and be happy with him? He seems such a serious sort of man, with all sorts of notions of good works.”

“I can’t answer for Sid—I mean, Lanie,” I said, “but I think it’s highly unlikely. She values her independence too much.”

“Yes.” Mira nodded. “Independence is a wonderful thing. I think I should like to be an independent woman.”

I looked at her face, now bright and hopeful again. How quickly the young recover from tragedy and adversity.





Twenty-One


We were halfway across the meadow when I heard the jingle of a harness and the snort of an approaching horse. Surely my Baker Street Irregulars would not be up and active at such an early hour? I hadn’t noticed any early risers when I was staying at Amicitia. A light vehicle came into view, with three men riding in it. As they came closer, I saw that two of them wore dark-blue uniforms. So the police had arrived, driven by Ranger Grant. I didn’t wait any longer but hurried up the steps and into the lodge with Mira right behind me. I was greeted by the good smell of coffee brewing and that of bread baking, and followed my nose to the kitchen.

“Hello,” I called. “Mrs. Friedman? Are you there?”

Sid’s grandmother was standing at a pine table, her front covered by a vast apron, her hands in a bread bowl, kneading dough, and she looked up, startled, as I burst in. There was a woman I had not seen before beside her, breaking eggs into a bowl. Her hair was up in a bun and streaked with flour, as was the apron she had on.

“Good morning, Miss Mira,” she said cheerfully, “and Missus.” She nodded at me.

Sid’s grandmother must have seen the strain on our faces when we entered. “Mrs. Sullivan? Mein Gott. Is something wrong?”

“The police have arrived, Bubbe,” Mira said.

“Oy vey. What can they want with us? Is it our problem that someone shot the poor man when he was out wandering? One of those quarrymen probably mistook him for a bear or a stag. And how will they ever prove anything?” She shook her head, but as she spoke, she was removing her apron and washing her hands in one of the sinks. “Let’s just hope they’ve come to take away the body. It’s going to be warm today. He needs to be returned to his family so he can be buried properly and they can sit shiva to mourn him.”

She draped her apron over the back of a chair. “Mira, go and find Zayde. See if he’s dressed and respectable. And we should wake the others.” She gave a big sigh. “What a thing to have happened to us when we’ve always been so happy here.” She turned to the woman. “Maybe don’t cook the eggs yet until we have finished with the police, Sadie. I’ll come and tell you when they have gone. Put another pot of coffee on the stove in case the policemen want something.” She turned back to me.

“I’ll go out and meet the police,” I said, and saw a nod of gratitude. As I came down the steps of the lodge, they had left the carriage and were walking toward me. A large, florid man whose uniform buttons were strained across an ample chest was striding out ahead of the ranger while a young constable behind had a look of alarm on his face.

“Is she the one?” The important policeman turned back to the ranger.

“No, sir. This is one of the guests. Mrs. Sullivan.”

“How do you do, ma’am?” The man touched his cap. “Detective Homer Jones of the Kingston Police Department. This is Constable Whittier.”

“How do you do, Detective?” I gave a submissive little bow that I’ve always found works well with blustering men like him. It did.

“I’m sorry to be disturbing you and sorry that you’ve been through such an upsetting experience,” he said. “You’re just an outsider, I take it? A visitor here?”

“I am,” I said.

“Then I don’t think we need to trouble you further, except that the constable will be wanting to take your fingerprints. Wonderful things, fingerprints.” He gave a smug little smile. “The wave of the future, you’ll see. Did you know that every fingerprint is different? Once we’ve collected the prints from everyone here, we’ll know who pulled that trigger. Simple as that.”

I didn’t think this was the right moment to mention that my husband had long used fingerprints, having to do battle with members of his own police department who were resisting them.

“Constable, why don’t you set up on that table on the porch, and we’ll send everyone up to you.”

“I don’t think many of them are awake yet,” I said. “I was surprised that you arrived so soon.”

“Well, there’s an early train up from Kingston to take the quarrymen up to the mine, and the ranger was wanting to get back to work, so here we are. If you’d be good enough to go and wake the late sleepers when you’ve had your fingerprints taken.”

He had finished speaking when Sid’s grandmother came out of the house. “I’m so glad you’ve come, gentlemen,” she said. “Welcome. I’ve coffee in the pot, and I’m just baking a fresh batch of bagels, if you’d like to take a seat on the veranda.”

“Very kind of you, ma’am,” he said. “Detective Jones. Constable Whittier from Kingston. Are you the owner here?”

“That’s right. Mrs. Friedman. My husband and I have owned this place since before you were born.”

“But you’re not a native New Yorker, I can tell,” he said. “You still speak with a foreign accent.”

“You’re right.” She chuckled. “I came from Poland as a young woman. Been here fifty years, but the accent won’t go. Well, what can you do? Learn to live with it.”

“We need to get on,” Detective Jones said, glancing back at the constable, who was now carrying a small suitcase toward the house. “A cup of coffee would go down well, but we’ve no time for socializing.”

“Of course you have to get moving,” Mrs. Friedman said. “The sooner that poor man is on a train going back to the city, the better for all concerned.”

“I’m not sure what will be happening to the body yet,” Detective Jones said. “I’ll need to examine it, of course, but after that—well, it’s probably best if it’s buried up here in the nearest cemetery. In this sort of heat, it’s not going to fare too well on a long train ride. From what I hear, we won’t be needing an autopsy.”

“An autopsy?” Grandmother put her hand to her heart. “That would be quite wrong. In our religion, we don’t mutilate the dead. We respect them. And he needs to be buried with his family.”

“If I say we need an autopsy, then we get an autopsy.” The detective’s voice no longer sounded so friendly. “But in this case, I’m told it was a simple case of a bullet through the chest. So I suppose we can contact the family and ask them to get up here for the burial, if that’s what your kind of religion demands.” This latter was said with almost a sneer, and I realized he did not like Jews. Oh dear. I hoped this wasn’t going to be difficult.

“I’ll help you bring out the coffee, Mrs. Friedman,” I said.

“No, my dear. You go and wake the others. Mira can help me.”

“Mira?” I saw the detective’s face, now alert. He turned back to the ranger, who had been standing behind him, looking a trifle uneasy. “That’s the young lady, right? The one who…”

Ranger Grant nodded.

“Very good. We can wait to question her until we’ve had our coffee.”

“I’m ready to take fingerprints, ma’am,” the constable called from the other end of the porch. I stood impatiently as Constable Whittier pressed my fingertips to the pad and then the paper, eager to get the task done and to return. I wanted to make sure I was there when they questioned Mira. There was something about the detective’s expression when he spoke of her that I didn’t like. The sort of expression a hungry fox would have when he’d found a way into the chicken run. I strode out across the meadow and went first to the bungalow occupied by Mira’s parents. They were both awake and drinking coffee but still in their robes.

“You’d better get dressed quickly,” I said, rather breathless now because I had hurried. “The police are here, and I think they are about to question your daughter. Also, they want everyone’s fingerprints.”

Mira’s mother shook her head in disbelief. “How could they suspect us? A good, respectable family. Never a moment’s trouble. I hope they catch the man who did this terrible thing quickly and let us put this shameful episode behind us.”

She sounded as if she was close to tears.

Mira’s father put an arm around her shoulder. “My dear, don’t blame yourself. We thought we were doing a good thing for our daughter. How were we to know it would all turn out so wrong?”

I left them getting dressed and went on to Sid’s parents. They, too, were awake and also reacted with concern to the news of the police.

“In my experience, country policemen are just a bunch of uneducated bullies,” Sid’s father said. “Let’s just hope they get it right and don’t jump to conclusions.”

I went on to Sid and Gus. I had to resort to banging on their bedroom door before Gus muttered, “Who is it? What do you want? It’s the middle of the night.”

“It’s Molly,” I said. “The police are here. They want to question everyone right away. Hurry up. We need to support Mira.”

I didn’t wait any longer but was on my way across the meadow when I remembered the Weiss family. They were just visitors—outsiders, I thought—but I supposed if the police wanted fingerprints, it would mean the fingerprints of everyone present. And Mr. Weiss did have a connection to Levin in the city. Also—something that had not occurred to me before—Weiss had two sons of the right ages to be making mischief. What if they had been up on the mountainside and had come across the rifle and, being boys, wanted to see if it was loaded? And Mr. Levin had appeared at that moment, saying “That’s my rifle,” which Mira had heard. And they went to hand it back to him, only it went off and shot him. And the boys ran back to their father in a panic.

It seemed a very plausible scenario. Better than others I could think of. I tapped on their front door. Being a family with young children, they were all up and the children were eating eggs. I relayed my message.

“They won’t be needing us,” Mrs. Weiss said. “We are outsiders here, just like yourself, Mrs. Sullivan.”

“I think they do want fingerprints from everybody,” I said. “Just to rule us out, you know?”

“Ah, of course. That makes sense,” Mr. Weiss said. He brushed crumbs from his mustache and smoothed back his hair. “We’ll be back soon, children. No fighting, understand? And, Naomi, you finish feeding young Walter his breakfast.”

“I don’t know if they will want fingerprints from the children too,” I said hesitantly.

“The children?” Mrs. Weiss gave a nervous little chuckle. “They don’t think my children go around shooting people? They’ve never touched a gun in their lives. Nor will they ever, if I have my way.”

“Our children are not allowed to leave the camp alone, Mrs. Sullivan,” Mr. Weiss said. “We certainly don’t let them run wild in the forest, where they might meet a bear or an elk.”

“Of course not,” I said.

“Besides,” Mr. Weiss continued, “I’m sure children’s fingerprints are not properly developed yet.”

I thought this was not true but kept quiet, noting it was rather a lot of excuses to avoid something so trivial. “I’d better get back to the lodge, and I’ll tell them you’ll be coming right away.”

I walked briskly back across the meadow, deep in thought. If the Weiss boys had been responsible, it would have been dismissed as a horrible accident, and nothing bad would happen to them. But it also occurred to me that there were more people to suspect than I had first imagined. So the Friedmans had a cook I hadn’t known about. Perhaps they had farm helpers, too, who hadn’t appeared yet. And the roosters had indicated there were many more small farms close by in these hills. Also, a road nearby I had not known about. If Levin had been involved in shady dealings away from here, it was not impossible that someone had come up to catch him unawares in the forest. He himself had mentioned former gang connections, and that would be the way they worked. I’d have to make sure the detective knew about the possibility of outsiders.





Twenty-Two


I felt a lot better by the time I reached the lodge. I was almost convinced from my chat with Mira that she had not been responsible. A small fear lingered that Sid might have stepped in to protect Mira. But now I could also see that there were other options. I lifted my skirts to go up the steps. Detective Jones and his constable were now sitting in wicker chairs, drinking mugs of coffee. A plate of freshly baked bagels, a slab of butter and soft cheese, and a jar of jam sat on a tray on the low table, as yet untouched.

“Everyone is awake and will come shortly,” I said.

“Thank you, ma’am,” Detective Jones replied civilly. “I think that will be all from you, then, after my constable has your fingerprints.”

“She was one of those who discovered the body and rescued the rifle,” Ranger Grant said. “I thought you might want to question her first.”

I noticed he had not been sitting with the two policemen but was perched on the porch railing some way away. I had also thought he was friendly toward me. Apparently not. Perhaps he wanted to score some points with the detective. I’ll never know how men’s minds work.

Detective Jones put down his coffee and sat up in his chair. “Right. Then we’d better have a little chat, hadn’t we, Mrs. Sullivan?”

“I can tell you what I know, Detective,” I said. I took a seat on the porch swing to show I was not at all alarmed by this. “My two friends, Miss Goldfarb and Miss Walcott, and I were out for a walk.” I didn’t say we’d gone to find Mira as we were worried for her. “We heard a shot. At first, we thought someone was hunting, and we were wary about coming across a wild animal. But then we heard a scream. We made toward it as quickly as we could and came upon Mira, looking terrified. She was holding the rifle.”

“Ah, she was, was she?” The detective nodded, looking pleased. “I see.” He took another long swig of coffee. “I think we’d better bring the young lady out here right away. Before the others appear. This all sounds a bit too convenient to me.” He nodded to the constable, who put down his own coffee and went into the lodge.

“But she wasn’t the one who fired it, Detective,” I said quickly. “She said she’d found it on the trail and recognized it as Mr. Levin’s. So she knew something was wrong. She picked it up, and then she saw Mr. Levin, lying among the grass and ferns. She touched him and got blood on her hands and saw the wound. Then she screamed.”

The constable reappeared with an anxious-looking Mira.

“Take my chair, Miss,” the constable said. “I can stand.”

Mira shot me a frightened glance as she sat down.

“Miss Mira is also a victim here, Detective,” I said, trying again to gain his sympathies. “She has suffered an awful shock.” But once again, he ignored me.

“You are Miss Mira Friedman, granddaughter of the Friedmans who own this property, correct?” Detective Jones asked her, consulting his notebook.

“Yes, sir,” she muttered.

“I’ve already told them how you came upon Mr. Levin’s body, Mira,” I said before he could ask any questions.

“And now we’d like to hear your version, Miss.” Detective Jones silenced me with a frown.

“It seems like a bad dream now,” she said in a voice scarcely bigger than a whisper. “Mr. Levin and I went for a walk in the forest. We became separated. I heard a shot, and I was scared because I thought there might be a bear nearby, so I went back to find Mr. Levin, and instead I found his rifle on the trail, and then I found him, and he was … lying there … staring. It was awful.”

“This Mr. Levin—how are you acquainted with him?”

“The matchmaker chose him for me as a bridegroom,” Mira said. “My parents wanted me to make a suitable match.”

“‘Matchmaker’?” Detective Jones looked amused. “That’s how you people do it? In the twentieth century? I suppose they want to make sure it’s with your own kind, right? And the guy had plenty of dough.”

I winced. So I had not been wrong in his anti-Semitic feelings. If that was how Detective Jones felt, I suspected he’d enjoy pinning a crime on a Jewish person.

“So how well did you know this Mr. Levin?” he went on.

“I’d only just met him,” Mira said.

“And what did you think? Would he have made a good bridegroom?”

“I didn’t really take to him,” she said.

Oh, Mira. Wrong thing to say, I thought. If she had played the bereaved fiancée, she would have had no motive and nobody would have contradicted her.

“You didn’t really take to him.” Detective Jones looked up at Constable Whittier and nodded knowingly. “So your parents were forcing you to marry a man you didn’t really take to. And you went for a walk in the woods and realized you had a way out.”

“No!” This time Mira’s voice was loud, echoing out across the meadow and startling some doves that flapped away. “My parents would never force me to marry anyone. They are wonderful people.”

“And if you didn’t like this guy, why go for a walk with him alone in the forest?”

“I was hoping for a good opportunity to tell him that I didn’t want to marry him in a polite way, away from the rest of our party so that I didn’t cause him embarrassment,” she said.

“And did you?”

“I didn’t have a chance,” she said. “Mr. Levin kept on talking about his plans for us, and it wouldn’t have been polite to interrupt him. Then he said we could only have a short stroll together, as he had some business to attend to. He was buying property up here to build a hotel, you know. So I told him I’d wait for him at one of my favorite spots nearby, with a lovely view, and he could find me there.”

“He let you wander through the woods alone? Not a very protective bridegroom.”

“Oh, I know these woods really well,” Mira said, smiling now. “I’ve been coming up here to visit my grandparents since I was born.”

“You know the woods really well.” Again, the detective savored the words. “You know what I think, Miss Friedman? I think you suggested to Mr. Levin that you two take a stroll in the forest that you know very well. You didn’t want to marry the guy, and you thought you’d make sure you didn’t have to. I don’t know how you managed to get hold of his rifle, but I’m sure it was easy enough. ‘Oh, what a lovely gun. Will you teach me how to shoot with it?’” He put on a fake woman’s voice. “And then bang. One shot and he was dead. Only this lady and her friends were nearby, and they caught you, still holding the gun, with blood on your hands.”

“No, that’s not true.” Mira shook her head violently. “I didn’t. I swear.”

“You just let my constable take your fingerprints, Miss Friedman. And guess whose fingerprints were on the rifle? We even managed to get part of a print from the trigger.”

“I can explain that,” she said. “Yesterday Mr. Levin gave me a lesson and showed me how to shoot.”

“Was Miss Friedman’s fingerprint the most recent one on the trigger?” I asked. “Mr. Levin was demonstrating the rifle yesterday. His own prints would have been there.”

“There seems to be a print we haven’t yet identified, unfortunately badly smudged,” Detective Jones said. “But then, we haven’t taken prints from Levin yet, have we, Whittier?”

“No, sir.”

“Then get to it, right away.”

“Very good, sir.” The constable got up, looking uneasy at having to take fingerprints from a dead man, I suspected. He was very young.

Other people were now crossing the meadow.

“Mira? Are you all right, sweetheart?” her father called. “Don’t say anything if you’re not comfortable. We can get a lawyer.”

“Too late. The young lady has just confessed,” Detective Jones said.

“I didn’t.” Mira gave her father an appealing look.

“Well, as good as confessed. She was the only one nearby, she had a good motive, and her fingerprints were on the rifle. In my book, that is an open-and-shut case. We’ll be taking the young lady down to the jail in Kingston.”





Twenty-Three


“No.” Mira’s voice came out as a frightened squeak. Her face drained of all its color, and her hands clutched at the chair as if holding on to it would keep her from being dragged away. I thought fast.

“You will do no such thing.” Mira’s parents came up onto the porch. “We will get a lawyer.”

“Zayde should hear this. He’ll know what to do.” Mira’s mother ran into the lodge.

The detective gave them a withering look. “Fine, get a lawyer, but I’m taking her with me.”

Mira’s mother reappeared from the lodge with the grandparents. Sid’s parents also were heading toward us from their bungalow. The detective looked around defensively, as if he were about to be attacked. “Now, settle down. I’m just doing my job. If the girl hasn’t done anything wrong, she has nothing to fear.”

“That is not our experience.” Mira’s grandfather spoke with dignity although his voice trembled with emotion. “Detective, please ask around about me. I have been a landowner here for over twenty years. I am well known in the community. Please leave my granddaughter with me as you conduct your investigations.” To this, the detective gave no answer but put his hand on Mira’s shoulder. She flinched away from the touch.

Something was bothering me about the detective’s statement. If he had just taken Mira’s fingerprints, how could he possibly have matched them to the rifle? Daniel always sent away for an expert to do that. My first instinct was to tell the detective that he was an ignorant bigot, but luckily, I restrained my temper.

“Mr. Friedman, I’m sure that the detective is just doing his job,” I began, hoping to get the detective to listen to me. Then I spun around to face him. “Detective Jones, I can’t believe someone with your skill came all the way out here.” The detective looked at me warily. I went on, “Normally, fingerprint experts stay back at the precinct, out of danger.”

“When you have been on the job as long as I have,” he began smugly, “you can tell a match when you see it. Even before we’ve run it by those fingerprint experts.”

“Even so, Detective,” I said, “my husband, who is a member of the New York Police Department, won’t let his men make an arrest until there is verifiable evidence.”

“Your husband is a policeman? In New York City?”

Did I detect a waver in his voice?

“He is head of Homicide, Detective Jones. Captain Daniel Sullivan. You may have heard of him. One of the first to implement the use of fingerprints, and highly thought of by his men. So let me ask you: Will you be arresting Miss Mira or merely taking her for questioning?”

“Well…” He hesitated. I sensed that he knew what he was doing was not by the book. Without giving him time to think about it, I went on.

“I understand you need to know that Miss Mira won’t run away while you check on the fingerprints and verify the match. Why don’t you let her family take custody of her while you check? As he said, her grandfather is a very respected man in this community.”

He sneered again. “A Hebrew? Mrs. Sullivan, you’re naïve to think you can trust them.” Once again, I held my temper with difficulty.

“Very well, then. What if I take custody? You can call police headquarters in New York City and verify that I am telling the truth about my husband. I will pledge to watch her and make sure she stays here while you conduct your investigation.” I could see the detective mulling this over, conscious now of the large group of people around him. Sid’s parents had reached us by now, and the whole family crowded around the porch, clearly ready to protest and perhaps even fight rather than have Mira taken away.

“Mr. Goldfarb, Miss Mira’s uncle, is a respected banker in New York City,” I added, gesturing to Sid’s father. “I’m sure he would be grateful if you gave his niece that courtesy. And before you leap to any conclusions,” I went on, “I am sure a detective of many years like yourself will want to look into Mr. Levin’s business associates and connections. We have heard that he might have made enemies in New York.”

“Then why didn’t they murder him in New York?” he asked.

“He spoke to Miss Mira of a business transaction to be conducted out here. What sort of legal business is transacted in a forest, Detective?”

The man winced as if I had struck him. There was silence as he looked at the group gathered around him.

“We also understand that he was at odds with the nearby bluestone mine. He felt that their dynamiting would adversely impact his new hotel. Cross words were exchanged. Another avenue to investigate further?”

