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From the Desk of Willow De Beers
 To My Faithful Readers.
 As you all know, my life changed dramatically
 when my father's attorney handed me a packet of papers right after my father's funeral. I went into my father's office at the first opportunity I had and began to read what turned out to be my father's personal diary. I learned very significant and dramatic things about him, about my real mother, and about myself.

It was as a direct result of reading this diary that I changed my whole life and left college to discover who I really was.

For a long, long time, I kept this diary locked up. but I finally decided that my readers deserved to know the details of how and why this all began.

To that effect. I have also included my early years, which I call Dark Seed. Together, these two manuscripts will provide. I believe, a full
 understanding of me, my family, and my ultimate destiny.

Willow
.
To be given to my daughter, Willow, in the ever

of my death
 Dr. Claude De Beers
 .
Dear Willow,
 Let me begin by first begging for your

forgiveness. What you are about to learn should have been something you have known all your life. Just about every other child does or certainly should know. It has been the heaviest burden of my life carrying this secret inside me. The truth of it is your stepmother did not know this, either. There were times I feared she would come to suspect it, but ironically, her devotion to herself her interest in herself blinded her. Actually, I think of the saying, "There are none so blind as those who will not see." She wouldn't look for these revelations. She wouldn't see them if they were right in front of her. Perhaps she was better off Sometimes it is better to be in some ignorance.

I can't deny I was tempted to leave you in some ignorance, but I knew in my heart that would be unjust, untrue, unfair. What I did not have the courage to do is reveal the enclosed while I was still alive. There are so many reasons for my cowardice, I suppose, but none of them justifies it.

Even so, I beg for your forgiveness. Believe me when I tell you I have suffered more than you will, and believe me when I tell you my most important reason was always to be sure you would be a happy person. I hope and pray you still will be.

I know I never said it enough and it can never be said too much, but I -want you to begin with this knowledge:

I love you, Willow.
 I love you.
 Daddy

I
 In Love with a Patient
 .
 If someone had told me that someday I would

fall in love with one of my patients. I would have recommended that he or she become one of my patients.

Now I have to admit that this most improbable event has occurred at my own clinic. It got so I couldn't wait to get there every morning. It was as if I had found that the doorway to paradise was always right in front of me. I quickly discovered that when you're with someone you love, the most mundane things suddenly become wonderful.

I suppose I'll never forget the day your mother arrived. Willow. She and I often talked about it, first as part of her therapy, and then, as time passed and our relationship grew into something I'm sure neither of us had expected, we were actually able to laugh about it.

You know how people often discuss what they were doing when some major historical event occurred. My father used to talk about where he was when the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor, for example. and I often think about what I was doing the day President Kennedy was shot. Events like those are so imprinted on your mind it is as if life went on pause for a while and then began again.

Shall  I tell you that when I first looked at your mother and she looked at me, my heart paused and then went on again? Shall I tell you that during those moments it felt as if there was no one else in the world but us? Does all this sound too romantic, perhaps more like the words in a love song than the words of a psychiatrist?

As a psychiatrist. I am too analytical. I know. I have a sort of love-hate relationship with my work. I don't really like to dissect people's emotions like some pathologist in a lab, but it is what I have been trained to do. Forgive me for how often I do that while writing this to you. Willow.

The truth is I remember everything about that day your mother arrived. It was unseasonably warm. Ordinarily I don't pay very much attention to the weather. I spend so much of my time indoors at the clinic. I don't care whether it's raining or not, whether it's cloudy or sunny, but for some reason (I hesitate to call it Fate or anything similar-- it wouldn't be very professional of me) I remember sitting at my desk and looking out the window and admiring the soft, lithe look of a cloud moving lazily over the tops of the trees in front of my clinic. I don't daydream very often. I simply didn't have time for it with my patient load at the clinic, but that day it struck me that this was the only cloud in the eastern sky and I thought it looked lonely. I could even see a sad face in its fluffy surface and told myself something my mother used to tell me when I was a little boy: Rain, she said, was merely the teardrops of sad clouds, and when it stopped raining, we knew the clouds were happy again, sunshine lighting up their smiles.

"All smiles have to have sunshine behind them. Claude," she told me. "otherwise, they are not smiles: they are masks."

Perhaps that was my first lesson in psychiatry. I laughed at myself for remembering such things and having such a thought-- a cloud, lonely-- but it brought back that wonderfully pure feeling of innocence. And then, suddenly there was your mother and grandmother's limousine coming in the front entrance and approaching the clinic.
I had a number of patients from well-to-do families, so I didn't think all that much of the fact that someone was bringing me a new patient in a fancy, luxurious limousine. Even though I don't have any hard and fast studies on the matter. I suppose I should tell you that I do believe wealthy people are more embarrassed by their mentally ill relatives, especially, unfortunately, parents who are embarrassed by their own children. They can't wait to drop them off here and pretend they are somewhere else.
 Later_. I discovered that was exactly what your grandmother had done. She told people in Palm Beach, for that's where your mother and grandmother lived, that her daughter Grace was off again to college, only now out of state. Palm Beach, according to what your mother told me later, was one of those places where people can tell each other lies and feel confident they will be accepted as truth, at least an the surface. In her words, "It's just courteous to believe in someone else's fantasies. The richer they are, the more they believe in Santa Claus."
 How clever she could be, don't you agree?
 I watched her and your grandmother emerge from the long black limousine. Your grandmother wore a very stylish pink and white hat and indeed looked as if she was going to some ritzy charity event. Her teardrop earrings caught the sunlight and twinkled like tiny stars she might have plucked out of the Florida night sky. Even from my office window I could see she was an attractive woman, tall and stately with a runway model's posture when she walked. If she felt any shame, she wasn't about to let the world know it.
 Your mother was difficult to evaluate from any distance, but especially difficult that day because she kept her head down, her shoulders turned inward, and her arms very close to her body, her hands crossed. This was not an unusual demeanor for me to see in one of my patients. People don't exactly come here because they are full of self-confidence.
 Your mother and grandmother disappeared from my view when they walked to the front entrance. The driver followed with your mother's suitcases. and I sat back and continued to read her medical history, sent to me by her doctor in Palm Beach, a friend of mine. Dr. Anderson, I won't bore you with the medical terminology, the analysis and whatever. Suffice it to say, your mother was coming to me after having attempted suicide. But there were factors that told me she might very well not have realized the significance of what she was doing. I'll explain that later. and I promise, I won't be too technical.
 While your mother was admitted, a process that involved some physical examination, recording of medications, etc., your grandmother was brought to my office. I usually meet with someone from the immediate family as soon as possible and preferably before I meet with the patient. Getting to know the parents, brothers, sisters, aunts, whoever, of a patient helps me understand what possible social and environmental factors are impacting on that patient.
 Forgive me for writing about my work so seriously. I am trying not to be the doctor now, but your father instead, and, I suppose you have realized by now. I am not writing as your stepfather. I am writing as your biological father. I am your father, Willow, in every sense of the word. Your mother wasn't raped by some attendant as you were told too often by your stepmother. and I didn't bring you home because I felt guilty that such a thing happened at my clinic.
I have already told you how I was in love with one of my patients, your mother. I must now tell you how such a thing happened to a man who prided himself all his professional life in being objective, properly aloof, the doctor first and foremost. Your mother taught me that was not necessarily the best way for me to be, the best way for me to help my patients. In fact. dear Willow, everything gradually became reversed here between your mother and me. Many times toward the end, I felt more like the patient and your mother spoke to me with more wisdom than I had imagined she possessed.
 But let me stop talking about what happened and talk about how it came to happen.
 Into my office walked Jackie Lee Montgomery, your grandmother. I should say burst in, for she had that sort of confident, domineering presence. She was looking at everything like someone who was thinking about buying the clinic. It brought a smile to my face, but a smile I've learned to hide well under what you used to call my "doctor mask.' There was just a slight quivering at the corners of my mouth as I told myself. Claude De Beers, you'd better dot your I's and cross all your t's when you speak to this woman.
 My receptionist. Edith Hamilton, brought her to my office and announced her at the door.
 "This is Mrs. Montgomery, Dr. De Beers," she said and stepped back, closing the door softly behind her.
 I rose quickly to greet your grandmother, and she held out her hand like a queen who expected it to be kissed.
 "Jackie Lee Montgomery," she said, holding her head high, her eyes fixed on mine.
 "Please have a seat," I said, pulling a chair a little farther from the desk the way a gentleman would pull out a chair for his lady at a dining table. It made no sense for me to do that, but your grandmother had that sort of an effect on me. Later. I laughed about it with Grace. She told me her mother had become Palm Preachified, That was her term for it, for all the changes in her personality the wealth and the social life had caused.
 "It breaks my heart to be bringing my daughter here, despite the wonderful references and
 recommendations I have received concerning you and this mental clinic, and despite how beautiful your building and location are," your grandmother Jackie Lee began,
 "I understand. Mrs, Montgomery." I said, taking my seat.
 "I'm sure you're wondering why I didn't return to my first married name or even my maiden name. My daughter was very fond of my second husband. Winston Montgomery. He adopted her and gave her his name. and I thought for the sake of simplicity, to avoid confusion..."
 "Of course."
 "I thought I should tell you that right away," she said.
 "I understand completely," I said. "You made a wise decision." "I would never keep my third husband's name." she said, pursing her lips so hard, it brought little spots of white at the corners of her mouth, "Dr. Anderson told me he has given you everything, so you are familiar with all that horror. I expect."
 "I am, somewhat, yes."
 She opened her purse and took out a frilled silk handkerchief and brought it to her eyes even though I didn't see any tears.
 "I've done the best I can dealing with this. What can anyone expect when a woman learns her husband has seduced, really raped her daughter in their own home, right under her very eyes practically?"
"It is quite overwhelming." I agreed.
 "And Grace." she said, shaking her head and sighing, "hiding her pregnancy from me all that time until it was far too late to do anything about it." She paused and focused sharply an me as she leaned a bit forward, "Can von explain that to me? I never had a sensible explanation from Dr. Anderson for her behavior."
 "Well, of course without speaking with Grace and exploring her troubles, it's difficult. Mrs, Montgomery. I can give you some classic reasons, which might very well be her reasons."
 "What? What reason could anyone have for such behavior?" she practically pounced.
 "First, of course, there's guilt. Too often women assume full or most of the responsibility for such things. To alleviate their own guilt and responsibility, some men often make them feel that way."
 He would." she said, spitting the words disdainfully at the floor.
 "And if you have an impressionable young woman who has been through some additional mental crisis, she is more vulnerable to such chicanery."
 "Chicanery. Exactly." she said, nodding, her eyes brightening with the way I sympathized with her situation.
 "So keeping all that in mind, it wouldn't be all that unexpected for her not to hide her pregnancy so much as to go into complete self-denial."
 "What do you mean by complete self-denial?"
 "Try to convince herself it wasn't true, ignore the symptoms, and succeed enough at that to justify not telling you for a long time, as hard as it is for vou to understand. Mrs, Montgomery."
 "Jackie Lee. please."
 "Jackie Lee. It's possible your daughter in all sense of the word actually believed she wasn't pregnant."
 "Madness, utter madness. She does belong here."
 "I saw from a note in her records that afterward you encouraged this in a way by pretending the child was yours. Am I correct that you actually simulated a pregnancy to persuade people it was so?"
 She looked surprised that I knew that, but it was something that stood out in Dr. Anderson's report.
 "I did what I did for her," she snapped back at me. "I was protecting her. You don't know how cruel and biting people are there. It was difficult enough trying to find her a decent man with whom she could develop a relationship. Imagine what this sort of sordid news would have done. I might as well have shipped her off to Somalia or some such godforsaken place."
 I just nodded. Some people take that for agreement. and for the moment I could see it was better she assumed I approved of all she had done. In my experience, if you don't let parents, especially parents, come to their own conclusions as to their responsibility for the child's illnesses and problems, they will resent you and refuse to accept. Acceptance is the beginning of recovery.
 There I go again, being the doctor. Sorry.
 After I read the references to Jackie Lee's behavior. I had spoken with Dr. Anderson, of course, and he went into some detail about this cover-up Jackie Lee had created. He told me she became so absorbed in her own efforts to fool the public that, he thought, she had fooled herself as well. At least for a little while. He believed it contributed significantly to Graces current depression and introversion. The truth is that the way he described your grandmother's behavior made it sound as if she should have been brought here as the patient and not your mother.
 Now he was worried about the child, the little boy named Linden, growing up believing his grandmother was his mother. Dr. Anderson hoped I would help return Grace to a balanced enough state of mind so she could return and recapture her own child for both their sakes. It added pressure to my efforts, of course, and a solid reason for my letting her go. Neither of us could be selfish enough to see Linden without his mother. (It brings tears to my eyes just to write this, to write the words, let her go, for as you will see, that was just what I had to do.)
 "Yes," I replied after a moment. "I'm sure what you did, you did for good reason. Jackie Lee."
 She liked that and obviously liked I had stopped calling her Mrs. Montgomery.
 "Exactly.' She paused, dabbed her eyes again, and looked at me, her face turning dark and serious. "You don't think that it had a lot to do with what she... what she attempted to do to herself, do you?"
 "It's best to wait for me to begin my
 examinations before we come to any conclusions about anything. I would be doing you a disservice to shoot from the hip. Jackie Lee. Give me same time."
 "I know Dr. Anderson believes that it did. I could see it in his face whenever he spoke to me about it," she said. smirking. Then she sighed so deeply. I thought she had cracked her heart. "She was such a happy child once. When her father was alive, before his terrible helicopter accident, he doted on her and she practically worshiped the ground he walked upon. I was always warning him that he was spoiling her, not so much with gifts as with love. You can give someone too much love, you know.
 ''Grace will never be able to love any man because she will always compare him to you and find fault with him.' I warned him, but he didn't listen and that's exactly what happened."
 She leaned toward me.
 "You know she's not had one satisfactory romance and she's in her twenties!"
 "It's not so unusual. Jackie." "Jackie Lee."
 "I'm sorry. Jackie Lee. Not unusual at all, especially these days," I said softly.
 "It is for Grace. Wait until you see her. She's a very attractive young woman when she wants to be. Right now she looks like something the cat dragged home, but when she's had her hair fixed, especially by my stylists, and she puts on one of her designer dresses and has her makeup done properly, she's a little movie star. I saw the way men looked at her at charity events and parties.
 "But she was always pushing them off for one reason or another." she said sadly. She nodded and then she stared at me a moment. "You know what she believes, don't you? I imagine it's down there in that report Dr. Anderson sent you." she said, nodding at the folder on my lap as though it were a criminal record instead of a doctor's file.
 I didn't reply. I didn't want to reveal anything in Dr. Anderson's report.
 "You don't have to read it. I'll tell you. She believes she carries a Jonah curse, that everyone or anyone who loves her or whom she loves will have something terrible happen to him or her. She'll tell you all about it. I'm sure, about all of them, her victims." she said, throwing her head back and rolling her eyes dramatically.
 "We'll try to get her to think differently about herself," I said. She sucked in her breath and sat straighter.
 "Yes. Well, what do you think? Can you cure her? Will she ever be a normal woman and marry and have a family and a home?" she demanded.
 "I hope so, Jackie Lee, It's my intention to make that a reality. yes. She does have a son to care for and raise, of course."
 "Care for and raise." she muttered. "Well, I can't just toss him out there to be at the mercy of those sharks, now can I? For now, I'll continue being his mother."
 That might do him some harm in time. Jackie Lee. Perhaps you should think of how you can gradually get him to understand the truth," I suggested softly.
 "Yes, well, we'll see. I don't want to make promises to him that will never be fulfilled. I know how mentally ill people can be, how their recoveries can be false or only temporary, especially someone in her condition. I've read a number of magazine articles about it."
 "There is a lot of misinformation about that. Jackie Lee. Perhaps the old adage, 'A little knowledge is a dangerous thing' applies to this more than anything. Just be patient and give it all some time," I told her.
 "Time. Exactly. How often should I come here?" she asked, rather demanded. I thought.
 "Not far a while," I said. "Let's see how it goes and I'll call you." She looked satisfied with that answer, thought Grace was going to put up a fight or an argument about coming here, but she didn't so much as utter a little reluctance.'
 "That's good." I said.
 "Good? Who would want to come here? How can that be something good?"
 "Perhaps she realizes she needs help. That's what good, Jackie Lee. You have to recognize you have a problem before you can solve it."
 "Um," she said. "Maybe. You know what she did, don't you? You know about her jumping off the dock in the middle of the night and then telling us she was getting on a ship with her dead father. She would have just let herself drown if we hadn't realized what she had done!"
 "When people are so troubled, they lose their hold on what's real and what isn't. -We all live in a little bit of illusion," I said. "but the difference is we know when to come back to reality."
 "She doesn't," she said sharply.
 "She will," I replied, now holding my eyes on her.
 "I hope so," she relented, "Should I go back to say goodbye to her?"
 "Maybe not Maybe it's best you just leave quietly. She's in good hands. As you know. I have a wonderful staff here, and we don't like to see the families make the patients feel abandoned in any way."
 "I'm not doing that." she retorted sharply.
 "No, of course not, but someone who is already suffering with misconceptions, self-deprecation, loss of identity..."
 "Yes. well. I suppose you are right. You do know more than I do." she said, standing.
 "I'll walk you out." I said.
 "It's a very pretty place. I mean, where it's located, those willow trees, the river nearby, the grounds."
 "Nature is a true healer," I said.
 "If that were true, you'd think the ocean would have been that for her. We lived right on the beach."
 "It held other connotations, other meanings for her, perhaps."
 "Her father crashed in the ocean, but we never talked about that." she said. nodding. "Oh, this is all so complicated. It makes me spin."
 "Don't worry. We'll sort it out," I said "Did you want to see the rest of the clinic, our facilities?"
 "No," she said quickly. 'I'm sorry, I don't mean to sound disinterested, but seeing all these disturbed people, especially the younger ones, depresses me. I don't know how you do this sort of work. Doctor. How do you do it?"
 "You think about helping them, seeing them walk out of here to be productive people again, and that's how you do it." I said.
 I walked out with her to the waiting limousine. The moment the driver saw her, he jumped and rushed around to open the door for her. She had that sort of aura about her continuously. commanding.
 "This isn't easy for me." she said at the car, looking back at the clinic and taking a deep breath. "She's my only child. Aside from poor Linden, of course."
 "I understand," I said.
 "I keep thinking about how happy we all were when our lives were chaotic, when we were moving from naval base to naval base, following my husband in his career, never really having any roots. They used to salute each other, you know," she said. "With two fingers. She did it when she was only two, and he thought it was so funny and cute that he never forgot and always did it the same way."
 I smiled.
 She was really crying now, and I thought that under the shell she had created for herself in order, perhaps, to survive in the world she had found herself living in now, she still had a very warm, loving other self. desperately frying to be heard. When we're honest about our own emotions, we have the best chance for happiness, Willow. Always remember that.
 I squeezed her hand gently.
 She looked at me one more time and in a whisper said. "Take care of my baby"
 Then she got into that luxurious, shiny black limousine with its tinted windows. I actually felt sorry for her. She looked shut up, locked away in there. The windows reflected me and the clinic. I no longer saw her, and moments later she was driven away.
 I watched her go, and then I turned back to my clinic and walked with determined steps to attack whatever monster resided in your mother's troubled mind.

2
 A Little Footnote
 .
 After her admittance your mother was shown to

her room and then given a little tour of our clinic before she was brought to my office. My head nurse. Nadine Gordon, took her around. We always tried to give the patients a sense of security, a sense of comfort before we began any formal therapy and treatment. It's not easy for a healthy person to leave home and find himself or herself in a strange new world, much less someone who was already quite fragile and unpredictable.

Nurse Gordon knocked an my door and then brought Grace into my office.
 "This is Dr. Claude De Beers," she said. She always introduced me with such pomp and
 circumstance in her voice that made me feel, and I'm sure my new patient feel, as if I sat atop a mountain.
 When I told her she always introduced me as though I was someone high and mighty, she replied. 'That's what they should think of you. Doctor. The more confidence a patient has in her doctor, the better chance she has of becoming well," she advised. She was not above lecturing even me.
 She was very hard on the younger psychiatrists who tried to be pals with their patients. Most of them were actually afraid of her.
 You can just imagine what she came to think of my relationship with your mother, but that's something I'll talk about later. I feel like a schoolboy who is so excited about getting out his story, he can't keep himself from jumping ahead. (A bit of selfanalysis here. I'm afraid. The inherent danger of being a psychiatrist.) I hope, whenever you're reading this, that this little footnote brings a smile to your face. 'Willow.
 "Hello. Grace." I said. "I've been looking forward to meeting you."
 Your mother looked up at me with eyes that spoke volumes. Page one was full of skepticism. Why would I look forward to meeting her? Why would anyone? I could see the questions so clearly, I actually heard them as well,
 "Dr. De Beers said hello," Nurse Gordon told her, as if she were my translator.
 "That will be all," I said, dismissing her. "Thank you Ms. Gordon,"
 She gave me her sharp professional gaze for a moment and then softened, permitted her lips to weaken into a small smile, and left the office, taking so long to close the door, she appeared reluctant to do so. I could see the way Grace watched her every move. That told me her being introverted did not keep her from being observant and aware of her
 surroundings.
 "Won't you sit here," I said, nodding at the sofa. "It's more comfortable."
 I didn't like sitting behind my desk, especially when I spoke to my patients. It made me feel I was behind some wall and very distant from them. You remember how big my desk was, too. Even a man my size looks wrapped in wood.
 She sat and I sat across from her.
 "Oh, would you like something to drink. Grace, soda, juice. water?" I asked her.
 She shook her head. I remember immediately being captured by those eyes, the softest turquoise eyes I had ever seen, beautiful, vulnerable, 
 desperately searching for someone to trust, another heart in which to place her hopes and dreams safely. At that moment she reminded me of a small bird, so helpless and vet so capable of love, so eager to soar, perhaps right under that lonely cloud had seen earlier.
 "We should first simply get to know each other," I told her. "I know a little about you, of course, but I am hoping you will tell me much more."
 She waited, shifting her eyes nervously to avoid mine. Isn't it interesting how no one likes to be stared at normally. Willow? People who are suffering inside especially hate being observed. I looked at her file and tried at first to speak to her without looking at her directly, hoping that would put her at some ease. But I must also tell you that was difficult for me. for I wanted to look at her very much,
 "My, you did travel a lot when you were younger, didn't you? All these places, all these new schools to attend, new friends to make. It must have been hard for you when you were so young. I know it would have been for me." I said. "I was fortunate in that we lived where my father's father lived and in fact, my great-grandfather as well. I'm still living there, in fact," I told her. "But you..." I shook my head.
 And for the first time her eyes widened with a little interest and her eyebrows rose.
 "Matter of fact," I continued. "I don't think I know anyone who has moved around as much as you have. You're the first Gypsy in my office," I added, and she smiled.
 For me that first breakthrough with a patient is always the most delicious and satisfying.
 "My daddy called us Gypsies."
 "Did he? Tell me about him. He was a commander in the Naval Air Force, a helicopter pilot?"
 "Yes."
 "I can't imagine him liking being away from you and your mother so often."
 'He hated that, but he had to follow orders, 'We all have to follow orders. Sailor Girl.' he would say."
 "Sailor Girl?"
I knew why she used that term for herself Dr. Anderson had it in his notes, but it was for better to have the patient retell it.
 "That's what he called me," she said. Her smile was deeper, softer, full of memories.
I know I was staring at her like a schoolboy stares at his first love. Willow. She noticed and looked at me strangely, and I realized it. I think, and I know you will be amazed, I actually blushed, not something I do very often.
 "You're not what I expected," she said.
 "Oh? Why is that?"
 "You're not old. I thought you would be older." "Why?"
 "You have your own clinic and everything and my doctor in Palm Beach looks older than you do and he made you sound like you were his mentor."
 I laughed,
 "Well. I've been lucky. This place practically fell into my lap."
 "He told me you go around the country lecturing and that you were brilliant." she said.
 "Let's reserve judgment on that." I told her. "First, let's see if I can help you. If I can do that, then well consider it," I said, and she nearly laughed. I saw it in her eyes. Sometimes, you just know quickly you're going to like someone and he or she is going to like you. It's as if the both of you have the correct combination to that lock that keeps our most private selves hidden from most people.
 "Tell me about those early years in your life. How did you feel about all this moving around, changing schools, constantly making friends?"
"I didn't mind it. I was better off then." 
 "Why?" I asked her.
"I didn't have close friends. I didn't have anyone to mourn," she said.
 "Mourn? Why do you say that?"
I thought she wasn't going to answer. She looked away and then she turned back to me, her eves narrowing, just the way yours do. Willow, when you get intense about something.
 "We had a dog once, a golden retriever called Kasey." she said. "She was hit by a car when she was only four and killed."
 "How sad for you."
 "Mommy cried and so did I and Daddy was very depressed. He loved that dog. And then Mommy said. 'I'll never have another dog. I'm not going through this again, this terrible loss,' and we never did." she said. "She had less to mourn."
 "Did that make you unhappy? I mean, didn't you want another dog?"
 "No."
 "Why not? Was it because you wanted your mother to be happy?"
 "Yes, but it was more than just that."
 "Tell me," I said, leaning toward her. I felt like holding her hand in mine,
 "We take a risk anytime we give anything or anyone our love," she said. and I thought, what a remarkable observation. She might be a very troubled person, but she was also a very sensitive and perceptive one. I knew it that first day I met her.
 "That's true." I said. "But if it's someone or something worth the risk, then we should take it, don't you think?"
 She looked away again, and when she looked back at me I saw that her face had grown darker. I could see the light in her eyes diminish as she turned inward on her own troubled thoughts. Sometimes it takes a while to open that curtain and see all that is twisted and troubling inside someone. Willow, and sometimes, as it was with your mother, it comes almost immediately.
 "Nothing, no one is worth that risk," she said.
 "Why do you say that so firmly, Grace? Haven't you loved other people since your father's death? You seemed to have been very fond of your stepfather, Winston Montgomery," I said, noting Anderson's comments in her file.
 "And look what happened to him."
 "He wasn't a young man when he died."
 "He wasn't an old man, either." she retorted. I could see the fury in her eyes now, but it was a fury she was directing at herself then. Willow,
 "No, he wasn't, but people get sick and sometimes it isn't anyone's fault. That's true, too, isn't it. Grace?"
 She didn't answer, and when she didn't want to answer, she turned away so I couldn't see the thin, glassy shelf of tears cover her eyes.
 It's so important to get a patient to believe he or she isn't so much unlike you or everyone else. You have to create that bond and that trust.
 'I remember when my mother died," I began, and she turned back to me slowly. "I was finished with medical school and I kept thinking I should have noticed something. I should have been there for her. I blamed myself and for a long time, too."
 She raised her eyebrows again. "What happened to her?"
 She had a stroke, a massive cerebral stroke. Thankfully, she wasn't in a coma long."
 "That was different," she said after a moment. "Why?"
 "You thought you should have seen physical things and gotten her same medicine. You didn't bring her bad luck."
 "Why should someone have the power to bring someone else bad luck?" I asked her.
 "It's not a power; it's a curse!"
 "Why should someone have such a curse put on her?" 
 "Fate decides that before you're born." she told me.
 I didn't smile. I nodded. "Well, that's something you will have to explain mare to me."
 "I don't want to," she said and pressed her lips together like a defiant child.
 "I can wait until you do." I said.
 She threw a furious look my way, and I could see she was getting angry at me, so I looked at her file and then looked at the clock.
 "I bet you're tired with the trip here and all, aren't you?" She nodded.
 "We have lots of time to talk. Did you get a good tour of our clinic?"
 She shrugged, "That nurse moved and spoke very fast."
 "Yes, she can be that way," I said. smiling. "I'll call Nurse Gordon and ask her to show you back to your room." I said, and then I decided no. I'll show her back. "Why don't I escort you. myself." I said. She looked happier about that. "It isn't all that much longer until dinner. I'm sure you'd like a little rest first, take a shower, change your clothes, do whatever you want."
 "I can't do exactly whatever I want." she replied. "Your nurse made that very clear with her list of rules."
 "Well, whatever she told you is designed to keep you and the others here safe, but we don't want you to feel like you're shut away, Grace. This is simply a place where all the people who can help you come together and concentrate on you Give it a chance." I urged.
 She nodded and stood. Her eyes perused the office, and she saw the picture I had of your stepmother. I saw the curiosity in her face.
 "Is that your wife?"
 "Yes. Alberta." I said.
 "She's very pretty," she said. 
 "Yes. Thank You."
 "Do you have any children?"
 "No. Not because I don't want any," I added quickly.
 She looked at me sharply for a moment, and then I opened the door and we walked down the corridor.
 Funny first meeting with the woman I would soon love more than any woman, wasn't it. Willow? We used to think so. It was hardly a romantic encounter. No music, no beautiful setting, no innocent laughter and carefree feelings. Instead, we were in my office with me being Mr. Psychiatrist.
 You can't imagine how amusing your mother was when she imitated me, imitated my techniques, as she liked to call my little gestures and mannerisms. No one made me see myself clearer than your mother did. Willow. Through her eyes I finally understood who I was and for that. I would always be grateful to her. After she was gone. I often thought she had given me far more than I had given her.
 I walked her past the arts and crafts room. which I noticed she looked at with some interest, and then we paused at the doorway of her room. She stood there looking in at it. hesitating. Our rooms were far from spartan. They all had pretty curtains, nice furniture, lots of brightness with the windows and the pleasant coffee-white walls, all of which had paintings on them, beautiful scenes of Nature, peaceful. meditative. The floors were carpeted, and each room had its own bathroom. Patients had to go to the entertainment center to watch television. We had game tables there, cards and checkers and chess boards, and a good library, We didn't want them spending too much time alone, you see.
 But this was not home and I was sure quite a bit different from the bedroom your mother had at her home. She had brought along some of her personal things. which I learned included a number of presents her father had brought home to her from his various naval excursions. One of them was a teddy bear she already had on the bed.
 I always prided myself in having great compassion for my patients. Willow, but seeing your mother standing there in the doorway of her clinic room, her eyes filling with the realization that this was her home for now and for perhaps a long, long time, practically brought tears to my eyes. I recognized immediately that I was feeling everything more deeply when it involved her. I didn't ignore it, but I did try not to pay any attention to it. Little did I know then how terribly I would fail at that. However, that was one personal failure I do not repeat, even to this day, Willow.
 She turned and looked at me.
 "What sort of a person was here before me?" she asked. "A young woman, not unlike yourself."
 "What was wrong with her?"
 "Serious mood swings. What we call bipolar." 
 "Is that what's wrong with me?"
 "Let's wait and see, spend more time before we make any definitive diagnosis."
 She smirked a bit, but that was a truthful answer on my part.
 "Whatever happened to her?" she asked, nodding at the bed as if the previous patient were still there.
 "She's home now with her family and she's doing well. Just like you will," I said.
 She smiled, but it was the smile of someone humoring someone.
 She didn't have to say the words. I could hear them: -.Yeah, sure. Tell me another fairy tale."
 Nothing stirred my determination more. Right then and there I swore to myself: I -will make her healthy and enough to take care of herself again. She will go home to her child,