“Are you trying to tell me how to do my job, ma’am?” The sharp edge to his voice made me back off.

“Of course not, Detective. Just trying to be helpful with information you might not be privy to. I’m just saying we have heard that Mr. Levin made enemies. If I were you, I’d want to know if any of those enemies had been seen in the area.”

“Yes, well, we’ll get to that if for any reason those fingerprints don’t match the young lady’s.” Then he removed his hand from Mira’s shoulder and took a step back. “Very well. I will leave her in your charge, Mrs. Sullivan. And the ranger can come back here after he’s delivered us to the station. If you are lying to me, I’ll be back to arrest you as well.”

“Thank you, Detective,” I said. “I’m sure you’ll find that Miss Mira is innocent, and you’ll be glad you spared her the trauma of having to wait in a jail while you found that out.”

He started to leave.

“You’ll be taking the body with you, sir?” Sid’s grandfather asked. “We can’t keep it here. It wouldn’t be right.”

“Oh yes. Your Hebrew superstition,” the detective said.

“No, to protect our health. The day promises to be a hot one. We have no ice to spare. We’ll have typhoid out here from the city before you know it.”

The detective paused.

“We could put the body in the morgue in Kingston, sir,” the constable ventured. “Just until the family claims it.”

“And I presume you’ll be wanting some photographs of the wound taken before you hand it over to the family.” I couldn’t resist one last suggestion.

If looks could kill, I’d have been lying in the back parlor instead of Mr. Levin. The detective went to say something, then sucked in a deep breath. “I hardly think we need pictures of a simple gunshot wound to the chest. And I don’t see any reason to take the body down to Kingston. The old man here says it’s up to the family to bury it, so we’ll notify the family. As far as I am concerned, we’ve established the cause of death. Nothing more needs to be done, so I’m officially handing over the body. Do what you like with it.”

“But the heat—” Sid’s grandfather began.

The detective shrugged. “Then bury it yourselves.”

“Before you go, you don’t want to see the site of the murder?” I asked, definitely annoyed now at the way this man was behaving toward such a dignified older man. I wanted him to walk up that steep hill and get hot and sweaty. Then perhaps he’d appreciate the heat out here.

“And what do you think would be the good of that, Mrs. Sullivan?” he asked. “I think we all know how the crime was committed. We have witnesses at the scene right after it happened. That’s good enough for me.”

“You do want to try and recover the bullet? Have you ascertained it is still in the body? It could have passed right through and be lying somewhere in the grass.”

He was glaring at me now. “Why? We all know the man was shot and the girl was holding the rifle.”

“I thought you might want to have an expert match the bullet to the gun,” I said. “Just in case he was not shot with his own rifle.”

“‘Match the bullet’?” This new technology was clearly out of his scope. “My dear lady, all bullets look alike. We have a rifle at the scene. Why should I be looking for another one?”

“In case someone else shot him? Someone we don’t yet know about.”

“Lurking in the woods in case Mr. Levin just happened to stroll that way and had conveniently lost the young lady who was with him?” He shook his head. “I know you’re trying to save the young lady, but you are clutching at straws.”

“But you will contact the police in New York? Find out about Levin’s business dealings?” I tried to sound a little more insistent.

“We will do that. Then we’ll be back to arrest the girl—unless you come up with proof that she’s innocent.”

“Innocent until proven guilty. Isn’t that the law in America?” I said.

He glared at me again. “So do you tell your husband how to conduct his cases in New York City, Mrs. Sullivan?”

“Oh yes. All the time,” I said. Then I added, “Not that he ever listens.”

“The man has my deepest sympathies,” he said dryly. He then addressed Sid’s grandfather. “We’ll be sending a telegram to the city just as soon as we return to Kingston,” he said. “We’ll need the address of the family.”

He looked around the group, but most of them were shaking their heads.

“We don’t know too many details about Mr. Levin,” Sid’s grandmother said. “It was all arranged through the matchmaker. You’ll have to ask her.”

“The matchmaker?” The detective’s face flushed angrily. “And where is this matchmaker, or do you summon her during a séance?”

“She is still sleeping in her room upstairs, as far as I know,” Mrs. Friedman said.

Now the inspector’s face was the color of beetroot. “You mean to tell me there are other people on this property? People we haven’t even fingerprinted yet?”

“Well, yes. I told your constable there were guests sleeping upstairs. He didn’t ask me to wake them,” Sid’s grandmother said.

Now it was the constable’s turn to blush. “I’m sorry, sir. What with setting up the fingerprint kit and everyone showing up at once, I’m afraid I quite overlooked it.”

“Then someone go upstairs and get these people down at once,” he said. “This blasted matchmaker, and who are the others? I suppose now you’re going to tell me they were Levin’s business partners or just happened to be gang members or something.”

“Oh, no, sir,” Mrs. Friedman replied. “Two gentlemen from the city. Highly respected—one of them a professor. And they had nothing to do with Mr. Levin.”

I was about to say that I knew one of them and could vouch for him, but I suspected the detective would not welcome any more interference from me. Mira’s mother darted inside to go upstairs. We waited in awkward silence.

“The fingerprint kit is all ready, sir.” The constable was clearly eager to make a better impression of his efficiency.

“Right. Let’s get this over with and out of here. You can turn the vehicle around. I want to be on the ten o’clock train back to Kingston.” He nodded to the ranger.

“I’ll be back as soon as I’ve dropped them off, sir,” Ranger Grant said to Zayde.

“Take one of my bagels with you, young man,” Sid’s grandmother said. “They’re on the kitchen table.”

“Thank you, ma’am. Much appreciated,” he replied.

Then he made his way past us, along the porch, and into the house.

I watched him move with the easy grace of an outdoorsman. I had forgotten about him, standing away from the group in the deep shade at the far end of the porch. The sort of man who is easily overlooked. I wondered if they had taken his fingerprints. Could I suggest that the detective look into the background of Ranger Grant as well as into the movements of the people at the mine? I wondered what our lady friends from Amicitia would find. And people from nearby farms that were close to the road should be interviewed, in case a vehicle had passed that way, with an occupant coming to do business with Mr. Levin. I didn’t think any of these suggestions would go down well. I wished I could get to the nearest telephone and talk to Daniel. Maybe when he heard about this murder, he’d send a man up to investigate. But maybe not. He certainly had enough on his plate in the city at the moment.

I decided to take some action of my own. I followed the ranger into the house and tapped him on the shoulder as he was about to reach for a bagel. He leaped in alarm, spinning to see me.

“Oh, Mrs. Sullivan. You startled me,” he said.

“I’m sorry, but I wanted to have a word, out of earshot of the detective,” I said, leaning close so my words did not carry. “I am concerned that he has made up his mind that Mira is guilty and won’t investigate beyond her.”

“Yes, it does seem that way.” He stared out the open door to where the detective’s bulk blocked the sunlight. “So what do you want me to do? He is in charge of the case.”

“But you said you are officially attached to the New York Police Department, didn’t you? I presume you’ll have to help carry the body down to the train. Can you get in touch with someone at the NYPD and ask them to find out what they can for you about Mr. Levin’s history and business dealings?”

“I thought you asked the detective to do that?” He looked worried.

“But I’m not sure he will. I’ve met policemen before who make up their mind and refuse to see other evidence. This man clearly has a grudge against Jewish people, and I’m sure he’d be delighted to send one of them to Sing Sing.”

“Right.” He nodded. “I’ll do what I can then. But tell me—you are sure she is innocent?”

I paused. “Pretty sure.”

“Not one hundred percent?”

I shrugged. “I’ve met murderers who are excellent actors, Mr. Grant. Who can look you in the eye and proclaim their innocence.”

“I see.” Did he shift uneasily as my gaze held his?

“So Mira comes across as completely innocent, but I wouldn’t like to swear on it. But if she is innocent, I wouldn’t like the real murderer to walk away whistling.”

“Then I’ll do what I can,” he said.

At that moment, there was the clomp of boots down the uncarpeted stairs, and Professor Rosen appeared, followed by Jacob. Both looked as if they had dressed hastily.

“Good morning, Mrs. Sullivan. What’s all this about?” Professor Rosen asked me.

“The police are here to investigate the murder. They want everyone’s fingerprints. Just to rule them out. But the detective already has his mind set on Mira as the guilty party.”

“Sweet little Mira? That’s absurd. She couldn’t possibly do a thing like that,” Jacob said angrily. “Tell them, David. You’re a professor. They’ll listen to you.”

“I’m not sure how much weight my words carry, but I’ll certainly try. Of course she didn’t kill him. The man was a crook, from what I’ve heard. They need to look into his dealings in the city.”

“That man Weiss seemed to know him,” Jacob said. “Maybe we ask ourselves how those two came to be up here in the middle of nowhere at the same time. And all his children running around?” He let that question hang in the air, then looked at me. “Molly, you have skills in this department. You’ll find out the truth, won’t you?”

“I’m hampered by being stuck here,” I said. “I’ve asked the ranger here to get in touch with the New York police and have them look into Mr. Levin’s background.”

“Yes, that’s bound to be the answer,” Professor Rosen said with conviction. “The man was a nasty piece of work. Any number of people might have wanted to take a potshot at him.” He clapped Jacob on the shoulder. “Come on, then. Let’s get this fingerprinting over with.”



“Right. I think we have details from all of you,” Detective Jones said, standing up to face us. “And we’ll be checking up on them; you can count on that. So if any of you has shady dealings in the city, you can bet your bonnet we’ll find out about them.”

“Just because we are Jewish, we do not have shady dealings,” Sid’s father said coldly. “I think you’ll find we are all the most respectable of people. Professor Rosen and Mr. Singer work selflessly to improve the lot of the poorest inhabitants of the Lower East Side. They are considered local heroes. My brother-in-law and I are well-regarded both in our professions and among our communities. And we have powerful allies in the city, so I would tread carefully if I were you.”

I could see Detective Jones weighing what had just been said. I don’t think he had considered that there might be influential people among us—with influence outside the Jewish community. He had just decided what to say next and opened his mouth when there was a clatter in the dining room beyond and what sounded like a curse word in Yiddish, and the matchmaker appeared.





Twenty-Four


“So sorry I kept you waiting,” she said, hastily trying to twist her braid into a bun and secure it with hairpins. “It takes a lady a while to make herself respectable. Corsets take forever if there is nobody around to help lace them. Now, what do you want with me?”

“We need to take your fingerprints, ma’am—or is it Miss?” the detective said, eying her with curiosity. She was wearing a black silk gown and a silver shawl with fringe, and looked quite out of place in the woods.

“It’s Mrs. Birnbaum, a widow. My husband passed fifteen years ago; may his memory be a blessing,” she said. “And still not remarried. The matchmaker has time to find someone for everyone but herself. Speaking of which, Sergeant, are you married?”

“It’s detective—and yes, I am,” Detective Jones growled.

“What about this young man?” She turned toward the constable, who blushed.

“That’s enough, ma’am.” Detective Jones had lost his temper. “We need to take your fingerprints and ask you some questions about the dead man. We will need the family to claim the body, and we understand he might have made some enemies in his business dealings.”

“Enemies?” The matchmaker looked shocked. “I should bring someone up here for sweet Mira who had enemies? Who says that? Mr. Levin has a lovely mother and a furniture store on Orchard Street between Canal and Hester. He was a prosperous businessman, going to go places. Alav ha shalom.” I repeated that piece of information to myself. It didn’t look like I would be able to get there to investigate myself, but perhaps Daniel could find out if there were any shady business dealings going on at the store. The matchmaker went on, “And how can you take my fingers? Is this torture you are threatening?” She looked theatrically at her fingers, but she didn’t seem to take her own suggestion of torture very seriously.

“We will merely dip your fingers in ink and press them to a paper. Every fingerprint is different. We need to see who fired the rifle that killed Mr. Levin,” the detective explained, trying to keep his calm.

“And you think I could have done that? That I brought the man up here as a bridegroom and then walked into the forest in silk slippers and shot him with a rifle?” Now she looked around at the group of us gathered there and threw her hands up theatrically. “And forgo my commission on the match too?” She took a threatening step toward the detective, wagging a pudgy finger at him. “Bist meshugeh?” She turned to us, arms waving. “So crazy they should free a madman and lock him up! Im araynshraybn!”

“What madman?” Gus asked me in a low voice. She had wandered off after giving her fingerprints and just come back, looking curiously at the scene. I shrugged, having no idea what had been said.

“It’s a Yiddish expression,” Sid said and then grinned. “She’s calling him crazy.”

The detective had clearly had enough. He ordered the constable to take the fingerprints of the matchmaker and write down the address of Mr. Levin’s mother.

“We’ll be leaving now,” he said, looking around at our group. “But don’t any of you think of going anywhere. Once we’ve had a chance to examine all the fingerprints, I expect we’ll still find that Miss Mira pulled the trigger.” He turned to glare at me. “And she’s in your care for now, Mrs. Sullivan. And if anything happens to her while she’s in your custody—well, your New York police husband will certainly be hearing of it.”

“Don’t worry, Detective. Mira will want to stay safely here with her family,” I said. “And if you happen to get in touch with my husband, maybe he could offer you the resources of a big police department and the latest methods of detection.”

I tried not to smile. I had definitely scored a point. Detective Jones gave a little “hmmph” noise. “Come along, Whittier,” he said. “Let’s get going before they make us take the body.”

At that moment, there was the sound of horses’ hooves. Everyone looked up expectantly as an elegant open carriage came thundering down the track, driven by a woman in a prairie-style bonnet. She was waving a whip and had a look of determined exhilaration on her face. My Baker Street Irregulars had arrived.

Detective Jones frowned. “Who the devil is this now?” he asked. “New guests coming to stay in your shacks? She drives as if she’s in the Wild West. Perhaps she thinks this is the Oregon Trail.”

“We’re not expecting more guests today. I’m not sure who these ladies are,” Sid’s grandmother said. “I don’t recognize them, but my old eyes aren’t what they were once.”

I stepped forward. “These are two friends of myself and Miss Goldfarb,” I said. “We had been staying with them at nearby Amicitia.”

“The lady artists’ colony?” Another sneer crossed his face. He approved of lady artists as little as he approved of Jews, obviously. “I’ve heard things about the goings-on there. Women running the place without a man in sight to protect them.”

“You mean without a man telling them what to do?” Sid asked sweetly.

“I mean, to take care of them,” he said. “What do they do if the plumbing breaks or a horse loses a shoe?”

“Oh, we’ve a blacksmith on the premises,” Sid said.

“So there are men after all?”

“No, she’s called Emily,” Sid replied, still sweetly. I stifled a chuckle. “We are quite capable and self-sufficient, Detective.”

“But these ladies were not here yesterday when Mr. Levin was shot?”

“They were not,” Sid replied. “Now, if you’ll excuse us, we need to see what brings our friends here.”

She walked past him. Gus and I followed. So did Professor Rosen.

“Right. We’ll be off, then.” The detective gave a sigh of resignation. He’d had enough of dealing with uppity women for one day. “Are you ready to drive us to the station, Grant?”

Ranger Grant followed the two policemen to the waiting trap, passing the two ladies—still dressed in their pioneer garb—climbing down from their carriage.

“Goodness, who were those unpleasant men?” Miss Van Horn asked when they’d reached us. “They glared at us as if we were specimens in the zoo.”

“The police from Kingston,” I said. “They came out here and tried to take Mira back to jail.”

“Mira confessed to the murder?” Miss Van Horn sounded shocked.

“No, she didn’t. She professes her innocence,” I said. “But the detective has decided that he can pin the crime on her because she was standing by the body and her fingerprints were on the gun.”

“Well, that does sound as if he has a good case,” Miss Haskins said. “I might have reasoned the same way.”

“I know. It does look suspicious,” I said. “But she swears she is innocent, and I believe her.”

“I am sure Miss Mira could not have hurt anyone,” Professor Rosen put in, coming over to join our conversation. The ladies looked at him curiously.

“Do you remember Professor Rosen?” I said by way of introduction. “He came to see your play.”

“He wants to help us solve this murder as well,” Sid said quickly, obviously wanting to prevent any discussion of Professor Rosen’s relationship to her. “And prove my cousin innocent.”

“Then we must also try to prove her innocent,” Miss Van Horn said. “A proper detective like yourself does not leap to conclusions.”

“So did you go to the mine?” I asked.

“We did, but no luck there,” Miss Haskins said.

“I’m afraid the mine owner saw me coming and thought I was there to make more trouble, trying to get him shut down. He claimed that we had made them miss their train to ship the stuff to New York and cost them a lot of money. He ordered us off the property at gunpoint before we could ask questions.”

“And he personally escorted us to the gate and stood there, gun in hand, while we turned the horse around,” Miss Van Horn said. “Not a pleasant feeling.”

“What sort of gun was he holding?” I asked.

“Don’t ask us about guns. You know we are completely against them,” Miss Haskins said. “Nasty violent things.”

“It was some sort of rifle,” Miss Van Horn said. “A big long thing. Quite menacing.”

So the mine owner carried a rifle around with him? That was something I should note.

“Have you received a telegram from Miss Audrey yet?” I asked hopefully.

“Not yet,” she replied. “I would have brought it at once. I wonder if she has discovered anything.”

“What telegram?” Professor Rosen asked curiously.

“Miss Audrey, a friend of ours, is checking on Mr. Levin’s background for me. I wanted her to check on any past connection to gangs in his background.”

“And Miss Audrey has those sorts of connections?” He raised his eyebrows.

“She is a journalist,” I explained. “She was going to check old articles for news of Mr. Levin’s cousin. I believe I heard him say that his cousin was convicted of a crime. Did you know anything about it?” It suddenly struck me that Professor Rosen had been present in that conversation.

“I had heard about that,” he said. “Although, not more than you have just mentioned. Unfortunately, that is not an unfamiliar story in the Lower East Side. So many young boys are lured into gangs. So a telegram can come here?”

“No, the telegraph office in Tannersville,” suggested Miss Van Horn.

“I would like to be a Baker Street Irregular, myself,” Professor Rosen said earnestly. “I would be happy to ride into Tannersville this afternoon and check for a telegram.”

“Let us do it.” Miss Van Horn was insistent. “Apart from the play, this is the most important occurrence at the moment. We want to be a part of it. And Professor Rosen,” she added, with the tone of one who is playing a winning card, “you are under house arrest, I believe.”

In response, he gave a small bow. “You have me there, ladies.”

With this plan of action decided on, the ladies set off. Sid and Gus walked back in the direction of our bungalow. Professor Rosen put his hand out to stop me from leaving. “Are you really trying to solve this case, Mrs. Sullivan? I know you said you were a detective, but I found it hard to believe.”

“I have been a detective, yes,” I responded, looking after the ladies as they drove away. They were professionals, and yet they still faced questions like this one about their competence. I was glad that I no longer had to make my living as a detective, but I resented that even a good man like Professor Rosen would doubt that any woman could pursue the profession.

“I ran my own detective agency,” I said. Normally, I would have just said that I had stopped when I married and that I was now a wife and mother. But being with the women at Amicitia must have riled me up. “And I have helped my husband, who is a police captain, to solve some of his cases.”

“Your husband lets you put yourself in danger like that?” His eyebrows rose.

“No,” I admitted, “he hates it. But I do it anyway. I have a strong sense of justice, and often an innocent party is suspected of a crime.”

“Like with Miss Mira?” he asked.

“Exactly,” I agreed. “Solving a crime, especially if it is a murder, is about protecting the innocent as much as it is about catching the killer.” I realized I sounded like a seasoned detective. Most of my cases, I had stumbled through, never sure of myself until the end, and often in danger. But I wasn’t going to tell him that!

Professor Rosen was thoughtful. “If this murder is not solved, it will reflect badly on Elena and her family, won’t it?”

I lowered my voice. “I am afraid, Professor Rosen, that if Mira is no longer suspected, Elena will be the next suspect. She is known to be very protective of her cousin.”

“But that’s ridiculous.” Professor Rosen looked shaken. “How could anyone suspect either of them? We must put a stop to this.”

“I’m going to try.” I turned to walk in the direction of my bungalow. “I’m going to make that mine owner talk to me and find out what his quarrel was with Mr. Levin.”

“Surely it was over the dynamiting schedule. Mr. Levin objected to the noise, didn’t he?” Professor Rosen asked. “He thought it would disturb his future guests at the hotel he planned to build.”

“Yes, but I got the feeling that Mr. Levin was holding something over the mine owner. Something he had found out.”

“Blackmail, you mean?” Professor Rosen sounded horrified.

I nodded. “He hinted as such to Grandfather Friedman. I wonder if it was enough to kill for.”

Professor Rosen looked at me in wonder. “And you will go to interview this man, when you think he might be a killer? I can’t allow you to put yourself in danger, Mrs. Sullivan. At least let me accompany you.”

I looked back at him, wondering if that was a good idea. He misread the look and added, “I’m not proposing anything improper.”

“It’s not that,” I said. “I would rather interview him alone, and perhaps talk to his foreman. I noticed that the foreman is Irish. Perhaps he’ll talk to me as a fellow Irish person. I might have less luck if I bring a man along with me. I don’t want to be seen as a threat. I know he saw off my friends with his gun when they tried to approach him.”

“If you insist. I’ll just bring you to the edge of the mine, then, and wait for you close by,” he offered.

I wondered why he was so keen to accompany me. Was I mistaken, or was he trying to get me alone? I sensed that he wanted to talk to me the same way I had wanted to talk to Mira that morning. What did Professor Rosen want to tell me? Did he have his own suspicions?





Twenty-Five


“I had better check on Mira first,” I said to Professor Rosen. “And then we can meet in the meadow behind the bungalows.” In response, he gave a short bow.

A trail of dust on the road beyond the lodge indicated that the police had driven off. I walked up to the lodge, where Mira was standing with her parents and grandparents. They looked up when I approached.

“Thank you for speaking up for our Mira,” Grandmother Friedman said. “Of course, it is ridiculous that she should have anything to do with this. These people!” She waved her hands as if waving away all the bigoted stupid people of the earth. “Your husband, he is really a police captain?”

“Yes. I know he will want to help get to the truth of what happened,” I said. “He doesn’t like people being bullied any more than I do.” I didn’t add that if the investigation showed that Mira had fired the weapon, he would have to investigate that too. “I hope you don’t mind that I told the police I will be staying here, Mrs. Friedman.”

“Who is Mrs. Friedman?” the grandmother said theatrically. “You must call me Bubbe like my grandchildren, and call my husband Zayde. Now you are staying with us a little longer, you will be one of the family.”

“Then you must call me Molly,” I said with a smile. I looked over to Mira, who was pale and shaken, and dropped my voice. “Perhaps we should get Mira a brandy and have her lie down?” I suggested. Mira overheard and jumped up.

“I think I just need to do something to take my mind off this,” she said, trying bravely to smile. “Mrs. Sullivan…”

“Molly,” I corrected.

“Molly, let me walk back to your bungalow and make sure you have everything you need for another night.” She slipped an arm through mine and steered me in the direction of the bungalow. Her parents looked after her protectively. “Thank you,” she said, after we were out of earshot. “They were going to hover over me all day.”

Sid and Gus were sitting on the porch of the bungalow when we walked up. “Mira needs a distraction,” I said, and they made room for her between them on the porch swing. Sid put a comforting arm around Mira’s shoulder.

“Let’s speak of other things,” Sid said. “We will have a fire again tonight, and you must choose a poem to recite. Gus, dear, didn’t you bring a volume of Tennyson? Why don’t you go and fetch it?”

I decided there would be no better time to go to the mine. I followed Gus inside and asked her to keep watch over Mira while I went on an errand. I didn’t mention to her where I was going. I knew how she and Sid liked to come along on my crime-solving activities, and I didn’t think I would have a chance of getting the mine owner to talk to me if all of us descended on him. Professor Rosen was waiting for me in the meadow. I tried once more to dissuade him from coming with me, but he insisted.

We set off down the path, this time taking the middle way, the way that Mr. Levin and Mira had gone. We would pass the spot where his body had been lying. I kept my eyes open, wishing this were a Sherlock Holmes story. Then I would surely see a piece of fabric or a deep muddy footprint that would tell me who the killer was. But the ground had been dry, and everything looked quite normal as we walked.

A breeze had sprung up and stirred the leaves above us, making shadows dance across the path. No sounds floated up from the farm below. No bird called. I realized we were quite alone.

“Mrs. Sullivan, I want to tell you something,” said Professor Rosen, moving closer to me and lowering his voice even though nobody was within hearing distance. I was reminded of myself in the morning, sharing my story with Mira to see if she had something to confess. Did Professor Rosen suspect me? “Something I know about Mr. Levin,” he went on. “I don’t want it to be widely known, out of respect for the dead, but I think someone should know, especially in case Miss Mira or Elena is suspected of murder.” I nodded, willing him to go on.

“You know I have connections on the Lower East Side. I’m afraid I didn’t tell the whole truth in front of your friends. I had already heard about Mr. Levin’s cousin before he mentioned it. Someone told me a story,” he continued. “It is a story of two young men, living in the same tenement. One of them was Mr. Levin’s cousin, Aaron, and the other a friend of his named Mordecai. Both of their families were quite poor but honest, but these two young men got involved as Junior Eastmans. I am sure that living in New York, you understand how that could happen to a young person.”

“I do,” I said. “My ward’s cousins got involved with gangs that way. It seems like a dashing grand life for a young man who is so poor that he often has to go hungry.”

“You have it exactly,” he said. “And that is the reason I am determined to open my refuge for young men in a similar situation, especially now that the Eastman violence is on the rise again. So these young men,” he continued. “At first, they were just delivering messages. Maybe some threatening notes to businesses that didn’t pay for protection. Then they graduated to being lookouts while the gang beat someone or committed a robbery. But as they turned only thirteen, they were put onto committing their own robberies. And one of those went wrong. The man they were robbing pulled a knife. The boys fought back and killed the man. At that point it was self-defense, but they knew the law would just see them as murderers. People on the street saw the murder and chased the boys. The boys knew the area well and ran through alleys to get away. Mordecai hopped a brick wall and disappeared, but Mr. Levin’s cousin, Aaron, was not so lucky. He was just steps behind and he was caught. He was thrown into prison and died there in a prison fight.”

“That was what Mr. Levin was referring to the other day,” I said, remembering. “His cousins Aaron and Moshe on Hester Street. That must have been a bitter memory for him if he was close to Aaron. I wonder what happened to Mordecai.”

“He would be a grown man by now, probably with a family of his own, I suspect,” Professor Rosen said. “But the point is that…”

He fell silent as the trees opened into a small clearing. I recognized it instantly as the place where Mr. Levin had died. The only sign that the body had been there was a flattening of the grass and, as I looked closely, some drops of dried blood. I had searched this whole area while I waited with Mr. Levin’s body, but perhaps I had missed something under the body.

“This is where he lay,” Professor Rosen said in a reverent voice.

“It is.” My eyes were scanning the flattened grass to see if I could see anything that might provide a clue. “I wonder if the bullet is still here.” I went to bend down, but he waved me off.

“I don’t think that is a suitable task for a woman. I will search for you, if you wish, but what good would it do if we find the bullet? The man is dead. He was shot by his own rifle. What more is there to know?”

“I suppose to eliminate the possibility that another rifle shot him?” I said.

“Did you not mention yourself that you smelled gunpowder residue, as if the rifle had been fired recently?”

“I did,” I agreed. “Yes, I suppose we must assume that Mr. Levin was killed with his own gun. And I’m afraid we don’t—” I broke off hastily when I heard sound behind us. Someone was coming up the path toward us, moving fast.

Professor Rosen took a step in the direction of the sound, as if to shield me from danger. Jacob ran into the clearing, almost colliding with Professor Rosen, and stopped, out of breath. “Molly, David, what on earth are you doing?”

“Jacob, you scared me to death,” I said, my hand still over my heart, which was beating wildly. “What are you doing chasing after us?”

“I saw you disappearing into the woods. It isn’t safe to be walking around here until we know who shot Mr. Levin,” he said. “And aren’t you supposed to be watching Mira?”

“Mira is safely in our bungalow with Sid and Gus,” I said. “They have agreed to keep an eye on her. And besides,” I added, “the quarry is just over the ridge, so we can’t be said to be leaving the area.”

“The quarry?” His eyebrows shot up. “You are walking to the quarry? Why on earth would you do that?”

I explained again my reasons. Really, it was frustrating not to be able to slip away on my own. I was used to Daniel questioning me about where I was going, but not having other men hovering over me so protectively. Why are they doing this? I wondered. Did Jacob not want me to be alone with Professor Rosen for some reason? Was he worried about my reputation? Surely he didn’t think I’d be in any danger if his friend was protecting me. Jacob was too good of a man to be friends with anyone he did not trust and respect. Then another thought struck me: Was Jacob afraid of something that Professor Rosen might tell me?

Well, I was not about to have either of them tell me what to do, not when Mira’s freedom might be at stake. “I’m going to the quarry,” I said. “You may accompany me if you wish.” And we continued along the trail in silence.

As we reached the road behind the wood, it was evident that someone could easily have come that way to meet with Mr. Levin. The road was overgrown and bumpy, but we could see the ruts of wagon wheels in the dusty ground. After a while, we branched off on a narrow path that seemed to lead in the direction of the mine. The path was overgrown and crisscrossed by tree roots. I was hampered by my skirts and my shoes that were meant for city walking. I thought a man in trousers and boots could easily have managed it in half that time.

The path we were on rose up quite steeply and ended on a ridge that overlooked the mine’s quarry. Before us, the land fell sharply away in a great cliff. I saw no movement on the quarry floor. No signs of life at all. It appeared deserted. Looking at the view before me, I understood why the women were protesting against mining in this area. Instead of rolling hills covered with grass and trees, this was a great gash in the countryside. Below us, gray dust and gravel littered a hole in the ground where nothing grew. It looked like a giant had scooped half the hillside away. Professor Rosen walked to the edge and peered down over the vein of bluestone that could be seen poking out of the rubble.

A path wound its way along the side of the hole to the quarry floor, and I could see the mine’s office in the distance. We had obviously come in through a back entrance. I wondered if that would be to my advantage or not.

“This is where you leave me, gentlemen. I’ll be quite all right on my own,” I said. Jacob looked doubtful.

“I don’t understand why you want to put yourself in danger, Molly,” he protested. “At least let us come with you.”

“I have found that many men will speak more freely in front of a woman,” I said. “The mine owner doesn’t know me. He won’t consider me a threat. I’ll have a plausible story to tell him.” I gave him a confident smile. “If you’d like to wait here, I’ll be back in a few minutes.” And I started down the path. Damn these skirts I thought as I picked my way down carefully, and then chuckled. Sid and Gus were rubbing off on me. Then I turned my attention to the task at hand. I had just told Jacob that I would have a plausible reason for talking to the mine owner, but I had been bluffing. What reason could I give for my visit?

I heard a footstep right above me and turned. Jacob was right there. “Molly, I don’t think—“His words were cut off by some kind of siren echoing out across the vast hole in the ground. Jacob and I looked at each other. He started to say something when there was a deafening explosion. The air seemed to push us both backward and down the slope. We had been almost at the bottom of the path and now we fell the rest of the way down. Jacob scrabbled toward me and covered me with his body as dust and gravel rained down on us.

It seemed as if the thunderous sound went on for minutes, but it must have been only a few seconds. After it passed, there was total silence. I wondered if my hearing had been affected by the blast. Then I heard the sound of men’s voices yelling in the distance. Jacob and I both became conscious of our bodies pressed tightly together at the same moment. He scrambled off me and I sat up. “Are you hurt?” he asked.

I sat up, coughing, and brushed the dust out of my eyes. “I don’t think so.” Jacob was covered head to toe in gray dust, and I realized I must be as well. Then I looked back up the way we had come. The ridge that Professor Rosen had been standing on was gone.

“What the hell do you think you are doing?” a voice boomed out right beside us. Mr. Fitch towered over me. “Did you not see the flags? We’re blasting today.”

I shook my head. “No flags,” I croaked. My voice was choked with the dust and with fear. I struggled to my feet. Professor Rosen might still be alive and need help. “There was a man with us up there.” I pointed to where the ridge had been. “He may need help.”

Mr. Fitch looked incredulous. “A man was up there? Lady, that rock is lying in a pile down there now.” He pointed to a pile of rubble below where the ridge had been. “If he was standing there, he is dead. But it is more likely he is just waiting for you at the top of the hill.”

I thought that was doubtful. Surely Professor Rosen would have come running to see if we were all right if he was still alive. “Please, can’t you have your men look for him?”

“It will take hours to move all that rock,” he said, shaking his head. “And all we will find is a dead body. I’m telling you, go back the way you came. He’s probably up there waiting for you.”

Perhaps he was right. Perhaps Professor Rosen had to be safe. He’d heard the siren and stepped away from the edge; he was waiting right beyond and there was no emergency. I couldn’t seem to think clearly. I shook my head as if that would clear it.

“Look, lady, I’m running a business here,” the mine owner went on. His anger had brought out a Scottish burr in his voice. “I have men to pay. We have a schedule to keep. I don’t need greenhorns up here threatening me or getting themselves killed on my property. I paid for these mine rights, and I intend to use them no matter what city dandies or do-gooding ladies come calling.” He pointed back up the hill. “Now, go back the way you came.”

“But the lady is hurt,” Jacob protested. “And surely we must see if my friend is hurt as well.”

“You’re a Hebrew, and she’s an Irish lass and no lady,” the man snarled. “And I’m no gentleman, so don’t try to tell me what to do on my own property. Now, get out of here before I fetch my rifle.”

I tried to dust myself off, aware that I was at a great disadvantage. “I will be informing the police of our friend’s disappearance,” I said, trying to sound forceful and bold. In reality, I felt like crying.

“You do that,” the mine owner said. Two large men in miners’ clothing had now come to stand beside him and were scowling at us with crossed arms. “And be sure to tell them that you were trespassing and crossed the blasting red flags like damn fools.”

“Let’s go, Molly,” Jacob took my hand. “Maybe he’s right and David is just up the hill.” Half of the path we had come down was no longer there. We picked our way up the side of the quarry, Jacob half pulling me up the path. The man stayed at the bottom, staring at us until we reached the crest. My heart was in my throat as we came out onto the top. Surely Professor Rosen would be there waiting for us. Perhaps the blast had just knocked him over and he would need help back to the Friedmans’. But no one was there.

“David!” Jacob called. “David!” He walked around the area, calling his friend’s name, while I couldn’t help staring down at the pile of rubble at the base of the quarry. We must have searched and shouted for a good fifteen minutes before we had to admit what we both suspected: David Rosen had fallen to his death.





Twenty-Six


I don’t even remember getting back to the Friedmans’ property. I think Jacob took my arm, but I stumbled along in a mood of blind despair. I think he was also in a state of complete shock, as we didn’t say a word until we entered the meadow. Gus was sitting, reading on her porch, her painting supplies around her. She looked up, saw me, and jumped to her feet, scattering paintbrushes.

“Molly, what on earth is wrong?” She ran toward me. “You look terrible. What’s happened?”

“An explosion. At the quarry. Professor Rosen…” I gulped out the words. Tears started to run down my cheeks. I shook my head, trying to erase the memory of that awful moment.

“What happened to Professor Rosen?” Gus turned to Jacob, who was still standing beside me, protectively holding my arm.

“They were dynamiting. The whole hillside gave way, and I’m afraid Professor Rosen went with it. We yelled. We couldn’t see him. We searched all over, but the mine owner wouldn’t let us search in the rubble below. He said it was too dangerous. He’s sending his men to look for the body, but he says it will probably be under tons of rock and they won’t get to it for days.”

“How terrible.” Gus reached out to touch my cheek, then stopped. “Wait, let me get this straight.” She was frowning at me now. “You went to talk to a man who has already scared off our friends with his rifle and has possibly killed Mr. Levin? Sometimes I wonder about you, Molly.”

“Jacob and Professor Rosen came with me.” I turned to Jacob, who was still ashen, with a dazed expression on his face. I realized that we both looked the worse for wear, covered in dust and battered. No wonder Gus had seemed so shocked to see us.

“We did not want her to go alone,” Jacob said. “Or rather, Professor Rosen was adamant that she not go alone. So naturally, I came along.”

“So what happened? The mine owner saw you coming and let off dynamite?”

“He didn’t see us,” Jacob said. “We came through the back part of the mine, not the front gate. We should have gone around, but the front entrance was on the road at the far side of the property, and we came through the forest. We were looking for somebody to talk to when there was some sort of horn or siren and then immediately afterward, a great boom. We were thrown backward. David had been standing near the edge of the pit, looking down to see if he could spot anybody working below.”

He swallowed hard, as if it was impossible to go on talking.

“He was thrown over the edge?” Gus asked.

Jacob nodded. “The whole section of cliff was brought down in the blast. I had the wind knocked out of me, and when I stood up, the air was full of dust. It took me a minute to orient myself, and then naturally, I first had to see if Molly was all right.”

“Jacob saved me,” I said. “He covered me with his own body while rocks rained down on us. Then Jacob picked me up and we looked for Professor Rosen, but we saw that the whole area where he had been standing just wasn’t there anymore.”

“We started yelling his name, hunting all over for him,” Jacob said.

“Then the mine owner showed up, and he wasn’t even sympathetic.” I took a gulping breath, fighting back tears. “He told us we shouldn’t have been there. We were trespassing on private property, and if we’d come in from the proper entrance, we’d have seen the red flags, which indicated a blast was about to happen. And he wouldn’t let us go down to search for Professor Rosen’s body.” I reached out and took Gus’s hand. “Oh, Gus. It was awful. I feel so badly. I was the one who wanted to go to the quarry, and the gentlemen were just being gallant and wanted to protect me.”

“I’m so sorry,” Gus said. “And sorry for you, too, Mr. Singer. You’ve lost a good friend.”

“And a good man,” Jacob said. “He had such magnificent plans to make the world a better place.”

“We’d better tell Sid,” I said. I looked around. “Is she in the bungalow?”

“I don’t know where she is,” Gus said. “Maybe she was helping her family clean out the Weisses’ cottage.”

“Clean it out?” I asked.

Gus nodded. “They left. Right after the police had gone. Right after you went for your walk. Mr. Weiss said he didn’t want his children exposed to any more danger. He was angry. He said he’d come up here for peace and quiet, and instead he’d found murder and mayhem.”

“But the detective said nobody was allowed to leave.” Jacob frowned.

“Mr. Weiss said he’d stop by the police department in Kingston and let them know where they could contact him in the city. He said that he and his family were outsiders and had nothing to do with what had happened and were all most disturbed at being in a place where a murderer was loose.”

“I see.” My brain was now clearing a little. Mr. Weiss, who certainly had known Mr. Levin in the city. And had a bad opinion of him. Was it just coincidence that he had chosen to come up here at the same moment? Now I had another thing to ask Daniel about.

Gus touched my arm. “Come on, Molly. Let’s get you cleaned up and maybe see if there’s a little brandy for shock.”

“And for Jacob too,” I said. “He’s just lost his friend.”

“I’ll be all right,” he said. “Don’t worry about me. I have lost other friends before. Life is not supposed to be easy or fair.”

And he turned and stomped off toward the lodge. I had a desire to go after him and hug him, but I knew that would not be appropriate any longer. I let Gus lead me inside, still wrapped in the cocoon of my own misery and guilt. I had failed again. My own desire to solve a case and be seen as a brilliant detective had ended up costing another his life. How could I ever live with myself? I let Gus help me out of my clothes, wash my face, and brush the dust from my hair. Then she insisted I lie down while she went for brandy. I lay there, staring at the ceiling, wishing I had never come, wishing I was with my loved ones, wishing Daniel was here to hold me in his arms. I replayed the explosion again and again in my head, trying to remember how I had fallen and worrying I might have hurt the baby.

I was startled when I heard footsteps on the veranda but was relieved to see it was Sid.

“Oh, hello, Molly,” she said. “When did you get back? And where did you go off to? I saw you leaving with David. Running off with my bridegroom, eh?” And she chuckled.

“Sid. I have awful news.” I sat up. “Professor Rosen is dead.”

“Dead?” She blinked. “Both the bridegrooms killed? That is beyond coincidence. Also shot?”

I shook my head. “No, a horrible accident. We went to the quarry…”

“You went to the quarry? Molly, what were you thinking?”

“I wanted to interview the mine owner. I thought there was bad blood between him and Mr. Levin, so I wanted to find out…”

“If he had shot Mr. Levin? Molly, my sweet girl, that was an awful risk.”

“Oh, I didn’t intend to accuse him or anything. I just wanted to find out if Mr. Levin had been blackmailing him.”

“And you didn’t think that might make him desperate? That he might not want such news to get out?”

I gave an embarrassed shrug. “I would have been tactful in my questions. And anyway, Professor Rosen and Jacob insisted on coming with me. They didn’t want me walking through the woods alone.”

I told her the same story I had told Gus, feeling I was in a bad dream as I did.

Sid sank onto the bed beside me. “Oh, Molly, how awful for you. And poor, dear David. He was such a kind man, wasn’t he? He had plans for such grand schemes together. And now…” She, too, was close to tears. “I don’t think he has any family left. He was raised by an aunt and uncle in Baltimore, but I don’t know if they are still alive. I’m sure his students will mourn him, and the people of the Lower East Side.” She looked around the room. “Where is Gus?”

“She went to get me some brandy.”

I saw her face flood with relief. “Oh, that’s all right, then. With things as they are, I don’t want anybody going off alone.”

I stared at her, open-mouthed. “You don’t think—that we are in danger here?”