3
 A Forgotten Social Event
 .
 It wasn't often that I remained at the clinic and

had dinner with my staff or with some of our patients. but I very much wanted to that first night your mother arrived. Your stepmother Alberta was already quite annoyed with me because of how much time I was devoting to the clinic. She went so far as to accuse me of adultery. claiming I was more in love with it than I was with her. We were only married a short time before I was able to put the clinic together, and it was a very exciting opportunity for me at the time.

Even from the very beginning. I don't think your stepmother ever really respected the work I did. Willow. Oh, she liked the fact that she was married to a doctor, especially one who had something of a national reputation, but either she was frightened by my work or she was simply bored with it, for she hated my bringing home any stories about the clinic and especially anything at all to do with any and all of my patients.

Ironically, her father had no respect for psychiatric medicine. He thought it was all a way to excuse people from their responsibilities and called it voodoo medicine. However, he looked upon our marriage very favorably. Of course my sister, your aunt Agnes, attributed all that to my father-in-law's poor economic situation. Alberta came from an old Southern family who had become land rich and dollar poor, and they were gradually losing all of their property, selling it off to developers in order to survive.

As you know from our photographs and news clippings. Alberta was a beautiful young woman when we married. Whenever there was any sort of charity event that involved modeling clothing, she was asked to be part of it. She might even have gone on to do that professionally, but her mother and especially her paternal grandparents believed modeling to be a profession just a step away from prostitution. Quite a ridiculous and old-fashioned way of thinking, but nevertheless, a way of thinking that heavily influenced Alberta.

I won't tell you that I was ever deeply in love with your stepmother. but I will say that she fascinated me. She always maintained a true Southern elegance about her. In my way of thinking, she was one of those people who were truly born in the wrong century, who belonged at a far different historical period, like someone who had literally stepped out of Gone With the Wind or some such novel. I used to think she laughed like Scarlett O'Hara. Her beauty easily made her the catch of the season at her debutante ball.

I can't recall exactly who said it, but someone told me. "A man like you should have a wife like that. Claude," and that stuck in my mind. We were truly a famous couple during those early years, invited to everything, our pictures always on the social pages. A doctor is like anyone else: dependent upon image, reputation. recommendations. Of course, he has to have ability and knowledge, but many, many do and yet do not find the level of success I have found, and some of that might be attributed to my high social profile, what some people call networking. It certainly helped me get the financing I needed and opened many a door quickly.

If I was to analyze myself, Willow. I would have to admit to being a little insecure and perhaps too dependent on and grateful for the public image. It's very easy to fall in love with your own public self. You're complimented and lauded so much, you begin to believe your own publicity. Thankfully, I believe I caught hold of myself before it was too late and stepped back and away from all the empty glitter, something for which. I'm afraid, your stepmother never forgave me. I became less and less her husband and more and more the doctor. Maybe that was the real reason why she came to hate my work and the clinic so much.

It wasn't long before your mother had come to my clinic that Alberta and I began to lead quite separate lives. She didn't want to be part of what I was, and I didn't want to be part of her social world. To me it seemed a great waste of valuable time, frivolous and fall of self-important people.

I can't tell you how many times she said. "Why can't you be like the other doctors in this community. Claude, and have office hours and answering services that keep people away?"

You heard her say things like that, I'm sure. Sometimes. I wondered if she wasn't right. Had I became obsessed with my work to the detriment of everything else in my life? I suppose if I feel guilty about anything. Willow, it's not spending enough time with you. I depended too much on your Amou, your beloved nanny.

Getting back to that wonderful first day I met your mother, however, I must describe what happened at dinner. At the clinic we encouraged as much interaction among the patients as was not only possible, but beneficial. As you know from some of the things I've told you. I've had patients who were so outgoing we practically had to keep them in chains, and patients who were so introverted, so closed up, they practically had to be hand-fed. Your mother was never that bad, but it was easy to see she wanted to keep to herself.

She tried to sit alone at a table that first night. but Nurse Gordon would not permit it. To be fair to her, it was our policy to try to get the patients not to withdraw, and she was doing only what we considered goad therapy. Occasionally, one or more of my associates had dinner with the patients. and I had on occasion as well, so it wasn't so unusual for me to do the same. Even so. Nurse Gordon looked very surprised when I appeared in the dining room. There were no other physicians there this particular evening. Dr. Ralston Price and I were the head physicians and he was off to speak at a convention.

We had nearly twenty patients in the clinic at the time, their ages ranging from fourteen to sixtyeight. One was a young woman about your mother's age. I'll call her Sandy because she had flaxen bland hair that she kept long and stringy and pulled an with such force sometimes, it made her forehead crimson. Sometimes she actually pulled out some strands and held them in her small, tight fist like threads of real gold. At night Nurse Gordan would practically have to pry her fingers open with a crowbar, and Sandy would scream and threaten to bite her. That was a
 confrontation to behold. Nadine Gordon was no one easily intimidated, however. She usually got her way.

Sandy was an obsessive-compulsive, and she could, if she targeted someone, talk incessantly at him or her, regardless of whether or not the recipient of her conversation actually paid her any attention. She was at your mother that first night and on about her favorite new topic: the dark figures she saw lurking about the clinic, looking, she believed, for an opportunity to crawl into people.

She sat beside your mother and began to polish her silverware clean. If someone didn't remind her to eat, she would sit there all night polishing her fork and her spoon.

"I saw them bring you here," she told Grace. "They knew you were coming. They were whispering about you in the corridor all day, you know. They're just waiting outside your room now. You don't look at them. You don't let them look into your eyes. That's very important. When you see them, you turn away," she warned, "You give them your back and don't ever, ever walk into a dark room. They have you where they want you if you do that. You can't see them in the dark. That makes sense, doesn't it?

They followed me here, you know. They followed me. But don't blame me for them. They followed other people. too. They followed you, I bet. Didn't they?"

Your mother looked a bit terrified.
 "Sandy," I said, sitting dawn across from her, "I want you to start eating. You want time to do other things tonight, and besides, we can't keep the kitchen staff waiting for you all night, can we?"
 She looked at me, looked at Grace, and then she started to polish her fork.
 "Sandy, start eating," I said a little more firmly.
 All the while your mother was watching, fascinated, but still obviously frightened. too.
 Nurse Gordon came up behind Sandy and threatened to take her fork and have her eat with her hands. She wouldn't eat if we did that anyway, of course. She would go out to wash them and spend an hour in the bathroom doing so.
 "C'mon, Sandy," I coached. "See. Grace is eating. She wants to finish and do other things."
 She looked at Grace and then she took a small fork full of mashed potatoes, inspecting it closely before putting it into her mouth.
 "I'm tired," she said almost immediately after one fork full.
 "So eat and then go to sleep." Nurse Gordon told her. She oversaw the patients at the tables with an eagle eve and with catlike movements.
 "If there's something in particular you like to eat, just let the nurse know." I told Grace. "We have an excellent chef."
 I saw Nurse Gordon's eyebrows rise. It wasn't something I told every patient, of course. I had to evaluate each one and what he or she would want to know and of course was capable of knowing.
 "Sometimes you make this place sound like a country club. Dr. De Beers," Nurse Gordon told me later.
 'I just want them to feel comfortable here." Ms, Gordon," I replied.
 "If they're too comfortable, they'll never want to leave." she retorted.
 She could be a hard person, but she was so efficient and so competent. I couldn't think of letting her go.
 Afterward, I walked your mother out and tried to get her to relax a while, watch some television perhaps, or read in the recreation room, but she complained about being too tired and just wanted to sleep. Of course, she was in a deep depression and people who are often choose sleep over anything or everything else. I suppose it's a form of escape. (I could write an and on about this and have to keep reminding myself this isn't an article for a psychology magazine,)
 I escorted her to her room again. I do try to give each and every one of my patients as much personal attention as I can. but I recognized that I was trying to find every way possible to remain with Grace,
 "Your room has one of the nicer views. It looks toward the Congaree River. I can walk to it from my home, but because of our height here, we can catch glimpses of it. I know you had the ocean to look at, but it's nice to have water nearby, even if it's only a river." I told her.
 She looked at me with what I thought were smiling eyes. She could sense my struggle to keep talking, to find a way quickly to break through the dark curtain she had dropped between herself and the world.
 "I don't look outside much anymore." she said.
 "Well, we'll just have to help you do that. then," I told her.
 She seemed to sink inside herself, retreat into those dark places that sadly had become her comfort zone. I wished her a goad night just as Nurse Gordon came down to dispense her medication.
 "Still here, Doctor?" she asked, a bit surprised.
 "Just on my way out." I said and said good night to Grace. She didn't look at me. I exchanged a quick, doctor's-mask look with Nurse Gordon and then left.
 About a year before your mother arrived at the clinic. I hired a former patient of mine to be my driver and to fulfill same of our household chores which involved mainly looking after the grounds. His name is Miles Porter. and I imagine he will still be with us when you read this. Alberta was against my hiring him because he was a fanner patient of mine, but I held fast to my decision and she accepted it, even though she never treated him with much respect and often complained about what she considered his strange silences and his work. She avoided him and Miles didn't miss any opportunity to avoid Alberta.
 Because I had remained at the clinic for dinner, Miles ate with the staff.
 He was used to my working in the car, reading or scribbling notes, but I couldn't help wondering if even Miles saw something different in me that night. Willow. can I tell you my heart was pounding? I didn't feel foolish as much as I felt guilty. Like someone caught being where he knew he shouldn't be. Why do I feel this way? I continually asked myself as we drove home that night. I had met a new patient. I had helped her begin to orient herself to her new surroundings. I had a preliminary session with her. I had given her a little tender loving care. I've done that before, hadn't I? My driver. Miles, sitting in front, was a prime example of that.
All true, I heard my inner self reply, but why can't you get that young woman's eyes and soft lips out of your mind? This imagery doesn't have anything to do with your work or her needs. I'm surprised at you, Claude De Beers, You're behaving like a lovesick schoolboy. Get hold of yourself.
 There I was holding a full, all-out debate with myself in the car.
 Your stepmother wasn't home when we arrived. I was grateful for that. I felt as if I had another woman's lipstick on my collar or something and all she would have had to do was look at my face and paint her finger at me and ask. "What have you been doing, Claude? Why do you have that look on your face?"
 It was ridiculous of me to think that, of course. If anyone was oblivious to my moods, my looks, it was Alberta. Most of the time she was so occupied with her own activities and thoughts, she wouldn't know if I was there or not. I didn't think about where she was this particular evening. She was often somewhere when I returned from the clinic, but when she arrived this particular evening, she marched right to my office where I was catching up on some paperwork and stood in the doorway glaring in at me.
 "How do you feel about yourself now?" she asked.
 I tell you. -Willow, my heart skipped beats. If guilty feelings popped out on one's face. I would have been covered in red freckles.
 "What?"
I wondered: Could someone have called her from the clinic and said something to her about my behavior toward Grace? That's how guilty and selfconscious I felt.
 "I don't understand. Alberta." I continued, I think I was holding my breath. too.
 "I just want to know how you feel about yourself? About not having the decency to at least call to say you weren't going to be there."
I shook my head.
 "I'm sorry, Alberta, be where?"
 "Be where?" She looked away for a moment, calming herself. She actually looked more beautiful when she was angry like this. Her face would take on a soft ruby tint, and her eyes would blaze with the fire of rage stoked inside her. "How about the executive committee for the Heart Association gala ball? You and I are sponsors as well. Your name was prominent on the program. Claude."
 "Oh. Oh. yes." I said, glancing at the formal invitation stuck between the pages of a medical reference book on my desk. She had made a point of giving the invitation to me so I wouldn't forget it. and I had put it in my calendar. In fact. I had even remembered it that morning on my way to the clinic and had made a mental note about what time I wanted to leave to get home to dress. As I told you. I avoided as many of these dinners as I could, but I recognized this one Was special, especially for Alberta.
 "Oh. yes? Do you have any idea what it was like for me to be seated next to an empty chair? Bart Kaplow thought it was funny and suggested we talk to the chair as if you were in it. I told him it wouldn't be anything new for me. I often talk to the walls at home."
 "I'm sorry, Alberta. I had a new patient arrive late in the day and--"
 "I see. And what I want, what I need, is not as important. I know. You don't have to confirm it. Thank you. Claude, for clearly illustrating where I stand on your totem pole of priorities."
 She reached in for my door handle and pulled it shut, the sound like a clap of thunder. I sat there staring at the door wondering what indeed had happened to me that I would have completely forgotten this social event. It actually frightened me a little, and I made a secret promise to myself that when I returned to the clinic in the morning. I would be more my professional self than I had ever been. For now. I wouldn't attempt any more apologies. I thought. Alberta was too any at me.
 As you will remember, your stepmother and I had separate bedrooms. There was an adjoining door, but our relationship with each other eventually cooled to the point where that door was rarely, if ever, unlocked.
 The idea of separate bedrooms was something Alberta thought romantic in the early days of our marriage, and to tell you the truth, I thought it was. too. For her, and perhaps for me, it was like going out on a date. Eventually we had separate bedrooms because she couldn't stand my snoring any longer. Even her earplugs didn't work. At least, that was what she claimed.
 "Men and women who share their bedrooms and see each other day in and day out grow bored with each other," she told me. She had read it in one of her romance novels. "The woman, any woman, doesn't like to be caught at her worst moments, and the early hours before makeup and hair are the worst. How is a woman supposed to remain exciting to a man if there are never any surprises anymore?"
 She amused me in those days. I laughed and agreed and we set up the separate bedrooms. During the time when I was treating your mother and when we fell in love, that wall between Alberta and myself grew thicker and thicker.
 Anyway, she was so angry with me that night, she didn't even come around to tell me all about her event, as she often did. I heard some other doors slammed, and then the house was quiet and I went to bed myself For a long time I just lay there looking up at the dark ceiling, which occasionally flickered with the starlight that slipped between some clouds. I found myself reviewing your mother's history and realized I had memorized almost all of it, every player, every place, every significant event she had revealed to Dr. Anderson in Palm Beach.
 I felt that wave of determination wash over me again. I would bring this woman back to where she could fall in love again, and I would do it, I thought, or rather confessed to myself, because I wanted her to fall in love with me.
 Am I shocking you? Your solid-like-a-rock, internationally famous psychiatrist of a father, author, lecturer, consultant, admitting that he had selfish motives? It's true. Willow. It's true,
 I went to sleep that night with Grace 
 Montgomery's eyes in mine and her name on my lips.
 Alberta was never up before I left for the clinic. Usually she slept until ten or eleven unless she had a lunch appointment. We had hired a maid to cook and take care of all the cleaning in the house, including looking after our clothing, although Miles did most of that far me. At the time I am writing this, your stepmother has hired and fired three maids. We were on our third. Lettia Young. a forty-eight-year-old African-American woman your stepmother hired after a friend of her mother's passed away. I never found much wrong with the previous two, but your stepmother was already complaining about Lettia's cooking, criticizing her for putting in too much salt or too little salt. I suspected Lettia was on the verge of quitting.
 She prepared my breakfast. Miles was usually up an hour or so before I was and had already eaten. He waited for me outside as usual and was surprised at how quickly I came out of the house,
 "Breakfast is the most important meal of the day." he told me, ate. I ate," I said, but he shook his head skeptically.
 Again, an ironic reversal. Willow: my former patient was now looking after me with the concern of a doctor.
 "Going to rain a bit today." he said. "Might clear up this afternoon. though."
 I looked out the window and just realized how overcast it was. It actually surprised me. The moment I had waken that morning, my eyes seemed filled with sunshine. Willow. I had an energy I hadn't had for some time. I felt like you do when you're about to do something you've never done. You know what I mean. I'm sure: that fresh excitement.
 Miles glanced at me a few times in the rearview mirror. "Going to eat at the clinic again tonight?" he asked.
 "Maybe."
 He nodded.
 "You're working too hard again. Doc," he muttered. "Those batteries got to be regenerated from time to time." he lectured. "You're the one taught me that. too."
 "I know. Miles. I'm fine."
 "Do as I teach, not as I do. huh?"
 I laughed. Miles had a real down-to-earth view of things. It was refreshing to me even though Alberta thought his words and behavior proved he was capable of becoming mentally disturbed again. She mistook his quiet, methodical manner as mental slowness and absolutely refused to permit him to drive her anywhere. It was something for which Miles was grateful.
 "It's embarrassing to have an insane person driving our Mercedes. Claude." she would say.
 He isn't an insane person and he never was insane. Alberta. He had a traumatic event in his life, and it drove him into a deep depression. He's fine now," I assured her. She wouldn't accept that.
 "I'll be looking into that hot-water heater problem today, Doc." he told me when he pulled up to the clinic. "Return about seven?"
 "I'll call you, Miles." I told him and entered the clinic.
 Nurse Gordon was there in the lobby speaking to Edith and turned to me the moment I stepped through the door. Except for me and Dr. Price, no one was at the clinic more than Nadine Gordon.
 "Your new patient refuses to come out of her roam," she said. "I thought you might want to handle it yourself, so I didn't do anything else."
 "Yes, you were correct, Ms. Gordon. Thank you. I'll look in on her first thing." I said.
 I glanced at Edith and then hurried to the patient housing corridor. Once again, this was in no way a terribly unusual event concerning a new patient or any patient, for that matter. We usually took on only patients who were at least at a basic minimum of normal behavior. They would eat, sleep, participate in some recreation on their own.
 I knocked on Grace's door and then stepped into the room. She had the curtains drawn, and as I've already written, it was a rather dark, dismal morning. She was in bed, her blanket drawn to her chin, staring up at the ceiling, not caring about or taking notice of my arrival.
 "Good morning. Grace." I said and crossed to the windows to open the curtains and let in whatever light we had. Then I turned on a nightstand lamp. She blinked rapidly before turning toward me. "Still tired?" I asked. "Didn't you sleep well?"
 The pills make me sleep. but I don't have any reason to get up," she said.
 "Oh, that's not true, not true at all." I told her and pulled up the desk chair. "You have lots of reason to get up and to get well again."
 She raised her eyebrows skeptically.
 "You have someone waiting for you at home, someone who needs you and will need you for a long time to come," I said.
 "He has my mother," she replied.
 "It's not the same thing. Grace, You 'claw that better than I do." 
 "No, I don't. He's better off with my mother." "Is he? Do you really think so?"
 She turned away.
 "I haven't been doing this all that lang. but I have had the benefit of so many wise and talented doctors under whom I assisted." I continued softly. "If there is anything that is true about all of us, it's that there is a very, very special relationship between a mother and her child. Nothing can substitute for it, and many of the problems I've seen come about because something happens to that relationship. Both the mother and the child need each other. Grace. It's true for the child and his or her father, of course. but I believe and many of my colleagues believe that because a mother carries her child, there's something a little more involved.
 "I'm sure you miss Linden terribly already and that's good. Grace. Don't be afraid to admit to that. That's hopeful," I concluded.
 She was blinking away new tears as rapidly as they emerged, "I can't be any good to him like this and I'll never be better." "Yes, you will. Sure you will."
 "I'm afraid,' she said. "Afraid that I will bring him bad luck, too," Now there you go saying that again. Okay," I said, sitting back with my arms crossed over my chest. "how was it decided that you should be the one to bring bad luck to people. Grace?"
 "I don't know."
 "Did you do something terrible before you were born?" I asked. She looked at me. "Of course not." she said. "How could I?" 
 "Did you do something terrible when you were younger?"
 "No."
 "Was your father a bad man?"
 "No!" she said emphatically.
 "Your mother, she did something terrible?"
 "No."
 "So why were you chosen? Why are you being punished?"
 "I don't know."
 "I know many people who have suffered great tragedies in their lives, and many of them were involved with me in one way or another. Grace. Why shouldn't I say I'm bad luck to them? I'm cursed?"
 She turned away. "I don't know." she muttered.
 "Maybe," I said softly. "you don't know the answer because it's the wrong question. Neither you nor I am bad luck to people. Unfortunate things happen to people. Sometimes it's their own faults; sometimes it is just bad luck, coincidence, whatever, but you can't blame it on yourself, your contact with them, Grace."
 She just shook her head.
 "You just don't want to come to the realization that bad things can happen to people at any time, for any reason. Life is fragile. None of us likes knowing that. Grace, but your finding fault in yourself doesn't change that."
 She looked at me and I smiled.
 "I'm just as afraid of life at times as you are, Grace, but we've got to put it aside if we're to go on and be of any value to anyone, least of all ourselves."
 She almost smiled.
 "I haven't had breakfast yet." I said. It wasn't entirely a lie. I had only some juice, coffee, and a piece of toast. I was in too much of a hurry to get here. "Get yourself up and dressed and we'll have it together."
 "Don't you have other patients to attend to?" she asked with some suspicion. Was I spending so much time with her because she was so ill? she probably wondered,
 "Oh, certainly, but I can't work on an empty stomach, now can I? I asked her and she gave in to a small smile. "I'm going to my office to check on my messages and such. I'll meet you in the dining room. okay?"
 I reached out and touched her arm. "Okay?"
 She nodded,
 "Good." I said. rising. "Sorry the weather is so poor today. I was going to suggest we go for a walk. Maybe it will clear up later. My driver Miles thinks it might."
 "A walk?"
 "Sure. 'Wait until you see our gardens." I told her.
 She shook her head, a look of confusion sitting on her face. "What's wrong?" I asked.
 "This doesn't feel like...-.
 "Like what?"
 "A place for crazy people." she said.
 "It isn't," I told her. "It's a place for people who want to be happy only. That's why I spend so much time here," I told her, and she widened her smile.
 What a beautiful smile, I thought. I felt like an artist repairing a great painting.
 You see, Willow, I think I was already too far gone as a man to forget it and be only her doctor.