Sid shrugged. “I don’t know what to think. Between ourselves, I’ve always secretly believed that Mira shot Mr. Levin. Of course I wouldn’t want her found out. I hope the fingerprints don’t match up or that we can convince the police about her earlier handling of the rifle. He was an odious man, wasn’t he? Not that anyone deserves to die, but in that case, I can see that it could be justified, especially after he tried to assault her.”

She got up. “I’m going to find Gus. And then break the news to my grandparents. Those poor, dear people. They find us two bridegrooms, thinking they are doing the right thing for the family, and now both are dead.”

With that, she went out of the room. I heard her calling Gus’s name. I lay back, now composed enough to think more clearly. It was interesting that Sid had immediately jumped to the conclusion that the second death had something to do with the first. Two bridegrooms, she had said. Beyond coincidence. Surely nobody could have been responsible for Professor Rosen’s death? Unless … someone had followed us and, at the right moment, had pushed him from the edge where he was standing. Then I remembered something else—the mine owner had appeared remarkably soon after the explosion. He might have heard us yelling Professor Rosen’s name, but why had he been up at this part of the mine? Especially during the dynamiting?

Suddenly, I felt chilled all over. Was I now lucky to be alive? Was there more to Mr. Levin’s death than we had ever imagined?



It was indeed a somber afternoon. I think we were all on edge, waiting for someone from the mine to come and tell us that they had found Professor Rosen’s body. Widow Birnbaum, the matchmaker, was almost at the point of hysterics, claiming alternately that someone had put a curse on her so that everyone she chose as a bridegroom would die, or that someone had cursed the Friedmans’ estate. She took out her handkerchief, which smelled strongly of violets. “Oy vey, why must I stay here? It will be the death of me; I know it.” She grabbed at my arm. “Mrs. Sullivan—you said your husband is a big shot in the New York police. Can’t you ask him to come up here and sort everything out? Tell him you’re trapped here and want to leave.”

“I have sent a message to him,” I said. “We’ll just have to wait and see what happens.”

“But this second death should clear little Mira,” Zayde said.

Bubbe looked horrified. “You’re saying that this poor man’s fall was not an accident? How could that be? Who would want such a good man dead?”

I wished I knew the answer to that one.

Everyone was very kind and suggested that I rest, but I didn’t feel like lying alone in a dark room. Gus went back to her painting. Sid and Mira joined her mother and aunt in a game of cards. Mira alone seemed to be particularly bright and cheerful. I heard her sweet, high voice echoing out, with an occasional peal of laughter. There was no sign of Jacob. He must have retreated up to his room. I understood what he must be feeling at the loss of a friend.

What weighed heavily upon me as I sat alone in a rocking chair on the porch was that everybody expected me to solve these awful crimes. Yes, it was true I had been a detective, but when I examined the crimes I had solved, there seemed to be an element of luck, or maybe my Irish second sight, in all of them. I wished that second sight would reappear now, because I certainly needed help. If I couldn’t come up with a better option, then Mira was going to jail or worse.

Was Professor Rosen’s death a crime or just an unfortunate accident? He had been standing close to the edge, after all, and none of us had anticipated the blast. But the mine owner had been nearby, maybe had followed us and waited for the right moment to set off the blast. But then, why Professor Rosen? Why not Jacob or me?

And why had Mr. Weiss decided to leave so suddenly? Was he afraid his fingerprints or his sons’ fingerprints would appear on the rifle? I hoped that Daniel would get my message and would find out more about Mr. Levin’s background and who might have wanted him dead. But Professor Rosen—he had started to tell me a story about Mr. Levin’s past and stopped when Jacob caught up to us. So he, too, had known more than we had thought, maybe a detail that had cost him his life.

As I rocked and stared out at the birch trees that were shimmering in the breeze that had sprung up, my thoughts kept coming back to the mine owner. Fitch? Was that his name? Levin had said he had “the goods” on the man. He had come up with something that was worth blackmailing him for. So Fitch had been involved in something shady, something he didn’t want the world to know about. An affair? Something to do with his business practices? And there was some connection buzzing at the back of my brain. Something I had overheard or … I sat up straight, remembering. The newspaper on Mr. Levin’s bed. The headline had been about a state senator and some sort of scandal involving contracts. Contracts for roads? And Mr. Fitch owned a bluestone mine that provided the pavement-building materials. I remembered one of the ladies taunting Mr. Fitch with words saying that the new concrete was taking the place of his bluestone anyway. Had he done something underhanded to make sure he got a contract? Eliminated a rival?

I got to my feet. I had to find that newspaper. If someone had taken it, who could that be? Fitch couldn’t have sent one of his men to spy on Levin. An outsider would have been noticed. And if someone had taken it, then it had been long ago destroyed or hidden. I frowned. If something was in the newspaper, then it was already public knowledge, not worth blackmailing for. Perhaps the maid had merely cleaned it up and disposed of it with the trash. But I still wanted to take a look at it. There must have been a reason that Mr. Levin had a days-old newspaper on his bed.

I went over to the lodge and nosed around the back of the building. There were no obvious trash cans, and I realized here, in the country, they had to take care of their own refuse. The scraps went onto a big compost heap away from the building, and the rest? Why, they would burn it. I hurried back to the firepit, where a new fire was stacked, ready for the evening. And at the bottom was a glimpse of newspaper. I moved the logs carefully out of the way and extracted the piece of paper. It had been torn, and it was covered in ash, but it was definitely the page I had seen before. I read the headline about the state senator. And a scandal involving contracts with a certain Mr. Fitch. Some of the article was torn away, but it mentioned a Mr. Amos Fitch of Buffalo and contracts for miles of new highway. I frowned. Buffalo was a long way away. Was it possible that Levin had latched on to the wrong Mr. Fitch?

I scanned down the rest of the page. Nothing new here. A paragraph on the uptick of gang violence. A case involving Junior Eastmans. And another outbreak of typhoid, this time over in Brooklyn. I replaced the logs on the fire and carried the newspaper with me back to my bungalow. It was possible I had got this wrong. Maybe the newspaper was merely something in which he had wrapped his shoes or lined his suitcase. Of no value at all. Depressed and demoralized, I went to lie down on my bed.

But I couldn’t rest. The Junior Eastmans kept playing through my brain. Too many mentions of them, including Professor Rosen’s story that morning. What if someone here had been a Junior Eastman? Mr. Weiss? Jacob? Or even Mr. Fitch? We knew nothing of his background. What if Mr. Weiss’s son was currently involved with them? I knew they recruited young and often used twelve-year-olds to be messengers and lookouts. I slipped my hand into my pocket, where I still had the money stashed. Someone had paid Mr. Levin an awful lot of money to keep quiet about something that could wreck a life. I just wished I had one little clue as to who it was.





Twenty-Seven


No fire was lit that evening. There were no songs, no music. Nobody had come from the mine to report finding Professor Rosen’s body. It was a mood of bleakness. We ate a simple meal of chicken soup with dumplings they called matzo balls. Quite tasty, if one was in the mood to eat, which I wasn’t. Neither was Sid, sitting beside me. She pushed her food around her bowl, then put down her spoon.

“I wish we had never come,” she said. “I hate seeing my family like this. It’s like waiting for the hammer of doom to fall every moment. They are all terrified that the detective will match the fingerprints and come back for Mira. They have come across men like him before—men who resent any Jews succeeding in a gentile world and would love to see them brought down.”

“At least he couldn’t prove that Mira had anything to do with Professor Rosen’s death,” I said.

She looked at me, surprised and wary. “You really believe that it was murder and not an accident?”

I sighed. “I don’t know. It may well have been an accident. After all, who would have wanted him dead—a man who was doing so much good? I bet he didn’t have an enemy in the world.

“And yet it’s a horrible coincidence, isn’t it?” I asked. “Two men brought from New York City to be bridegrooms for prosperous young women. I could understand if there was a rival for Mira’s affections, or for your affections.”

Sid had to laugh. “The only rival would be Gus, and I can attest that she didn’t push him over a cliff. She was with me all the time. Besides, she knew there was never any danger of my accepting his proposal—poor man.” She looked up to meet my gaze. “The terrible thing is, Molly, that I feel relieved. Part of me is glad he’s gone so I don’t have to undergo pressure from my family and then have to hurt him by turning him down—possibly telling him why I’m turning him down. Is that so awful of me?”

“No, it’s understandable,” I said. “You were put in a difficult situation. So was Mira. Your grandparents should never have sprung it on you like that.”

“That’s how it was done in the old country, I suppose,” Sid said. “Parents chose the spouse, daughter obeyed. It was a question of dowry and financial advantage. Love didn’t enter into it.”

“Thank the Lord that Daniel chose love over financial advantage,” I said, “or I’d still be Miss Murphy, spinster detective, today.”

“You might have married that nice Mr. Singer.” Sid gave a challenging grin.

“Yes, I suppose I might. He’s a good man. Just a little too earnest for me.” I glanced down the dinner table to where Jacob was sitting beside Zayde. “Poor Jacob. He’s devastated at the loss of his friend.”

An unnerving thought passed through my mind as I was speaking these words. Jacob was from the Lower East Side. He might well have come across Mr. Levin. Had he simply come up to the Catskills to accompany a friend, or did he have a darker purpose? He had been standing near Professor Rosen when the explosion occurred. Surely he couldn’t have … I cut off the thought hurriedly. My desire to find someone guilty was making me veer into the realm of wild fantasy. I had known Jacob Singer. He was a good man who had devoted his life to others. A moral man. But if those morals had slipped once? Was it possible that his life could come crashing down if someone had found a scandalous secret about him?

“Don’t be absurd, Molly,” I whispered to myself.



We finished our meal and went to bed. I hugged my pillow to myself, emotionally exhausted and longing to feel Daniel’s arms around me. The baby gave a sudden kick, reminding me of his or her presence. During the turmoil of the last two days, I had not been acting as if I was responsible for another human being and my primary job was that of mother. I should not have walked to the mine, I scolded myself. I could have been injured or killed if rock had fallen on me or I had gone down with the ground beneath me. I should have left well enough alone. This was not my case to solve.

“Daniel,” I whispered, hugging the pillow to me. “I wish you were here. No, I wish I was home with you and Liam and Bridie. Back where we belong.”

That was the problem. I was out of my element here. I knew nothing of the mountains or of Jewish culture. An absolute outsider in every way and one that dearly wanted to leave. But I couldn’t let Mira be arrested, could I? It had to have been that awful Mr. Fitch. If I could get in touch with Daniel, I’d have him look into scandals about bribery and road building.

I must have drifted off to sleep and awoke to find the world shrouded in mist. The buildings across the meadow and the towering trees beyond looked like indistinct and menacing shapes. When I opened the front door and stepped outside, a cold, damp breeze swirled around my ankles. It only enhanced the feeling of remoteness I had been experiencing. So very far from home. I prayed I would hear from Daniel today. If Detective Jones had telegraphed New York as he’d promised, Daniel would have gotten the message, known that his wife was involved. I just prayed he wasn’t too busy with other cases to do something to help us.

I dressed and went over to the lodge to get milk to make coffee. I’m afraid I grew up drinking tea and had still never acquired the taste for black coffee early in the morning. The lodge loomed through the mist as an indistinct shape when I crossed the meadow. The grass was heavy with dew, and it clung to the bottom of my skirts, soaking my shoes. I found that the servant Sadie was up and already at work in the kitchen.

“You want cow’s milk or goat’s milk?” she asked me as her strong arms worked a bowl of dough. “They are both in that icebox over there.” I looked in the direction she indicated, saw a low chest marked MILK, and opened it.

“Do we have cow’s milk too? I only saw goats,” I said.

“The neighbor does. The Feinsteins. They have a whole dairy herd. Very prosperous. Micah brings milk from them every morning.”

“Micah?”

“You know. He helps Mr. Friedman with the farm now that he’s old and can’t do it any longer.”

“He lives here?”

“No. He’s the son of the family who manages the Feinsteins’ herd. He walks over every morning. A nice boy. Willing.”

From her smile, I suspected that she might be sweet on Micah.

“How about you, Sadie?” I asked. “Where do you come from? What are you doing up here?”

“Where do I come from? That would be Russia,” she said. “We had to flee when they burned down our village. We came across in a boat. I was seven. It was good here. I went to school. Learned English. Papa got a job, working in a store. Then he and Mama both caught typhoid and died. And I was all alone here. What would I do? Where would I go? It’s not safe for a young girl alone in the city. So I went to the rabbi at our temple, and he arranged for me to come and work as a maid for the Friedmans, and I’ve been here ever since. They are good people, the Friedmans. The work is not too hard.” She threw the ball of dough out onto a board and started kneading it ferociously. “So I stay.” She shrugged. “And if this now becomes a fancy resort, then interesting people will come here, yes? Music. Dancing. All good.”

“I should let you get on with your work,” I said. “Nice to meet you.”

“You too, madam. Not many people bother to talk to the hired help.”

“I’ve been in your shoes, Sadie. I was alone on the Lower East Side when I first got here. I nearly starved too.”

“And now you’re a fine lady. There’s hope for me.” And she laughed. “Come back when the bread is baked, and there will be rolls and jam.”

I carried the milk back and put on the coffee. A pleasant girl, Sadie. And Micah, whom I had never seen. Wasn’t it interesting that servants were virtually invisible? I bet their fingerprints had not been taken. No one would expect them to fire a rifle. And yet what did we know about them? Another thing to ask Daniel if I ever got in touch with him, or Miss Van Horn came back with a message from Miss Audrey. Until then, all I could do was wait: wait for news that the professor’s body had been recovered, news that the police had found Mira to be innocent or come to arrest her, news from Daniel. And one thing I was not good at was waiting.

As usual, Sid and Gus did not appear until the sun had dissolved the mist into strands that steamed upward from the grass. The morning was already warm; the afternoon promised to be scorching. I was joined by Mira and her family as I went across to the lodge for breakfast. Mira seemed unusually cheerful, almost as if she was acting a part, and I realized she was fighting off the worry in case the police returned to arrest her.

“Let’s go and milk the goats after breakfast, Molly,” she said to me. “The Weiss children loved doing that. It’s a pity they’ve left. They had such a good time.”

“Yes, they seemed to,” I said. “It’s good to be free in the way children never can in the city. I take Liam to the park now, but I wonder if he’ll want more freedom to run around when he gets older.”

“So you might move out of the city one day?”

“I’ve no idea. Probably not, if my husband continues to work for the police department.”

“Your husband is a detective?”

I nodded.

“Is he a good one?”

“The best. He’s head of the homicide division now.”

“Oh.” She looked at me wistfully. “You don’t think he’d come up here and find out who really killed Mr. Levin, do you? That horrible local detective is sure it was me.”

“I’m asking him to help in any way he can,” I said. “But it might be hard for him to leave the city at the moment.” I put an arm around her. “Don’t worry. We are here to protect you. The truth will come out, I’m sure.”

I walked away feeling reassured. In the back of my mind, there had always been that sliver of doubt, that Mira had really killed Mr. Levin and had duped us all into believing her innocence. But begging to bring in a man she must believe to be a good detective had to prove her innocence, didn’t it?

As we tucked into the food that Sadie had made, there was a heated discussion among Sid’s family.

“It’s too bad of that rude detective man to leave the body with us,” Sid’s grandmother said. “How are we to know when Mr. Levin’s family will come to retrieve his body? How are we even to know that his family has been informed? I’m not putting it down in my root cellar, and that’s final.” She turned to the matchmaker, who was helping herself to a third plum dumpling. “You must know all about him, Mrs. Birnbaum. He would have lived with his family, wouldn’t he?”

“I believe he lived with his mother,” Mrs. Birnbaum said. “I also believe the father was deceased. That’s all I can tell you.”

“What sort of matchmaker are you, that you don’t look into the family? We might have married our little Mira into a den of thieves and bandits.”

“Everything I learned about him was positive, I assure you, Mrs. Friedman. The young man came to me, asking me to make him a suitable match. He owned a flourishing furniture store. He was well thought of at his synagogue. And he had bought land out here to build a fancy hotel on. What was not to like?”

“I suppose you’re right,” Bubbe admitted. “He certainly seemed to be going places. And now he lies on the stone floor in my scullery, waiting to be buried. What’s to happen when it comes to Monday and I want to do the laundry? You tell me that. I step over him?” She turned to her husband. “Moshe, if they don’t come today, then that’s it. You must take the body and have it buried in the nearest cemetery in Tannersville.”

“That’s not a Jewish cemetery,” Zayde boomed. “The man will be buried with his people. That would be a shandeh un a charpeh!”

I turned to Sid.

“‘A shame and a disgrace,’” she muttered. “One of his favorite sayings.”

“And the nearest Jewish cemetery? That would be Catskill? Who will be transporting that body to Catskill, I’d like to know? Not you, at your age.” His wife was exasperated.

“We’ll wait one more day. Put the body in the ice cellar, if necessary,” Zayde said.

Sid’s mother put a hand on her father’s shoulder. “We’ll take care of it, Papa. Don’t get upset. One of us will go to Tannersville to see the rabbi and ask what should be done, all right?”

That pacified the old couple, but I did appreciate their concern. Nobody wants a dead body lying on their floor, especially in the heat of summer. We had just cleared away the remains of the meal when we heard the sound of an approaching vehicle. We all stopped what we were doing and turned to stare. I’m sure each one of us was terrified it was the detective, come back to arrest Mira. But instead, it was a light buggy with a man driving, a woman in black sitting beside him, and another man sitting on the sideways seat behind them.

“The mother, do you think?” Sid asked me. “And another family member?”

The driver descended, and I saw that it was Ranger Grant. He helped the woman down, and they started toward the lodge while the man in the back was left to climb down and follow. Sid’s father went to meet them.

“Would you be Mrs. Levin?” he asked, his deep voice floating out across the meadow in the clear air. “It’s good of you to come.”

“Why would I not come to collect the body of my only child?” Her voice was shrill, as if full of pent-up emotion and on the verge of tears. “My lovely boy, cut down in his prime. Have they arrested the murderer yet? I want to see him hanged.”

“Come inside and have a cool drink; then we’ll tell you everything we know and decide what’s to be done with your son’s body.”

“‘Done’ with it?” she demanded. “I want him taken back to the city to be buried beside his father, that’s what.”

“We’ve already spoken to the undertaker in Tannersville, and he’ll provide the coffin to go on the train.” The man had now joined them.

I had been focused on the woman as she advanced toward the lodge, so I hadn’t really paid attention to the man. But on hearing his voice, I stood up and hurried down the steps of the bungalow.

“Daniel!” I called.





Twenty-Eight


My husband shielded his eyes against the bright sunlight, looking around until he spotted me. Then he ran toward me, a look of relief on his face.

“Thank God you’re safe,” he said. “What on earth are you doing here? I got a garbled message from my mother and then a telephone call yesterday.”

“I came with Sid and Gus,” I said. “It’s Sid’s family’s farm.”

“And you are, young fellow?” Zayde asked.

“Captain Daniel Sullivan, New York police.” Daniel held out his hand. “Molly’s husband.”

“Thank God you’re here. You’re going to save my granddaughter,” Zayde said. “You’re going to get to the truth for us about who murdered Mr. Levin.” He gave Daniel a hearty clap on the shoulder.

“He’s a good man. He’ll find the madman who did this,” Mrs. Levin said, looking up at Daniel.

“Come inside, do,” Bubbe joined them. “You must be tired after your long journey, Mrs. Levin. To get here this early, you must have left before sunrise. We’ve coffee or water from the spring, nice and cold.”

“My son’s body,” Mrs. Levin said. “I need to see my son’s body.”

“A cool drink first, my dear.”

She took Mrs. Levin’s arm and led her up into the lodge. The ranger hesitated, looking at Daniel. “And what do you want me to do, sir?”

“Just give me a minute to talk to my wife first, Grant, and then we’ll decide what needs to be done.”

“Very good, sir.” Ranger Grant followed the others into the lodge.

“Right. Let’s arrange to get you home,” Daniel said. “Where are you staying? We’ll get your things. We are going to take Mrs. Levin to Tannersville, and then I can drop you at the station.”

I shook my head. “But I can’t leave. I promised to be responsible for her cousin Mira. The local detective thinks she killed Mr. Levin.”

“I spoke with him on the telephone yesterday,” Daniel said. “The man thinks a lot of himself, right?”

“He wasn’t very easy to deal with,” I said. “And they will find Mira’s fingerprints on the rifle, so I’m afraid he is leaping to the easiest conclusion.”

“Why is that?”

“She was supposed to marry Mr. Levin, but she didn’t want to.” I paused, taking a breath. “And we found her holding the gun, with blood on her.”

“Easy way out, huh?” Daniel nodded. “Makes sense. But you believe her to be innocent.”

“I had some doubts until she begged me to get you up here to clear her name. She said she wanted a proper detective.”

“Which she wouldn’t have done if she didn’t want the truth discovered,” he said. “So let’s hear your thoughts on this whole sad business.”