4
 The Sound of Her Laughter
 .
 Willow, I'm sure you are probably asking 
 yourself how do I remember these conversations with your mother in such great detail. My conversations with patients comprise the spine of my efforts to help them. Their words are the main source of revelations about their inner selves. Their actions or lack of actions are the reasons why they are brought here, of course, but the cause of those actions and inactions, what gives birth to them, that takes deep digging. Willow, and my principal tool is my questioning and their responses. I'm trained to remember what they say as it is, but with my added emotional involvement, I found Grace's words carving themselves not only in my mind, but in my heart as well. I don't know if you will have fallen in love by the time you read this, but if you have, you will understand.

We took our walk after breakfast. Before that. I conferred with Dr. Price and asked him to pick up two of my other patients who had sessions scheduled with me that day so I could shift my efforts and give Grace Montgomery more time. One of them was Sandy.

Ralston Price and I have been together ever since medical school. I have had and have at this moment no closer associate. When two people have gone through as much as Ralston Price and I have together, we can read each other almost as well as we can read ourselves. Up until this occasion, there were few secrets between us. For example. Ralston knew how my relationship with Alberta had changed, or should I say, drifted into something much less than it ever was. The truth was he was never fond of her and she was definitely never fond of him. She once told me his eyes were too close together, and her grandmother had drilled it into her head that a man with close eyes was sneaky and never to be trusted. I actually pulled out pictures of great men in history to illustrate how foolish that superstition was, but when Alberta formed an idea, it was formed in stone and rolled around in her mind forever.

After I made my request. Ralston raised his somewhat bushy light brown eyebrows and relaxed his lips into that somewhat impish smile of his.

"What is the reason for this intense approach. Claude?" he asked. "And with a patient you have hardly met?"

"I think I can make significant progress in a short period. She's reachable." I said. "It's more of a case of having someone she trusts. She's already quite forthcoming."

His head moved in a slow tilt to the right as his skepticism fattened and fattened right before my eyes.
 "I see, and you were able to make this analysis in one day?" he asked, one eyebrow higher than the other.
 "Yes. I was." I said "And she has a little boy waiting for her at home." I practically shouted at him.
 He pressed his lips together and uttered that famous "Ummm" of his. Then he flipped the pages of his calendar and nodded. "Okay, Claude. Let's see how it goes for a while. I'll take on those other patients for you."
 "Thank you, Ralston."
 I started out of his office and he said. "Claude." I turned, "Don't reach too high. Remember our wings of wax." he reminded me, I nodded.
 He was referring to that myth of Icarus, the boy who, with his inventive father, tried to escape an island imprisonment with wings attached by wax. He was warned not to fly too closely to the sun or the wings would melt. We psychiatrists like to use it to illustrate how arrogance can be your downfall.
 Like Icarus. I was not to listen to the warning, but this was a happy fall. Willow. Without it, you wouldn't have been born and I wouldn't have known true love. I'd gladly fly too close to the sun repeatedly if it meant I'd have you and Grace's love again and again and again.
 After breakfast. as I had suggested. Grace and I took that walk. I found that when one of my patients reached the point where he or she could be
 comfortable outside my office. I would try to get him or her to take one of my famous walks. Somehow, without spending much time with her. I knew Grace would be more comfortable. She was curious, however, even suspicious about this almost
 immediately.
 "Dr. Anderson never spoke with me out of his office," she said. "Even if he saw me somewhere else, which was not often, he would barely say hello, especially if I was with my mother. She didn't want anyone to know I was seeing him."
 "I'll tell you a secret. Grace. I make it seem as if we're just going on a walk, but it's way more than that. I try to sneak up on my patients and doing things that are a bit unorthodox helps."
 She liked that. She enjoyed my honesty. With her head slightly lowered, but holding on to that soft Mona Lisa--like smile on her lips, she walked along. I confess I couldn't take my eyes off her. Willow, and no matter how twisted and troubled she was inside herself. I sensed that she knew I couldn't. We doctors, especially we psychiatrists, like to pride ourselves on our stoical expression, what you called my doctor mask. and I know I rarely, if ever, unmasked myself. but with your mother, right from that first clay, it was as if my doctor mask was made of a thin layer of ice and either melted in the presence of her beauty or slipped off.
 As we walked. I asked her about her youth, prodded deeper and deeper into the origin of these terrible fears that plagued her. I quickly understood that even as a little girl she was worried about her father, worried that when he went away, he would never come back. It made every return special. wonderful. It wasn't hard to see that these sort of emotional ups and downs took its toll on an impressionable child.
 However, every time her father returned, her confidence in him grew.
"I thought Daddy was indestructible." she admitted. We were sitting on a bench by now, looking out over the field and hills behind the clinic. The threat of rain had passed, and as Miles had predicted, the gray overcast sky was shattering like brittle china, slices of sunlight forming a web of promise behind them.
 "He was so strong," she said. "so tall and handsome and confident, and I saw how other men looked up to him and saluted him and snapped to attention when he appeared. How could he die? How could he not come back to me?"
 "And so you thought if that could happen to him, it could happen to anyone. In fact, you expected it to happen to everyone you loved, didn't you. Grace?"
 "Yes." she said, her eyes widening a little. She nodded. "Yes."
 "People like to say the only thing certain to expect is death and taxes. None of us has any more assurances than that. Grace. You can't predict much more and definitely not someone else's future. Here I am a psychiatrist. I'm supposed to know how to read people's minds and anticipate what they will do, but it's not an exact science. Actually, that's what makes people interesting to me."
 "What?" she asked me. Our eyes locked.
 "That they are unpredictable, that even a man like I am might do and think unexpected things, might do something out of character."
 She held my gaze a moment longer and then looked dawn.
 "You put too much on yourself, Grace." I said. "Those pretty shoulders shouldn't have to carry that much weight, carry other people's futures and fate. Not that I couldn't see why someone, some man might want to trust you with all that."
 She didn't look at me, but I could see just a slight tint of crimson rise to the surface of her cheeks.
 "I read about all the people you thought you somehow injured just by being close to them. Every one of them had his own history, Grace. Every one of them made decisions without you present and all had done significant things before they even knew you. Many of the things they already had done influenced what eventually happened to them. Please consider that whenever you think to blame yourself."
 She almost nodded.
 "Dr. Anderson said similar things to me," she told me. "Well, he wasn't wrong, Grace."
 "Somehow." she said, turning to me. "it didn't sound as convincing as when you say it."
 I smiled. "I told you it's more effective to do unorthodox things with your patients."
 Her smiled widened.
"If you're up to it." I said. "I'd like to show you the view from that rise there." I nodded toward the hill about a thousand yards or so ahead of us. "It's quite beautiful."
 "Sneaking up on me again. Dr. De Beers?" she asked and I laughed, Then she looked out toward the hill, and after a long moment of decision, as if this one would change her life somehow, she said. "Okay."
 Sometimes, Willow, your mother's voice sounded like the voice of a little girl. She retreated to that innocent vulnerable state, and when she did, my heart went out even more to her. It took all my professional bearing to keep from putting my arm around her and pressing her to me. I so wanted to kiss that cheek, to touch her hair, to trace the perfect lines of her perfect lips. but I shut all that up in the deepest place in my mind and rose from the bench we were on to walk again. She kept her anus crossed under her breasts, her head slightly lowered, her eyes mare thoughtful now.
I am writing this just after your tenth birthday. Willow. so I don't know how often you might have visited me at my clinic before you actually read this. but I do know that when you are old enough. I will take you far the same walk I took your mother that day. I might have the courage to reveal everything to you then, and if I do, there would be little reason to have my attorney iiive this to you.
 As you know, we have some beautiful grounds at our home, but because of the hills here at the clinic. I have this wonderful view to share with my patients. From the crest I brought your mother to, we could see the river snaking along, its surface now gleaming with an opalescence in the strengthening late morning sunlight.
 "My mother used to tell me rivers are the circulatory system for the earth, carrying the earth's blood: water. She was a very intelligent, well-read woman and she had a big influence on me and my success in science," I said. "It was like having a home study program."
I remember thinking I never talked about my personal life like this with any of my patients, but ever; time I did, it brought a new smile to Grace's lips. Was I doing it just to win her trust, something a doctor needs to help his patient, or was I doing it because it felt good to speak about myself whenever I was with her, because it was something special?
 "I read where you wanted to become a teacher. Do you still want to do that?" I asked her.
 She looked at me, and I could see the idea of her ever becoming or doing anything with her life anymore seemed incredible.
 "I don't know," she said timidly, as someone afraid to have any hope would.
 I was angry, angry at all the events, the people, the forces that had turned this remarkable, beautiful, promising young woman into an unconfident, weak shadow of what she had every right to be.
 "Now, you listen to me," I said, seizing her just below the elbow and stopping her on the path. "You're going to have a future. Grace Montgomery. You're not going to be here or in the care of doctors forever." I said with steely eyes of determination.
 "'What makes you so certain of that?" she asked, obviously impressed with my firmness.
 "Experience, years of study, and..." 
 "And what?"
 "Faith," I said. "Faith in you. Grace."
 "But you hardly know me. You're read the file Dr. Anderson sent to you, but that's not me."
 "I know it's not."
 "Then how do you have any faith in me?"
 "Maybe it's the faith I have in myself," I said, trying not to sound too arrogant.
 "You're not what I expected." she said again after a long moment, and this time we both laughed.
 Oh. Willow, the sound of her laughter... it was truly music, a free and melodic song. It had been sa long since I shared such a happy, carefree moment with anyone. I felt a little liberated myself. Suddenly it was brighter than I had thought. Those clouds were fleeing. The sun was making every color more vibrant, the very air we breathed was sweeter.
I wondered to myself. Is this what is meant by falling- in love? As a psychiatrist. I often had trouble with such romantic concepts. Nothing in the world seemed magical to me before I met your mother. Willow. Everything had an explanation either at the bottom of good scientific analysis or in its very physical qualities.
 We were living in a world in which more and more accurate prognosticators were designed and created to predict what people would do, how they would vote, what they would buy, and even, in some people's way of thinking, whom they would love.
 I was part of that world, one of those prognosticators. If anyone should be skeptical of magic, it was I. Willow, but I loved the possibility that there was magic in the world, that there were things that we were incapable of anticipating.
 I couldn't remember enjoying a session with any patient as much as I was enjoying this walk with your mother. I wished it would go on and on and even considered walking with her down to the river's edge. I was invigorated. I felt gigantic. I could cure her in one session. Ralston would be waving his finger at me. I thought. but I didn't have a chance to do any of that on our second day.
 "Dr. De Beers!" we heard someone shouting. I turned and saw Nurse Gordon hurrying toward us. "Come quickly!" she cried. gesturing.
 "Let's hurry back. Grace," I said.
 "-What's happening? What's wrong?" I asked as we drew closer to Nadine Gordon.
 "Sandy," she said. "She's jabbed a fork into her stomach! She's in the infirmary." She looked at Grace and then turned back to me. "She was supposed to be with you this hour."
 "Dr. Price was going to see her," I said. "Didn't you get the new orders?"
 "No. I was involved in another situation with the Masterson boy. He was having one of his tantrums in the recreation room and your young doctor Wheeler was overwhelmed," she shot back at me and started for the clinic.
I hurried after her and told Grace to try to relax, go to the arts and crafts room. perhaps. She nodded and went off while I hurried to the infirmary, where I found Ralston conferring with Thomas Wheeler, the young doctor,
 "What happened?"
 "Hallucinating again, She believed one of the dark figures got into her and she was digging it our
 "How terrible," I said.
 "An inch or so to the right and she might have bled to death." Ralston told me. "I thought Nadine Gordon was bringing her to my office, and I got distracted during a phone call and didn't notice the time."
 "I did leave written instructions for Nurse Gordon to take her to see you," I said. "She's usually right on that, but she said she had some difficulties in the recreation room with Billy Masterson?"
 "Yes, he was acting out." Dr. Wheeler said. 
 "But I was handling it just fine." he added defensively. "She could have attended to her own duties, especially if she had some orders from you to follow."
 Ralston leaned toward me to whisper, "You should have given her the orders orally. Claude."'
 "Yes." I said, now feeling terrible. This is not something I would have done before, I told myself. I'm too distracted.
 "All right. Dr. Wheeler," Ralston told him. "Let's get back to our schedule. Things are under control."
 He nodded and left us.
 "Where were you anyway, Claude?" Ralston asked me.
 "I took Grace Montgomery for a walk. She was a great deal more at ease out there. I was making good progress with her."
 "Ummm. Okay, let's check on Sandy and get back to our other patients," he added.
 I didn't see your mother again until the end of the day. She had spent a good part of her afternoon in the arts and crafts room. We had a former art teacher working for us. Joan Richards. She was very good with the patients and often joked that she saw little difference between her working with mentally disabled people and teenagers. Grace took to her quickly and had already begun work on creating a doll.
 It wasn't hard to analyze that. Willow. Your mother was recreating Linden, her own baby. Nothing underlined her need to be with her child as much. In subsequent sessions with her I would come to understand that Grace resented her mother's assuming her role. She was even bitter about it at times. I encouraged her to express that. From a psychiatric point of view, it's good to get the patient to let it all out, so to speak, to get her to bring her darkest, most troubling thoughts up from the depths of her turmoil and express it. Once she does, it's the beginning of her ability to deal with it and overcome the problems. (This sounds like it comes from a manual on psychiatry, I know, but I have a suspicion that by the time you read this, you will appreciate the occasional comments.)
 "My mother tells me she did it and is doing it for my own good.' Grace revealed through clenched teeth one day when we began to talk in earnest about this problem.
 "Don't you believe her?" I asked.
 "No."
 "Why not?"
 "She knows I never cared about what those people thought of me." Then she looked up at me and said. "She and my father were going to have another child, you know."
 It wasn't something she had told Dr. Anderson, so I considered it something of a breakthrough,
 "Why didn't they?"
 "He was killed before they could, but she came to me one day and told me that now that he was stationed for a long period of time in one place, and now that he had been given a higher rank with a better salary, they felt more relaxed and confident and decided to try. She had tried before but had not become pregnant, and she blamed it on her stress and nervousness. At least, her doctors told her that. I remember her telling me how she and my father had gone to doctors to be sure that she could become pregnant."
 "So you think that because of that..."
 "Linden was the child she never could have, the child she wanted." she asserted. "I was almost the surrogate mother, not her."
 "How do you mean?"
 "You know, like those women who carry another woman's fertilized egg in their wombs."
 I thought this analysis of her mother and herself was quite perceptive of her, and my appreciation of her rose even higher, as well as my expectations for a complete recovery.
 "How do you think you should deal with this. Grace?" I asked her.
 She thought a long moment.
 "I've got to get stronger," she concluded. "I've got to go home and take my baby back."
 "That's right," I said "That's exactly what you have to do. Grace."
 She looked up at me and we just stared at each other for the longest moment. It took all my
 professionalism, all my psychiatric skill to keep me seated in that chair, Willow. The man inside me was practically screaming for me to get up and go to her and put my hands on her arms and stand her up so I could kiss her and hold her and tell her the secrets of my own heart, but I managed to shut him down. I pretended to make notes, think, and then told her we had done enough. We had made some wonderful progress.
 "You are getting stronger. Grace," I added. "We can adjust your medications accordingly."
 She liked that.
 "Thanks to you." she said. "And your sneaky ways."
 I'm sure I had my best Christmas smile on my lips, the most joyful, giving smile I could manage. How delightful she could be. Willow. I never had a patient with so much personality My reactions to her weren't programmed, weren't designed just to make her more comfortable. They were sincere reactions, and she knew it just as much as I did.
 This secret you were holding inside you, Claude De Beers, I told myself, it can't be hidden forever.
 And it would not be.

5
 A Pure and Wonderful Love
 .
 Like anyone with guilt in his heart. I couldn't

help wondering just how much Alberta sensed when she looked at me and spoke to me during those early months when I was treating your mother. Willow. Ironically, I became grateful for all Alberta's distractions. Perhaps it was solely because of them that she was unable to take one look at me and see how lovesick I had became. I could not imagine how she missed it. Whenever I stopped for a moment in my home and gazed at myself in the mirror. I saw a different Claude De Beers, one who barely resembled the man everyone knew as Dr. De Beers, the renowned psychiatrist, lecturer, author, the mature, confident man of logic and reason. unflappable.

How could even Alberta be so oblivious to my long pauses during our conversations, my
 daydreaming, my drifting through our home, walking like a ghost an air, being forgetful, even to the point of having to be reminded about dinner. One morning I was in such haste to get to the clinic. I even forgot my tie and Miles had to remind me, Fortunately, I had one in the car at all times.

And at our dinners whenever we did eat together and Alberta went on and on about her activities or things she wanted us to buy or change in the house, how could she not notice my blank stare, my failure to comment, to question, to respond to anything, to give her my usual nod or simple yes and no? Why didn't she see how I nibbled at my food?

Was all this in my imagination? Was I merely lost in some fantasy? Would it all come to an abrupt end? Shouldn't I want it to come to an abrupt end? I asked myself.

I was caught in a great conflict, you see. On the one hand, I was doing all in my power to help Grace regain enough self-confidence to throw off the demons that had brought her here, and on the other, I was secretly hoping she would never leave, that we would go on forever, walking, talking, catching each other's longing in each other's eyes, and eventually....