I led him over to the bungalow where I was staying and took him into my room, closing the door behind me. Then I related everything that had happened as clearly as I could. Daniel listened attentively, occasionally nodding. “So if the girl didn’t do it, who do you think might have had a good reason to kill Levin?”

I told him about Mr. Weiss, who had packed up and left so rapidly. That he had known Mr. Levin and there was some bad blood between them. “But my suspicion is the local bluestone-mine owner, Mr. Fitch,” I said. “There was a newspaper lying on Mr. Levin’s bed with a headline about a senator involved in a bribery scheme to do with road-building contracts.”

“And what would that have to do with the deceased?”

This was where I took a deep breath before speaking. “I think Mr. Levin was involved in blackmail. I think he had discovered something shocking about Mr. Fitch and was using blackmail to make him close the mine, or at least to stop dynamiting, because it would ruin the tranquility of his new hotel.”

“And what gave you that idea?”

I leaned closer to him. “I heard Sid’s grandfather say that Levin told him that he had ‘the goods’ on the mine owner and would be able to make him do what he wanted.” I paused. “Also, there is this.” I opened the top drawer of the dresser and showed him the envelope of money. “I found this in Mr. Levin’s pocket after he had been shot.”

Daniel looked horrified. “You removed evidence from a crime scene?”

I nodded, rather alarmed by his tone. “I wanted to make sure it was not overlooked and got to the proper authorities.”

“So why are you still hanging on to it? Why wasn’t it delivered straight to the police?”

“That was my intention,” I said, and I heard my voice take on a more belligerent tone, as sometimes happens when I’m forced into a corner, “until I met Detective Jones—and frankly, I didn’t want to trust him with it until I’d delved into the matter myself a little more.”

Daniel held out his hand. “You’d better give that to me now. Did it not occur to you that there may be fingerprints on the envelope? Fingerprints critical to solving this case? And now you’ve handled it and may have smudged them?”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I did what I thought was best.”

“You acted too hastily, as usual, Molly,” he said. “This money could be quite harmless. You say the man was buying a plot of land to build a hotel up here. What makes you think that this was money connected to blackmail? It could have been to pay a surveyor, to get initial work done on clearing the site—all sorts of things.”

“Yes,” I agreed. “I suppose so.”

“And exactly why you think it had come from the mine owner…” He shook his head. “Leaping to conclusions, Molly.”

“Maybe with justification,” I said, now sticking my chin out defiantly. “Because there has been a second death. Maybe a second murder.” And I gave him an account of what had transpired at the mine.

Daniel frowned. “And what in heaven’s name were you thinking, going up to confront the mine owner—especially if you had decided that Fitch had shot Levin? Sometimes I wonder about you, Molly.”

“But Professor Rosen and Jacob Singer came with me,” I said.

“And one of them paid with his life, either accidentally or deliberately,” Daniel retorted. “And you are carrying a child. My child, that you put in harm’s way. What if that blast had brought an end to your pregnancy, after waiting so long for this?”

I felt tears prick at the back of my eyes. “I know. I didn’t stop to consider that. Foolish of me. But I might not have been mistaken, Daniel. Mr. Fitch was right there, on the spot, immediately after the blast. What if he removed the red flags warning of the blast in the hope we would all plunge to our deaths? What if he pushed Professor Rosen to his death?”

“And what reason would he have for doing that? Just how would Professor Rosen have been involved in a blackmail scheme between Levin and the mine owner? Did he actually know Levin?”

I shook my head. “I don’t think they’d ever met.”

“Then why do you think that this professor was deliberately killed?”

“Maybe the mine owner wanted all of us silenced. He suspected we all knew he had killed Mr. Levin and were coming to accuse him? Or even just to warn us off?” I paused, considering this. “Perhaps the blast was meant just to scare us away, and Mr. Fitch didn’t intend for one of us to die.”

Daniel shook his head “It doesn’t ring true to me. But I will go and speak to the man. If it’s an industrial accident, it would have to be reported, anyway, and Ranger Grant is the closest to the law around here, so I’ll tag along with him.”

A sense of relief washed over me. Daniel was here. I would have a partner in proving Mira innocent, even if he did often disapprove of my methods. But he hadn’t been there. I recalled the tense moments waiting in the woods with a dead body, with the fear that the killer might be still out there. Then I remembered the other reason I had been searching the pockets. “And there is another thing, Daniel: Mr. Levin spoke of having the deed to the hotel land in his breast pocket. He patted that pocket proudly as he spoke. I checked, and the deed wasn’t there. Then I checked another pocket, and that’s when I found this money. Why would someone steal the deed to the hotel and leave all that money in his pocket? That’s a year’s wages!”

He looked thoughtful. “Perhaps the deed was left in his room. I’ll make sure to check it before I leave.” I decided not to tell him that the deed was not in Mr. Levin’s room. I didn’t want to hear what he would say about my exit out the window.

“I was wondering if perhaps he never had it in the first place. He patted his pocket often enough and spoke of it in grand terms, but what if he was bluffing? What if he had never purchased that land but hoped to with money he’d acquire when he married Mira?”

Daniel’s face was thoughtful now. “That might make sense,” he said. “I had one of my men do a few preliminary inquiries into Levin’s business and background, and it turns out he’s in dire financial straits. He owes money to any number of people, including protection money to a gang. The furniture store is mortgaged to the hilt, and he was on the verge of declaring bankruptcy.”

“So marrying a rich wife was vital for him,” I said. “And I still think that blackmail would have been a good way of getting his hands on money to keep him going.”

“A man can make bad business decisions but not be a criminal, Molly,” Daniel said.

“We know his family did formerly have gang ties,” I said. “He spoke about his cousin being a Junior Eastman and being arrested.”

Daniel shook his head. “My informant in the Lower East Side didn’t turn up any kind of gang connection apart from the protection money that most businesses have to shell out these days.”

I paused, considering all this new information; then I thought of that sad little woman in black, now viewing her son’s body. “Daniel, I don’t think Mr. Levin’s mother needs to hear any of this, do you? Let her continue to think her son was a successful businessman and be proud of his memory.”

Daniel smiled and reached out to touch my cheek. “You’re a good woman, Molly. In spite of your occasional recklessness.” And he turned the touch into a playful tap.

Then he handed the envelope back to me. “This is not officially my investigation. If Jones is unpleasant as you say, I don’t want to subject you to an interrogation. Let’s leave this here until I can figure out how to admit it as evidence without saying my wife stole it from a dead man’s pocket.”

“I had no intention of stealing it,” I retorted. “You know you would have checked his pockets if you were on the case.”

“But you are not on the case.” Daniel came close to me now and put his arms around me fiercely. “You are my wife. Let’s just get you back to our children safely, as soon as possible.” I stayed in the comfort of his arms for a moment. I had missed this so much. It was tempting to forget about Mr. Levin and Fitch and just ask Daniel to take the next train down with me. This was not his case. We could just walk away. But what would happen if Detective Jones had decided that Mira was guilty? I couldn’t let her be arrested, and I couldn’t abandon Sid when her family needed me.

I stepped back and took his hands. “Daniel, I want to leave as much as you do,” I said, “but I can’t abandon Mira. If I leave, Detective Jones may take her into custody. I need to at least wait until the fingerprints report shows that her finger was not on the trigger.”

“Are you sure it wasn’t?” he asked. “You have championed the wrong person in the past, Molly.”

I made a face. “Please don’t bring that up. You know what Sid means to me. I can’t abandon her cousin.”

Daniel looked thoughtful. “I think it is very unlikely that anyone could get a clear fingerprint from the trigger. It would be a partial at best, almost certainly smudged, and not admissible as evidence. I’ll go down to the police station in Kingston and see what kind of proof they have against Mira.” He saw my face. “After I go with Ranger Grant to speak to Mr. Fitch and ask about the accident.”

“And see if they have recovered poor Professor Rosen’s body yet from under all that rock,” I said. “His family will have to be notified, too, won’t they? He was such a nice man, Daniel. This was so wrong.” I felt close to tears again and turned away. I hated for Daniel to see me crying, and I think I had suppressed the horror of the blast at the mine until now. It was just sinking in that someone had been hurled off a cliff, and that somebody could have been me.

“I will make sure the body is recovered,” Daniel said, “and the mine owner is questioned.” He shook his head, sighing. “And here I thought I was going to spend the day with my wife.”

“I could come with you,” I offered.

“Not a chance.” He stood up. “We will have to take poor Mrs. Levin to the train before we go anywhere else. I gather family will meet her to help with the body.” He opened the door and offered me his arm as an olive branch. “Will you come and see me off?”

I took it and we walked over to the lodge. Daniel went inside and was gone for some minutes. I guessed he was checking Mr. Levin’s room for the deed and that he would have the same results as I had. After about ten minutes, he and Ranger Grant came out, carrying Mr. Levin’s body on a pine board. It had been wrapped in a sheet. Mrs. Levin walked beside them, one hand on her son’s body. The Friedman family stood watching in respectful silence. It seemed such a small burden, as if Mr. Levin no longer weighed much at all. I felt what I always do when in the presence of death. Even if the person had done bad things, they still had someone who would grieve for them; they had lost their chance for a happier future, their chance for redemption. I crossed myself as he passed. Bubbe muttered, “May his memory be a blessing.”

After the body was in the back of the wagon, Daniel helped Mrs. Levin up to sit beside her son. Ranger Grant climbed into the front; then Daniel walked over to me. “No sign of the deed,” he muttered as he bent over to give me a kiss on the cheek. Then he straightened up and looked me straight in the eye. “Remember what I said, Molly. You stay put right here. Offer a comforting shoulder to any female who needs it, and don’t go looking for any more trouble.”

With that, he climbed up into the wagon and drove away.





Twenty-Nine


When Daniel had gone I went back to the cool shade of my room, trying to decide what to do next. I was glad he had come and taken over, I’ll confess to that. But at the same time, I didn’t want to just give up, play the good wife, and leave the detecting to the men. The more I went over that horrific scene in my mind, the more I was convinced that Mr. Fitch had somehow planned it. But had he wanted to scare us or kill us? Was he now panicking, knowing he had a corpse buried in his rubble? And how would he react when an important policeman showed up? Perhaps Daniel could get him to confess, all would be revealed, and we could go home. I sincerely hoped so. Although I loved this place and I had enjoyed Amicitia, I wanted to be back to my life, my dear ones.

I was about to put the envelope of money back in the drawer when I remembered that someone had searched my room. Instead, I tucked it inside the pillowcase on my bed. Then I went on to find the others. I first came upon Gus, who was sitting on a stool near our bungalow, painting the scene. At least, I think that was what she was doing. Gus’s paintings tended to be rather modern and brightly colored.

“Daniel has gone again?” she asked. “You saw him off?”

“He is taking Mr. Levin’s mother to Tannersville and then going to interview the mine owner,” I said. “And I hope they’ve recovered Professor Rosen’s body by now.”

Gus shook her head. “What an awful thing to happen. You are so lucky that you didn’t go with him, Molly.”

“I know. Jacob threw his body over me.”

“Another good man,” Gus said. “And I believe he still has feelings for you, Molly.”

“He’s fond of me, yes,” I admitted. “I find that quite touching.” A thought occurred to me. “I should go and talk to him. He may know how we contact Professor Rosen’s next of kin. And I know how upset he was at losing a friend.”

“Of course,” Gus agreed. She stared out across the meadow, then added a large splash of purple to a corner of her painting. I left her to it. Sid was sitting with Mira and Bubbe on the veranda of the lodge, apparently being shown how to churn butter. They were taking turns, laughing as they did so. Mira appeared to be not at all worried that she was still the prime suspect until proven otherwise. At least she would not be hauled off to jail while I was around.

I found Jacob sitting on a bench at the other side of the house, staring out into the woods. He looked up when he saw me. “Molly, should you be walking around?” he asked. “You had such a shock yesterday. Perhaps you should just be resting today.”

“I could say the same for you,” I said. Why did all the men around me think I was a delicate flower to be protected? But Jacob meant well. “And you’ve also had a big shock. Perhaps you also need some rest.”

“I’m not sure what else to do.” His voice was low. “I don’t think I’m allowed to leave here yet, but there is nothing useful for me to do. I was just here as David’s friend for a happy occasion. Now I feel like I am imposing.”

Jacob was normally so confident. It hurt me to see him this way. “Well, I, for one, am glad you are here,” I said, wanting to lay my arm on his shoulder but conscious it would not be appropriate. “You saved my life.” He looked up and our eyes met. I knew we were both recalling the same instant: Jacob protecting me, our bodies too close together. I looked away. “I am grateful.” My words came out more loudly than I intended. “And so is Daniel. He was just here.”

“Yes, I saw him leaving. I assume they have taken Mr. Levin’s body away,” Jacob said. “I would have come to their aid, but it seemed that they had no need of my help.” His voice had a slight edge of bitterness in it. I had never seen Jacob like this. He needed something to do, I thought.

“Actually, there is something you could do,” I said. “We will have to let Professor Rosen’s family know that he is…” I hesitated. Was he missing? I pictured the rubble at the bottom of the cliff. No one could have survived that fall. “That he has been in an accident.” Jacob must have been considering what we should say as well. He nodded.

“That way, they will be prepared for the bad news,” he said. “But I don’t know his family. He spoke of an aunt and uncle in Baltimore who raised him. Good people.”

“Is there any way you could find them?” I asked. “Baltimore is a big city.”

Jacob thought about it. “My rabbi would know the main synagogues in Baltimore. I could call those, and one of them would know the Rosens who raised a nephew named David. I don’t know if they would be on the phone line yet, but I’m sure I could get their address.”

I was impressed. “You would have made a good detective, Jacob.”

He laughed. “Not really; it’s the Jewish network. I don’t know everyone, but I know someone who knows everyone.” Then his face fell again. “But how can I make the telephone calls? We have been told not to leave.”

“Well, the Weisses have gone, and the police aren’t hot on their trail. I don’t think you are a suspect, so you could probably just go to Kingston to make the call. In fact,” I said, thinking, “I doubt anyone would come looking for you if you just went home from there.”

“But what would I tell the Rosens, then?” Jacob looked doubtful. “I can’t tell them their nephew is missing, probably dead, and then give them no details. I’ll go to Kingston and then come back to see what your husband has found out about poor David. If I go now, I should just have time to catch the last train back.”

“Thank you, Jacob. You’re a good man.” I smiled at him. He stood up. The depression and listlessness seemed to have lifted from him. Like me, he was always happier with something useful to do, I reflected. He tipped his hat to me and strode toward the front of the lodge. Minutes later, I heard him asking Bubbe if he could bring home any groceries from Kingston.

After Jacob was gone, I was at a bit of a loss myself. Professor Rosen’s death seemed to have taken all the excitement out of solving the case. Perhaps Daniel would come back with a confession from the mine owner, but if he didn’t, who could have murdered Mr. Levin? I walked in circles around the compound, thinking, until Sid made me sit down and have some lemonade.

“Don’t worry, Molly,” she said as she pulled up a chair for me on the porch of our bungalow. “I have faith that you will find out who did this and prove that my cousin is innocent.”

“And preferably by tonight.” Gus had returned from painting and sat down beside me. “So we don’t have to sneak out tomorrow to go to the play. The director is probably already furious that we missed rehearsal yesterday.”

“Although sneaking out is quite fun,” Sid mused. “Remember that time in college, we were out until three A.M. and found the matron had planted herself right in front of the entrance?” She looked at Gus fondly, and they both laughed. She turned back to me. “We had to climb up the ivy to get back into our room. Our friends had put a bolster in our beds so the matron wouldn’t know we had gone.” Sid and Gus went on trading remembrances of college and their escapades. I suppose the poor sleep I had gotten the night before and the heat of the morning caught up with me. I dozed off and was awoken by an excited voice.

“Mrs. Sullivan, we’ve got it! A clue!” Miss Haskins stood beaming in front of me, Miss Van Horn right behind her, holding a piece of paper in her hand.

“You have what?” I was still not awake.

“A telegram from Jane Audrey,” she said, waving the paper at me. “We’ve just come from Tannersville.” Both their faces were red with the heat, and their pioneer dresses were dusty. Miss Haskins took off her bonnet and wiped her forehead.

“I’ll fetch you some lemonade from the lodge,” Sid offered. “But don’t read the telegram until I get back.” She went down the steps, then picked up the unaccustomed skirts as she ran across to the lodge, showing an unsuitable amount of leg. Then she returned with two glasses of lemonade that the ladies took gratefully. By now, the telegram was crumpled and sweaty. Miss Haskins smoothed it out. I held out my hand to take it, but she cleared her throat and read.


COUSIN NAME AARON LEVIN STOP CONVICTED MURDER DIED IN PRISON STOP OTHER SUSPECT FLED NEVER FOUND STOP MORDECAI WEISSMAN STOP



She handed me the telegram, and they looked at me as if expecting me to solve the case immediately.

I thought rapidly. Hadn’t Mr. Levin mentioned the name Mordecai? Perhaps he knew who his cousin’s accomplice had been. And he had threatened to expose them. That secret would be worth killing for.

“I am afraid this is not what I expected,” I confessed to them. “I was convinced that the mine owner had something to do with it. I believe that Mr. Levin was blackmailing him. In fact,” I considered, “that still might be true. This might have nothing to do with the case at all.”

“But ‘Weissman,’ when a Mr. Weiss was staying here and has now fled?” Gus asked. “Is that a coincidence?”

“That’s not the same name,” Sid contested.

“Yes, but you might change your name if you were trying to disappear,” I said.

“To something so close? That shows a lack of imagination.” Gus’s indignation indicated she thought this a greater crime than the murder.

“But if it was Mr. Weiss, why would he come here to murder Mr. Levin?” Miss Van Horn asked. “When they lived a few streets away from each other in the city?”

I thought about it. “Perhaps they have not met in many years. Perhaps Mr. Levin only recognized him when they were staying so closely together and decided on the spot to blackmail him.” I thought about the money hidden in my pillowcase. Would Mr. Weiss have been able to come up with such a sum quickly? He had mentioned that he owned a department store. I thought it was likely.

Then something else occurred to me. Why hadn’t I thought of this before? “A dowry,” I said. They looked at me questioningly, and I explained, “Mr. Levin had a large sum of money on him. I’ve been thinking that someone had paid him to keep quiet. It just occurred to me that he was coming to ask for Mira’s hand in marriage. He might have already been given her dowry.”

“Then was he blackmailing someone?” Miss Van Horn asked. “And if not, why was he killed?”

“I think we will have to wait for my husband to come back to answer that,” I said. “He has gone to question the mine owner. I’ll share this piece of information with him.” I saw Miss Van Horn’s and Miss Haskins’s discouraged faces brighten up when I said this, so I added, “I’m sure he will see it as a valuable clue.” They both beamed.

“I would love to wait and hear what he has to say,” Miss Van Horn began. Oh no, I thought, picturing what Daniel would say when he learned I had my own team of investigators. “But we are due back to help with the final dress rehearsal,” she finished. “I’m playing your part tonight,” she said to Sid. “But I don’t do it justice, so I hope you are back for the performance tomorrow.”

“We will be,” Gus said confidently. Sid and Gus walked the ladies to their trap, and I stayed on the porch, thinking. A thought had struck me about the cousin and the accomplice who got away. One had made it over the wall and escaped the police, and one hadn’t. This was the story that Professor Rosen had been trying to tell me. And within the hour, he was dead.





Thirty


It was just after lunch when Daniel returned. Mr. Grant dropped him off in front of the lodge and left with the wagon. I got him some water from the jug in the bungalow and waited impatiently as he kissed me, drank the whole glass down, and sank into a chair.

“Well,” I demanded, “did you find the professor’s body? What did the mine owner have to say for himself?”

“The mine owner cursed all greenhorns to damnation, and I am afraid this time I agree with him.” I flinched. My husband rarely swore in my presence. “He had already seen the newspaper you gave me,” he went on, “in the hands of Mr. Levin, and had told him that it is an entirely different Mr. Fitch. ‘Did I think,’ he went on to tell me scornfully, ‘that every Irishman named O’Connor was related?’ Well, neither were all the Scottish Fitches, as he had already explained to Mr. Levin.”

“So Mr. Levin did try to blackmail him?” I asked.

“He did, but apparently unsuccessfully,” Daniel said.

“Mr. Fitch could be lying,” I suggested.

“To a New York City policeman who can easily check?” The skepticism was clear in Daniel’s voice. “I doubt it.” He was probably right, I thought.

“And Professor Rosen?” I asked.

“The men are only halfway through removing the rubble. Mr. Fitch had a lot to say about that as well.” Daniel smiled wryly. “Apparently, some ridiculous females interrupted his shipment on Saturday, and now he has ‘wasted half a day on a city idiot who doesn’t know not to stand on top of a blast pile.’ His exact words. He will now have to keep the men past sundown to keep their blasting on schedule.”

“So it was not a pleasant conversation?” I offered.

“It was not.” Daniel sighed. “And honestly, I don’t blame him. The man has a business to run.”