Eventually what?
What do you expect will happen, Claude De Beers? I asked myself each day I headed for the clinic. Can't you see how impossible all this is? You can only ruin someone else's life along with your own.
The voice of my conscience grew louder and stronger almost every new day. One night I arrived at what I thought was a prescription for ending all this. I decided to throw myself at Alberta, to try to resurrect our early passion for each other, to cure myself of this nonsense by reminding myself in no uncertain terms that I was a married man.
 It was a good night to try it. Alberta had not gone to any of her usual meetings, lunches, or dinners. She had spent the day meeting with some decorators because she wanted to redo our sitting room and our entryway. The house was old, but historic. a classic structure in our community. She knew I would not permit her to change the exterior very much, so she focused her attention on modernizing the interior. I used to think our furniture should be on wheels. She had it moved around and changed that often. Every time she visited one of her wealthy friends, she returned depressed about our home. For Alberta, the grass would always be greener somewhere else.
I confess I was somewhat to blame for her behavior. As long as she was doing these things, she wasn't nagging me, criticizing me for the time I spent at my clinic. Occasionally she would burst into my office with a brochure of furnishings or with samples of rugs and demand I give her an opinion.
 "Well, which is right for the room?" she would ask again, impatient with the time I was taking.
 Almost invariably, what I chose, she hated. I began to think that my not choosing what she liked was her way of confirming her choice was correct. In her mind I had no taste, no sense of style because I was the classic absentminded professor. It was all simply another nail in the coffin that marked the death of our marriage, and I have to admit that after I had met Grace Montgomery, I not only didn't notice all the nails. I didn't care.
It frightened me. Would I. the psychiatrist's psychiatrist, go mad myself?
 Bring it to an end; I ordered my rebellious heart. Bring this all to an abrupt and final end. And there is no better way to do that than to reinforce the oath of marriage you have already taken; I told myself.
 I fortified myself with a tumbler of scotch on the rocks and concentrated my thoughts on memories of Alberta when we had first met, courted, and made love. I blamed my infatuation with Grace and my awn neglectful ways on my failure to regenerate my own marriage. I had become too comfortable with myself and my work, and now I was almost a married man living like a bachelor. Why should I blame Alberta for her interest in other things? What had I done to deserve her romantic interest in me? I was rarely escorting her to social events anymore. We had so little in common, and that was at least half my fault, I told myself. I had to do something to change that.
 In short. I was fleeing from Grace, retreating to my own marriage.
 Would it work?
 I knocked on Alberta's bedroom door. "Yes?" she called,
 "It's Claude." I said May I came in?"
 She opened the door and looked out at me. She was in her nightgown and had her hair in a hair net. I could see she had just begun to remove her makeup. She looked a little annoyed until she saw the tumbler of scotch in my hand. I hadn't realized I was still carrying it.
 "What is it. Claude?" she asked with a curious little smile nesting on her lips,
 "I was wondering if I could stop in to see you." I said.
 Our long love draughts and lack of intimacy made me sound more formal than I wanted to be.
 "Why?" she asked.
 There was a time when she wouldn't have had to ask that. I thought, although it was never easy for me to be amorous. Perhaps that was why I was so eager and happy to marry Alberta. Here was a very attractive young woman with a certain elegance who was willing to accept me as I was, at least in the beginning. I was quite conscious of my male friends and associates thinking I had done the equivalent of winning the lottery. Why would such a stunning beauty want to be with me above anyone else? Not that I think of myself as an unattractive man. Hardly that, Willow. I am just realistic about my romantic qualities and admit I am and was not the most exciting beau she could find or even the most exciting she was courting. I am quite familiar with the Don Juan syndrome. but I am by no means a Don Juan.
 In any case I felt a bit awkward standing there with a drink in my hand that was obviously needed to bolster my courage.
 "Well. I just... thought... it's been a while since... I mean..."
 "Really? What did you do. Claude, get yourself a testosterone booster?" she asked dryly.
 I guess my face fell a bit.
 She shook her head and stepped back.
 "Come in," she said. "I don't see you drinking much anymore or relaxing in any way," she added, nodding at the glass in my hand.
 "Yes. I know. I've been so occupied with my work. I..."
 "Forgot you were married? I know," she said and laughed. She removed her hair net and shook out her hair a bit, "You're lucky," she said. "Twenty minutes more and you would have been out of luck. I would have my facial set. and I don't think that would have been very attractive to you Loosen your tie, at least. Claude. You look as if you're here to give me therapy," she added and laughed again.
 I smiled,
 I suppose I was a funny sight standing there in my jacket and tie, my drink in hand, looking more like a meek librarian asking someone to please pay her library debt.
 As she spoke to me. Alberta looked at herself in the mirror and primped her hair.
 "The first time you and I made love. I thought you were following same sex how-to book. You kept asking me. "Is that all right? Is this all right? It was more like an examination than lovemaking. Claude."
 "I'm sorry," I said.
 "Since then I've taught you a lot and you've become better at it. It's funny that I had to teach a psychiatrist the art of making love, don't you think? You, of all people, should know how important the fantasy is. That's why I have worked so hard to make this room so plush and feminine." she said, gesturing at the velvet drapes, the canopy bed, the gilded mirrors, and the plush carpeting. "I don't know if you even notice what an effort I make. Do you. Claude?"
 "Of course I notice. It's a beautiful room. You have done wonders with it." I told her, gazing around and nodding as if it were really the first time I had seen it.
 "I'll say I have. I've done wanders with this whole house. Your mother lived as if she didn't have a penny. Some of the things in this house were literally rotting away when I first came here to live with you. Claude. I was surprised your father didn't have more pride in his home. He did have people visiting often, didn't he?"
 "Oh, yes."
 "They must have been very disappointed with what they found. Now, at least, this is the home of a successful doctor and we don't have to be 
 embarrassed. I wouldn't have it look any less, but do you appreciate that?"
 "I do. Alberta. I might not show it because I'm so involved in my work, but I do." I protested.
 She smirked. "It's all right if you don't. I appreciate enough for the both of us," she said. "So"-- she continued turning to me and undoing her nightgown. "you remembered you were married to an attractive woman and the man in you was finally stirred up, is that it?"
 "No, I... I mean. yes. I mean..."
 "Forget about it. I'm not looking for a scientific explanation. Are you going to get undressed_. Claude, or do you expect me to do that for you?" she asked.
 I looked about to place my drink an something, and she screamed. "Not there, Put it on the desk. You'll leave a circle in the wood. How you can be so intelligent and do so many stupid things, I don't know."
I put the glass down where she wanted it put and began to undress.
 No matter what, I thought, it just wasn't romantic. It just wasn't emanating from any heart beating with love, and the irony was, it was she who was always teaching, instructing, critiquing it all, not me. She was analyzing, comparing, designing every movement to fit some preconceived image. She put herself in a romance novel or a movie love scene. and I was the one who was no more than a prop, a manikin standing in for this actor or that dreamboat.
I won't go into all that happened afterward. Willow. but I can tell you this-- when I lay back on my own pillow in my own bed afterward that night, I was even more in love with Grace. How do I know? I couldn't make love to Alberta without thinking about Grace, without doing just what Alberta did most likely every time we were together: pretending she was with someone else. In my case it wasn't a movie actor or a singing star I was imagining, nor was it a debonair socialite. It was someone I knew, someone I could touch,
 Grace, I kept thinking in my mind. Grace, how I want to curl up in your heart and sleep contented forever and ever. How can that ever be? Just thinking such thoughts made me ashamed of myself, Grace Montgomery was my patient. It was assumed she was vulnerable and in my most protected trust. A doctor cannot take advantage of that trust, can he? He can't and remain true to his profession, to the essence of who and what he is and abuse that relationship.
 I tossed and turned, trying to keep myself from dreaming of her. I deliberately reviewed my reports on other patients. I planned my whole month's calendar. I did everything I could to keep awake, for fear that once I fell asleep, I would fall victim to my own secret heart, which, my darling Willow, was exactly what did happen.
 Over the next few days I kept my sessions with Grace as professional as I could. I met with her only in my office. and I spent time working on correcting her medications. I busied myself with my other patients, and I tried desperately to occupy my every free hour with something that would keep me from thinking about her. Nothing worked,
 This is madness, I kept telling myself. I'm growing more and more obsessed. It had to stop, but for all my wisdom and for all my experience. I could not heal myself, Willow. I could not purge my mind of your mother. Her eyes, her lips, her hair, the way she held her head or moved her hands, every little thing about her was caught in a mental snapshot and replayed on the screen of my memory and in the corridors of my dreams.
 Finally one night after I had finished dinner and Alberta had gone upstairs. I went to my office and tried to reason with myself. I reviewed my thoughts, my actions. What should I do next to stop this fall into a sweet oblivion? I had another tumbler of scotch and then went up to bed, but almost as soon as my head hit the pillow, your mother's face returned to the inside of my eyelids.
 In a crazed rush of impulsive activity, I rose, dressed, and left the house. Miles was already asleep. I drove myself back to the clinic. It was a very dark night, overcast, with not a star in sight. The clinic looked asleep itself, the lights turned down low and the lobby very quiet. All of our patients were in their roams, and the attendants and nurses were sitting and having coffee or tea or watching television. I was able to let myself in and, like some burglar, sneak down the corridor. When I reached Grace Montgomery's door. I stopped and stood there, my heart pounding.
 What was I doing?
 Why had I come here? What were my intentions?
 I saw my hand move slowly toward the doorknob, and then I heard. "Dr. De Beers?"
 One of the night nurses had appeared in the corridor. "Oh, Suzanne," I said.
 "Is anything wrong?"
 "I was a little concerned about Grace Montgomery today and wanted to check on her. How has she been?"
 "Fine," she said. shaking her head. "Nothing out of the ordinary. She ate well, worked in the arts and crafts room, did some reading in our library. I'm sure she's asleep."
 "Yes, yes, you're probably right." I said.
 "But let me look in on her for you," she added and opened the door.
 I peered in over her shoulder like a voyeur, a child wanting to see something exciting. &race was asleep, her face caught in the moonlight peeking through her curtains. She looked absolutely angelic to me.
 "She's fine. Doctor." the nurse said. I nodded and we both backed out and closed the door softly.
 I am truly a madman, I thought on the way home that night.
Tomorrow, Tomorrow I will turn her over completely to Ralston.
 But when I arrived at the clinic the next morning and went to his office to do just that. I found I couldn't even suggest it. Not yet. I wasn't ready for such surrender. I had to continue to test myself, and perhaps, dear Willow, perhaps that was where I went right. You would have expected me to say wrong, but even to this day I refuse to believe I was guilty of anything but a pure and wonderful love.
 We returned to our walks, our wonderful walks. Grace was talking more and more about her life in Palm Beach now, telling me how difficult it had been far her to make new friends and how out of place she had felt right from the beginning.
 "I had come from a very structured world, the world of a navy family on a navy base, and was dropped into this... this world where rules almost didn't matter. Doctor. My new friends didn't worry much about disappointing their parents. I used to think some of them actually didn't like their own parents."
 "Yes, that's not something that surprises me. Young people want to have some structure. You might think otherwise, but when they're tossed out to sink or swim on their own, they feel neglected and should feel that way. Disciplining, supervising is another way to show you care."
 "Were your parents that way?"
 "Oh, yes," I said. laughing. "My father was a very strict disciplinarian, not that I really needed it. I was too well behaved and responsible. I was probably very boring to my classmates, a bookworm. Even as a teenager, I hated wasting time."
 "Didn't you have girlfriends?" she asked. "Didn't you fall in love a dozen times?"
"I had crushes on girls in my classes, but I was always a bit too shy to make anything of it"
 "Your wife is very attractive. You couldn't be all that shy," she said.
 I began to wonder if someone who didn't know listened in, who would he think was the patient here? It made me smile.
 "Why are you laughing?" she wondered.
 "I'm not laughing at you. I'm laughing at the contradiction. Yes, my wife is beautiful, but if you asked me what was it about me that drew her attention. I think I would have a hard time giving you a satisfactory answer."
 "Oh. I think I know that answer." Grace said.
 We were on the crest of that hill. gazing dawn at the river again. "Really?" I smiled at her. "What's the answer?"
 "You make people feel comfortable with themselves. You're like a warm home. I feel like I could cuddle up and go to sleep safely in your arms. and I haven't felt that way since... since my father died." she said.
 For a long moment. Willow, I just stood there. Yes, your literate, wordy father was speechless and brought to that point by this purely innocent beautiful woman whose eyes untied the last cords that bound me to my oaths, my profession, my responsibilities. I reached out and put my hand on her shoulder and slowly, ever so slowly, brought her closer until I was holding her against me.
 Neither of us spoke, but it was a moment I can't forget. We did nothing more than stand there looking out at the river, watching the gauze-like layer of clouds slide gracefully down the blue slope of sky toward the horizon. A flock of sparrows lifted from the branch of a tree below and flew to the right until they disappeared behind the forest. And then the world seemed to take a deep breath. The breeze stopped. The strands of her hair that were lifted fell back to her forehead.
 "Are you happy now. Doctor, happy with your marriage?" she asked.
 Everything in me told me this was not a question I should answer. She was my patient. I was her doctor. This was crossing the line too far.
 "It's more of an arrangement than a marriage," I admitted. "As the famous line goes, we share coffee."
It wasn't hard to see that she was pleased with that reply. She said nothing. She nodded softly as if she had expected no other kind of reply.
 I lifted my hand from her shoulder and turned, and we walked back to the clinic, neither of us speaking. She returned to the arts and crafts room, and I went to my office to make some notes and prepare myself for my next patient. In the afternoon we had a staff meeting and reviewed our patient load. When Grace
 Montgomery's name came up. Ralston lifted that one eyebrow of his and listened to my quick evaluation and my recommendations for continued therapies. I was reducing her medication dramatically now She hadn't been suffering the long bouts of depression she experienced when she had first arrived.
 "So you're really making significant progress, Claude," Ralston said.
 "Yes, yes I think we are."
 "Good." Mercifully he went on to another patient, and I returned to my office. At the end of the day I considered remaining to have dinner with Grace. but I battled with myself and defeated that part of me that wanted it so very much.
 At home Alberta was her talkative self, rambling on and on about the chamber of commerce ball. She was insistent that I attend it and drew repeated promises from me that I would not forget nor make any other appointment for that date. She actually had me sign a paper that stated. I, Claude De Beers, will attend the chamber of commerce ball
"I will show this to everyone and anyone should you not be at my side that evening. Claude." she threatened. "The whole world will know what an absolute cad you are."
 How trivial and silly it all seemed to me to be at her side at such an event compared to being at Grace's side, even to take a simple walk in the gardens at the clinic.
 Later in the evening I tried to do some reading. Alberta had retired to take a herbal bath and do her skin and hair treatments. My eyes kept slipping from the pages of what I was reading until I looked up at the wall and saw Grace Montgomery and myself standing on the hill, me holding her, her head against my chest.
 Are you happy now, Doctor, happy in your marriage? I heard her ask me again.
 How my heart ached. Willow. I could not stand it any longer. I rose and looked for Miles. He was outside, finishing washing the car.
 "I need to return to the clinic. Miles." I said. "Now?"
 "Immediately."
 He nodded, put everything away quickly, and got behind the wheel. Moments later we were flying through the night, my heart thumping. I had no idea what I would do. what I would say. But I felt wonderful doing this.
 "Should I wait for you, Doctor?" Miles asked when we pulled up.
 "Yes, Miles." I said. "You can go to the recreation room and watch television if you like."
 "Very good." he said and I hurried in.
 Nadine Gordon was on duty this night and she saw me enter. "Is anything wrong. Dr. De Beers?" she asked immediately.
 "No, no. I have something to complete. Go on with your usual duties," I said, waving her off as officially and firmly as I could.
 I could feel her eyes on the back of my head as I charged down the corridor, first to my office and then, quietly, to the patients' dormitory. Once again, sneaking about like a errant teenager. approached Grace's door, I knocked softly and then opened it.
 She was standing by the window looking out and turned slowly when I appeared. I closed the door softly behind me. She gazed at me without speaking. She was in her nightgown, her hair down. Willow, it was as if I were truly under a spell. I think I floated across that small room until I was inches from her. Neither of us had uttered a syllable yet. She looked up at me, that small, precious smile forming on her lips.
 "Grace," I finally found the strength to say, and then. Claude De Beers be damned. I did it. Willow.
I kissed her, tentatively at first and then with more passion than I ever imagined I had within me.
 And she kissed me back and held on to me like a castaway bobbing in that sea of turmoil who had found something solid to cling to.
 "I'm here," I said. "For you." And it began.


6
 Cain's Confession
 .
 A brilliant colleague of mine, another wellknown psychiatrist and philosopher who is the author of many of the classic works in our field, has written that the criminal or the immoral person ironically finds relief in the so-called criminal or immoral act. Up until the time he or she commits it, their
 consciences torment them. They struggle and da battle with good and evil forces within themselves and in that they suffer. When they finally act, they end the discussion. It's over. They've committed themselves and there is, according to my colleague, great relief. Be calls it Cain's Confession syndrome. It's equivalent to shouting at his conscience. 'I did it! Stop haunting me!"

Oh. did  I do it, Willow. I began a secret relationship that would make me deceitful and conniving, a liar in my own house and dishonest with my closest friend. for I could not in the beginning trust anyone with the truth, not even Ralston. I had just come to the point where I was able to trust myself with it.
 "I could hurt you," Grace told me that night. Of course she was referring to her curse. I laughed and told her. "Not any more than  I could hurt myself or more to the point, hurt you. Grace."

She trembled in my arms. and I held her and kissed her again and then gently led her to her bed, where she lay back on the pillow and looked up at me with that wonderful soft smile that melted any resistance in my heart. I knelt at her side and stroked her hair.

"This is so wrong of me," I told her. "I am a man of logic, but I cannot explain, much less justify, my actions. All I know is you rarely leave my thoughts. I see you everywhere. Grace. I hear your voice in every quiet moment, and even when others are speaking to me, my ears shut down and your voice is the one I hear. I, of all people, know what obsessions are. This is not simply some obsession. Grace, something that might be mitigated or cured. It's more. I feel certain of that. For the first time. I think I understand the power of love, for I am in love, and Grace, no one can cure me of that or lessen it because I want it with all my soul."

"Except for my father, no man has ever told me he loves me, not like that." she said. "My stepfather Winston was very, very fond of me, but it was truly a father-daughter affection. Until now I never knew love like the love I feel for you." She laughed. "I was going to say Doctor. What should I call you?"

"Call me Claude, of course." I said. smiling. I couldn't stop petting her and bringing my lips to her cheeks, her eyes, her lips.

"I won't call you that unless we're alone," she said.
 This complicates everything, Grace. I promise you that if I come to believe it will hurt you. I will not be your therapist any longer. Promise me you will understand. Please," I begged her.
 She promised, but it was one of those promises both people knew was impossible to keep. They make it just to get temporary peace.
 I remained beside her, speaking softly to her, kissing her but doing no more. Finally I told her good night,
 "Now I know I can sleep," I said. "I'm not keeping it all bottled up inside me. I have followed the advice I give to my patients."
 She said nothing. I was afraid I had
 overwhelmed her. After I slipped out of her room. I started quickly down the corridor. Nadine Gordon stepped out of Sandy's room just as I had passed it and called to me. When I turned, she approached, her forehead creased as she brought her eyebrows together with her puzzled look.
 "I looked everywhere for you, Dr. De Beers. Is everything all right?"
 "Yes. Ms. Gordon. Everything is all right. How is Sandy?"
 "She's sleeping better, but that is about all the improvement I've noticed." she replied curtly. "I think she might require more of your time. Doctor. Perhaps it was not so wise to reassign her to Dr. Price."
 "I think he and I will be the best judges of that. Nadine," I said. Whenever she did get to me, annoy me, or displease me in any way. I referred to her by her first name. It was something I know wasn't lost on her.
 "Of course. I'm just giving you my most professional opinion, but only to assist you. Doctor, and certainly not to be critical." she added.
I could never tell if Nadine Gordon liked me or disliked me during those earlier days. Sometimes I could actually feel her critical eyes looking over my shoulders, even when she wasn't in the room. No one lived more by the book than she did. I often would wonder what her personal life was like. To me she didn't seem to have any. All I knew was she lived in a single bedroom apartment, had no family in the state, and was unmarried with no prospects lurking in the wings.
 She did little to make herself attractive on the job. Her hair was always severely tied back to the point where her skin looked stretched. She had faint freckles over her forehead and very tiny patches of them along her temples with a few dripping down to the crests of her cheeks. Her hair was a shade darker than rust, and her lips were more toward orange than red. I never saw her in anything but her uniform, even when we had a small cocktail party far some dignitaries a year after we began the clinic. She was a full-figured woman with hips a bit too large and hands that were somewhat puffy. Because of her thick shoulders. Ralston joked that she was a man in drag, despite her abundant bosom.
 "Thank you. I'll confer with Dr. Price tomorrow," I told her.
 As you wish," she said. She glanced back toward Grace's room and then narrowed her eyes a bit when she turned to say good night to me.
 I could feel her staring after me, and as ashamed as I am to admit it. Willow. I walked faster. Imagine, the head doctor being terrorized by his nurse. You'll understand a bit more after you read more.
 Miles was waiting for me outside. Alberta was right about his history with me, of course. He had been a patient of mine, thrown into a serious depression after he had caused a car accident that had resulted in the death of his daughter. He had been drunk and was unable to forgive himself. I never told Alberta the full extent of his problems, how many times and in how many different ways he had attempted suicide. but I was confident that he was well enough to take on responsibilities, and he and I had developed an unspoken, almost brotherly trust.
 "You all right, Dr. De Beers?" he asked after I had gotten into the car and we had started away from the clinic.
 "Yes, fine. Miles."
 This was the first time I had asked him to drive me back to the clinic this late in the evening. He was a man of few words now, but he didn't require much conversation to communicate. He watched over me far better than I watched over myself and knew my moods, my emotional status, better than anyone. Certainly, he knew me better than Alberta.
 "I heard you lecturing that young Dr. Wheeler the other day," he said. For Miles, that was truly a mouthful,
 "Oh?"
 "That business about getting so involved with your patient's problems, how you could take them onto yourself almost like a contagious disease."
 I laughed, "You were listening carefully, Miles. I am impressed."
 "You're not guilty of doing what you warned him about doing, now are you. Dr. De Beers?"
 "No, Miles."
 "I hope not. Doctor. I don't know enough yet to be your therapist," he added and I laughed.
 We both laughed.
It felt wonderful. Willow, it was as if the world was in the process of changing completely for me, shadows moving off of beautiful places, colorful places. I noticed the stars. I took pleasure in the ride home, the road, the foliage, and the trees. I suddenly became aware of my surroundings, and not just the grounds of the clinic or the grounds of our home. For too long those two places had been my entire world. Now the whole world was my world.
 And all because I had come face to face with the truth of my heart. Willow.
 I was in love, as deeply and terribly in love as anyone ever was.
 Impatience set in. I couldn't stand the idea of having to spend the whole night away from Grace. Sleep was an annoyance. I tossed and turned and must have looked at the clock a dozen times, each time disappointed in how slowly time passed. You're mad, I told myself repeatedly. It will come to no good, I warned myself, but it was that abandon, that great risk that made it all even more exciting. Willow, and up until that moment there wasn't any excitement in my life that could possibly compare.
 Courting Alberta and marrying her had been so safe, just another step in my progress toward being the most respected, successful psychiatrist in our state and then the country. I truly was as she accused, following steps in a textbook. As a result I had all the trappings of a successful professional man. The wonderful and impressive home, the fame, and the seemingly perfect wife. I had everything I should have, except I didn't have love.
 Before Grace. I didn't think it mattered. I didn't even think it truly existed!
I have to pause. Writing all this has taken away my breath for the moment. I am positive that when you read this, you will think another man wrote it. These are not the words and deeds of the father you have known. Are we all schizophrenics? I'm laughing so hard at that possibility that tears are coming.
 What I can assure you of now, what I hope you feel in my words, is the fact that you were born out of love, not lust. You were born to be living proof of what Grace and I had together. No. Willow, you will never, ever be thought of as a mistake in my mind or your mother's. Anything resulting from pure and sincere love has to be good.
 A few kisses, holding each other, whispering secrets to each other are not enough to justify those words: I am in love. I knew that. but I was worried that Grace did not. She was, after all, still in some mental anguish and turmoil. All I might have done that night was confuse her further.
 What began then was a careful, at times meticulously careful, construction of a secret relationship in a place where secrets were meant to be uncovered and purged. Everything we psychiatrists did at the clinic was designed to get our patients to reveal themselves, either through art or dance or words themselves. Together, with their therapists, they had to open those closets and cabinets, put on lights to wash away the darkest places, and confess aloud the deepest, most hidden actions, even things they did not consciously remember. Every layer of their very being had to be stripped away until they stood naked and trusting and began to rebuild themselves.
 What had I done, after all, but add another layer of words and actions that must never be exposed? In other words. Willow, the doctor in me was in a rage. If I seemed in any way distracted before, and of course Alberta considered me mentally and emotionally away for quite a while now. I certainly must have appeared more so. Troubled by my actions and confessions. I walked about like a zombie, barely noticing where I was going. Only Miles noticed anything and continually asked me how I was or if there was something else he could do for me.
 One day he actually came out and asked, Are you having money troubles. Dr De Beers, because if you are, you can hold off paying me for a while. I'm fine."
 "No, of course not. Miles, but thank you for the offer," I told him. Nothing I told him could be more true.
 The clinic, being private, was always profitable, but beside that, my sister Agnes and I had inherited a considerable fortune. There was never a time in my life when money was a concern. I had a good business manager, lawyer, and accountant. If anything. I was oblivious to my finances and probably will be to the day I die. My father was far more of a businessman than I am. He knew where his money was to the penny and always had a concept of what things should cost him. If our electric bill or gas bill went over his estimate, he invoked economies, complaining about lights being on unnecessarily or areas of the house having thermostats set too high. He tried to teach me to be a good economist. but I was a poor student, and eventually he gave up and declared I was lucky I was becoming a doctor.
 "You'll look after the health of people, and healthy people will look after you," he told me. How wise he was.
I guess what I am telling you is I have been and always will be a man of some contradiction. I spend my working life in the abstract world, searching and analyzing feelings, emotions, dreams, and
 subconscious thoughts. The physical and material world is mundane to me. Alberta has always complained about my lack of interest in my wardrobe, criticizing me for not keeping in style or wearing shoes and suits until they look ready to be given to charity. She would be the one to stop, look at me, and say. "Time to get a haircut. Claude, and if you are going to wear a beard, you could at least take care to have it trimmed neatly. I'll be too embarrassed to be seen with you, not that I am very much these days." she would mutter.
 Her conversation with me became almost rote, a memorized list of comments and sarcasms that I could always anticipate. However, if she didn't point out these things about myself to me. I probably would have gone on and on neglecting them. Suddenly a real change came over me, and it never occurred to me that she would take any notice. That caught me by surprise.
 Grace was the first patient with whom I had developed so strong an emotional tie, of course. I wanted to look good for her.
 Consequently. without Alberta's prodding. I looked after my own appearance, had my hair styled, my beard finely' trimmed, and bought some rather attractive new suits, new shoes, and new shirts and belts. I spent more money on my wardrobe that particular week than I had during, the last few years.
 "Well. well," Alberta said one afternoon when she saw me come home. "When did you buy that suit?"
 "Oh," I said, stumbling for an answer. "Ralston had bought something similar and I thought--."
 "You thought you were a slob and you should clean up your act, but not for me. Oh, no, for your precious clinic and your nutcases instead."
 "If I've told you once. I've told you a million times. Alberta, do not refer to my patients that way, even in jest. Someone will hear you say it, and if the wife of the head doctor says such things--"
 "I know, I know, I know, Do you think I even mention the clinic when I'm with people? Whenever anyone brings it up. I tell them I know very little about your work. You're so brilliant. What could a poor, normal person like myself understand? It's not exactly like awning a fine hotel. I tell them, and they appreciate my position. So don't get yourself all worked up and concerned. Claude. I won't embarrass you All I ask is you give me the same consideration."
 "All right, Alberta," I relented. "Thank you."
 "And you got yourself a haircut. too. I must say. Claude, you can be a handsome man when you make a little effort."
 She smiled and I thought how strange and ironic. my wife is attracted to one because l'm making myself more attractive to another -woman, the -woman I love. Suddenly Alberta was in her own Southern style more flirtatious. Consequently, my guilt made me want to please her more than ever, and I even forced myself to attend two charity events in a row with her,
 Whenever I am at any of these occasions, the people who know what I do for a living ask me the most inane questions about my work and my patients. I find I also make people nervous, especially at dinner parties. Alberta has told me that I intimidate some of her friends. They are afraid to speak because they think I will analyze them and find something wrong.
 "What do you want me to do?" I asked her.
 "Stop being so serious. Tell jokes and never, never look at anyone too intensely." she prescribed. I was never good at telling jokes. but I actually practiced some just to please her.
 Willow. I think anyone else would have realized her husband was acting strangely and would have become suspicious. Alberta never did, not even afterward when I had to convince her to take you into our lives.
 But I am leaping ahead again. I'm writing this so fast at times, my wrist aches. Ifs as if I'm afraid I will die before it's completed and you will get only half the story and never know the things I want you to know.
 For a while after the night I confessed my love to Grace, we tiptoed around each other. Very conscious of the possibility that Alberta would see something telling in my actions after I declared my love for Grace. I was even more sensitive to the possibility my associates, Ralston especially, would see something very unusual in my relationship with her, Consequently. I know I leaned too far in the opposite direction, which in itself is revealing behavior to a good analyst
 Whenever I spoke to Grace in front of others, my voice was sharp, hard, and almost impatient. I tried to be as formal as I could. I avoided her in the cafeteria and barely acknowledged her in the corridors or in the recreational room. I wrote lengthy reports about our sessions and had Ralston review them, and, for a short period, I did not take her for any walks.
 To her credit. Grace understood and never complained. It was enough for us to occasionally exchange a warm, knowing look with each other outside my office. She also appreciated the fact that when she was in my office and we were having a therapeutic session, we should do everything in our power to keep it professional. For a while we were able to do that, and perhaps because Grace trusted me even more now, she was more and more forthcoming.
 At a session nearly two weeks later, she confessed her nagging guilt for what had happened between her and Kirby Scott, her mother's third husband, a man I hope you never encounter. I must admit that when she spoke about him in these sessions. I felt terrible pangs of jealousy, Willow.
 "Kirby was and I'm sure still is a very handsome, charming man." she told int. "I couldn't help but fantasize about him. He spent a great deal of time with -me, always claiming he was doing his best to get me to become more social. more assured of myself when I was with men. My mother even thought it was nice of him to take such an interest in me. Can you imagine?"
 "I guess he was a great con man."
 "More than just a con man. The devil himself." she said. She shook her head softly. "He would make it all seem instructional." she told me, a faint smile on her lips.
 Was it a smile of irony or a smile of real appreciation and excitement? I wondered.
 "Why do you smile after saying that?" I asked her, my heart beating with anticipation. There were so many questions I wanted to ask.
 And yet how delicate I had to be with her. Willow. How careful about my intonation, my choice of words, my expressions, for how could I do her any good as a therapist if I came at her like some jealous new lover?
 "I smile because I can't help thinking how charming and beguiling he was. Claude. He had a way of sneaking up on me, taking me completely by surprise."
 "Explain that." I asked. pulling myself together and turning the page of my notebook,
 "Before he did something, said something, he would tell me this was how he won the love of a woman, and he would ask me for my reactions as if he were testing himself to see if he was still good at what he did. He made me feel as if I was part of some love practicing so that I wouldn't think of him touching me as me. especially. Do you know what I mean?" "I think so," I said.
 "Then he would take on this very serious expression like a Don Juan instructor or something, 'You can be shy. Grace,' he would say. 'Men like a woman to have same shyness, but you don't want to appear incapable or so innocent they will feel they are taking advantage of you.' which, of course, was exactly what he was doing, 'Flirt, if you like, but at the end of every promise. Grace,' he would say. 'there has to be some delivery. You don't want men to think of you as a tease. Reward the man you love with the warmest part of yourself.'
 "He would kiss me and then he would pull back and look as if he was deciding if I had done it right. I would hold my breath for his judgment. and then he would smile and nod and say something like. 'You are getting the idea.'
 "He made me feel like I was becoming a woman, a woman in every sense of his definition. a woman like the sort of woman he would marry."
 "You were becoming like your mother, then, mature, beautiful, capable?"
 "Yes," she said. "Exactly. I so wanted to be like her. She was independent, strong, and despite all the terrible things that had befallen us, she was able to compete and go on and continue to be strong for the both of us."
 "I see." I said.
 "Do you. Claude?" Her eyes were filling with tears. "Because I can't stop thinking about it."
 "You can't blame yourself for what happened because of that. Grace. He had no business coming into your bedroom and doing what he did."
 We stared at each other, pages and pages of thoughts falling around us.
 "Maybe... maybe I'm no better than he was," I muttered.
 She shook her head. "If this is wrong," she said, sniffing back her tears and pulling up her shoulders. "I hope I'm never right."
 Willow, when people in love say they feel as if they are moving on a cloud. I understand,
 I didn't remember getting up and going to her. I was just there and we were kissing each other and holding each other as if the whole world outside and around us had gone away, left us alone to be who we truly were inside ourselves.
 "Tonight," I whispered, my lips grazing her cheek, "Tonight I will come to you."

7
 My Buoyancy and Joy
 .
 There is definitely something about falling in

love that turns you into a little boy or a little girl again. Willow. Just like a child impatient with time that drags itself along like an old person indifferent to your anticipation. I looked at the clock constantly, trying to will the hour and minute hands to move faster. My stomach felt as if small springs were popping and bouncing inside it. I went to the mirror in my bedroom and checked myself a half dozen times. The only difference between me and an anxious teenager was the constant realization that what I was about to do was consummate a love affair, take action that would impact on my life and Grace's forever and ever. It should have given me pause. Willow. It should have stopped me at the door. But as they say, a team of wild horses pulling in the opposite direction couldn't have done so.

I was almost unable to go. Alberta appeared at my bedroom door. I had showered and shaved and dressed in something I thought made me more attractive, a nice light-blue silk shirt I had worn but once. I was actually toying with my hair, 
 experimenting with different ways of brushing it, when she was just there. She was in a nightgown.

"What are you doing?" she asked me. "Oh, nothing."
 "Why are you s a nicely dressed?"
 "Am I? I thought I hadn't worn this shirt since I bought it and--"
 "Oh, forget about it," she said, not really interested in any explanation I might give anyway. "I have a terrible headache and nothing is helping tonight. I want one of those pills you give your patients."
 I knew she meant Valium.
 "I'm not fond of giving those out like aspirins. Alberta."
 "Oh, stop being the doctor for one moment and be my husband. I had too much champagne this afternoon. That's all and I need something to help me relax. I'm on pins and needles. The election for president of the Woman's Club is being held tomorrow, and you know I'm running against two other women, neither of whom deserve it nor have worked as hard as I have for the organization."
 I stared at her.
 "You do remember the election, don't you. Claude? You do remember I was running for president?"
 "Oh, yes. I just forgot how soon it was."
 "How could you do that?"
 "I'm sorry."
 "You should have that expression tattooed an your forehead. Claude. I'm sorry. I'm sorry. Look. I need to relax," she insisted,
 "Okay, okay." I thought a moment and then found some Valium for her. It was a weak dosage, but enough to do what she wanted done. Nevertheless. I felt evil. Willow. I felt as if I was putting her in a fog just so she wouldn't know what I was about to do and would do.
I gave her the pills and she returned to her own room to sleep and face the results of her Woman's Club election the following day. If she lost, which was in my mind very likely, she would be very difficult.
 Since I hadn't told Miles anything about my plans, I expected he would be retired for the evening, but he surprised me and appeared the moment I came downstairs and headed toward the front entrance.
 "Did I forget something on the schedule. Doctor?" he asked.
 "Oh, no. Miles. It's something that just came up. It's all right. I'll drive myself back to the clinic."
 "It's no problem for me. Doctor. I have no pressing engagements." he added.
 I was caught in so many deceits and webs of my own making. Willow. Now I was even lying to Miles. If I refused his offer, he would be upset. I could see it in his fact. He needed to be needed, and yet, having him drive me made me feel I was making him part of what I was doing, and I thought that was wrong. Feeling cornered, I smiled and nodded and told him to get the car.
 I glanced at the stairway, looking up toward Alberta's bedroom and thinking she was falling asleep with never a thought of what I was about to do ever crossing her mind. A part of me wanted to have me march back up those stairs and throw open her door to declare. "Alberta. I am in love with another woman. I cannot continue this pretense."
 And vet there was another part of me that still couldn't believe I would do what I was setting out to do. Even when I was sitting in the vehicle and we were driving to the clinic. I heard this voice within me taunting, You can't do this, Claude De Beers. You are only fooling- yourself Youwill embarrass yourself You will fall on your face and in front of the whole staff and even some Patients, Tell Miles to turn back.. Turn back before it too late.
 If those words were there, my tongue refused to form them. I closed my eyes and thought only of Grace. Grace waiting for me in her room. Grace trembling with expectation and with hope, keeping the demons outside her door, staring away any shadows, closing her own ears to any warnings.
 Of course. I wondered if she loved me out of a terrible need born from her mental problems or if she loved me as purely and as overwhelmingly as I loved her, Shouldn't I be able to tell? You 're an analyst, analyze, I told myself. In my heart I knew I was too much in love, too compromised even to attempt such an objective evaluation.
 More to the point. did I want even to consider the question? I wanted her and that overwhelmed everything else, even her own state of mind, Was I horrible. Willow? Was I terrible to think such thoughts?
 Drive on, Miles, I thought. Take Brie to My love, to ray destiny and all else be damned.
 Maybe it was because of the excitement boiling inside me, or maybe it was more what I wished than what was, but when I looked up at the night sky, it seemed to be particularly full of stars, so crowded with the twinkling specks they looked as if they might bump into each other. The Big Dipper was never clearer. I vowed that I would forget nothing about this night. I would memorize the heavens so that afterward, every time I thought about this evening. I would see that sky and I would feel the same electric excitation and joy.
 "I'll be in the recreation room." Miles told me after we parked and I started for the front entrance of the clinic.
 "What? Oh. yes," I said. "Good."
 Can you believe it. Willow? I actually forgot he was there, walking just behind me. My mind was so focused on Grace. Self-conscious now. I slowed down, pulled myself back, and tried to look more like the doctor than an anxious lover.
 Nadine Gordon was not on duty that evening, thankfully. Suzanne Cohen, a much gentler nurse, younger, but just as competent, was in the recreation room speaking softly to a new patient of ours. whom I will call Palmer. He was a twelve-year-old boy who had been acting out more and more seriously, finally setting fire to his own home. Ralston had taken the lead therapist position with him. He was. I will admit, better with teenagers than I was. In any case Suzanne did not notice my entrance, but would of course realize I was there as soon as Miles appeared.
 I went to my office and busied myself with some reports. anticipating Suzanne coming around to see if there was anything in particular I needed from her. Less then ten minutes later she appeared.
 "Everything is fine." I told her. "Please, just go about your usual duties. Suzanne."
 "I thought I should tell you that Grace Montgomery retired early tonight," she said. "I thought she looked more distracted than she has these past few weeks. She didn't eat very well at dinner. either."
 "Oh? Well, I'll try to stop by to see her. Thanks. Suzanne."
 She stood there for a moment longer. My heart was ticking away like a time bomb. Had Grace done something, said something about us?
 "Very good. Doctor. I'll be at my station should you need me for anything."
 "Thank you." I said, still holding my breath until she actually left my office.
 I closed the files and sat back. The reasonable doctor part of me began its final pleas, its final attempt at turning me back.
Just put everything away here, Claude. Find Miles and go home, I heard the voice inside me advise. Before it's too late, forever too late, go home, Claude. Go home.
 When I stood up and walked to my office door. I actually did not know which way I would go. Willow. I thought of that famous poem by Robert Frost. You know, the one about someone stopping at a fork in the road and choosing one direction over the other and Frost concluding it made all the difference. How many forks in the road do we come to in our lives? I wondered. How many choices do we make that truly affect everything else ahead of us?
 And that made all the difference. I kept thinking as I walked toward the patient dormitory and Grace's room, where I knew she waited for me.
 She had the small lamp lit on her nightstand, and she was in bed. reading. She looked up when I entered, but she said nothing. I stood there gazing at her. What was the magic that held me so firmly, orbiting her every gesture, every smile, longing to touch her hair, kiss her lips, hold her close to my heart? Was it all some chemical, physical thing or is there truly such a thing as soul mates? I wondered and still do. I laughed to myself thinking how surprised my colleagues would be if I ever so much as brought up such a question for discussion at one of our seminars.
 I moved slowly to the side of her bed, neither of us saving a word yet. I think we were both hoping to keep the entire encounter dreamlike, ethereal, perhaps so we could live with it afterward, pretend it was still part of a fantasy.
 She closed her book slowly and laid it on the nightstand. I went to my knees and lowered my head gently against her breasts, and she touched my hair. Finally I found some words.
 "I wanted to be here so much, to come to you so much, I ache," I said.
 With her hands beneath my chin, she lifted my head so we could look into each other's eyes, and then she urged me toward her so our lips would touch, just graze at first and then make demands on each other. That kiss was long and wonderful. I felt myself gliding down some very soft slope. She shifted over in her bed, and I prepared myself to be beside her.
 We were like two teenagers first discovering the wonder of our bodies and the power that came from each touch, each kiss. Every moment was new, the unwrapping of another amazing gift of life and of love. We were both so absorbed in each other's warmth and desire, neither of us thought about tomorrow. There were no consequences. There was no price to pay, no repentance to be sought. Nothing mattered more than the moment.
 "I have never made love like this," I whispered.
 "How can that be?" she wanted to know, "You're married."
 "With my wife it's mechanical. It's a 
 performance. Neither of us has ever been ourselves. I have no words to explain this. Grace, no textbook to turn to so that I can find a description of my feelings for you. I am like an atheist who has found there is a God, there is something more than what we can touch and see, hear and taste."
 She turned into me and we held each other and made love to each other and found ourselves deeper and deeper within each other's very being. I was with her for hours, losing all sense of time or place. Finally she fell asleep in my arms. and I released her gently and got dressed, I can't tell you how painful it was to leave her bedside that night. Willow. Twice I turned back to touch her, to kiss her. Her eyelids barely twitched. She had fallen asleep with this most wonderful, yes, angelic smile on her lips. She never looked more content, more secure and happy with herself than she did at that moment. It made me feel as if I had truly done a wonderful thing, not only for myself. but for her and for whatever we were together.
 The act of love does create a new entity. Willow, if it is with someone you truly do love. You become so merged, so much a part of each other that there is a birth. I and you become we, and that. I thought then. and I think still, is a real miracle and not one that any textbook can explain.
 Finally, like one tearing free of powerful chains, I managed to get the strength to leave her. I stepped into the quiet, brightly lit hallway, the harshness of the illumination shocking me back to my reality. I glanced at my watch and was astounded at how long I had been with Grace.
 I hurried down to the recreation room and found Miles asleep on the sofa, the television blinking like a hypnotist's light, throwing shadows on the walls. For a moment I was at a loss about what to do. Wake him, of course, but how did I explain this late hour? Where was the night staff? I nudged him and he opened his eyes, gazed at me in confusion for a moment, and then sat up quickly.
 "Oh. Doctor, sorry," he said, grinding the sleep out of his eyes.
 "Let's go home. Miles," I said quickly.
 "What time is it?" he asked and looked at his watch, "Well, I'll be darned," he muttered.
I was already out in the hallway. I was in flight, hoping none of the staff would see me and wonder why I was still there. Miles trailed behind, muttering to himself. I could hear the law murmur of 
 conversation coming from the cafeteria. When we passed the doorway, I did not look in and hoped no one was looking out. Moments later I was in my automobile.
 Miles got in quickly and started the engine.
 "This was a late one for you. Dr. De Beers," he commented. To be honest. Miles," I said. "I dozed off myself."
 "Oh," he said and nodded. "No problem. But I've been telling you that you're working too hard." he chastised.
 "You might be right," I said.
 My house was as quiet as the clinic had been. Alberta was long asleep. I thought as I made my way up the stairs. The Valium surely relaxed her enough. She rarely checked to see if I was in my bedroom anyway. If something else disturbed her and she went looking for me in my office and saw I was not there. I was sure she gave up thinking about my whereabouts and attended to herself. Even so. I was extra quiet when I reached her bedroom door.
I went to bed as quickly as I could. but I could not fall asleep for the life of me. Willow. Instead. I lay there thinking about Grace, still smelling the aroma of her hair and reliving the taste of her lips and the softness of her body. I replayed every word we had uttered to each other. Finally I curled around my pillow and hugged it like a lovesick teenager, which enabled me to drift into some repose.
 I overslept and rose quite late. In fact, I rose so late. Alberta was up before me. What a panic it put me in. Miles was more troubled by it than I was. He came to my room as I was dressing.
 "Oh, good, you're up finally. I went to your door twice. Doctor." he said. and knocked pretty hard. I must say. I thought you might have been in the bathroom. but I did look in on you and saw you were dead to the world. Who was I to wake you?" he asked.
 "It's all right. Miles."
 "Dr. Ralston called." he told me. Then he leaned toward me and whispered, "Mrs. De Beers spoke to him, not me."
 "Oh?"
 "I know he asked her if she knew why you had returned to the clinic because I heard her say. 'I didn't know he had returned. I'm surprised he bothers coming home.'"
 "It's okay, Miles," I said. By reporting what he had overheard. he was, without realizing it, making me feel worst, making me feel as if he and I were conspirators, plotters in some way.
 He nodded and left me.
 "What's wrong with you? Are you sick?" Alberta asked when I appeared downstairs. She was having her morning coffee and nibbling like a squirrel on her toast. I could see she was quite agitated. She hadn't taken as perfect care of her coiffure. It was unlike her to have a single strand out of place. Her eyes were electric with anxiety. It wasn't because of me. however. It was because of her Woman's Club election.
 "No, just a little tired." I said.
 "How can you be so tired? What do you do over there but sit and talk to mentally disturbed people? I wouldn't even call it talking. Question after question. 'Why do you hate your mother? Why do you hate your father?' If they aren't crazy when they arrive, they are before they leave," she muttered.
 Whenever something bothered her, no matter how small or big it was, she relieved herself by being critical of me and my profession. Usually. if I paid little attention to it and barely defended myself, she would soon stop.
 "Someone asked me the other day," she continued, whipping her words at me. "I think it was Sara Marshall. Yes, it was Sara Marshall. She asked me if you do those horrible shock things to people, and I told her I had no idea what you do over there. Do you?"
 "No, Alberta. We don't."
 "That's a relief." she said. She looked at the clock and sighed deeply. "The counting has begun." she said.
 "Oh?"
 "I'm not going to sit around here all day like some woman in labor and wait for the phone call. They'll have to find me."
 "I wish you luck. Alberta." I said. She looked up at me and stared for a long moment, just like someone trying desperately to remember something.
 "Oh, yes," she said. "That Dr. Price called asking after you. He said you were at the clinic last night. I told him he was mistaken. You were home. Weren't you home. Claude?"
 I looked away to avoid her. Willow, I felt like a little boy caught with his hand in the cookie jar, but when I looked back at her. I realized Alberta's eyes were too clouded with her own concerns to see anything in my face.
 "I had to check on something, yes," I said.
 "You ought to just move in there. Claude. Turn one of the looney bin roams into a second bedroom for yourself." she said. She put her coffee cup down so sharply, it almost shattered. "I'm not sitting around here waiting for them to call." she repeated, stood up, and started out of the dining room. At the door she paused. "If I have any good news to tell you later. I'll call the clinic. I have no doubt you'll be there." she added and left.
 The whole time she had been with me. I had been intermittently holding my breath. The air was so still and stagnant in the room. I felt as if I was shut up in a house without windows. Tiny beads of sweat had formed on my forehead, in fact. I wiped my face with my napkin and then rose to go to the clinic. Miles was waiting for me outside, speaking to one of the grounds people. He looked up as soon as I appeared.
 "You all right. Doctor?"
 "Fine. Miles. Let's go," I said and he moved quickly.
 What a mess I felt I was in now. Willow. I was worried about explaining myself to Ralston, of course, but as we drove to the clinic, I was also very much concerned and worried about Grace. What would be the effect on her of what we had done the night before? Was Ralston looking for me because of her behavior today? Had I caused some terrible regression or exacerbated her problems? Her mother, your grandmother, had brought her to me to help her, to make her well enough to return to their world. Had my selfish acts made that all be impossible now?
 Saying I was tense doesn't do justice to how I felt when I entered the clinic. Ralston was in a session with Palmer, so I had some breathing room there. Nadine Gordon was attending to some other patients, but she was the first to inquire as to my health.
 "I'm fine," I told her.
 "You do work too hard. Doctor," she said, surprising me with the softness in her voice. "I might not show it, but I worry about you."
 "Thank you for your concern. Ms. Gordon. I'm all right."
 "You try too hard with some of our patients. Doctor. No one should expect miracles of you."
 I nodded.
 "Any particular problems this morning?" I asked.
 She stared at me a long moment. Did she know that I was really inquiring only about Grace?
 "No," she said. "Your Miss Montgomery..."
 "Yes?" I said, trying not to appear overly interested.
 "Is very chipper and energetic today. In fact, she's in the arts and crafts roam helping Miss Richards with the other patients. One would think she was one of our attendants. She practically begged me not to make her take her medication this morning, claiming she had no need of it.
 "I told her when she graduated medical school. I would take orders from her,' she added dryly.
 "Interesting." I said.
 "Yes, isn't it?" she pursued, her eyes a bit smaller. "Maybe it will give you the opportunity to spend more time with your other patients now," she suggested with a cold, calculating smile that went right to my heart.
 "Maybe," I said. nodding, "I'll look into it."
 She held her eves on me and then she tamed and left the office.
 Later. when Grace appeared for her session with me. I saw Nadine Gordon in the hallway. She didn't look away when I looked at her. Grace walked in and I stood there in the doorway exchanging this inquisitive glance with my head nurse. She gave me a small nod and left. I closed the door and turned to Grace.
 "How are you?" I asked her.
 She answered by rising on the balls of her feet to kiss me softly on the lips.
 And then she smiled and said. "I wanted to be sure it wasn't all a dream."
 "Are you sure?" 
 "Yes," she said. 
 "How?"
 "From the look on your face." she replied, and I laughed and reached out to embrace her.
 We held on to each other like two castaways who had found a welcoming shore and knew we would never be alone again.
 Later that day my receptionist Edith Hamilton buzzed me in my office to tell me Alberta absolutely insisted I pick up the phone. It mattered not whether I was in a session with a patient or not I could tell Alberta had flustered Edith because she kept apologizing for interrupting me. I told Edith it was fine and had her pass Alberta's call through.
 "What's wrong?" I asked immediately.
 "Wrong? Why don't you ask what's right for a change? Must all you psychiatrists always look to the dark side of things?"
 "I'm sorry, Alberta. My receptionist said--"
 "That woman was rude to me, When I call your precious clinic, they should be told it's important and I'm not to hear any 'Can I have him call you back?' Or 'He's with a patient."'
 "Sometimes it is very important not to be interrupted. Alberta," I said calmly. "Okay. Why are you calling with such urgency?"
 "It's not urgency, Claude. It's elation, something you're not accustomed to seeing over there in your inner sanctum and halls of misery."
 "Elation?"
 "I was elected," she declared. "You're speaking to the new president of the Woman's Club."
 "Oh. Congratulations. Alberta, That's very nice," I said.
 "Nice? Nice? Why is it you always have the perfect words for your mentally disturbed patients and their families, but not for me? Nice? It's more than just nice. Claude."
 "I didn't mean it was just nice, Alberta. I meant it was nice that they appreciate you and your great efforts to make the organization a success." I said.
 She was satisfied with that. "Well?" she added.
 "Well, what?"
 "How do you intend to celebrate this with me?"
 "Oh. Well, why don't we go to the Hideaway?" I said. It was the restaurant we had gone to on three previous wedding anniversaries.
 "Yes, that would be appropriate." she replied. "I'm surprised you came up with it. Very good. Claude. You might make the husband of a president yet." she added with a light laugh attached. "Go back to your depressing activities and save all your buoyancy and joy for me." she commanded.
 If she only knew, I thought, where I had invested all my so-called buoyancy and joy.

8
 Wings of Wax
 .
 Perhaps nothing fills your heart with optimism

and blinds you to reality as much as falling in love does. Willow. When your mother and I were together, none of the problems I had to face outside the clinic seemed to matter to me. I've already told you that it wasn't that long after our marriage that Alberta began accusing me of indifference toward things that mattered very much to her. I didn't agonize at all over the decisions she made for our home. and I never gave much importance to the social problems she had. In her eves it wasn't possible for me to be any more neglectful or unconcerned than I already was, so I understand why she didn't take any more notice of my indifference toward anything but the clinic and Grace.

For a while then. I lived in almost as much illusion as some of my patients. To think that now that I had found Grace I would never feel alone again was foolish, especially for a man who had the education and experience I had. Oh, the self-analysis I ended up doing. Willow, the hours and hours I spent reviewing it all, questioning my own thoughts and feelings. It was truly enough to drive anyone mad. I'm surprised I didn't walk into walls. I was that distracted at times, especially at home. where I paced and spent my time trying to come up with more reasons and more ways to spend even more time at the clinic without attracting too much attention.

To my own credit. I will say that  I never once denied the fact that this was a forbidden love affair. Willow. Of course. I tried to conceive of ways to make that not so, but in the end I realized that no one would see it as anything else but a serious violation of my medical ethics. My career, my value to other patients, my whole purpose for being was in great jeopardy, and I had put it there.

Every time your grandmother called that fact was driven home, and the two times she visited the clinic to see Grace made it even more emphatic. The first time was only a little more than a month after Grace and I had become lovers. As strange as it may sound to you. Willow, the worst fear I had was not that somehow Jackie Lee Montgomery would come to realize something was going on between your mother and me. No, the worst fear I had was she would see the changes in your mother that were improvements and insist she be released. Don't forget it was embarrassing to her that your mother was here in the first place.

From the tone and context of phone 
 conversations I had with Jackie Lee. I could also tell that she was becoming unhappy with the ruse of her being Linden's mother. He was getting older and more demanding. Raising a child again was a big
 responsibility and, without any help, a great burden on her time and her energy. From what she was telling me. I understood that she wanted the freedom to become an eligible widow again, a woman without any baggage so she could sink her teeth into a new husband, preferably someone with goad standing in the Palm Beach community and of course, someone wealthy enough to return her to her previous lifestyle. She had lost so much with Kyle Scott: the plane, the boat, the big house, the seemingly unlimited allowance for designer clothing, vacation expenses, everything that was once very important to her and had became so again. Her complaints about her present life seemed to multiply as fast as rabbits and become an endless tail to her inquiries about Grace,

"That man," she would say, "didn't only damage my daughter. He ruined my life and made it so much more difficult. You have to be seen in fine places to meet fine people, especially decent men."

On and on she would go, perhaps thinking I would somehow provide a solution or, at minimum, be sympathetic.

And then. as  I said, she began to complain more specifically about her motherhood responsibilities and the toll that was taking on her physically and mentally.

"My daughter should realize she has an obligation to the child," she told me. "Can't you get that through to her, drum that into her head?"

"We don't exactly force these things on our patients. Jackie Lee. Your daughter has to arrive at the conclusions by herself or they won't be lasting, and that's what we both want, isn't it?"

I wanted to ask her whatever happened to her worry that Grace wouldn't be able to handle motherhood, her concern that once someone had a mental problem, it was always there, never corrected.

"I've been through all this sort of responsibility already," she wailed. "I need my freedom. too. A grandmother should be a visitor." she told me. "She should be able to shut her doors, say goodbye, drive away. None of the grandmothers I know are anything like I am today. I feel like I'm being punished for my daughter's sins and not vice versa.

"And vou were right the first time." she continued. "it's not good for the child. He'll be so terribly confused. He'll end up in your clinic, too!"

I tried my best to commiserate with her, but I couldn't get up enough sincerity to make myself sound convincing, especially to myself. First. I didn't appreciate Jackie Lee's real motives for wanting Grace to be released, and second. I dreaded the day she would leave the clinic.

In any case Jackie Lee arrived at the clinic, or more like charged at it. For someone complaining about how hard and stressful her life had become, she looked absolutely glamorous. As stylish and elegant as the first time I had met her, she entered my office with great expectation. Grace and she had spoken a number of times on the telephone, and from the last two conversations she had with her. Jackie Lee was convinced that Grace was as close to being normal as she could ever be.

"She asked about Linden. She sounded very homesick, and she didn't mention any ghosts or her father or Kyle. You've done a wonderful job," she declared with a definite sense of finality. I had the sense she would jump up at any moment and start packing Grace's bags,

"Thank you. Jackie Lee. but I'm afraid we'd be moving things a little too quickly if we sent her home right now."