“So he had no reason to kill Mr. Levin, then,” I mused. “Daniel, I want to show you something that might bear on the case.” I ran inside the bungalow and retrieved the telegram. “A friend of mine is a newspaper reporter and was looking into Mr. Levin’s background for me.”

His eyebrows raised. “Where did you meet a newspaper reporter up here, and what did you have to offer him to go investigating for you?” His tone was light; Daniel was not truly worried I would be offering my favors to another man.

“I met her at the women’s colony,” I said, stressing the word her. “Miss Audrey writes for Ladies’ Home Journal. She has friends at The New York Times.”

“So what did she find?” He looked at the telegram curiously. I read it to him.

“It looks like this Mordecai Weissman may have gone into hiding or changed his name,” I said. “If Mr. Levin recognized him, it would be a powerful reason for murder.”

“And you think someone staying here might be that Weissman?” He was considering the possibilities.

“Yes, well, there were several men of the right age here,” I said. “Of course Mr. Weiss is the obvious choice.”

“Remind me who Mr. Weiss is?” Daniel asked.

“He was a guest here with his family,” I replied. “They left hurriedly last night, saying they didn’t want to be involved with any more murders.”

“Molly, you may be overlooking the obvious,” Daniel said, pushing back in his chair and running his hands through his hair. “I know you are a friend of the family, but if Mr. Levin made inappropriate advances to Miss Mira, isn’t she still the most likely suspect?”

“I’ve been watching her for the past few days,” I said. “She is quite at ease, chatting with her family, looking forward to the future. Surely you would have to be truly evil to have committed a murder and be so unaffected by it.”

“Has anyone been acting suspiciously?” Daniel asked. I thought of Jacob sitting behind the lodge, looking out over the woods, and quickly pushed the thought from my mind.

“You must be hungry,” I said, getting to my feet and changing the subject. “There is some food left over from our lunch. Let’s go to the lodge and ask Sadie for a plate.” Daniel agreed and we headed across the meadow. The thought of Sadie brought up something else I had wanted to ask my husband.

“What if it wasn’t a guest here at all who killed Mr. Levin?” I ventured. “The cook, Sadie, told me that a handyman comes in to help with the farm. No one took her fingerprints, and I don’t think the police even know about the handyman. No one considers the domestic help in these situations, but they are people too with their own lives.”

“Would they have interacted with Mr. Levin at all, I wonder?” Daniel asked.

“Well, he might not notice the servants, but I bet that they notice the guests,” I said. “And just because they are currently living up here in the Catskills doesn’t mean they might not have family in the Lower East Side. Servants move around a lot these days for a good job.”

“Now, that’s interesting.” Daniel looked thoughtful. “You’ve actually given me an idea for another case I’m working on.” I waited to see if he would elaborate. “I’ll worry about that when I get back to the city.”

“Oh, Daniel, you’re not going back tonight are you?” I took his hand. “I want to spend some time with you. There’s an extra bungalow now that the Weisses have left. I could ask the Friedmans if we could stay there.”

“I’m tempted to take you home myself tonight,” Daniel said. He held up his free hand to stop the interruption he knew was coming as I drew breath. “But I’ll wait to deal with the police. Detective Jones said he would be up here as soon as the fingerprint evidence is in. But tomorrow”—he put up a warning finger—“I am taking you back to my mother’s house, no matter what.”

Sadie was in the kitchen and said she was delighted to prepare some food for Captain Sullivan. She laid out a delicious-looking spread of cheese, hard-boiled eggs, fruit, and fresh bread in the dining room and went back into the kitchen. I confess that I helped myself to some fruit and cheese even though I had just had my lunch. I remembered when I was expecting Liam getting bursts of hunger at about this stage.

By an unspoken agreement, we left talk of murder behind and spoke of other things as we ate lunch. Daniel had received a letter from his mother and filled me in on the children’s doings.

“Apparently, my mother has had a little summer suit made for Liam to wear to the church fete,” he said, smiling. “And he looks quite a darling in it.”

“She’s spoiling him,” I said, smiling myself to take the sting out of my words.

“Well, she is a grandmother, and for now he is her only grandchild,” he said with a meaningful look at my growing stomach. The little one chose right at that moment to give a kick. I looked around. We were quite alone.

“The little one wants to say hello to his da,” I said, putting his hand on my belly. The baby kicked again, and a look of total delight crossed Daniel’s face. Sadie walked into the room, and he hurriedly took his hand off me.

“Was that enough to eat, Captain Sullivan?” she asked. “We had some pickled fish as well, but I’ve had to throw them away. The heat turned them. I almost served them to the family; what a pickle that would have been.” She laughed at her own joke. Daniel looked after her thoughtfully as she left the room.

“And Bridie?” I asked.

“She is out riding horses with her new friend every day,” Daniel said. “And apparently, her new friend’s older brother as well.” He frowned. “We may have to keep an eye on that.”

“I’m sure it’s a schoolgirl crush,” I said, “but it seems so young.”

“Weren’t the boys all chasing you when you were thirteen?” he said flirtatiously.

“I had no eyes for boys at thirteen,” I said acerbically, thinking back to that time. “I had enough to do feeding my brothers and keeping house for them.”

“Well, Bridie will have a different life,” he said, covering my hand with his own. “And that is thanks to you, Molly,”

“We have a lovely family, don’t we?” I said, suddenly filled with gratitude. I even felt kindly toward Daniel’s mother, thinking of how excited she was to have a new grandchild and how she had accepted Bridie as a granddaughter when she was not our own child.

“My mother also ordered me to bring you home as soon as possible,” Daniel said with a grin. “She said you should not be mixed up in anything stressful in your condition, and it is your duty to sit and make blankets for the baby, not traipse around the woods with those ‘flighty friends of hers.’ Her words, not mine,” he added quickly as he saw the color spring to my cheeks.

“She encouraged me to go,” I said hotly. My kindly feelings had vanished. “I don’t think I’m cut out for sitting and making blankets. I’m not especially good at either.”

“Shall we see if the Friedmans can put me up for the night, then?” Daniel said, changing the subject quickly from his mother’s opinion of my parenting skills. I poked my head back into the kitchen to thank Sadie, and we walked out to the front of the lodge, where Mira was sitting with her grandparents.

“So, Captain Sullivan, you’ve come to get your wayward wife, then?” Zayde said as we walked up to the lodge porch. “Please join us.”

“I think it might be a good idea if Daniel is here in case those unpleasant police from Kingston come back,” I said. “Do you think he might stay tonight?”

Bubbe beamed. “Of course! I will tell Sadie to cook something special. It’s not every day we have a New York police captain staying with us.” She pushed back from the table and stood up. “Mira, since the Weisses have gone, could you get that bungalow ready for Captain and Mrs. Sullivan, my dear? They will want their privacy.”

“We don’t want to put you to any trouble,” Daniel said.

“Ach, as if,” Bubbe said dismissively. “It will be our pleasure.”

“Captain Sullivan,” Zayde said, rising, “can I invite you to have a drink with me?” He motioned to invite Daniel into the lodge.

“I would be delighted, sir,” Daniel said with a gracious nod. “Thank you.” He followed Zayde into the house. Mira and I were left alone on the porch.

“My grandparents have really taken to you and Captain Sullivan,” Mira said. “Zayde rarely drinks, but I think when he was growing up, it was a mark of respect for men to drink together.”

“In Ireland too,” I said. “Having a drink with a man shows you trust him. We women don’t involve alcohol in our friendships. Men are strange creatures.”

Mira giggled.

“I suppose we do have our own ways of showing respect, though,” I went on. “We offer to help with the domestic chores. Can I help you get the bungalow ready?” I confess I wanted to see the inside of that bungalow. If Mr. Weiss was Mordecai Weissman, would he have left a clue for us to find?

“Thank you. It just needs a sweeping and some clean sheets,” she said with a smile. “Let me get them from the line.” She disappeared behind the lodge and came out moments later with neatly folded sheets in her arms. We started toward the bungalow. The layout in the Weisses’ bungalow was almost exactly the same as the one I had been sharing with Sid and Gus. I helped Mira make the bed and sweep the floor. We found a toy top under the bed and a Beatrix Potter book about a frog on the bedside table. There was nothing else. I felt at a dead end. The children’s book made me think of little Liam and how much I missed him. Daniel was right: tomorrow I would go back down to my family no matter what happened.

Mira dusted and cheerfully laid out her plans for her grandparents’ farm.

“If we could get entertainment in during the summer months, we could be a real resort,” she said. “We could bring Yiddish performers up from the city. Then Friedmans’ could attract guests from all over New York. The ferry and train make it so easy to get up here from the city. I really want to make this happen for Bubbe and Zayde. We should have some work done to create a large dining area over the winter, and perhaps even a theater like Elena told me they have at Amicitia!” Her face came alive as she spoke.

“But won’t you be going back to the city with your parents after the summer?” I asked. “Now that you won’t be marrying Mr. Levin?”

“I have already told them I want to stay,” she said, a look of determination on her face. “That’s something I’m learning from my cousin. Why shouldn’t I plan a business and make it succeed?”

I laughed. “I’m not sure your cousin has ever stuck to one thing long enough to make it succeed.” We had finished the chores. The bed had clean sheets and a quilted coverlet. The afternoon sunlight made little beams through the dust I had created with my sweeping. The bungalow looked like a lovely place to spend my last night up here with Daniel. “But I understand what you are saying,” I went on as we walked back out of the bungalow, toward the lodge. “Those women at Amicitia prove that we can be successful.”

The sound of an automobile coming up the drive made us both look up. Mira’s face drained of color. It was the police.





Thirty-One


Detective Jones and Constable Whittier climbed out of the automobile. Mira and I froze watching them. Bubbe, who had still been sitting on the front porch of the lodge, rose as well and came to meet them.

“How can we help you, Officers?” she said pleasantly. “Do you have some good news for us? Have you caught the maniac who killed Mr. Levin, or found poor Professor Rosen’s body?”

“I’m afraid not,” Detective Jones said gravely. “The only fingerprints that we can find on the rifle are those of your granddaughter.” He spotted Mira and walked toward her. She stood frozen in place as he approached her. “You will have to come with us at this time, young lady. You are under arrest.” Mira reached out to grab me, as if I could shield her from being arrested. I decided I would try.

“But that’s absurd, Detective,” I said. “We have told you that Mira handled the rifle. Mr. Levin was teaching her to shoot. My friends and I were witnesses.”

“The fingerprints we found were made in blood.” He smirked at me as if he had been waiting to make that point. “The blood of the man she shot.”

“Why would she have gotten blood on her hand if she was the killer?” I said, arguing. “Think about it, Detective. The person who shot Mr. Levin was standing at a distance. He fired the shot. Mr. Levin fell. No need to go near and touch him at all.”

I watched the detective’s face as he considered this, then went on, “She went to Mr. Levin’s aid. That’s when she got blood on her hands. She already told you what happened. She found the rifle, picked it up, and then saw him lying there. She touched him to see if he was dead, and that’s when she got the blood on her hands.”

“Why would she pick up the rifle at all?” Detective Jones asked. “These are points for a jury, Mrs. Sullivan. I’m tired of rattling my bones driving up here and back. You can help this young lady get a lawyer in Kingston.” This was going nowhere, and he was becoming impatient. And clearly he wasn’t going to listen to me.

“Bubbe, could you ask my husband to come out here?” I turned to her. She nodded and almost ran back into the lodge.

“It’s stressful for a young girl to encounter a murder, Detective.” I decided to keep Detective Jones talking as long as I could. I didn’t want him to put Mira in the automobile and drive off. “I’m sure she was in shock. Many people do strange things when they encounter a dead body.”

“So you are an expert now, Mrs. Sullivan?” Detective Jones took a step toward Mira, aware of what I was doing. She shrank back farther behind me. He nodded to Constable Whittier, who walked around behind her and took her by the arms. “Mira Friedman, you are under arrest for the murder of Simon Levin.”

“I do have some evidence I would like you to see,” I tried again, but Detective Jones was no longer listening to me.

Then the lodge door opened and Daniel came out, followed by Zayde and both Mira’s parents. Her parents rushed over to her, startling the constable, who stepped back. They put their arms around her protectively.

“Look, I can come back up here with more men and a rifle of my own,” Detective Jones snarled. “She is under arrest, and I’m going to take her.”

“Jones!” Daniel called a friendly greeting, walked up, and clapped a startled Detective Jones on the back. “Good to see you. I haven’t seen you since the Sixth Precinct.”

“Sullivan,” Detective Jones turned, a look of surprise on his face, and reluctantly shook Daniel’s hand. “You’re the Captain Sullivan this persistent lady has been talking about?”

“That persistent lady is my wife.” Daniel’s face remained pleasant, but a note of steel crept into his voice. He pulled the detective off to one side and lowered his voice. “I don’t want you to get in trouble on this case, Jones. Some pretty important people have already been calling the commissioner about it.”

“I’m aware of that.” Detective Jones nodded. “There was an article in The New York Times about the murder, and now I’m getting pressure to solve it.”

“I think the commissioner may be asking some of us from the city to investigate since Mr. Levin was a New York businessman,” Daniel said. “And whoever wrote that article would certainly make a spectacle of a young girl killing her bridegroom if you arrest her now. That would be the talk of the town.” A look of doubt crept across Detective Jones’s face. “You know we’ve had another tragedy up here,” Daniel went on. “That university professor named Rosen who disappeared, probably dead.”

“Yes, I heard about that too. But that was an accident. He shouldn’t have been standing on a ridge behind an active quarry,” Detective Jones said dismissively.

“Yes, but you know what these reporters are like,” Daniel said. “They will put two and two together and get five. We’ll have a headline about a bridegroom killer in the Catskills. We have to stop that in its tracks.” Daniel’s smile was friendly. “Not good for tourism. Why don’t you come and have a drink with me, and I’ll share with you a few more facts we uncovered about Mr. Levin.” He turned to Zayde. “Mr. Friedman, could I trouble you for a drop more whiskey?”

Zayde was not slow on the uptake. “Of course, Captain Sullivan. Please come in, Detective Jones.” Daniel slung a friendly arm around Detective Jones’s shoulder and kept it there as they walked into the lodge. I noted that Daniel was taller and broader than the other man. Height is definitely an advantage among policemen. The young constable stood outside uncertainly, not included in the offer of a whiskey.

“Let me get you a cool drink of water, young man,” Bubbe said sweetly. “It’s ice-cold from our own spring.” The constable was covered in dust from the road.

“Thank you, ma’am. My throat is parched.” And he allowed Bubbe to walk him to the porch. Mira and I were left alone with her parents in the middle of the compound. She threw her arms around her mother and burst into tears.

“Don’t let them take me to jail, Mama,” she sobbed. “I didn’t do anything.”

Aunt Pearl gave me a look of entreaty. “What can we do, Mrs. Sullivan?”

“We will do all we can,” I offered, feeling it was inadequate. “My husband is trying to talk Detective Jones out of it right now.”

“Perhaps we should escape to the train and disappear.” Uncle Nachum seemed out of his mind with worry. “I have friends in the city. We can hide her.”

“That will make her look guilty,” I said, trying to be reasonable. “And she could never come out of hiding. What sort of life would that be for her? Let’s see what Daniel can do first.” I watched the door to the lodge anxiously. “But perhaps you should take her inside to lie down.” Mira had stopped crying, but her head was still resting on her mother’s shoulder. Aunt Pearl nodded at my suggestion. She and Uncle Nachum gently guided Mira in the direction of their bungalow.

I heard horses’ hooves clopping up the lane and frowned in their direction. What now? I thought. I recognized the wagon that Ranger Grant had offered me a ride in on my first day in the Catskills. It pulled up in front of the entrance to the Friedmans’. Ranger Grant and Jacob both swung down, and the ranger tied the horses’ reins to the post.

“I caught the last train and Ranger Grant offered me a ride,” he said by way of explanation as they walked up to me.

“I hoped I would find the police here,” Ranger Grant said, nodding in the direction of the police automobile. “I came to tell them the news on Mr. Rosen.”

“Which is?” I asked, without much hope. Ranger Grant’s words confirmed my doubts.

“There is no sign of him.” He shook his head. “The mine owner has moved as much of the rock as is possible, but I’m afraid he may be beyond reach. I need to tell the detective.”

“You might want to give them a minute, Ranger,” I said. “They are about to arrest Mira, I’m afraid,” I said. “Daniel is trying to talk them out of it. He’s inside with Mr. Friedman.”

“I won’t bother them, then,” Ranger Grant said. “Can you tell them I’m here with a message for them?” He walked to the nearest tree and sat in the shade.

“I suppose I shall need to go back into Tannersville tomorrow with Ranger Grant’s news.” Jacob sighed as we walked toward the lodge. “I was able to make contact with his family today, poor man,” he said solemnly. “Of course they were worried and made me promise to telephone them the minute we had any news. I felt strange keeping their hopes alive when he is almost certainly dead.”

“It seems as if there is very little hope now,” I said with sympathy. “You mentioned he lived with his aunt and uncle; are his parents already dead, then?”

“No, that’s the strange thing. He never mentioned his parents to me, but it turns out they are still alive and living in New York.”

“How strange,” I echoed. “I wonder if he had a falling out with them?”

“His aunt said they wanted him out of New York City as a young man, which was why he came to live with them. She said we should contact the parents if he is really dead. It seems he went by another name as well when he was younger. David is his middle name, and Rosen is his uncle’s. He was born…” He took a slip of paper out of his pocket and read, “Mordecai Weissman.”

I stared at him; then I pulled the telegram I had received from Miss Audrey out of my own pocket. By now it was quite crumpled. I smoothed it out to read. I knew what was written there, but somehow I didn’t want to believe it. The accomplice who had gotten away, who had left Mr. Levin’s cousin to die in jail, was also Mordecai Weissman.

“That’s what he was trying to tell me,” I blurted out. “He was trying to tell me that story.” Jacob looked at me curiously. I didn’t know what to say. Professor Rosen—or Weissman, I corrected myself—had been a friend of his. My instincts about people could usually be trusted, and everything I had seen of the professor told me he was a good man. But was he also a murderer? How far would someone go to protect the life they had built from a secret that could send them to jail? I remembered then that I had first heard the name Mordecai from Mr. Levin. Had he been he taunting Professor Rosen with it? I knew Simon Levin was a blackmailer. Had he tried to blackmail Professor Rosen and been killed for it?

Jacob was still staring at me. I realized I had been muttering to myself. “I’m sorry, Jacob,” I said. “I just need to think.” I turned away and started to walk across the grass, conscious of his eyes on me. Professor Rosen had tried to confess to me. Then he had died within the hour.

“Do you think it is possible that Professor Rosen knew that the quarry was setting explosions that day?” I asked Jacob.

“Molly, what are you talking about? If he knew, why would he not have warned us and saved himself?”

“What if he didn’t want to be saved?” I ventured. “Although, I don’t think he would do anything to hurt you. It was just luck that you followed me down the quarry side.”

“You mean he wanted to die?” Jacob looked scandalized. “Why? A bridegroom on the brink of his greatest happiness. And he was the reason I was not killed. He told me to follow you and make sure you weren’t hurt, and that kindly impulse saved my life.”

I tried to remember the exact sequence of events that day. Had the warning flags been set, as the mine owner insisted? And had Professor Rosen removed them and sent us down the quarry side? Had he wanted to die?





Thirty-Two


Whatever the answer to my question, I had a duty now to make sure that Mira was not arrested. I had to tell Daniel what I knew and make sure he convinced Detective Jones not to take her. I realized that I couldn’t hide the truth from Jacob, either, as much as it would hurt him. If Mira was going to be saved, everyone would have to know the truth about Professor Rosen.

“Jacob,” I began. Just then, the door to the lodge opened, and Detective Jones came out, followed by Daniel and Zayde. I looked anxiously at their faces to see if they were angry or jovial. Zayde took his seat on the porch—a good sign. Surely he would be protesting if Mira was about to be arrested. The detective and Daniel walked toward me and Jacob, still standing in the middle of the compound. While Jacob passed on the message that Ranger Grant wished to speak to them, I took a deep breath and tried to think clearly. The way I shared this news might make all the difference for Mira’s freedom.

“Detective Jones,” I began before they could walk off, “did my husband share with you the information that Mr. Levin may have been a blackmailer?”

“Yes, he did, Mrs. Sullivan.” By his tone, I could tell that the drink and Daniel’s friendly manner must be working in our favor. “But it seems that he was unsuccessful with Mr. Fitch at the mine. I’ll be going back to the quarry tomorrow to take an official statement from Mr. Fitch about Mr. Levin’s attempted blackmail.” I was sure that the mine owner would love that.

“And did he also share that he found out the name of a young man who got away with murder while Mr. Levin’s cousin died in jail for that crime?” I decided to leave out my part in getting that information. Detective Jones would give the information more credence if it came from a man and a captain. He nodded and took a breath to speak, but I interrupted him. “What if I told you that man was here when Mr. Levin was murdered?” That caught his attention.