"Why? What else is there to do?" she wailed, her face filled with disappointment and frustration,
 "She's still dependent on medication and--"
 "Oh, if that's all. I can certainly give her pills, make sure she takes them on time and everything."
 "No, it's not just the dispensing of the medicines, it's the monitoring and regulation of them that's important, and there are still a number of troubling issues to work out through therapy. Remember I asked you to be patient. Now, you wouldn't want to cause a relapse here. It's often more difficult to return to this stage of improvement once something like that occurs," I warned her. "It could be worse, in fact."
 Part of it was true, but part of it was my selfish conniving to keep her from taking Grace away from me.
 She lowered her shoulders like a flag of defeat. This is so hard, so hard." she muttered.
 "I know." I said "I appreciate what you are going through. Believe me, we want only the best for the both of you, for all of you."
 "Well, let's see how she is." she told me. and I brought her to visit with Grace, who was sitting on a bench in the garden and reading.
 Grace knew her mother was coming, of course. She and I had discussed it. I had not dared tell her my fears, but she knew from speaking with her mother that Jackie Lee anticipated taking her home, if not now, very soon. When Grace told me about the conversations. .I said nothing more than a "We'll see." I was afraid of what I would say if I added any more. Apparently, she understood.
 "You look wonderful." Jackie Lee declared the moment Grace lifted her eves from the pages of the book she was reading. "What a difference between the girl I brought here and the girl I'm now looking at, wouldn't you agree. Dr. De Beers?" she asked.
 Grace and I looked at each other.
 "There's been some marked improvement, yes." I said. Stressing the word some,
 "Um," Jackie Lee grunted.
 "I'll leave you two for a while," I said, backing away, "I have to attend to some matters."
 "Go on. Doctor. Thank you." Jackie Lee said, smiling at Grace. "I can see we don't need you hovering over us."
 She sat beside Grace, who looked at me with some desperation in her eyes. I nodded, smiled at her, and left them, my heart pounding with anxiety. My feelings were mixed, of course. and I was at myself again, chastising myself for being so selfish as to want to keep a patient longer than she might need to be kept. I made up my mind that I would have Ralston treat her for a while so he could make an evaluation.
I am writing all this as if it is only my story. In the beginning of all this. I did not fully consider Grace's feelings, Willow. She was just as troubled by mixed emotions and desires as I was. On the one hand. I was sure she very much wanted to be considered well enough to go home. She certainly wanted either me or Dr. Price to confirm that she was capable of raising her child.
 On the other hand, she was truly in love with me, and she never felt safer than she did with me at the clinic. In our own little world, no demon could enter and spoil anything. The curse she had come to believe was on her and followed her through most of her young life was stopped outside the door. I was too powerful for it. It dared not show its dark face.
 "I can love you and not be afraid for you or far myself." she told me once.
 There was that contradiction in me again. Willow. The doctor part of me insisted that was not valid. She would be just as safe anywhere and I had no special powers, certainly no powers to overcome some curse, and if there was one thing I didn't want to do as a psychotherapist, it was to provide her with another crutch. However. I would be lying if I didn't confess that the other part of me, the man. the lover, wanted to encourage such thoughts because I knew they would keep her close to me.
 What would end such a grand struggle for my and her destinies? Apparently, at the end of that first visit, I knew it wasn't going to be Jackie Lee, Grace either pretended or really believed she was not quite ready to be released and return. She convinced her mother that she was still too fragile. I believed that, too. but I needed to have it validated, and so I told her I was going to have her see Dr. Price for the next few weeks. There was a danger in that, of course. Ralston was a talented man, a very perceptive man. He might very well discover the true relationship between Grace and me. and I wasn't ready for him to know that, nor was she.
 The fact is she fell into a bad depression when she began her sessions with him. Not only didn't she make any new progress, she began to regress and to the point where he confronted me.
 "Why did you want me to take this patient new. Claude?" he asked me. "You were doing so well with her. Now she's practically the way she was the day she arrived."
 I referred to my original intention, talking about Jackie Lee and how she was pressuring me to release Grace. I wanted to be sure I was doing the right thing by resisting. He was too clever to buy into that completely. I could see it in the way he tilted his head and gave me his famous. "Umm."
 "Well, I'm afraid I'm not doing well with her. Claude. She has a better rapport with you. I would advise you to continue her therapy. She's built a trust with you, a bridge that I'm only blocking.
 "As for the mother, you're handling her correctly," he concluded, and Grace returned to me.
 After that I spent more and more time at the clinic, taking advantage of Alberta's new and heavier involvement in her social activities since being elected president of her favorite club. She was out planning fundraisers, socials, networking with other women and other organizations, especially charities. She was almost weekly in the social pages of our newspapers and featured twice on our local television stations.
 One afternoon Grace and I took one of our now famous walks, only we didn't stop at the crest nor did we stop at the river's edge. We continued on until we found a beautiful area shaded by trees. I knew we had gone too far from the clinic, and it would take us too long to return, but it was a magnificent, beautiful day with the sort of sky artists envision, the blue deep and rich, the few clouds puffy and milk white.
 We sat on a soft patch of grass and watched a flock of birds do amazing gymnastic-like turns and circles. It was as though they were performing for us.
 "When we first moved to our estate on the beach," Grace said, "I used to go out at night and lay on the sand and look up at the starry sky. Soon I would feel like I was falling into it, like I was above the stars."
 She lay back and put her hands behind her head and looked up at the clouds.
 "Try it," she told me. and I lay beside her. 
 "Yes," I said. laughing. It works."
 We were both very still, hardly breathing for fear of shattering the moment.
 "What will become of us. Claude?" she finally asked me. "You will get stronger and you will return to your boy." I said.
 "That's me. What about us, Claude?"
 "I don't know," I said. "I know what I wish and want. but I don't know. Grace. It's very complicated with your being my patient and all."
 "You're so honest with me." she said, turning and bracing herself on her elbow, "You could easily make up a fantasy, tell me a story, give me some false hope, but you won't."
 "I try to give it to myself and fail," I said. smiling.
 "What else is there but the moment, the here and now anyway?" she asked, laughing with a wonderfully pure abandon. Then she stopped, held my gaze in hers for a moment before she leaned down and kissed me. I closed my eyes and willed this all to be forever and ever, willed away any obstacles.
 We made love in that field that day. Willow, and there is no doubt in my mind, that was the day you were conceived. How many children get to know that, the where and the when and the beauty of the moment? I hope you cherish this revelation and see it for the wonderful time it was. Perhaps now you can understand why I would not trade a moment, not erase a second of my life with your mother.
 When we returned and Nadine Gordon practically attacked me with the news I had kept another patient waiting too long for his session. I should have realized that things would become more and more difficult. But my heart was too full. Even her ice-cold eyes and granite-like face of chastisement couldn't shake me. Behind her back, I held Grace's hand in mine and then I let her go and went on to do my work.
 Little did I know that day that what would end the grand struggle for Grace's and my destinies had taken place: your conception.
 I'm sure you're wondering why I was so careless. Here I was a man of science, a logical, reasonable man who was spending his adult life helping other people avoid mistakes that would impact on their lives, and I, your efficient, meticulous, and dedicated professional father, behaved like nothing more than a foolish teenager. What was I thinking?
 If I bother analyzing myself. I might conclude that I wanted this relationship so much, Willow, I was willing at least subconsciously to risk everything to have it. I permitted myself to believe that should Grace become pregnant with my child, we would be together forever. You were to make that happen.
 Of course, nothing could be more romantic and foolish on my part. Not only would I destroy my own life and career. I would damage Grace, and who knew what Jackie Lee would do about that? Ironically, by not thinking about birth control, all I had really accomplished was to drive the love of my life from me.
 It didn't happen for some time, of course. Over the next few weeks and months. Grace did exactly what she had done before when she was pregnant with Linden. She revealed nothing. But to be fair to her, she was caught in a new turmoil herself and not a new turmoil of her own making. And I am not just speaking of my actions. Willow.
 Not long after Jackie Lee's first visit and Grace's and my walk to the river, a dark shadow resembling the dark shadows Sandy hallucinated came into Grace's life, or should I say our lives? It began subtly.
 First. I noticed how tired Grace often was. I asked her about this during one of our doctor-patient sessions, and she told me she was having strange dreams lately. They did resemble vivid hallucinations. She woke often during the night, and one night she woke screaming. The nurse on duty that evening. Suzanne Cohen, had a report for me in the morning. Of course, I looked into it immediately.
 My first terrible fear. Willow, was that my relationship with Grace and the conflicts it was creating in her were bringing about this new emotional and mental problem. I tied observing her unnoticed, especially when she was in the recreation room or the arts and crafts area. and I saw how frequently she looked distracted, even dazed. When I questioned her more and more about it, she grew more and more fragile, often bursting into tears, crying she didn't know why she wasn't sleeping, she didn't know why she was having terrible nightmares.
I began to wonder if her medications weren't being dispensed correctly and did check into it to find some errors in dosages during Nadine Gordon's shifts. This was very uncharacteristic of her, and she apologized profusely. For a while that seemed to correct things.
 And then, a terrible crisis occurred. I arrived at the clinic in the morning and found bedlam and tumult going on in the patients' dormitory. I hurried to it where I discovered Dr. Wheeler frying to calm Grace. Her hysterics had triggered Sandy, who was
 screaming in the hallway and pounding her fists at the walls to drive away those dark shadows she still saw everywhere. Other patients were agitated as well, and my staff was fully involved, attendants and our two additional nurses working on calming everyone. Ralston came flying in after me.
 "What's happening?" I cried, rushing to Grace's door.
 Nadine Gordon stepped out and glared at me for a moment before saying, "Someone took her teddy bear."
 "What?"
 Obviously, because of the nature of our patients, we couldn't put locks on their bedroom doors. We couldn't permit them to have the ability to shut themselves in and away from us. From time to time, one or another patient did wander into the wrong room or take someone else's things.
 I charged in and saw Wheeler was about to give Grace some sedation. She had torn her room apart looking for her teddy bear. The lamp on the
 nightstand was shattered on the floor and lay there along with all the spilled drawers. The bed had been ripped at and the small desk in the corner was turned upside down,
 "What is it?" Ralston asked me.
 "Her teddy bear's gone." I said, now very frightened for the both of us. She was looking directly at me and crying. "It was a very special gift from her father.
 "Hold off, Dr. Wheeler," I ordered. "I'll see to her." I said. "Help with the others."
 He looked at Ralston. who nodded. and then he handed me the syringe and left the room. Nadine Gordon stood in the doorway watching and waiting for further orders. I sat on the bed and took Grace's hand in mine. Her sobs shook her body, but she had her lips clamped shut. There was a slight scratch at the side of her left temple where she either had clawed herself in desperation or grazed her head against something during her frantic search.
 "It's all right. Grace," I said. "We'll find it."
 Her lips trembled so hard. I thought her face would shatter right before my eyes.
 Sandy's screaming turned Ralston away from the scene and made him snap an order at Nurse Gordon. He and she left the room to see about the commotion,
 "Daddy..." Grace managed. ".., gave it to me."
 "I know. Someone must have just seen it and taken it by mistake. I'll turn the clinic inside out until I find it for you. I promise. Grace."
 She looked only slightly relieved. My overwhelming love for her had blinded me to the fact that she was still quite emotionally frail and delicate. I was so angry at myself. Willow. I had so wanted Grace to be strong and healthy for me that I avoided all the signs telling me otherwise. If anything should have brought home my professional neglect and malpractice. this should have been it.
 It did and I vowed to myself that I would pull back and spend more time as her doctor and not as her lover. I could see her realizing and perhaps hoping this was so. too. She looked at me with the sort of plea and desperation in her eyes that I had seen in many of my other patients: this cry for help that even they didn't realize they were making.
 Of course, I would be dishonest if I didn't tell you that I was afraid she would either do or say something which would reveal our relationship. Ralston was back in the room. I gave her the sedative and urged her to sleep. promising I would find her teddy bear. She said nothing. She turned her head and soon afterward she fell asleep.
 "I have noticed a change in her these past few weeks. Claude," Ralston said when we both stepped back. "Maybe you're reducing her medications too quickly." he suggested.
 "I'll look into it," I said, not wanting to get too deeply into her situation at that moment.
 The hallway was cleared. Sandy was medicated and the other patients were guided back to their activities. Nadine Gordon joined us in the hallway.
 "Do you know anything about this teddy bear of hers?" I asked quickly.
 "I haven't seen it. but I haven't gone looking for it, either," she said.
 "What about Sandy?" Ralston asked. Have you checked her room?"
 "Not yet. but I will," she said. "I have noticed that Grace Montgomery was more agitated these days and that was after her medications had been corrected." she added before I could say anything, "She hasn't done anything in the arts and crafts room. She doesn't have the patience to read or watch television lately, either. I was going to bring it to your attention at our next patients' meeting. I don't believe we are at the proper dosages with her yet." she added, 
-Claude?" Ralston asked.
 "Yes," I said. "She's right. I'll reconsider her medications and get on it." I said,
 "What a shame. The girl was making such progress. I actually thought you would please her mother very soon." Ralston said.
 "I did as well." Nadine interjected. She held her eyes on me a moment, and then she added. "I'll search Sandy's room."
 We watched her leave,
 "Careful. Claude." Ralston advised in a very unspecific way. "Wings of wax." he muttered and left me standing outside Grace's doorway, feeling as if I were truly in the midst of a great descent.

9
 The Teddy Bear's Arm
 .
 The teddy bear was nowhere to be found. 

Willow.  I literally did turn the clinic inside out, spending every available minute looking for it. I had the kitchen staff search every cabinet and shelf. I ordered the attendants to look under every bed. I had Joan Richards take apart her arts and crafts area, and then I had the custodians search the outside of the clinic, especially under or around every window.

How could such a thing disappear into thin air? It was puzzle enough for me, but to Grace it began to corroborate one of her old fears and revive problems I thought we had resolved, When Jackie Lee heard about Grace's regression, she threatened to take her from the clinic and have her put somewhere else. She phoned me, shouting hysterically at times.

"Why did this happen? She was almost cured, wasn't she? Maybe I was right. It was time to take her out. Maybe the longer she is around those other disturbed people, the worse it will be for her,' she said, practically lunging at me through the phone.

"No, no. Jackie Lee," I said. "If she can have this sort of setback while she is here, it could be worse for her and for you if it happened out there," I reasoned. It gave her some pause.

"Well, what do you expect now? What are you going to do about this?"
 "I'm reviewing her treatments. Give me a little time."
 "Time! That's all you doctors want, time, and of course, money," she chastised.
 I was silent,
 "All right," she said. relenting. "But I want a weekly report now, If you can't do it yourself, have your secretary call me or a nurse,"
 "Very good," I said.
 "This teddy bear thing. It's inexcusable."
 "I agree. I'm not giving up on finding it for her." I promised.
 "Maybe she hid it herself somewhere," she suggested. "Maybe she wants to be crazy."
 "I don't think so. Jackie Lee. No one could enjoy that sort of pain."
 "In the state of mind she's in, anything's possible," she muttered.
 Then she went into a rant about her own state of mind and how difficult things were for her.
 "People know the truth, you know. I've done the best I can to prevent it, but they find these things out eventually. They know where she is and they talk about us. They even know about Linden. People feed on this sort of thing here. Now I don't know what will become of her."
I wanted to say I didn't, either, that perhaps Grace would be here a long time if not forever, but I kept my secret thoughts lacked in my heart and did the best I could to relieve her of her anxieties.
 Soon afterward Grace began to accept the disappearance of her teddy bear the same way she had learned to accept the death of her father. She went into a period of deep mourning, retreating to the shadows in her room, spending hours and hours staring into space, occasionally permitting a fugitive tear to trickle down her cheek and off her chin. I was at her side constantly, trying to break through her sadness, trying to give her renewed hope.
 Finally one day she turned to me and said. "He's gone."
 I wasn't happy with this conclusion. She was hardened with the realization and the finality. She lost the softness and the innocence and optimism I had been able to restore in her, and in fact, in myself. It was as if some light had gone out of her eyes and a deeper, darker glint appeared through which she now saw the world in all its reality. She could no longer see angels. The clouds we once playfully imagined being this or that were now simply clouds. It was as true for the stars as well.
 I hated what had happened to her and what was still happening to her. When I was first starting out in the practice of psychiatry. I used to fixate on the mental problems and see them as small, distorted, ugly creatures. I would focus on killing them, hunting them down through the darkest corridors of a patient's mind, pursuing them relentlessly with my psychiatric weaponry until I had either destroyed them or driven them so far underground, they could do no more serious harm. I hated none as much as I hated the one or ones plaguing Grace, my lovely, wonderful. beautiful Grace.
 I know I was a different man at home because of all this. Willow. For the first time my temper was short with Alberta. I had little or no patience for any of her nonsense and everything she was doing those days seemed to me to be bigger and bigger nonsense. It got so she was afraid to come to my office to ask me anything. I would argue with her over trivia. What wasn't trivia to me, however, was her new insistence that we spend a small fortune on upgrading our landscaping. She had brought in a landscape architect who had created a project twice as costly as what the house was probably worth. It envisioned a pond that could qualify as a small lake!
 "I can't touch the outside of this precious, historical building, but I can at least improve our grounds," she insisted.
 She needed me to convert some investments into liquid cash for her to begin such a project and I resisted. Our normally strained relationship was hanging by threads. I took to spending even more time away from home just so Alberta couldn't harangue
 As to Grace and her treatments. I did return to the earlier, heavier dosages of her medicine. I hated to do that, but for a while, it seemed to be helping. We spent hours talking about that curse again. The clinic wasn't as sacrosanct as she had come to believe after all. The demon would enter and it would get to me. too. I didn't know at the time, but she already knew she was pregnant and was keeping it a secret just as much because of these troubling ideas as anything else.
How, I wondered. can I turn this around? Why hadn't I realized how delicate her recovery had been? I began to think that perhaps I was not capable of helping her after all. Maybe Jackie Lee wasn't so wrong. Maybe Grace belonged somewhere else and my keeping her here with me was a purely selfish thing. Maybe I should get her away from me as quickly as I could. I thought.
 These questions and thoughts troubled me so much. I know I began to show it in my face. Miles was asking after me constantly. He easily saw the differences in me and was full of concern. When I came home from the clinic. I went right to my office and perused case study after case study trying to find some clues, some technique, some method to make proess with Grace. I often fell asleep in my chair and woke realizing it was the middle of the night.
 Obviously, this all had an impact on my relationships and my effectiveness with my other patients, Willow. It occurred to me that Grace might very well be right: my relationship with her was destroying me from within, destroying who I was supposed to be and what I was trained to do. Do you know that for a while there I actually considered the infamous curse?
 Like a parasite my frustration fed off of me, draining me, sapping me of my otherwise high-octane energy. Ralston expressed concern and even Nurse Gordon commented about my workload and gave me advice. The irony was the more effort I put into helping Grace, the worse things became because she saw my struggle and my fatigue to be a direct result of my relationship with her. She refused to go on our special walks, and she began to talk more and more about leaving the clinic, claiming it would be better for both of us.
 I appealed to her sense of guilt.
 "If you do that now." I told her, "I'll feel like more of a failure and instead of helping me, you will hurt me deeply. Grace."
 For a while that staved off her talk of leaving. Jackie Lee, however, continued her pressuring, her frequent phone calls, and her threats of simply sending a car and an attorney to pick Grace up. It actually reached the point where my heart would skip a beat whenever I saw a strange automobile make the turn onto our clinic driveway.
 And then one night when I was doing
 everything I could to postpone my returning home, delaying, finding- little things to take up my time, just so I wouldn't have to confront an increasingly belligerent Alberta, something terribly explosive occurred. I was making some notes on a report I was completing concerning another patient when Suzanne came running down the corridor to my office. She burst in crying. "Come quickly, Dr. De Beers, something horrible.'
 "What?" I stood up. "Who is it?"
 "It's Grace Montgomtry."
 My heart did flip-flops. I could feel my legs go numb, "What happened. Suzanne?" I asked as I followed her out.
 "Someone put this on her pillow." she said and pulled the teddy bear's arm out of her uniform pocket. I stopped dead in the hallway and took it from her, turning it in my fingers. Willow, it was as if this toy arm with its stuffing leaking out was a real arm, bleeding in my hand.
 "It can't be," I said, shaking my head like one of my own patients going into self-denial. "We looked everywhere."
 Suzanne nodded.
 The impact of what such a thing might have done to Grace hit me and I charged ahead. I found her sitting as still and as firmly as a statue on her bed, staring at the wall. She had a strange, mad smile on her face, Willow. For a moment she looked so different, it was as if a stranger had wandered into her room.
 "I heard her screaming and came quickly," Suzanne said, standing beside me. "I saw the ripped teddy bear arm on the pillow and scooped it off as quickly as I could. That stopped her screaming, but she was as rigid as she is right now. Doctor. It's almost as if she's gone into rigor mortis," she added. Her arms are locked. I couldn't move her."
I shoved the teddy bear arm into my pocket and approached her. She didn't look at me. Her eyes were so glassy. My biggest fear was she had gone catatonic.
 "Grace," I said and reached for her right hand. It was pressed over her left and both were on her stomach. To lift that hand would take some major effort, prying as if with a crowbar. I have seen patients who are in such a catatonic, stiff state. Willow, that forcing their appendages in any direction resulted in actually breaking the bone.
 I quickly ordered a sedative and Suzanne went out to get it.
 "Grace," I began. "don't do this to yourself. Don't let this happen. We can be strong together. Don't retreat from me. Grace. Stay with me," I pleaded, more like a husband or lover than a doctor. "I need you, Grace. Please."
 There was an ever so slight flicker in her eyes that gave me hope. If I could keep this incident to a single reaction of shack. I could keep her from falling into a chronic condition. The nurse returned with the syringe, and I gave Grace the shot. Shortly afterward her body became more pliable, and I was able to get her to lie back.
 "Talk to the attendants." I told the nurse. "See if you can learn how this terrible thing happened. Who was in the hallways? Who had access to her room? What did you see?"
 "I didn't see anything. Doctor," Suzanne replied. "because I just came an duty a short time ago. Grace must have just pulled the blanket down to prepare for bed when she saw... saw it," she told me.
 "Okay. I want to be sure there isn't anything else in the room."
I began to search. Nurse Cohen returned with two of our male attendants who joined me, and we examined every inch of the place before determining there was nothing else of any shack value present.
 Meanwhile, the nurse checked Grace's pulse and blood pressure. She was resting comfortably. but I decided I would not leave her bedside. I went out and told Miles I was going to remain at the clinic all night. I sent him back to the house for a change of clothing far me, and then I returned to Grace's room and slept in the chair beside her bed, waking every once in a while to observe her. She groaned and moaned a bit, her lips twitching and her eyelids showing rapid eyeball movement. I could just imagine the horrors she was reliving in her deep sleep. and I wished I could somehow crawl into her mind and drive them away.
 Just before morning, she woke. I was still sleeping. but I heard her call my name and I opened my eyes. She was on her side, staring at me. I leaped up and knelt beside her bed, reaching for her hands.
 "Grace, how are you?"
 "I feel so tired, so tired inside." she said.
 "I imagine you would. You've been through a terribly traumatic time
 She closed her eyes and seemed to drift off again. I waited. The minutes went by, and then she opened her eyes and looked at me in a strangely cold way.
 "I have to leave you, Claude. I have to go away," she said.
 I shook my head. "More than ever, you have to stay here now, Grace. I wouldn't let you out. Your mother can bring an army to the door and I'll fight them back."
 "I'll destroy you if you don't let are go," she said, then closed her eyes and drifted off again.
 This time I let her sleep. I went to my office, got my change of clothing, and went to shower and shave and freshen myself as best I could. I was surprised by Miles's arrival, He came directly to my office to tell me Alberta was very angry.
 "I never saw her in such a rage." he said. "After she saw what I was doing and heard you were staying at the clinic. I think she broke something."
 "I'll take care of it. Miles. Thank you."
 "I thought I'd better let you know." he said and left. There was no doubt in my mind that he would stand beside me on a trip to hell. I was fortunate to have such a dedicated friend and still am. I know he'll always be dedicated to you as well. Willow.
 As soon as Nurse Gordon returned to duty, I told her what had occurred and ordered her to conduct a more vigorous investigation.
 "Either some attendant is having a sick, jolly time here or we have another patient who is smarter than everyone working here. Nadine. One way or another. I want this brought to an end, a conclusion." I said.
 She looked at me and shook her head as if I was the one having delusions. Then she went to carry out my orders.
I returned to Grace's room and found she was more awake, albeit still quite groggy from the medicine and the trauma. I asked one of our female attendants to help her wash and dress, and then I ordered some breakfast for her and had it brought to her room. where I sat with her to make sure she ate something,
 "I'm sorry about what happened last night. Grace." I told her. "But I'll not rest until I find out who did that and how. I promise you." I said.
 She didn't reply. She ate slowly, her eyes fixed on the floor.
 "You've got to help me help you. Grace. I want you to exercise more, take walks again, get back to work in the arts and crafts room, read again, by. If you don't try, you won't get better," I said.
 "I've got to leave you. Claude." she repeated, shaking her head. "I've go to go."
 "That's silly. Grace. Where will you go? You don't want to return to Florida and to your little boy while you are like this, do you? How will that be for him?"
 She pressed her lips together and began to tremble. I put my arm around her shoulders and held her close to me, kissing her cheek and her temple and her hair.
 "I won't rest until I help you. Grace. I swear."
 "You can't help me," she insisted and then added a cryptic, "I can only help you."
 "You can only help me if you get better," I countered. She didn't respond. It was as though she could hear nothing but the voices within her now.
 In the days and weeks to follow, her depression was deep again. She had no interest in doing anything but sleeping. I tried to lift her spirits with some moodenhancing drugs even though I knew this was only a temporary solution, and when I did get her to do something, she did it mechanically without any passion whatsoever.
 One afternoon Ralston came to see me to discuss Grace's condition,
 "This one is slipping through our fingers, Claude," he began. "Nurse Gordon has been giving me updates on her."
 "Giving you updates?"
 "Now, don't go chastising her, Claude. She claims you're taking this all too personally, that you've become too involved with this patient to be
 objective."
 "Who is she to make such a diagnosis of the situation. Ralston? That woman steps over the boundaries constantly here. I admit she has a lot of experience and she is very efficient and dedicated, but she is not a trained psychiatrist, and I think it's inexcusable for her to have gone to you like this. I am the lead doctor treating Grace Montgomery. and Nadine knows that. I am disappointed that you even received her. Ralston."
 "I'm concerned only for you. Claude." he said.
 You should be concerned only for our patient," I retorted. "I am. That's why I'm here," he fired back at me.
 We were both quiet. It wasn't often that we were at each other like this. and I knew it had a great deal to do with my relationship with Grace,
 "Her condition has become very severe. All I'm saving is this might not be the right place for her. You've had some terrible ups and downs with her. Claude."
 "I don't see it that way. Ralston. I think I still have an opportunity to help her. Now. I want you to support me as to this business with Nadine Gordon. It's inappropriate behavior and you would not like it if the roles were reversed," I said firmly.
 He nodded. "Okay," he said. "You're not wrong about that."
 I called out and asked that Nurse Gordon come to my office immediately. I could see Ralston was uncomfortable, but this was a matter of protocol that I wouldn't permit to be violated.
 "Nadine," I began when she entered. "Dr. Price has told me about your reports to him concerning one of my patients. This is entirely inappropriate of you and I resent it." I began.
 She raised her shoulders and stiffened her spine.
 "I did what I thought was appropriate," she fired back at me.
 "You did wrong," I said sharply, "and Dr. Price has remained here to tell you that as well."
 Her eyes barely flickered. She didn't as much as glance at Ralston. Her attention was fixed solely on me. I thought she looked disappointed, however, and not angry.
 "I was only trying to protect you. Doctor." she said after another moment. "I'm sorry you don't realize that,"
 "Protect me? From what?"
 "From failure," she said. "From making a mistake."
 For a moment I didn't know what she meant. What did she know ?
 "Your motives are admirable. Nadine." Ralston said. "We both appreciate that, but I'm afraid Dr. De Beers is right to be upset. I should have told you to report to him and not to me. I am somewhat at fault here, too, but in the future, please go through the proper channels," he concluded.
 "Very well. Doctor." she said. "Is that all?"
 "No." I said. Ralston's eyebrows lifted. Nadine's face turned a bit crimson, "How have you been doing with the investigation of the incident in Grace Montgomery's room?"
 The teddy bear's arm?" she asked, as if it was a simple prank someone might pull on Halloween.
 "Yes. I consider it quite serious."
 "I am confident it has nothing to do with any other patient of ours. Doctor. I can't be sure about all the attendants, but the ones on duty that night are very reliable in my view." She glanced at Ralston. There was something that he hadn't told me. I could see the conspiratorial look.
 "And?" I asked.
 "And I think there is a possibility Grace Montgomery did this herself,"
 "That's ridiculous." I snapped back at her.
 "You remember Claudia Boston, the teenage girl we had as a patient two years ago?" she said calmly.
 "She was hiding her own things and accusing everyone of stealing from her."
 "That's no analogy. There are too many differences," I said, but Ralston didn't look as if he agreed.
 "Nevertheless, it's a possibility, Doctor."
 "Well, where did she hide the thing all this time. Nadine?" I asked with exasperation. "We've turned this clinic inside out looking for it, especially in her room."
 "Maybe she found a place to hide it during one of your frequent walks with her," she threw back at me.
I know I was the one turning a bit crimson now, Willow. Ralston raised his eyebrows again and gave his "Ummm"
 "All right," I said. "I don't want to keep you from your duties. Please keep what Dr. Price and I have said to you in mind."
 She didn't reply. She just turned and left, but at the door she looked back at me. and Willow. I swear it was a young woman's look of pain. It was as if I had somehow betrayed her and not vice versa.
 "Step back a bit, Claude," Ralston told me when he stood up to go. "Take a few deep breaths and look at the situation again. All of it." he added and then left me.
 I sat back and gave what he said deep thought. Reviewing my confrontation with Nadine Gordon, however. I was ever more disturbed and concerned. The look I had seen in her eyes when she had left us troubled me. What I suspected. Willow, was that the attention I had been giving to Grace bothered Nadine far too much. It finally occurred to me that in her bizarre fashion, my head nurse was actually jealous. All sorts of thoughts passed through my mind then, and one horrifying one settled at the top.
 I deliberately remained at the clinic after Nurse Gordon's shift had ended. As soon as she left the clinic. I went to our nurses' quarters. Everyone was busy attending to her duties. Each of our nurses had her own locker for her private things. I had a master key that opened everything in the clinic, including those lockers. You can't imagine how my fingers trembled when I inserted the key into that lock and opened that cabinet. Willow. At first I saw nothing unusual. Then I moved a blouse aside and there it was: Grace's teddy bear with the arm torn off. I think all the blood in my head went to my feet. I was numb with shock. I took out the stuffed animal, quickly closed the locker, and returned to my office. where I sat trying to decide how to handle this obviously vicious act. The more I looked at the torn teddy bear, the more my shock turned to rage.
 I decided not to let another moment go by. I looked at the files, jotted down Nadine's address, and called for Miles.
 "I have to make a stop on the way home tonight," I told him and gave him Nadine Gordon's address.
 Never having been there before. I searched the directory at the front door and found she was on the first floor. I buzzed and waited. It took so long for her to respond. I didn't think she was home, but finally she asked who it was and I identified myself. The front door was buzzed open immediately, and I heard her open her apartment door down toward the end of the corridor. -Wearing a faded pink robe, she was standing in the doorway, obviously quite shocked by my arrival,
 "Dr. De Beers, what brings you here?" she asked.
 "This," I said and took the torn teddy bear out of my briefcase. Her face turned a dark shade of crimson.
 "Where did you find that?" she demanded,
 "Where do you think I found it. Nadine?" I replied and stepped toward her so aggressively, she pulled back. I didn't go any farther into her apartment than her entryway and closed the door behind me, "How could you do such a terrible thing?" I asked.
 "I didn't do any terrible thing. I found that and put in my my personal cabinet. I didn't want to disturb you with it," she quicky added. She wasn't a good liar. Her lips trembled too much, her eyes shifted guiltily away from mine.
 "You know I won't believe that. Nadine. Why did you do it?"
 She looked at me a moment and then shook the fabrications out of her mind and became angry herself.
 "Because you were getting too involved with this one patient and you couldn't see what it was doing to you, that's why. She's a conniving, manipulating... I did it to help you, to bring about an end to your... your..."
 "What?"
 "Fraternizing. You aren't treating her anymore. You're socializing. You're--"
 "How dare you do such a thing, assume such things, take such liberties with a patient of mine? This is one of the cruelest things I've seen. I don't want you there any longer. Nadine. I'll send you your severance pay, and I'll have your things sent to you as well. From this day forward you have nothing to do with the clinic or me," I said, turned and opened the door.
 "You'll regret that!" she shouted after me. "I am the only one who really cares about you. Dr. De Beers!" she yelled as I walked down the corridor. "You'll see."
 I was glad to shut the entrance behind me, take a deep breath, and go on home.
 All the confrontation did was fill me with a more desperate determination to be with Grace and to help her. I couldn't wait to get to her the following day. It was a very bright, warm day with streams of thin, sheer clouds spread randomly over the soft blue sky. She had permitted an attendant to take her out to the gardens, where she sat quietly. For a moment I stood back and watched her. She looked so young and innocent, tally part of the natural beauty in which she had surrounded herself. Willow. The breeze made strands of her hair dance softly over her forehead. Two sparrows toyed with landing beside her, bringing a gentle smile to those lovely lips of hers.
 When I approached her, she looked up at me. The moment she realized it was I. her eyes became a second or so from filling with tears.
 "I'm so happy you've come out here. Grace," I began.
 She shook her head. "Let me go. Claude," she pleaded. "Before it's too late."
 "What are you talking about. Grace? How can keeping you here with me ever be too late?"
 She looked away and took a deep breath.
 "Grace, how do you think I would feel the day after you left? How effective would I be with my other patients? Don't you understand? I love you, Grace. You're not simply one of my patients. You're a new reason for me to be. and I hope that somehow I can be the same to you."
 She looked up at me, her eyes now awash in those tears I saw pending.
 "That can never be. Claude. You know that." "I don't know anything. I'll find a way. I'll--"
 "Claude," she said. pressing her small clenched fists against her bosom. "I'm pregnant."
 I could hear the hollow, resonating sound of Nadine Gordon shouting after me in the hallway.
 And suddenly it was like all the leaves and blossoms of the flowers around Grace and me came raining down around us like so many tears.