“Molly, are you saying that…” Daniel paused to remember the name. “Mordecai Weissman is here in the Catskills?”

“He was,” I said. “And Mr. Levin blackmailed him for four hundred dollars.” Daniel gave me a meaningful look as he took in the significance of the money I had found.

“What do you mean he was here?” Detective Jones asked. “Do you know where he is now?’

“He’s dead,” I said. “Mr. Singer”—I nodded toward Jacob—“has just spoken to Professor Rosen’s family and found that his real name was Mordecai Weissman.”

Daniel, Jacob, and the police detective all stared at me, unable to take in this piece of news. I tried again. “Professor Rosen was the young man who got away.”

“David?” Jacob gave a nervous laugh. “David wouldn’t have been mixed up in any crime.”

I turned to him and held out the telegram from Miss Audrey. “Professor Rosen tried to tell me this story himself just before you caught up to us in the woods. He told me about two young men who got involved with the Eastmans and in a robbery that went wrong. One of the young men died in jail, and the other got away. This is what my journalist friend, Miss Audrey, found out about the young men.” As Jacob read the telegram, the color drained from his face. I went on, “I see now that he was talking about himself. Perhaps he wanted to confess to someone.”

Detective Jones looked unconvinced. “Miss Friedman’s fingerprints were the only ones found on the rifle,” he said stubbornly. “She should at least come with me to answer some questions.” He looked around the compound and yelled, “Whittier?”

“Coming, sir.” The young policeman rose from the lodge porch and went to his detective’s side.

“Find the girl,” Detective Jones ordered curtly.

“Wait,” I held out a hand to stop him going. “She’s not hiding, just resting.” I forced myself to keep a pleasant look on my face. “Detective,” I went on, “can I give you this evidence?” I held out the telegram. He looked at the by-now crumpled and sweaty piece of paper and took it reluctantly. “My friend who is a reporter sent it. It shows that Professor Rosen had a motive for this murder.” My voice hardened. “And if you take Miss Friedman, I am sure this reporter will be asking her readers why a young girl is being harassed when a known criminal with a motive was staying at the same house as the victim.”

“A lady reporter sent this?” Detective Jones looked skeptical. “What does she write for, Ladies’ Home Journal?” He smirked as if he had made a joke.

“Well, yes,” I admitted. “But she got this information from her colleagues at The New York Times. They are the ones who would print the story.” At least, I hoped they would. Detective Jones was not the type of man one should show any weakness or nuance.

“Captain Sullivan,” Detective Jones said, turning to Daniel, “I don’t want to be rude to your wife, but you see I have to do my duty here.”

“Absolutely,” Daniel said, and gave me a stern look. “Molly, don’t interfere with matters you don’t understand.” I glared at him. He turned his head to look at me, gave an almost imperceptible wink, then turned back to Detective Jones. “Our wives want to help us so much that they like to pretend they are on the police force as well.” He gave a hearty, masculine laugh, and Detective Jones laughed with him. Even though I knew he was pretending, this rankled. I resisted the urge to hit him. Instead, I put on what I hoped was a meek expression. “But in this case,” he went on, “as I was saying earlier, those men at The New York Times might give you some trouble. I’m going back into the city tomorrow. Let me run this case by the commissioner. I can take that evidence to him, if you like.” Daniel held out his hand, and Detective Jones hesitated and then put the telegram into it.

“Right,” Jones said briskly, clearly having made up his mind to be free of the lot of us and get back for his dinner before dark. “I will put in my report that you are taking charge, Captain Sullivan.” And on your head, be it, were the unspoken words of threat. “Let’s go, Whittier,” he said, and turned and stomped off toward the automobile. Ranger Grant intercepted him, presumably giving him the news about Professor Rosen. I couldn’t hear what they said. The two men shook hands, and Ranger Grant climbed into his wagon and drove off.

Detective Jones stood looking back at the lodge, considering. I feared he was about to change his mind, but he turned and climbed into the automobile, giving a sharp order to the constable, who moved rapidly around to the front and turned the crank. The dust had choked the engine, and the constable had to crank it several times before it roared to life. He jumped in and the auto took off, leaving a cloud of dust behind it.

Daniel and I stood looking after them. I breathed a sigh of relief. Jacob walked away without a word. I didn’t blame him. Just this past year, I had learned that a person I considered a friend was not who she’d said she was. It was a disturbing revelation that had unbalanced my sense of security. So I knew exactly what he must have been feeling.

“Were you making that up to keep Jones from taking Miss Friedman?” Daniel asked, his voice strained. “Because I will have to talk to the commissioner now that I told Jones I would.”

I turned to him in surprise. “Of course it’s true,” I said. “I wouldn’t have put you in a bad position.” I grimaced. “Even if I am just a police wife pretending to investigate.”

He laughed. “I thought you might strike me when I said that.”

“I came very close,” I said, smiling. “But thank you for covering for me.”

As the sound of the automobile died away, Mira came out of her bungalow, followed by her parents. “Are they gone?”

“Yes, and I don’t think they’ll be back,” I said. I was suddenly very tired and wanted to be alone. “Daniel has taken over the case, and he has another suspect.”

I was not in the habit of resting in the day, but the heat, my condition, and the emotion of the day had drained me. I allowed Daniel to lead me back to the bungalow and Mira to bring me yet another glass of lemonade. The window was open, and the scent of roses wafted in. I lay on the bed, staring up at the ceiling, trying to take in the revelation about Professor Rosen.

“Now that your young charge is in no danger, we are going home, Molly,” Daniel said.

“That would be wonderful,” I said. “To Patchin Place?”

“Not yet. I still want you out of the city until this epidemic has passed. You know it has been hitting some quite wealthy houses, not just the poor tenements.”

“How is it typhoid passes?” I asked curiously. “My ma said to avoid the humors of it, but they must have a more scientific explanation now. Is it to do with the drains?”

“The doctors said that it lives in a person’s body, but it can be passed from person to person,” Daniel said.

“Well, can’t you look for a sick person who visited these wealthy houses?” I asked.

Daniel frowned. “Molly, this is not a case that you are on. Let’s let the doctors do their work.” He ran his hands lightly over my hair, which I had unpinned when I lay down. “You have been doing far too much.”

“It’s quite a mystery, though, isn’t it?” I said, relaxing under his touch.

“At first, we were investigating it as a possible murder case,” he admitted. “Was there poisoning going on that mimicked sickness? But the doctors are convinced that it is typhoid. The mystery is that none of the family members have visited anyone who has the disease.”

I thought about it. Part of me knew that I was only using this conversation as a way to keep from thinking about Professor Rosen. Had he killed himself? And if it had been an accident, wasn’t that too much of a coincidence? I wrenched my thoughts back to the matter at hand.

“Don’t forget that all the big houses have servants going in and out. Could one of them have brought the sickness from the tenements?” I asked. I had worked as a maid briefly and could picture the goings-on in a large household. “Detective Jones didn’t take the fingerprints of the cook, or a handyman who comes to help with the outdoor chores, when he was investigating Mr. Levin’s shooting. Sometimes the help is simply forgotten.”

“That occurred to me when we were talking to Sadie,” Daniel said thoughtfully. “A cook could serve something that would sicken the whole household. But surely the cook would have been sick herself if she had typhoid?”

“A woman would not want to lose her job,” I said. “She would conceal her illness if she could, if she weren’t deathly ill.”

“I’ll check into it when I’m back in the city,” Daniel said. “Now, rest that pretty head of yours and stop thinking for a while.”

“I’m thinking about your case to avoid thinking about Professor Rosen,” I admitted. “I can’t believe that he is a murderer. And now I’m going to have to tell Sid and the family.”

“That is not your job anymore,” Daniel said, trying to soothe me. “You’ve kept Miss Friedman safe. Don’t you think our children need you now?”

“I think they are probably having a grand time without me,” I said, smiling. “But I miss them dreadfully. Can you come to your mother’s for just a few days? I want us to be together as a family.”

“All right, then.” He stretched himself out beside me, and I laid my head on his chest. “Being in charge must have some advantages. We’ll go tomorrow and I can stay until Sunday.”

“Lovely,” I said sleepily and smiled at the thought. I must have drifted off because when I woke, the sun had set and the room was bathed in deep shadow.

“I think it’s dinnertime.” Daniel was climbing out of bed and lighting the lamp.

“I’d better make myself presentable,” I said, jumping out of bed as well. “Listen, let’s try not to share the news about Professor Rosen tonight.”

“I agree,” Daniel said, watching me brush my hair and put it up. “I will want to have the department investigate those facts before I accuse a dead man of murder. And”—he took my arm as I finished—“I want to escort my wife to dinner and enjoy her company.”

I smiled up at him. “Then escort away, Captain Sullivan.”





Thirty-Three


Dinner was once more held outside on a long table under a tree hung with lanterns. No one spoke of Mr. Levin or Professor Rosen. Mrs. Birnbaum took a tray in her room; she obviously felt in disgrace, having failed in both of the matches she had proposed. The atmosphere was relaxed, with a good deal of lighthearted teasing among the family members and a show of grave respect from the family toward Daniel. He was seated next to Zayde, who kept refilling his wineglass and sharing reminiscences of his younger days in New York City.

“I used to be able to get a knish fresh from the cart.” He sighed. “Nothing I eat these days tastes as good as that.”

“A Schimmel knish?” Daniel asked.

“Exactly! You’ve had one?” Zayde beamed.

“He has his own store now, Zayde,” Sid’s father added. “They’re still as good. You should come and visit and have some.”

“I thought you were Mr. Hoity-Toity Uptown. What are you doing eating knishes?” Zayde teased.

“Best food in New York City.” Sid’s father grinned. “Schimmel for knish and Katz’s for the deli.”

“I love Katz’s Deli,” I put in. “I used to live not far from there.” We happily reminisced and argued about the best food we had eaten, the way New Yorkers always do when we are together. It was strange how my perception of myself was changing. I had always thought of myself as Irish, but now my home was New York, and I had more in common with this family who had emigrated from Poland and Germany than I did with the girls back in Ballykillin.

“So, Mrs. Sullivan, will you be glad to get back to the city?” Bubbe asked when there was a lull in the conversation. “You are going back tomorrow?”

“Actually, we are only going back as far as my mother-in-law’s,” I said. “Daniel’s mother has a place in Westchester County. We don’t want the children in the city yet because of the typhoid.”

“But surely that is only in the tenements?” Sid’s father leaned across to ask. “We were planning on leaving after we celebrate the Sabbath with my parents. Do you think it is dangerous all over the city, then?”

“Some very prominent people have suffered from it,” Daniel answered. “There have been no deaths among them, thank God. Even the police are involved in trying to find out how it is spreading. I’ll be back there on Monday, continuing to investigate.”

“Perhaps we should stay another few weeks ourselves, then.” Uncle Nachum looked at Aunt Pearl. They were sitting protectively on either side of Mira.

“Mira, dear, will you be missing your friends if we stay a little longer?” Aunt Pearl spoke softly to her daughter, as if speaking to a delicate invalid.

“Actually, Mother, that was something I wanted to talk to you about.” Mira’s voice sounded robust and cheerful in contrast to her mother’s tone. “I want to stay on here. I have some ideas for helping Zayde and Bubbe turn this place into a going concern.”

“A what?” Mira’s mother raised her eyebrows. She turned to Sid’s father. “Nachum, she’s been reading your financial newspapers.”

“A real business,” Mira clarified. “And”—she colored—“I think I heard that term from Mr. Levin. He wasn’t who I wanted for my husband, but he did have some good ideas for Friedmans’.”

“Friedmans’?” It was Zayde’s turn to raise his eyebrows now.

“That’s what he said we should call this place. He said it could be a name known all around the city. He said we could have a hotel and bungalows and entertainment.” Mira’s eyes lit up as she talked.

“Well,” Uncle Nachum patted her hand, “we will look for an ambitious husband for you who will help Zayde do all that. You see, we were not so far off in our choice.”

“Why does it have to be my husband?” Mira turned to Zayde in appeal. “Doesn’t Bubbe know how to manage this place and the staff just as well as you? Why can’t I learn from you both and use my own ideas?”

“I think that is a splendid idea!” Sid had looked up from her conversation with Gus and was paying attention to Mira. “We can tell all our Vassar friends, and they can get their families to come and stay here.”

“I don’t think it will be ready for that yet next summer,” Mira said, her eyes shining as she saw the future. “But in a few years, it will. Next summer, perhaps my parents can ask some of their friends and families to come.”

“We’ll talk about it later, Mira.” Uncle Nachum’s voice was neutral.

Mira turned a hopeful face to him. “Thank you, Papa.” She beamed.

“I haven’t said yes yet,” he growled, but a certain pride was evident under his gruffness. “And your grandparents haven’t said if you can stay. They might want some peace and quiet after all this commotion.”

As if to emphasize his words, a muffled boom came once more from the direction of the quarry.

“She is quite welcome,” Bubbe said, reaching across the table to put her hand over Mira’s. “She will be a big help to us.”

“I’ll start by helping clear the dishes.” Mira jumped up with a grin and let her actions suit her words.

“We’ll help.” I stood to help her, and the other young ladies did as well.

“We are going to go tomorrow morning as well,” Gus said as we walked side by side into the lodge with dishes in our hands. “Now that Mira is safe and we are no longer suspects, I want to get back to our cottage. I think Sid holds out hope for poor Professor Rosen and wanted to stay for the search. But I think it would be better for her to be back in Amicitia.”

“I agree,” I said, looking over at Sid and wondering what her feelings had truly been for Professor Rosen. “I have some more information on Professor Rosen, but I don’t want to go into it tonight.”

“He has been found?” Gus asked. Luckily, the sound of us putting the dishes into the meat sink kept her words from being overheard.

“No.” I dried my hands on a clean cloth. I moved closer to her and lowered my voice. “But he may not have been who we thought he was. I had some new information from Miss Audrey.”

“And?” I could tell by the look in Gus’s eyes that she would not give this subject up until she knew the truth. As we walked back into the night, I pulled her to one side.

“Professor Rosen had a very good reason to murder Mr. Levin. I think Mr. Levin was blackmailing him. They knew each other as young men, and Professor Rosen had taken part in a crime and escaped.”

“But he seemed so charming.” Gus stared at me in disbelief, shaking her head. “But if he was being blackmailed, then you think he was the murderer?”

I nodded somberly.

She continued to stare at me.

“I have to tell Sid, but I don’t want to ruin her night,” I said. “I think she genuinely cared for him.”

“I agree, don’t tell her tonight,” Gus said thoughtfully. “Write her a letter with an explanation when we are back at Amicitia. She will be surrounded by friends. And”—her face brightened—“all the other ladies will be impressed by you, Molly. You did it! You solved the case!”

“I suppose I did.” I gave a wry smile. “But it feels like a very sad outcome. I confess, I will be glad to get back to my own world.”

“Even to the dreaded mother-in-law?” Gus’s eyebrows rose.

I laughed. “Even to crocheting doilies.” Gus always had a way of making me feel better.

“We will be staying another month in our cottage,” she said. “You are welcome to come back any time. I’m thinking of writing a play for us to perform: Death of the Bridegrooms.”

For a moment I wished I could be Gus. Nothing ever got her down for long. This murder could have shattered her carefree world, but here she was, as cheerful as ever.

We said our good nights and goodbyes. Daniel explained that we would be getting an early start in the morning, and Zayde insisted that he would get up to drive us to the train station.

“I can’t sleep past sunrise anyway at my age.” He smiled kindly at us. “And you’re our guests.”

Bubbe gave me a hug. “You must come back any time you like to visit. Bring the little ones as well.”

“They would love that.” I smiled at her, surprised at how close I felt to her family after just a few days.

Daniel and I made our way through the night back to our bungalow. An almost-full moon had risen, so the path was visible in a gray light. I looked up and gasped. I always forgot that the sky could be so full of stars. In the city, they seemed distant points of light. Here, they filled the whole sky and looked so close I felt I could reach out and touch them.

The oil lamp was still burning in the bedroom, so we had light enough to see by when we entered. We looked at each other guiltily. Up here in the mountains, fire had to be carefully managed. We shouldn’t have left a light burning unattended.

“I’m glad nothing came of that,” Daniel said as we undressed and he extinguished the oil lamp. “I wouldn’t have wanted to repay their hospitality by burning down their bungalow.”

“I know,” I agreed. “At home, we just turn the gas up or down. I’ve forgotten what it’s like to light my own lamps and fetch my own water.”

“You’re a spoiled city girl now.” I could hear the laughter in his voice.

“If I am, it’s your fault.” I gave him a challenging smile as I lay back on the bed. The rustling of the wind in the trees above the bungalow was a soothing refrain that closed my eyes. There was one more boom from the direction of the quarry as I was almost asleep. Were they still mining at this hour? That mine owner must be desperate not to fall behind. The feather bedding below us and the quilt above us were so soft and comfortable. The bungalow smelled of pine wood and the flowers that Mira had picked for us; the scent of woodsmoke was also in the air. I really would like to come back to visit. That was my last thought before I drifted off into sleep.





Thirty-Four


At first, the banging was part of my dream. I was back in the kitchen at Patchin Place, cooking a beef stew for dinner. The stew was spilling over the stove, causing smoke to fill the kitchen. Behind me, Liam sat on the floor, playing with my pots and pans.

“Quiet down, love,” I chided while he banged them together. I tried to take the soup off the stove, but I could not find a cloth to hold the handle with. I turned back to look at Liam, and he had gone. I heard the banging again but this time from the stairs. Oh God, he’s fallen down the stairs, I thought. I have to get to Liam. My limbs wouldn’t move. I was rooted to the spot as thick, boiling-hot stew spilled down onto the floor.

I sat up, my heart pounding.

“What is it?’ Daniel said sleepily, turning over.

“Just a bad dream,” I said, lying back down. Then a loud pounding on the door of the bungalow made me bolt upright again. I started toward the door, but Daniel was up now too.

“Stand back, Molly,” he ordered, opening the door a crack. He peered out. “There’s no one there.” He opened the door farther and stepped out onto the porch. I followed him. The area in front of our bungalow was quiet and deserted.

“You heard that, too, didn’t you?” Daniel queried softly.

“I did,” I said. “In fact, it was part of a dream I was having.” Part of my thoughts were still back in the dream, feeling that there was something urgent I had to do and smelling smoke. Then I realized I did smell smoke. I walked out onto the dirt path in front of the bungalow.

“Where are you going?” Daniel whispered sharply. I looked up and down the path. The moon had set, and the structures around me were just hulking shadows. But at the top of the meadow, I saw an orange glow. My sleep-filled mind put it all together.

“Fire,” I whispered. My terror and the feeling of unreality seemed to have taken my power of speech. This was not a dream, I told myself. I struggled to find my voice. “The meadow is on fire, Daniel.” Daniel must have heard me, because he was at my side in a second. “Look.” I pointed up the meadow to where the black shapes of trees were outlined in red and a line was creeping down the grass in our direction.

“Oh my God.” His voice sounded terribly loud in the silent night. “We have to wake the others. You go to the lodge; I’ll go this way.” He ran toward the glowing forest. Even in my paralyzing fright, I noticed that he was sending me away from the danger.

“Fire!” he bellowed. “Wake up! Fire!”

I heard him banging on the door of one bungalow after another. My wits came back to me, and I started for the lodge, running as fast as I could. As I crossed the grass, I heard the sound of a horse, neighing in fear, and farther off, the crackle and roar of the approaching fire. The front door of the lodge was kept unlocked, so I burst in, yelling, “Fire! Wake up, fire!” in the loudest voice I could. It was pitch-black in the lodge. I stopped, wondering if I could grope my way up the stairs. Luckily, I heard the thump of feet on the floorboards above.

“Molly?” It was Jacob’s voice.

“Jacob, there’s a fire in the meadow,” I called upstairs.

“How close is it to the lodge?” he called down.

“I don’t know,” I said, realizing that my voice was shaking. “Daniel and I saw a glow up at the other end of the farm by the meadow.”

“I’ll get Mr. Friedman, and we’ll come at once.” Jacob’s voice was calm. “There are fire brooms and buckets at the back. Take some with you.” So there was a plan. I felt the breathless panic in my chest ease slightly.

The cook would be sleeping on the ground floor, I reasoned. I should wake her. I groped my way toward the kitchen and yelled until Sadie came out with a candle in hand, looking terrified. Zayde and Jacob came down, Zayde now wearing a big robe, and we grabbed big straw brooms.

“We’ll get the brooms wet and put out the fire in the meadow,” Jacob said. “Wake up everyone in case we need to leave.” He took off at a run.

Together Sadie and I grabbed as many brooms and buckets as we could carry. Sid’s and Mira’s parents rushed to help. Sid and Gus ran to get the horses safely out of the barn. The trees behind the meadow were burning now, the birch trees shooting up tongues of flame into the blackness of the night, and the fire was moving swiftly through the dry grass at the top of the meadow. Luckily, it was still far from the buildings. If we could put the fire out now, there was a good chance we would save the farm.

Daniel and Jacob were already beating at the flames with the brooms. The other men joined them, making a line at the edge of the burning grass. I wanted to join them as well but hesitated, not sure how I would stop the skirt of my nightdress from catching fire. Smoke stung my eyes, swirling around so that the figures disappeared from sight.

Then suddenly, a wooden bucket was thrust into my hand. Mira stood there, her arms full of more buckets.

“Bucket chain. Get water from the pond,” she shouted.

She directed us to the pond in the middle of the meadow, and we formed a bucket line, passing the wooden buckets one to another until they could be poured onto the fire. Sid and Gus came over to help.

“We hitched up the wagon,” Sid practically gasped as I handed the bucket to her. “We must get the horses out if we can’t stop the fire here.”

“We might need to get us out!” Gus added.

The smoke was thick and choking. It was impossible to tell how much of the forest was on fire and if the fire would stop at the meadow or engulf the whole farm.

A wagon rumbled through the thick smoke, and men I didn’t know jumped out, dragging a hose down toward the pond.

“Man the pumps.” I heard Ranger Grant’s voice and saw him briefly as he ran, hose in hand, toward the line of fire. Thank God someone was coming to help, but none of us dared to stop our efforts.

I was in the line for what seemed like hours, taking the bucket from Mira and handing it to Sid. I didn’t realize how close it was to morning until gradually, I could see their faces, both tired but determined. My hands were cramping from the cold and my back aching from lifting when Daniel appeared and took the bucket from me. I looked toward the meadow and saw a strip of black, charred earth, smoke still rising. It looked like we had succeeded.

“Molly, you shouldn’t have been doing this.” He sounded worried. “Not in your condition.”

I was too tired to protest. My whole body trembled as a breeze blew. A jolt of fear shot through me. Was it possible I had hurt the baby?

“It’s almost out,” Daniel said. “The ranger and his men are directing us to go and dig up a fire line of earth, just in case. You should go and lie down.” He took my frozen hands in his and kissed them. “Get some dry clothes on; you’re freezing.”

My teeth were chattering too violently to answer him, but I nodded and turned toward the bungalows. The air was still hazy with smoke. I wondered, as I stumbled wearily, if we were truly out of danger. If the forest was on fire, could the flames attack us from another side? Surely buckets and water couldn’t hold off a fire if the trees around us went up in flames? However, I was too tired to feel very afraid. My thoughts were of a dry dress. Perhaps I could crawl under the covers for a few minutes. My hand rested of its own accord on my belly, protecting the little one there.

The door to the bungalow was open. We must have left it open when we ran to get the others, I thought as I climbed up the stairs to the porch, stepped inside, and closed the door behind me.

A sound in the room made me freeze. I turned around. By my bed stood Professor Rosen. The money I had tucked under my pillow was in his hand.

At first, I was speechless. I stood there, heart racing, just staring at him, wondering if he was real or a ghost. He was hatless, and a dark smear of mud went across his forehead and was caked into his hair.

“You survived the fall? How? We have been looking for you under all the rubble.” I was babbling in my shock.

“Mrs. Sullivan,” the professor began and then stopped, as uncertain as I was. My jumbled thoughts began to come clear.

“You never fell over that cliff, did you?” I said. “No one could have survived that fall. But what are you doing here?”

Indecision was written on the professor’s face. He remained silent, staring at me. Some part of me had not believed that the professor could be guilty of murder. But as he looked at me without speaking, I knew with a sinking feeling that my hope was mistaken. This was a man who had been pushed to the edge. This was a man who was dangerous. Our eyes met. At the same time I realized that I should call for help, he rushed past me to the door, moving more quickly than I had imagined he could. At first, I thought he was running away, but as he reached the door he turned, blocking the only exit. He took a large knife from the inside of his breast pocket.

“I just wanted to disappear and start my life over,” he said, pleading with me to understand. My brain raced. The others were down at the meadow still. How long would it be until Daniel came to check on me? He’d be too late.

“You’ve disappeared before and started a new life, haven’t you?” I tried to keep my voice conversational. I wanted to keep him talking and buy myself some time.

“I tried to tell you my story on the way to the quarry.” His voice was shaky, and the knife trembled in his hand. This was a man at his breaking point.

“You did. And Mr. Levin was trying to blackmail you with that story, wasn’t he?”

“He did, and I paid him.” Professor Rosen became aware of the money still clutched in his left hand. “My life savings.” He put the money into his coat pocket.

“So you had arranged to meet him in the woods,” I said, trying to keep him talking. “You were his business meeting.”

He nodded. He seemed strangely indecisive, as if he, too, would rather talk than decide what to do next. “I met him as we had agreed. I paid him, and then he laughed. He said that my money was a good first installment and he would let me know when the next was due. I just couldn’t live with that fear for the rest of my life.”

“So you shot him?” I listened for voices outside the door. Would anyone hear me if I screamed for help?

“I actually turned to walk away. But the rifle was right there, leaning against a tree. He kept laughing as I pointed it at him. He thought I was too much of a coward to do it.” A look of grim satisfaction crossed his face as he remembered. “I don’t remember pulling the trigger. But I did. Then I heard someone coming and ran.”

“Without the money,” I said.

“Yes.” He nodded. “I knew it had to be here somewhere. I had to come back for it. I need it to start over again. California. Oregon. Perhaps this time, I will be a professor of psychology.”

“They will be looking for you,” I said. “The police know your story. They know you had a motive to kill.”

“Yes, but no one knows that I am alive.” The knife stopped trembling, and his hand tightened around it. “Except you.” He started to come toward me. I put my own hand over my stomach. I had to protect us both. I pushed thoughts of a motherless Liam from my mind.

“You wouldn’t harm me or the little one, would you, Professor Rosen?” I said, backing away from him. “I know you’re a good man. You wanted to do good things. I know you just made a mistake.” I didn’t try to say that I would keep silent; he would know that was a lie. “If you go right now, you can get away before anyone sees you.” Indecision crossed his face once more, but he kept coming.

“I’m sorry, Molly,” he said.

My heart pounded in my chest; I was ready to fight, to scream, to run. He was almost on me. My hand reached behind me and found the pitcher.

Then a piercing scream startled us both, and we looked in its direction. Through the window, we could see the lodge engulfed in flames.

“That’s Bubbe!” I cried. “She must still be upstairs.”

Professor Rosen dropped the knife, opened the door, and ran toward the lodge. I ran after him. The fire that had been at the top of the meadow had now swept around to engulf the lodge. I tried to make my feet move as fast as I could. Mrs. Birnbaum was standing outside the front door, her hair disheveled, her face smudged with soot.

“The stairs are on fire!” she said, grabbing at me. “It came from the back of the house. I just got out, but Mrs. Friedman’s still up there.”

“We have to get her out.” I turned to Professor Rosen, but he was gone. He must have decided to take this chance to disappear once again, assuming, perhaps rightly, that we would all be killed by the fire and no one would know he was alive. As rapidly as that thought crossed my mind, I pushed it aside. Bubbe was trapped. Someone needed to save her.

“Go and get help!” I shouted to Mrs. Birnbaum. “Get the men over here.”

I opened the door to the lodge, but a wall of heat drove me back. Black smoke billowed out. Choking, I ran around to the back entrance, but before I got within ten feet of it, the pine trees behind the lodge burst into flames, their tops burning like torches. I heard Bubbe scream again as I ran back to the front entrance. I remembered the way I had climbed down after searching Mr. Levin’s room. There was a way out of the windows onto the porch; if only the porch would not collapse before I got up there. Perhaps I could climb onto the porch railing and get a grip on the roof. A voice in my head was saying this was crazy and I should leave it to the men, but as I looked around, nobody was yet coming to my aid and Bubbe’s voice continued to wail. “Hilfe! Gottes willen!”

“Bubbe, come out of the window!” I yelled. “I’ll help you down.” But there was no answer now.

Then a shadowy figure appeared, pushing past me. It was Professor Rosen. He leaped lightly up onto the rail and hauled himself up onto the porch roof.

“Stay here, Mrs. Sullivan,” he yelled over the roar of the flames that were now shooting from the top of the lodge. “I will need you to help her down.”

I took up position next to the porch, watching him disappear into the smoke. I stood, staring, holding my breath for what seemed like an eternity. I heard the crackle and thump as something collapsed inside the building, and the terrified neighing of the horses. Then his voice called, “I’m lowering her down.” A pair of legs appeared, dangling down from the porch roof. I took her weight as best I could. Suddenly, there was a loud crack. All Bubbe’s weight was on me, and I fell. The wind was knocked out of me. Then the porch collapsed all around us and went up in flames. I heard Professor Rosen’s anguished cry, then I knew no more.





Thirty-Five


“Molly?” Daniel’s face swam in and out of focus above me as I opened my eyes. Beyond him, I could see a wooden ceiling. Where was I?

“Daniel?” My voice came out as a croak. “Where am I?”

“Thank God.” He kissed my forehead. “I was so worried.” I was able to focus on his face. It was smeared with gray ash that went up into his hair. The events of the night rushed back to me.

“Bubbe,” I said, trying to sit up, “Is she okay? We were buried.”

“She’s alive and resting.” Daniel gently but firmly held me down. “Keep lying still; you were insensible when we found you.”

“The porch roof collapsed on us,” I said, remembering. I gingerly moved my limbs to see if anything hurt. Nothing seemed to be broken. I moved my hand to my stomach and stroked it. A flutter from inside moved under my palm. Thank God. “How did you find us?”

“Mrs. Birnbaum was the hero, there,” Daniel said. “She pulled you out of the rubble and ran to find help.” His voice grew husky with emotion. “I don’t want to think what would have happened if she hadn’t been there.”

“I’ll have to thank her.” I pictured Mrs. Birnbaum’s frightened face as she stayed well back from the lodge flames even as Bubbe screamed. I would not have bet my life on her coming to my assistance. I should probably not have bet my life at all. But I have never been one to stand back when someone was in danger.

“And Professor Rosen?” I asked.

“Professor Rosen?” Now Daniel’s voice was worried. “My love, Professor Rosen died a few days ago when the quarry collapsed.” He turned to someone beside him. “I think she may have lost her memory.” Gus’s face now came into view above mine. She looked as gray and disheveled as Daniel did. Her hair spilled out of its pins around her shoulders, with ash and grass stuck in it.

“Molly, dear, what is the last thing you remember?” she said gently.

“Professor Rosen is not dead.” This time I did sit up. “At least, he was not earlier today. He was the one who saved Bubbe. He climbed on the roof and lowered her down to me.” Daniel and Gus looked at one another doubtfully. I could tell they didn’t believe me. “He must have fallen when the porch collapsed. He may be lying there, hurt.” I swung my legs off the bed, ready to go and look. The room spun. I had better stay put, I thought.

“Molly, if Professor Rosen was under the porch roof, I’m afraid there is no chance that he survived,” Daniel said, his voice still gentle, clearly humoring me. “There is nothing left of the lodge but ashes. We are incredibly lucky that the fire didn’t spread to all the bungalows.”

“Daniel was ready to put you on the wagon and ride off with you if the fire came any nearer, but we all worked like the dickens to wet the area around the fire to contain it,” Gus said, her face showing only excitement and none of the terror that the moment must have brought. “We think it’s safe now.”

“How long have I been insensible?” I asked.

“At least half an hour.” Daniel looked grave. “I was beginning to despair.”

“I feel well,” I reassured him, “just a headache.” I felt my head gingerly and winced. The top of my head felt bruised. “Which is understandable, if part of a porch fell on me.”

“Get some rest, my love,” Daniel urged. “Gus and I will help the others make sure the fire is out. I’ll only wake you if there is any danger.”

I started to protest that I would help as well, but the room swam around again. I closed my eyes, and when I opened them, sunlight was streaming in the window.

Mira came in with some cold water, and I drank it eagerly.

“I’m afraid there’s no food. The lodge is completely gone. I had to get this from the well.”

“Oh, Mira, what will you do?” It was shocking that in one night, their home was gone. And I knew Mira had wanted to make her life up here.

“We’ll rebuild. Zayde is already walking around, making plans to build a new and better lodge and hotel. As soon as he knew Bubbe was all right, he got to work.”

Daniel came in and smiled when he saw I was awake. He must have found a way to wash, because his face and hair were clean.

“’Will you be staying with us for the Sabbath, Captain Sullivan?” Mira asked. “You are welcome to, but I think we will need to go to Tannersville first. We have no supplies up here anymore.”

“Is Tannersville all right?” I asked. “And Amicitia? I wonder how big the fire was.”

“Ranger Grant came back to tell us it is completely out,” Daniel said, reassuring me. “The fire started at the quarry. A spark from their blasting, apparently, and didn’t spread much farther than this farm. The other communities are okay.” He turned to Mira. “Thank you for your invitation, but I’m taking Molly home to Westchester,” he said firmly.

I smiled up at him. “That would be nice.”

“He also told me something that you may be interested in, Molly,” Daniel said after Mira left the room. “He asked me to let the police detective know that the property Mr. Levin wanted for his hotel is actually part of the state park. So he can’t have had a deed to it. Apparently, he was suing the parks department on behalf of a family that had once had some claim, but so far nothing had come of it.”

“I always felt that Mr. Levin was full of half-truths. I can’t help but feel that he was the cause of all the evil here,” I said. “Professor Rosen was just pushed too far. No one deserves to be murdered, but thank God Mira didn’t marry him. The police can’t suspect her still, can they? They will believe that I saw Professor Rosen and he confessed to me?”

“They will,” Daniel said. “Bubbe saw him too; he carried her out of the fire. So everyone will believe you. And I think the evidence your team of detectives gathered impressed even Detective Jones, much against his will. But once we get back to my mother’s, please promise me you’ll just focus on taking care of yourself and this baby.”

I smiled. “I promise.”

It didn’t take long to pack and dress. Zayde renewed his offer to drive us to the train station on his way to Tannersville to get supplies. In truth, I did still feel a bit dizzy and I was ready to lie still and be pampered for a day or two.

As I walked out of the bungalow, the sun was well up in the sky and the heat of the day was beginning. The wagon was hitched up and in the lane waiting. Daniel put our bags in the back and went to say his goodbyes to Sid’s family, who were sitting on the porch of her parents’ bungalow. I walked over to look at what remained of the lodge. It was a jumble of charred fallen beams. Where the porch had been was nothing but a heap of ash.

“The stove is still usable, I think.” Mira came up to me and pointed to where the kitchen had been. It was now a pile of blackened beams with a cast-iron stove sitting in the middle, the metal chimney fallen on the ground beside it. “Look at my grandfather; he is already making plans to rebuild.” Zayde was standing with Sid’s parents to one side of the charred wreck, gesticulating wildly.

“And you want to help him.” I smiled.

“It will be a challenge.” She shrugged. “But when they came here, there was nothing but trees and grass, and they made something of it. Now I get to do my part.”

I looked again in the direction of Zayde and frowned. What was that on the ground behind him? As he walked around to the front of the former lodge, I went over to investigate. It was a man’s jacket. I recognized it as Professor Rosen’s. He must have taken it off when he ran to save Bubbe. I picked it up. It was sodden with dew. I slipped my hand inside the breast pocket and drew out the money that Professor Rosen had put there. Surely if Professor Rosen had escaped the fire, he would have come back for his life savings? No one had yet recovered a body from under the charred beams of the lodge, but I knew what they would find when they were able to move the wreckage.

I remembered the look in his eyes as he held a knife on me and shuddered. He could have killed me. But instead, he’d come to Bubbe’s rescue and given his life for it. A man with two natures, both good and evil. I started to put the money back and then stopped. It would do a lot more good here than in the pockets of the New York Police Department or the family that had helped David Rosen cover up a crime for many years. No one but me knew this jacket or this money had belonged to the professor. I threw the jacket back where I had found it and put the money in my pocket. After all, as the detective said, wives mustn’t get involved with their husbands’ investigations.

I decided then and there I would give the money to Mira. She could use it to help repair the damage that Professor Rosen had done to her life, allowing her to be accused of murder. It would also be helpful in rebuilding the farm. And perhaps the fire was partly Professor Rosen’s fault as well; it had come from the direction of the mine. I had heard them dynamiting long into the night. It was not outlandish to assume that their explosions had set off the fire that could have killed us. And why had they worked so long into the night? They had done it to make up for the time they lost searching for Professor Rosen’s body. So the money would go to Mira and to help the Friedmans. I wouldn’t want it to come from me, however.

I walked back over to Sid and Gus’s bungalow. They were already dressed in traveling clothes, and their faces were clean, but they had not managed to get the soot out of their hair.

“Would you like to come back with us for the final performance?” Sid asked. “You are welcome to stay as long as you like. Or do you need medical attention? We have a doctor at Amicitia, one of the first females in her profession.”

“Thank you, but I’m missing Liam and Bridie,” I said. “I want to get back to them today. Would you do me a favor?” I showed them the money with a brief explanation of where it had come from and asked them to find a way to get it to Mira.

“That’s a lovely idea,” Sid said. “We’ll come up with a scheme to make sure the money belongs to her, and perhaps I’ll throw in a little of my own. A woman with an income can make her own decisions. And if she is an investor in the Friedmans’ future resort, her ideas will be taken seriously.”

“Now we must get out of here,” Gus said, closing the bag she had been packing. “The final performance of the play is tonight.”

“Don’t say that too loudly,” Sid said, glancing out of the door. “If you tell my family I’m acting in a play on the Sabbath, they will not be pleased.” We parted with many hugs and an invitation for me to come back to Amicitia any time in the summer.

“After all, you solved the case and kept a woman out of jail,” Gus remarked. “You’ll be the talk of the town.”

Sid’s family was assembled as Daniel escorted me to the wagon. I shook hands all around.

“You’ll come back and see us, won’t you?” Bubbe put her hands on my cheeks, gazing at me lovingly. “Bring the new little one.”

“I’d like that,” I said.

Then I saw Jacob standing there.

“Goodbye, Jacob,” I said. “Are you staying up here or going back to the city?”

“I plan to stay for a while,” he said, “and offer my help in any way I can, in memory of my friend.”

He started to say more but then took my hand. “Have a good life, Molly,” he said.

“You too. See if Mrs. Birnbaum can find you a good match.” I smiled at him.

He was chuckling as I walked away.

I was still smiling as Daniel helped me aboard the wagon. Zayde was now in the driver’s seat, still talking about his plans to Sid’s father, who stood there, nodding gravely.

“Ready to go home, Mrs. Sullivan?” Daniel said as he swung himself into the wagon beside me. If only we were going home to my sweet little Patchin Place instead of Daniel’s mother’s house, I thought. But instead of voicing this, I smiled and squeezed his arm.

“Ready, Captain Sullivan.”





Epilogue


And so I returned to Daniel’s mother while my husband went back to work in the city. The church fete was a huge success, Liam looked adorable in his new sailor suit, and I handled the money with more success than the crocheting. A couple of weeks later, I received a letter from Daniel.

Dear Molly, you will be pleased to know that we have solved the mystery of the typhoid outbreak, and it’s really thanks to you. You commented to me that one never really notices the hired help, and I remembered the cook up at the Friedmans’ saying something about the fish being spoiled and luckily she found out before she unwittingly poisoned the family. Well, we decided to test the servants in all the families who had caught typhoid. And what do you know? There was one servant—a woman called Mary, who had no symptoms at all herself but apparently was a carrier of the disease. And she had worked at several households in recent times, bringing the disease with her. So it looks as if the outbreak is now contained. You can come home any time you miss me.

Your loving husband, Daniel

P.S. I miss you!

I read the letter aloud at the lunch table. A great wail escaped from Bridie. “Oh no, we’re not going to leave, are we? Do you mean I’ll never see Theresa again, and Gabe, and the horses? I think my heart will break.”

Mrs. Sullivan and I exchanged a look.





Historical Note


Historians will note the similarity between the cook spreading disease in the city and Typhoid Mary. In reality, Daniel might have been aware of a report in June 1907 that accused Mary Mallon of spreading typhoid through upper-class houses. We have taken the license of fiction writers to change the timeline slightly for our purposes. Typhoid Mary was really causing panic during the summer of 1907. She was an asymptomatic carrier of the disease, and as she moved from family to family, she infected those around her. When she was finally detected, she was kept apart, in almost jail-like conditions.

Also, in this story, we show the beginning of the Jewish bungalow colonies in the Catskills. They began exactly as stated, when Jewish owners of small farms rented out simple cabins so that Jewish families could escape from the city in the summer. Hotels and then the great resorts followed until the Catskills became a prime summer destination with thousand-room hotels, top entertainers, swimming pools, and every kind of luxury.

In the year 1908 fires swept through the Adirondacks. Ranger Grant is a forerunner of the forest rangers who were given broader responsibilities in the Adirondacks and the Catskills as a result of those fires.
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