10
 A Visit from Jackie Lee
 .
 My legs actually went out from under me.

Willow.  I sat beside her quickly. It was as if a clap of thunder had none off right beside my ear and snapped me back to reality. This dream I had been living in was over, probably forever. Of course. I asked the expected questions: Are you sure? When did you realize it? That was when I figured out exactly when you were conceived. I shook my head, wondering what was wrong with me? How could I have not anticipated this possibility?

"I'm sorry," Grace said.
 "Oh, no. no." I protested. "You have nothing about which to be sorry, Grace. I am the one who should have an apology branded on his forehead. I'm your doctor here. You have been under my care."
 She stared at me a moment. "You're right." she said. "I'm not sorry, but not for that reason. I'm not sorry because I am carrying our love inside me," she added.
I felt as if my heart would burst with joy and admiration. How could she, the one who was clinically depressed, the one who had suffered so, be the one to see something beautiful and hopeful in this crisis? Was our love truly that strong? Had I been right to believe in it, in its healing- powers?
 "That's nice of you to say. Grace," I told her. but I would be even more remiss if I did not point out the consequences for you as well as for me."
 I thought a moment.
 "There might be a way to keep people from knowing this. I could contact a doctor I trust and--"
 "What are you saying? You can't be serious!" she cried, her eyes wide with shock. "The baby is all we have, can have together."
 "That might be trite, but..."
 She shook her head. "I will not have our child destroyed, Claude. Is that what you want?"
 "No," I admitted, "but if we reveal what has happened--"
 "We won't. We'll find a way. You'll find a way," she insisted, "Promise me. Claude. Promise me you will."
 In the face of such determination_. I would have promised to pull the moon from the sky.
 "Give me some time," I said, and she relaxed and smiled.
 Later I was sorry I had made such a promise. No matter how I racked my brain. I couldn't come up with a solution that would leave Grace unscathed, never mind myself. The whale reputation and future of the clinic was at stake as well. Willow. There were dozens of other patients being treated and many waiting for an opening so they could come to our clinic. My staff. Ralston Price, everyone's future were in jeopardy. Ralston had put as much of himself, his time and energy into developing our clinic as I had. How horrible all this would be for him. I thought.
 Guilt never weighed down on my shoulders as heavily as it did those days after Grace had confided her situation in me. At home Alberta was becoming more strident, her complaints about our home practically greeting me at the door each and every time I returned. No matter how late the hour, she was at me, telling me how embarrassed she was about our grounds, the poor job the gardeners were doing, the fading paint, the aging driveway, on and on, declaring she was too ashamed of it now to bring any of her friends around.
I wasn't eating well. I lost weight, and when I gazed at myself in the mirror. I saw how gaunt and troubled I appeared. This all reflected on my effectiveness with my other patients, of course. And then there was Grace, looking to me for same solution, her eyes full of confidence and love and expectation. She was more fragile than ever, just teetering on a tightrope of sanity. How much longer did she have before someone else discovered her condition? I had to be careful about her medications, too, and without telling him who she was, confide in a obstetrician friend of mine to be sure I wasn't giving her anything that could harm the fetus.
 In the end. Willow, it was your mother, ironically, who moved it all forward, who pushed us into a solution. Once again the patient was the doctor. She quietly took note of the changes in me, the struggle I was undergoing, and on her own, because she was so concerned for me, she decided to take things into her own hands. She didn't tell me what she had done.
 One afternoon just before my last therapy session of that day was completed. Edith Hamilton interrupted with a call into my office. Whenever the phone rang and I was with a patient. I knew it had to be something serious and significant or else it had to be Alberta demanding to speak to me.
 "I'm sorry, Dr. De Beers." she began. "but Mrs. Montgomery is here and insists on seeing you immediately."
 "What?"
 She lowered her voice.
 "'She's going to make a big scene if you don't agree to see her. Doctor. She has a man with her she says is her attorney, too. What should I do?"
 "Tell them I will be right with them. Edith," I said "And tell Nurse Cohen to step into my office."
 My heart was thumping so loudly, I thought my patient heard it clear across the room.
 "Doctor?" Suzanne said, poking her head around the office door. I approached her so my patient couldn't hear me.
 "Suzanne, I have something of an emergency on my hands. Could you see that Mr. Winthrop is not unduly agitated by this interruption."
 Carlton Winthrop was precisely the wrong patient to be in my office at the moment. He was suffering from acute paranoia and would surely interpret the interruption as some sort of a criticism of him. However. Nurse Cohen was aware of all this and I had confidence she could handle the situation.
 As soon as they were gone. I called Edith and asked her to show Jackie Lee and her attorney into my office. Never did my desk seem more like a buffer and fortress than it did at that moment. I was happy to be standing behind it. I smile thinking about it now, Willow, but believe me, I was as close to, as they say, wetting my knickers as ever.
 Jackie Lee charged into the office so
 aggressively, she bumped poor Edith out of her way. The man I assumed to be Jackie Lee's attorney was right on her heels. He was a tall, lean man with very sharp facial features, highlighted by a long, thin nose that looked like he could use it to peck opponents. He carried a briefcase, and held it so closely, it reminded me of a jewel courier with a case containing valuables handcuffed to his wrist,
 "Mrs. Montgomery," I said, evincing surprise at her appearance and not daring to refer to her as Jackie Lee at the moment.
 Edith lingered curiously in the doorway until my eyes shifted quickly to her. She stepped out and closed the door instantly.
 "This," Jackie Lee began. "is my attorney. Mr. Madison, who served my late husband. Winthrop Montgomery,""
 I nodded at him, but he didn't say a word, nor did he offer me his hand to shake.
 "Please sit down." I said, indicating the sofa.
 "I'd rather stand," Jackie Lee said. Her attorney, however, pulled the chair I used when I spoke to my patients, and turned it toward the desk. He offered it to her.
 "Go on. Jackie Lee." he said. "This might take a while longer than you anticipate."
 "Yes," she agreed. It might, Thank you. Bennet," she said, and sat. He brought the other chair closer,
 "What is this all about?" I asked, lowering myself slowly to my own chair.
 "The fact that you don't know what it is all about does not surprise me," Jackie Lee said. She gave her attorney a look of satisfaction and then turned back to me. "My daughter called me this morning. very early, I might add, to tell me she was pregnant." she said.
 For a moment I thought my chair had turned to mush and I was actually sinking lower and lower and would disappear from sight. Grace must have come into my office, I thought, and made the call before I had arrived at the clinic.
 "You don't look terribly surprised," Jackie Lee said. "Again. I'm not surprised. I imagine such a thing is not unusual here."
I started to shake my head.
 "And don't think you can put this all off on someone else. You are the head of this ... this place. It's your full and complete responsibility."
 Had Grace told her everything?
 "Of course," I said. "What exactly did Grace tell you?" I asked. At this point Jackie Lee sat back and her attorney took over.
 "Miss Montgomery informed us that she was with child. She said she believed she was raped. She said she believed someone, one of your attendants, perhaps, had come to her room when she was under some sedation or another and taken advantage of her. She has only a vague recollection of this monster, so a clean, precise identification is not possible. Because of her condition, she did not inform her mother, or vou apparently, until now, and from what Mrs. Montgomery understands, she is in a late month. She calculates it to be the beginning of the eighth, in fact."
 You would think one of your expert nurses would have noticed." Jackie Lee interjected.
 I knew how careful Grace had become when it came to anyone seeing her undressed, and cleverly she had taken to eating more so as to justify the weight gain that had started to be evident in her face. In fact, others an the staff interpreted her new robust appetite as something of a clinical improvement in her condition.
 "Nevertheless," Mr. Madison continued. "we are here to produce a solution."
 "Don't you have medical doctors examining your patients from time to time?" Jackie Lee snapped at me.
 "Well, of course, if a patient has a medical issue. we--"
 'A medical issue? What do you call pregnancy, a psychological phenomenon?" she practically screamed.
 I stared at her, not moving a muscle, not even a muscle in my face.
 "As you can see, this point astounds both of us. Dr. De Beers.
 Why wouldn't your nurses know she was pregnant?" Mr. Madison asked me.
 "Grace isn't incapable of taking care of her own bodily needs. Mr. Madison. She bathes herself, dresses herself. She obviously never indicated--"
 "How can she be expected to do that? She's a patient, a mental patient?" Jackie Lee interrupted.
 How could I tell her that Grace had been hiding her pregnancy with my blessings all this time?
 "Maybe it's not true." I said softly.
 The possibility stopped them cold. Jackie Lee, who had been leaning toward me, froze. Then she looked at Mr. Madison.
 "You mean, you think Grace Montgomery might be hallucinating this?" he asked.
 "It's possible," I offered. I felt very low doing this, Willow, but I also felt so cornered that I had little choice and I was searching desperately for some temporary solution.
 Jackie Lee relaxed.
 "'Well. I will want her examined immediately to determine that," she said.
 I nodded. "Absolutely," I said. "Immediately."
 "And," she continued, revving up her aggressive demeanor again, "I want to know exactly what you will do should it be true."
 "What I will do?"
 "What Mrs. Montgomery means is what we will expect you to do." Mr. Madison said with a cold, wry smile on his thin lips. He opened his briefcase and reached in to produce some papers. "First, we want you to take full responsibility for this event. You will have to have a full investigation of your staff, of course, not only for Miss Montgomery's benefit but for the protection of your other patients."
 "Oh, without doubt," I said.
 "You will do this all in such as way as to protect Miss Montgomery."
 "What he means." Jackie Lee added. "is you won't permit any of this to become public. Should you do so, we will sue you for damages that will turn you into a pauper." she threatened,
 "Which brings us to the disposition of the child." Mr. Madison said.
 "Child." Jackie Lee said, practically spitting the word on my desk.
 "Should the pregnancy continue, of course," her attorney added,
 "I see no reason for that to happen." Jackie Lee said. "Who would want such a child anyway?"
 "Why don't we wait on that. Mrs. Montgomery? There are medical issues if this pregnancy is as late as you believe it is and--"
 "I certainly don't see why Grace would want to give birth to such an thing," she insisted,
 "As I said. I need to do a full investigation and--"
 "Okay," Mr. Madison said. "Let's look at every contingency here. Should a fetus came to term, you will be responsible for it in every way."
 "Absolutely," I said.
 '1 couldn't imagine bringing such a child back to Palm Beach!" Jackie Lee cried. "No one, no one should ever know about this," she emphasized. "I'm warning you." she continued, pointing her finger at me. "You will be one sorry person should that happen."
 Mr. Madison put the documents in front of me on my desk.
 "We'll be at the Grand Hotel overnight." he said. "We expect that you gill make a full
 determination of the actuality of the situation, and you will agree and sign to all that we have stipulated here."
 "I could sue you and this clinic for thousands and thousands of dollars," Jackie Lee said, her eyes dark and fixed on me. "but that would only bring terrible notoriety to my daughter and to me. I'm sure it would end this .., this place. You're just lucky about that."
 "I'm sorry. Mrs, Montgomery. I will look into it all and get back to you as soon as possible."
 "No later than noon tomorrow," Mr. Madison said, as if he was talking about a gunfight.
 "Understood," I said.
 Jackie Lee opened her purse and took out a handkerchief,
 "I feel so guilty. I was the one who put her here," she said, wiping her eves. "I told her she would be safe, be better off, be helped!"
 I couldn't speak. Willow. What was I going to say? That Grace had been helped? That she was better off? In many ways she was. I had confidence that she would be able to return to some sort of a normal life, but my own sense of guilt was so overwhelming. I couldn't utter a sound.
 "You will note." the attorney said firmly, nodding toward the papers on my desk. "that Mrs. Montgomery will expect a total refund of all the monies she has spent here."
 "Yes." I said, glancing at the documents. "Of course."
 "And as soon as she can leave., I want her sent home," Jackie Lee said.
 She stood up.
 "I want to see my daughter now." she demanded.
 "Yes." I said. "I'll see to it immediately." I fumbled for the phone and called Edith.
 "Please ask Nurse Cohen to return to my office, or if she's not available. Mrs. Litton," I said.
 Nurse Cohen showed up so quickly. I thought she might have been standing just outside my door.
 "Nurse Cohen will take you to Grace, Mrs. Montgomery, She should be in arts and crafts, should she not. Nurse Cohen?"
 "She should be, but she's not. She's in her room." she replied, her eyes signaling some concern. She turned to Jackie Lee. "I'll take you there."
 "Thank you." I said.
 As soon as they all left. I felt as if the air had gone out of the room with them. I sat stunned and stared at the closed door. If I didn't know what to do before, I certainly didn't know what I would do now.
 I looked over the papers Jackie Lee's attorney had prepared. They detailed everything we had discussed only they also added a financial penalty should I or anyone working at my clinic publicize what had happened to Grace.
-While Jackie Lee and her attorney visited with Grace, I sat in my office and stared out my window. Finally. I saw the two of them emerge from the clinic and go to their waiting limousine. After they were driven away. I went to see Grace.
 She was sitting in her room, staring out of her window, and turned the moment I entered,
 "Grace." I said, shaking my head.
 "Don't be alloy at me. Claude. I knew you were struggling with a solution. and I was afraid of what you might come to tell me. I made it very clear to my mother: I am having the child. but I had to agree that I would not take him or her back to Palm Beach with me. Otherwise, she vowed she would sue you and the clinic and make a big issue of it all. She would because she believes at that point it would make no difference. My bringing home the child will ruin her, as well as me, she claimed. I have no doubt she was serious about that. Claude. I'm sorry. In my
 desperation, I have only made things worse."
 "No. no." I said. "Don't think that. Don't ever think that." "What will we do?"
 "There has to be a way for us...."
 "Oh. Claude, you of all people should not live in any fantasy. Even after a significant period of time, if we should somehow be together with the child, people will know. You would be ruined. The clinic would be seriously damaged. I couldn't live happily with that sort of guilt."
I nodded and smiled at her. How wonderful she was. Willow. How wise and strong when she had to be strong for us. It was never as clear to me as it was then that your mother would find her way in this world, that she didn't need to be in any sort of institutional environment. In a strange and beautiful way, our love, her pregnancy had brought her up from the depths of the darkness that had brought her here.
I knelt at her feet and put my head gently against her stomach. I could feel you kicking inside, Willow. and I lifted my tear-filled eves and looked at Grace,
 "The baby knows its father." she said softly.
 I made Grace a promise. then. I told her that somehow, someway our baby would be with me. Again. I had no idea how I would accomplish this. Willow, but in your mother's presence, with her smile branded in my brain. I knew in my heart that I would find the way,
 When I returned to my office. Ralston was waiting for me. I closed the door behind me and he looked up.
 "What's going on. Claude?" he asked. "I heard about the Montgomery woman showing up here with an attorney. Does it have anything to do with Nadine Gordon leaving so abruptly?"
 I had kept the entire teddy bear incident from him, not wishing to open a new can of worms. As far as everyone knew. Nadine had left entirely of her own accord. It was my feeling that she would have anyway, once she had seen how I had taken her actions and how I now felt about her and her work,
 "No, Ralston," I replied.
 "Well, then, what did they want. Claude?" he asked, "You had better sit. Ralston," I said.
 He did just that.
 And I told him. Willow. I told him everything.
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 A Little Invasion
 .
 To my surprise. Ralston wasn't all that

surprised. He had developed suspicions for some time, but, as he said, he had hoped I would come to my senses.

"Now that  I see how you are taking all this and how disturbed you are. I see that you would never have come to your senses, Claude," he told me. "You're actually head over heels."

I assured him I would do even-thing possible to protect our clinic, even if it meant taking some great financial loss to myself. In turn he assured me that he wasn't as concerned about anything as he was about me.

"You're far too valuable and talented a psychiatric therapist to throw it all away. Claude. Your patients and your future patients would be the losers. I'll stand by you and do whatever we have to do." he promised.

We hugged each other. His loyalty and devotion to me only made me feel worse. Willow. I phoned Mr. Madison at his hotel and told him that Grace was pregnant, of course, and that I would sign their documents and follow their wishes. He was coming by in the morning to pick them up. Jackie Lee would not return, he said. She was too upset to see her daughter in this environment, He did say she did not want to have Grace sent back to Palm Beach until it was all over, and the veiled threat added was if she was worse, or would give Jackie Lee any new problems, he would be making another visit to the clinic to see me.

Miles took one look at me on the way home that night and saw the turmoil raging inside me. He thought it was all because of Alberta and her constant nagging about the house and her loss of social standing. She had been particularly difficult during the past two months, and our maid and cook had quit. Miles deliberately took every detour he could in the house and on the grounds to avoid her, but he wasn't deaf to the shouting and complaining. He had a bit of a dry sense of humor about it, telling me that "Mrs. De Beers took her first step toward firing another maid today. She hired her."

I was in so desperate a state of mind during our ride home that I didn't realize we were there until Miles turned off the car engine,

"You all right. Dr. De Beers?" he asked, turning to me. I was just sitting there in the rear seat staring at my thoughts.

"What? Oh. Yes, Miles, thank you," I said and stepped out. It wasn't until I was about to open the front door that the whole plan came to me. Willow. Sometimes it isn't until the final moments that we find solutions. The prospect of that great chasm before us makes us churn our brains and search our hearts with the power of the survival instinct. I guess.

Alberta was upstairs in her room. So that I would know what was happening that night, she had taped the invitation to the mayor's ball, a charity event, on the balustrade. I couldn't miss it the moment I started up the stairs. If I was ever not in the mood to go to one of her affairs, it was tonight, I thought, but with every step I took. I went farther and farther out on thin ice.

I paused at her door a moment, questioning my ability to do what I had decided. If I couldn't do this from the very beginning. I thought, I certainly couldn't carry it forward afterward, when it was most necessary to wear the masks and take on the behavior dictated by the fabrications I was about to create.

I knocked on her door, and a moment later she responded. I entered her bedroom. In her robe and slippers, she was sitting at her vanity table toying with some new way to set her hair. Her face was covered in one of those special, expensive creams she bought to keep wrinkles from forming and her skin from being anything but alabaster. I was never able to look at her when she performed these rituals to whatever goddess of beauty she worshiped and not laugh to myself at how comical she appeared. She went from mud packs, to milk and herbal coatings, ware cucumbers on her eyes, and even had a mix that included skunk ail. Alberta had her own personal complexion expert the same way some people had personal trainers, and this person always seemed to come up with same new discovery. Of course, each one was more expensive than the former.

She turned in her chair and looked at me. For once, she was able to see past herself and really read my mood. "What's wrong now, Claude?" she asked.

I closed the door slowly, dramatically, behind me and went to the dressing bench at her bed,
 "My goodness, what happened now?" she cried. "Did one of your troubled patients commit suicide or something? Is there going to be a scandal in the paper? What?"
 "There could be a scandal," I began. This was where my strength with her lay. This was the only way to get her to care. I thought. 'But I have a way to prevent it, I believe. I will need your full cooperation. however."
 Her eyes, mere dark pools within those layers and layers of cream, somehow deepened and widened with surprise. She began to wipe off the cream.
 "What happened?" she demanded.
 "We've had something of an incident at the clinic." I said. "Apparently, one of our attendants has impregnated a patient."
 "Impregnated a patient? You mean, raped a woman?" 
 I nodded.
 "Can't you speak plainly and simply. Claude? Well, what is the problem? Have someone come in and give her an abortion." she said.
I shook my head.
 "Can't be done. It's far too late, and there are other complications, complications for the patient," I added before she could ask.
 "Too late. You mean no one noticed this patient was pregnant for months and months and months?"
 "Yes, that's it. Alberta." She stared at me.
 "As it turns out. Alberta, this patient happens to be the daughter of a very wealthy, powerful woman who, with her attorney, could create great problems for the clinic and... for us." I said.
I could hear her take a very deep breath. She brought her hand to her heart and sat back against the vanity table.
 "For us?"
 "Well, of course. I'm the head doctor. Alberta. Everything reflects on me no matter what."
 "What about Ralston? Why isn't it just as much his fault?" she asked, now wiping her face more vigorously.
 "That doesn't help us. Alberta. Of course he would share the responsibility, as you say."
 "His wife isn't as involved in society. She doesn't do anything. It won't matter to her nearly as much." Alberta complained.
 "Exactly."
 "Well, what are you going to do. Claude? Will it be in tomorrow's papers ?"
 "No. It won't be in any papers ever if we handle it the way I want to handle it. Alberta."
 "And what way is that. Claude?" she asked, her face now cleared of the cream.
 "I can keep the baby's birth relatively unknown. I'll conduct my own private and quiet investigation in the clinic as to who is responsible."
 "Good," she said. "Then you can solve the problem."
 "Well, not quite," I said "I would like to adopt the baby, like us to adopt the baby," I corrected,
 Her mouth came unhinged.
 "You and I have not been able to have our own child, and I thought--"
 "Are you mad? Are you as crazy as the people you treat in that nuthouse? Adopt a crazy woman's baby!"
 "She's not a crazy woman. Alberta. She is someone who suffered from acute depression, but she is well on her way to being healthy enough to go home and--"
 "So let her take the baby home. too."
 Her mother won't permit that. Alberta, and she has the wherewithal to carry out any threats she makes, believe me," I said, imposing a heavy, dark look on my face to impress her.
 She thought a moment and then shook her head.
 "Then give the baby away, to some adoption agency. It's as simple as that."
 "No, we can't take that chance. Alberta. In this day and age people can find their origins. Whoever adopts the baby will have a right to know where the child came from, especially if it came from a clinic like mine. There could be an even bigger scandal if we were caught doing that. It could blow up in our faces, and then where would we be? When you lose control of the situation, you take a bigger chance."
 "I won't do it. I won't have a crazy child brought up as our own."
 "There's nothing wrong with the child. Alberta. The problem the woman suffers comes from behavioral, social problems, not genetic." I said.
 "Don't give me that medical gobbledygook. Claude. A disturbed person is giving birth to a ... a what? Is it a boy or a girl?''
 "We don't know that yet. Alberta. but I assure you there is nothing mentally wrong to be inherited."
 She shook her head. "It's too late for us. Claude. I'm not suited to be a mother now. I can't raise an infant, especially not my own. I won't do it Find another solution," she ordered and turned back to her vanity mirror.
 "I have some ideas. Alberta. Just listen." I pleaded.
 She didn't respond. She went about her cosmetics as if I was already gone.
 'I will hire a nanny immediately who will be solely responsible for the child. You won't have an iota of work in that regard."
 "Ridiculous."
 "She and I will be solely in charge of the infant's upbringing."
 "What is this?" she asked, turning back to me. "Some sort of psychological study you want to do?"
 "Yes," I said. 
 "In a way that's lame." She stared a moment. thinking.
 "People will admire you for this. Alberta. What a great act of charity to be performing. adoption. You will just have to keep the child's origins to yourself"
 "Who would want to admit to having the child of a nutcase?" she fired back. She was still shaking her head. "I can't imagine it. I just can't."
 "We would improve the house, of course, fix up a nursery, prepare quarters for the nanny..."
 She turned to me again, her eyes narrowing, "Improve the house? Does that include my
 landscaping designs?" she asked.
"If you think that's absolutely necessary. I suppose..."
 "Absolutely necessary? What do you think I've been shouting about all these months? Of course it's absolutely necessary. Have we had a dinner here recently? No. And you know why. Claude. I've been too embarrassed about our grounds to have any distinguished guests come here."
 "I understand." I said I felt as if my arm was being so twisted behind my back. I could do nothing but surrender to every demand she would make.
 She sat there. considering, "You will hire someone who will be completely responsible for the child? I will have nothing to do with caring for this... infant?"
 "Just as I said. yes."
 "And we'll get started immediately on all the improvements?"
"I would want them done in time for the child's arrival here. yes."
 She thought again. "I suppose we could make some sort of social announcement about it, about the need to adopt needy little babies. There is Clair Softer's child welfare organization, the one that holds that auction dinner every year at the Ritz."
 "Oh. I'm sure you can do something significant with all that, Alberta." I said quickly.
 "Don't patronize me. Claude." she fired back, her face screwed tightly, "Don't think I don't see how you are manipulating me here."
 "I'm--"
 "That's okay," she continued. "I'll let you manipulate me as long as I get what I want. I just knew that clinic of yours would be the death of us. You can't spend your entire life around disturbed people day and night and not be damaged in some way or another. Why can't you simply have a practice like some of your colleagues and work a nine to five office with weekends off and vacations and--"
 "Maybe someday. Alberta," I said to stop her.
 She looked at me and shook her head. "Na. Claude, you'll never do it. All right." she said with a deep sigh. "I'll agree under the conditions you have outlined and promised. What I will expect from you now is a lot more attention to my needs. however. I am tired of showing up to my affairs without my husband, the distinguished doctor, at my side."
 "I understand." I said. She didn't know it, but there was practically nothing I wouldn't have agreed to do that night.
 "Good." she said. "Good. Well, go on, get ready. We have an important occasion to attend this evening," she ordered.
 Why was it when I stood up and left that bedroom that night, Willow. that I felt as if I had just made a pact with the devil?
 When I told Grace, she was ecstatic, of course. I left out all the promises and stipulations I had made with Alberta. and I made it sound more like Alberta was positive and encouraging. Why give Grace any more to worry about? I thought.
 "Oh. Claude, at least our child will be with you." she said. ''How wonderful."
 "That way, Grace, you will always be with me. too," I said. "and in time--"
 "Let's not talk about anything else just yet. Claude." she said. "Let's just take it all a step at a time. Please," she begged. "No fantasies for now."
 I laughed and agreed.
 Six weeks later you were born, Willow. Grace and I had sat many nights discussing what we would name you if you were a girl, and she thought naming you after the clinic itself was a wonderful idea.
 "It ties the baby even closer to us." she said.
 She was seeing so many things faster and clearer than I was those days. I was still tiptoeing around Alberta, terrified that she would somehow change her mind. To ensure she didn't. I moved quickly on renovations, each major change and expense locking up our deal more tightly. She didn't miss a chance to complain in advance, of course, making me promise to get rid of you should you prove to be a psychologically ill child.
 In the meantime I concentrated on finding your nanny. Obviously, she had to be a very special person. Willow. She had to be someone in whom I could confide. Whoever it was, she was sure to see Alberta's indifference to the infant, and in time would surely realize the complexities of our situation. She had to be someone who could tolerate Alberta. too. So you see, this was to be a very difficult search.
 Ralston helped me here. His wife. Palma. was Portuguese and had relatives in Brazil. An aunt of hers had a friend who wanted to come to America. Her name was Isabella Martino, the woman you would come to call Amou because she used the Portuguese phrase Amou Una whenever she spoke to you, a phrase that meant "laved one." How lucky I was to find her. Willow.
 I arranged for her trip to America and, through some influential friends of mine in the government, made it possible for her to stay here and work for us. As soon as I met her. I liked her. You never knew this. but I had her meet your mother just before you were barn.
 We didn't tell Isabella everything immediately. I was afraid that the weight of such information might frighten her off. It turned out to be an unnecessary fear. Na one could have handled it all as well as your wonderful Amou did. She understood everything quickly, and nothing- more quickly or more deeply than she understood Grace's love for me and mine for her. Later, some
 time after that one and only meeting she had with Grace with me present, of course, she told me she knew then, just by the way we looked at each other, and spoke to each other that we were the parents of the child.
 I began by telling Amou all the things I had told Alberta. She accepted it. She would believe anything I wanted her to believe. That was clear. The most emotionally nervous time for me was the first time I introduced her to Alberta. I had told Alberta that I  believed I had found a wonderful nanny. She had little interest in whether the nanny was as good for the child as I said she was. She couldn't have made that any clearer to Amou than she did that first meeting at our home.
 After I showed Isabella where her quarters would be and where the nursery was, right next to her room with an adjoining door. I introduced her to our current household help, Miles in particular. I could see he liked her very much. Later, of course. Amou would take aver more of the household chores, especially the cooking. Alberta, despite herself, liked Amou's cooking, and Amou quickly learned how to handle your stepmother.
 "You understand," Alberta told her during that first meeting. that you will be totally in charge of this infant. You won't have much time off. The only way you will be able to have a day off is if Claude finds a suitable baby-sitter. I am far too busy to have any of those responsibilities."
 "I have no place to spend a day off. Mrs. De Beers," Isabella told her. "This home, these grounds are so beautiful, I will enjoy my free time here. I'm sure."
 "Yes, well, the grounds weren't always as beautiful as they are now," Alberta made a point of telling her, glaring at me at the same time. "I am still in the process of completing the project."
 "You are doing some job," Isabella said. "There are beautiful gardens around some magnificent estates in Brazil that don't compare.'
 'Well, I'm glad someone can come here and immediately appreciate my efforts. If you have any problems with the baby, medical or otherwise, you will call my husband to discuss them. You understand that?"
 "Si. Yes," Isabella said, glancing at me. We had already discussed all that, and I had prepared her for Alberta's indifference.
 "It's very important that the child be kept from my guests whenever I have a dinner party. I don't want some screaming infant tearing their attention away."
 "Yo comprendo," Isabella said.
 "What?"
 "Oh. I'm sorry. I forget sometimes and speak Portuguese. It means I understand. Mrs, De Beers."
 "Great. I don't know a word of Portuguese, Claude."
 As you can see. Alberta. Isabella speaks English. It's understandable she would slip into her own language occasionally."
 "Well, whenever you talk to me, make an effort not to do that," she ordered Isabella.
 "Si. I mean yes. Mrs. De Beers."
 "Si is okay," Alberta relented. "It's very common to hear that these days with all the Spanish and Mexican people around us, but other than that--"
 "I understand," Isabella said, this time with some emphasis. It brought a slight smile to my lips that Alberta did not catch.
 "Well, all right." she said, waving her hand at me. "you're my husband's employee. Just remember that. When do you expect this little invasion to occur. Claude?" she asked. and I gave her my estimate.
 "I'll never get used to it," she vowed and left us.
 Isabella looked at me with those dark, wise eves of hers you will never forget. We exchanged so much without speaking.
 She was there at your birth, Willow. You went from your mother's arms to hers and the love that bonded them forever passed through you to each of them. I witnessed it and felt it and so did Grace.
 Afterward, we held on to each other and she wept softly. My heart was so torn. I didn't think I would have the strength to leave her. I had to, of course, and it took all of my powers to stop thinking about her alone, without the child she had just birthed, your beautiful little face one from her eyes. She had held you and studied you like someone who knew she had to memorize every part of you to hold you again in her heart.
 Amou and I brought you home that night. Alberta never came downstairs to look at you. She was preparing for a meeting of her Woman's Club. I told her you were there in the nursery.
 "I hope I don't hear any wailing in the middle of the night," she said.
 "You won't," I promised.
 Then I went downstairs to the nursery and sat beside you while you slept. and I wondered when you would know the truth of your birth and if you would ever feel it before I had told it to you.
 As I sit here writing all this now, I think about the times I felt your eyes on me and the times I had your full story on the tip of my tongue. I have always been afraid of what the weight of all that truth would do to you. I know how you have suffered with Alberta's ranting about your origins, and I have often assured you that what she says is not true. I must confess that Amou does a better job of it than I do. As more and more time passed, I felt myself moving further and further away from the opportunity or the chance to tell you everything. I have guarded your mother and my secrets closely for many reasons. Willow, not the least of which remains my terrible sense of guilt.
 For I permitted her to leave you and for that and all that followed. I will forever be ashamed.
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 Mommy
 .
 Now that Jackie Lee had what she wanted, she 

wasn't all that easier for your mother to return to Palm Beach. She wanted assurances that Grace would not be too much of a problem for her to handle. Her questions were always weighted with underlying threats.

"If she's worse because of what happened there, you will hear from Mr. Madison," she told me repeatedly.
 I had to confide in Grace about it. "I'll deal with my mother when  I go home," she said. 'Don't worry about her anymore. Claude."
 She remained at the clinic for a while. Every day I would bring her news about you. and I started to bring her pictures as well. To her credit she was thinking more and more about Linden then. too. Your birth had brought back the memories of him, and she began to miss him more. I felt sorry for her, for how she was so torn between going home to her little boy and staying at the clinic to be close to me and to you. There was never any question about where she would end up, not now, not after all we had arranged.
 All of her traumatic experiences matured Grace dramatically.
 The therapist in me saw the changes clearly. Some pleased me, but some saddened me, for she had become someone who now accepted whatever Fate decided, I suppose what pleased me was her strength, her quiet resolution. Sadness and disappointment would not have their way with her anymore. She was what anyone would call a wiser woman.
 What I missed, of course, was the innocent, childlike view of the world, those trusting eyes that would settle on me with a soft smile of contentment around them. Now she looked at me as if from a great distance. Every minute, every hour that passed lengthened the distance we knew would came between us.
 I had reduced her medications while she was pregnant, and now she was practically weaned off them entirely. She spent her time walking and reading, working in the arts and craft center and talking to other patients in a way that made the more nervous and high-strung ones calmer. It got so many looked forward to seeing her, and on a few occasions I viewed her actually doing better than my trained staff and nurses when it came to settling down a patient who was acting out. Half jokingly. I told her she should consider a career in mental health.
 "I've had a career in mental health," she replied. "Enough to last a lifetime. Claude."
 All, yes. I thought, how true,
 We still took our walks occasionally, only now they were slower, both of us more pensive.
 Paragraphs and paragraphs of dialogue between us no longer had to be said. We were that good at reading each other's thoughts, sensing each other's moods.
 At home Alberta continued her aloof attitude toward the baby. There were times I believed she really had forgotten you were there. Willow. I would see this sudden look of surprise when you cried out or when Amou walked through a room holding you or took you out in the carriage. When our dinner and party guests asked about you, she would unabashedly tell them to ask me.
 "The child is Claude's project." she would say, as if I were running some sort of experimental laboratory in the house and doing research on child behavior.
 One night at dinner she did ask me about Grace. It wasn't so much a question as it was a demand.
 "I suppose you should tell me about the infant's mother now. Claude."
 "What do you want to know?"
 "Everything, of course. And don't give me any of that gobbledygook about patient-doctor confidence ar something." she added firmly.
 Alberta. I decided, would have made a wonderful cross-examiner at the Nuremberg Nazi trials.
 "I told you already. She was a young woman who suffered acute depression. I treated her with medication and therapy counseling. In time we worked out her problems and she has become a much stronger person. I have no doubt she will do well in the outside world."
 "Then she's gone?" she asked.
 I thought for a moment and decided it would be better all around if that was what Alberta believed.
 "Yes, she's gone."
 "Do you think there is any possibility that in the foreseeable future she would want her own child?" she asked.
 Of course, it was a question I had lodged in the darker closets of my own mind. Would there be a time when Jackie Lee would agree to such a thing? How long would it be before that occurred? If it was too long, it would be difficult, if not emotionally and psychologically damaging to you. Willow. I had to consider all that.
 "No, Alberta," I said "I don't believe that will ever happen."
 "I don't see why not. Aren't mothers supposed to want their own offspring. Claude? Something more must be wrong with this person if that's the case. Maybe you've missed something, something that can be inherited and now we'll be the ones suffering with it," she pointed out.
 "Most unlikely, Alberta," I insisted.
 "Most unlikely. Alberta,," she mimicked. "The know-it-all, great doctor. Well, I predict otherwise. Claude De Beers, and when my prediction comes tile. I want more than an apology from you. I want you to agree to send her away to some sort of institution for such children."
 "That, Alberta. I will never do," I said. I said it with such conviction that even she was taken aback. "How would it look if I. the head of a nationally reputable mental clinic, couldn't handle his own problems?" I added to soften my sternness.
 It gave her some pause, and she pulled herself back and began to eat again, stopping only to say, "I hope that you're right."
 However, it was a theme Alberta would not put aside. Willow. Up until now, the time I am writing this, you have experienced some of it yourself. I remain hopeful that these tensions in the home will dwindle, thin out, and dissipate, but who can tell?
 What I do know is everything I've learned and all my insight and skill tells me you will be a wonderful young woman soon, bright, personable. and. I must say in all modesty, a very beautiful woman. too. You take after your mother, there.
 I was never going to be the one to tell her it was time for her to go home. She knew that. We skirted that discussion often during the time she spent at the clinic after your birth, Jackie Lee called periodically. She claimed she had begun to prepare Linden for the revelations to come. I. of course, was skeptical of that and even more afraid for the child. This was not something anyone could just drop on a child one day and expect all to be well. I warned Grace about that.
 "Your experiences here might come in handy back in Palm Beach, Grace," I told her. "Linden will have some problems with all this."
 "I know. This is why I think it's time for me to go. Claude. The sooner I can get back there and be with him, the better it will be. I'm sure you agree about that."
 "Yes," I said. "I do. but I don't want to," I added, and she smiled.
 We were walking along the path that led us down to the river and then aver to the clearing where we had made love that wonderful warm afternoon. We sat and listened to the water and watched the birds who always seemed so busy around us.
 "Maybe they're talking about us." I said. "Maybe they're telling other birds who will tell other birds until all the birds back in Palm Beach know the story of us. too."
 "Why, Dr. De Beers, such romantic fantasy, and from a world-renowned psychiatrist, a man of science." she teased,
 "If all we have is our science, our chemicals, and our laws of Nature. Grace, we're truly deprived. Beauty is indefinable and not something we can create in a test tube, nor is love," I said. "Nor is love."
 Her eves glassed over with tears, and she turned away from me and pulled her knees up like she used to when we had first taken these therapeutic walks together. She looked like a little girl again, and just far a few moments, we were both like teenagers, discovering each other, discovering the best in ourselves. I kissed her and held her. We remained that way for a long time. We were actually out there until the sun began to sink behind a row of trees and it grew cooler.
 "We had better go back," I said.
 For a while we walked holding hands, and then, when the clinic came into view and others could see us. I let her go. I felt as if she was already drifting away from me then, and my heart ached. Willow.
 The next day she called Jackie Lee, and then Jackie Lee phoned me and I told her yes, it was time for Grace to go home. She would be fine now.
 "I hope so." Jackie Lee said.
 That night I took another picture of you. Willow, and then I brought it back to the clinic and gave it to your mother. Some time later she sent me a box, Fortunately, Alberta didn't see it arrive. When I opened the box, I found a doll she had made. the face so clearly modeled after yours. I put it away to save for you. She used the pictures of you well.
 I tried to keep myself occupied the day your mother left the clinic, but it wasn't working. She was waiting for the car to arrive to take her to the airport. Jackie Lee had made the arrangements and wasn't coming to escort her.
 "If she can't come home herself. she is certainly not ready to come home." she declared. In a sense she was right about that. I had no doubt Grace could do it anyway.
 Finally I went to her room. I could see in her face that she had been hoping I wouldn't.
 "I don't want to say goodbye. Claude. If you've come here to do that..."
 "No, not goodbye. I'm here to be sure everything is fine. I do that with any patient I've released," I said.
 "You're not a good liar. Claude De Beers." she said. "Despite all your talents, you can't do that well. At least not when your heart isn't in it."
I laughed and went to her window to look out. How many hours had she spent here? I thought. gazing at this scene. It wasn't something she would soon forget.
 "Remember when I first came here. I asked you who had been in this room before me?"
 "Yes," I said.
 "What will you say when someone new comes and is assigned to this room?"
 "I'll say a wonderful, beautiful person came through this clinic and taught me far more than I taught her. I'll say she's left me, but she's not gone."
 "You might frighten the new patient saying things like that."
 "I doubt it. I mean that. Grace. You're not going to be gone, not ever."
 She smiled at me with that new, wise look of hers that made me feel more like the patient being humored.
 "Listen to me," I said, seizing her hands in mint. Some day I'm going to come to you. I'll charter a boat and I'll come sailing into that little harbor of yours. I'll come at night, so look for me. It will be a surprise. One day, one night. I'll just be there."
 "Do you want me to believe that. Claude? Do you really want me to have that hope?"
 "Yes," I said.
 I regretted saying that almost immediately after I did. Willow. It was selfish of me. I was asking her to wait for me, not to fall in love with anyone else, to believe in some romantic miracle. I knew always that the more time that passed, the more impossible that would be. There were too many other people to consider, not least of all you.
 "Take care of our little 'Willow," she said. "And when it's the best time for it. Claude, and not a moment sooner, tell her about us. Promise me you will, but promise me you will use your skill and your expertise in deciding when that should be."
 "I promise. Grace," I said.
 I kissed her and held her in my arms for the last time. There was a knock on the door. Edith Hamilton had come to let us know Grace's limousine was here and the driver was waiting for instructions.
 I carried her small suitcase myself and walked her to the limousine. Edith had a beautiful bouquet of red roses for her.
 "To wish you the best of luck, my dear," she said. They hugged.
 Ralston came out to wish her well, and then the whole day staff, all the attendants and nurses who had grown to admire her, came to hug her and kiss her and wish her well. She was crying now, but avoiding my eyes.
 Remember I told you about the day she arrived? How I could recall every detail of it? It was the same the day she left. Willow. It was partly cloudy, but the sun was strong, and when it could peak down between clouds, it sent a shaft of light that chased away shadows and darkness and filled our hearts with promises.
 Grace got into the limousine. I held the door open and told the driver I would close it. He could get into the car and start the engine. He did so and I stood there looking in at her.
 "I'll be on the dock with a lantern swinging from my hand," she said. "to guide you to my waiting arms."
 She turned away and I closed the door. It felt as if it had shut on my heart. Willow. The limousine started away, and I followed it down the driveway a bit and then stood there watching until it disappeared around the turn and was gone.
 I couldn't go right back into the clinic. Instead. I walked and stood for a while under one of our great willow trees. I had to get hold of myself. I had a patient to see in less than an hour, and then we were having a staff conference later. My life wouldn't permit me to take too much time to mourn my tattered heart. I wandered about for a while, thinking.
 Finally I felt strong enough and I walked back. I saw Ralston watching me from the window of his office. The concern in his face helped me get a firmer hold of myself. Later that evening I spent a good half hour at your crib watching you sleep, studying your face. seeing Grace in you.
 Amou came by and stood beside me.
 "This child." she said. "She will be a beautiful young woman like her mother and wise like her father."
 I didn't have to answer. She saw the hope in my eyes and she smiled. I knew then how close you two would become, and I was so grateful for that.
 Along with the doll your mother sent us, there was a letter. I was so silly about it, Willow. I didn't open it for days and days. She had sent me a short letter earlier to assure me she was fine, but this one, because it was with the doll, carried some special meaning for me. Every time I went to open it, my fingers trembled so. I had to stop. Finally, one rainy night after I had been home a while and you were asleep and Alberta had gone to bed. I went to my office and sat staring out the window, listening to the drops tap on the glass.
 I reached into my drawer and took out the letter and then finally I opened it.
 .
 Dearest Claude,
I struggled .for a while trying to think of something I could give Willow. I thought about writing a long letter you would give her someday. I thought about pictures, but then, I found myself- working on this, and it seemed the best possible gift I could give her Please explain that for me when the time comes.
 I'm doing better and better with Linden. Taking your advice, I've moved slowly, carefully, letting him grow with the truth. He's very artistic, too. I can't believe what he can do at his young age, and he loves working in the sand and creating things.
 My mother is much better. She's settled into her new lifestyle well, and she is enjoying society again. The people who have rented our estate and who live in the big house are so occupied with their social life, they don't seem to notice Linden and me very much. It's actually more beautiful here for me than it ever was. I enjoy my long walks on the beach with Linden. It so quiet at times, I feel as if we are on our own island.I'm getting- stronger and stronger every day, and I no longer have any fears about myself Every once to a while I think about my daddy, but not like I used to. He's not walking on the beach or beckoning me to follow him anywhere, so don't be afraid of that. I think about his smile, his confident stride, his loving kisses and hugs, and all of the dreams he had for me. I have come to where I can cherish memories without them harming me or giving me such great pain, I can't breathe. You helped me get to this point, Claude. You really are a wonderful doctor, and I know; you will help so many, many more people In your -wonderful clinic. I could never feel good pulling you from that. A parade of troubled souls would haunt me.
 Yet, I would be less than honest if I didn't tell you I dream our dream. We can have fantasies without them damaging us. You taught me that too, Claude; or, perhaps as you say, I taught you.
 Occasionally, just to please myself and to keep you thriving in my heart, I go out to our dock at night. Don't feel bad about that, either. It good for me. Really.
 I go out there, Claude, and I look out at the darkness and the sea and I wave a lit lantern.
 I imagine you coining,.
 I imagine you stepping off that boat and me rushing into your arms.
 And I imagine you've brought a little girl along. She waits patiently, You step aside and she looks at me and without a bit of prompting, she says, Mommy."
 What a wonderful word that is, Claude.

What a -wonderful gift.
 And you've given it back to me.
 After all this, you've given it back to me. Love forever and ever,
 Grace
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