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CHAPTER 2

Gregoryhadbeenan only child. No one hadevertold him so, but somehowheOdlways
known that his mothercouldnOhaveany morechildren. His birth hadbeena difficult one.For
an anxious time, the doctors had struggled just to save his motherOs life.

He couldnOknow the reasonfor it, but while Gregorywas growing up, his father had
alwaysbeenaloof anddistant.GregoryOfatherhadwanteda big family, a housefull of children,
andoneday, a housefull of grandchildrenHis fatherhadnOblamedGregory;to do so would
have been unfair, but something had kept them from forming a bond.

With GregoryOgrandfatherit hadbeena differentstory. They hadgonefishing andhiking,
andhis grandfathehadalwaysbeenshowinghim how to do somethingnteresting At GregoryOs
Little Leaguegames,it was his grandfathemwho cheeredhim on. When Gregorygot a good
grade in school, he rushed home to call his grandfather.

GregoryOmotherhad alwaysbeencool to Gregory.Shebandagedis skinnedknees but
neverkissedawaythesting. It hadbeenwell overtenyearssincesheOdied.Her funeralwasthe
last time that he had been back to Fairfield.

The nextday wasa Saturdayand Gregorywentto the office, just ashe did almostevery
Saturday.He looked forward to theseSaturdaysat the office. Therewere still meetingsand
phoneconferencesbut not as many. He could get a lot accomplishedn SaturdaysOn that
particularday, hefinishedoff the businesglanfor the offshoresubsidiaryandwith satisfaction,
sent a note to his assistant, ordering her to schedule a meeting with the Swiss investors.

He spentthe following morning, Sunday at his countryclub. It wasa goodday. He won a

coupleof hundredbucksandwasableto lord aroundhis carefully adjustedgolf scoreat brunch.
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For the mostpart, everyoneknew that he cheatedmostof the otherscheatedaswell. In a club
where everyone cheats, only a fool plays by the rules.

That afternoon,like most Sundayafternoons he poredover the Times andthe financial
magazines heOd accumulated during the week. He also packed for the upcoming weekOs travel.

Oncea month,Gregoryvisited oneof his division headquarterd-e rotatedthe trips so that
he sawall of hisvice presidentsat leastonceeveryfiscal quarter.If theywereworking on abig
deal (andthey had betterbe working on a big deal), he would go on the salescall with them.
Ostensibly,it wasto help them securethe business Gregorywas a good salespersonOne
couldnOtise to a positionsuchashis andnot be a goodsalespersorput heOdisuallyjust sit and
listen, thencriticize his vice presidentoncethey were backat their companyQOsffices. If they
securedhe businessGregorytook the credit. If they didnOthis criticism cameagain,but with a
more biting edge.

During thesetrips, he almostalwaysgavea speectto the Omonkeys,&she calledthem, the
everydayworking peoplewho generatedhe corporationO®venue Thesespeechesvereusually
the same:OWeOra greatteam. We value our employeesThe companyis headedfor even
greatersuccesslnvestyour 401(k) and pensionaccountsn companystock.Gf he wasat some
specialevent,suchasa Christmasparty or a summerpicnic, heOdtoopto hobnobbingwith the
Omonkeysfr an hour or two, andheOdvenlisten to their groans,moans,andill-considered,
nasvesuggestionsHeOdlsomakea point of spendingsomesocialtime with his VPs: a roundof
golf, a setof tennis,or a trip out on their boatswith their families. It was good Orelationship
building,0and sometimegsheyOdet their guarddown, tell him what they weretruly thinking.
ThatwasalwayssomethingGregorycould use.And he knew that they talked with eachother

andcomparedhoteson howwellNor how poorlyNhe hadtreatecthem.He liked to pit themone
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againstthe other.He eventhoughtof this asencouraginga healthy,competitiveenvironment.
Besides, hethought.lt forces them to be on their guard, makes 'em police themselves. Bottom
line: GregorydidnOhavethetime or theinclinationto baby-sithis subordinates-He wasanavid

studentof The One Minute Manager, a simplistic little tome, like LovecraftO8/ecronomicon,

conjured up to bedevil the contemporary business world.

That particularweekOgavelfollowed the scriptwithout exception Returningto his office
thefollowing Monday,Gregoryfound not an official notice,but anofficial representativef the
SEC waiting in his outer office.

OlOrsorry, Mr. Skapstow, &regoryOassistantvhispered OSheyot hereat eightsharp.She
insisted on waiting for you.O

OOfcourse,@regoryreplied, not sparingBecky, his assistanta glance.Instead he looked
at the log that she had open on her desk.

OMs Prentice?@his icy questionwasaimedat the Oauditobitch.OHer frosted-blondehair
wastied sotightly behindher headthat Gregorywonderedwhethershewalked aroundwith a
perpetual migraine. That would explain the jaw-tightening grimace on her mug.

OMr. Skapstow,@he womanacknowledgedShestood up, but didnOapproachGregory,
who remained standing next to his assistantOs desk.

OPleaseomein,Ohe said, turningandgoing throughthe door thatled to his office. Without
looking back, he marchedto his desk,laid his briefcaseuponit, and madea slow show of
removinghis jacketand hangingit carefully in the closet.As he did so, he watchedher walk
stiffly to thetwo guestchairsattentivelypointedat his oversizednahoganydesk.Shetook up a
position between them and watched GregoryOs jacket maneuver.

OPlease,O he said, benevolent, suave. OHave a seat.O

Page 3



Fairfield
K. Karl Leavitt

OMybusinesss brief,Oshesaid. Her namewas Elizabeth;heOdeenit in the log. Gregory
wondered whether people called erzy. OThat wonOt be necessary.O She hadnOt paused.

OWell then,OGregorysaid, taking a seat,stretchinghis armsout so that his Frenchcuffs
would fall away from his wrists. OWhat can | do for you today?0

Elizabethwasa third-yearinternat MiddletonandBrock, the samecompanywhoseCEO he
hadslightedat dinner.HeOdeenthatin the log aswell, but he didnOknow that Elizabethhad
risenlike a shiningstaron the horizonof MiddletonandBrock. SheOdraduatedat thetop of her
classat Stanford,andthosefamiliar with herthoughtthat shewasdestinedfor greatnessThis
washerfirst big assignmentandafterreviewingthe materialsn detail, shehadconcludedhatit
was a juicy one.

OOnthe authority of SEC ChairmanHolmsted,|Omservingyou with a thirty-day notice of
impending,independenauditof your internalfinancial ledgers, 8heannouncedAs shespoke,
sheopeneda pocketin herleatherbriefcase Fromit, shewithdrewa thick envelopeandplacedit
on the deskin front of Gregory.OYouOrequiredto sign an acknowledgementeceipt,she
concluded.

GregoryOs$ace neverflinched. He watchedher delivery with a practicedeye. He was
beginning to realize that OLizzyO meant business.

OAnNd if | refuse to sign?O he said, not bothering to hide a mocking tone.

OlOrsureyou know the processMr. Skapstow.@t wasa testof wills, but to Elizabeth,it
seemedcthildish.Olfile a deposition.The SEClawyersdo their thing. Meanwhile the thirty-day
clock keeps ticking.O

OAndwhy hasthe SECsentan auditor to deliver the notification?Orhe way he slurredthe

word, he might have said Osewer mop.O
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OMiddletorandBrock hasbeenawardedhe audit, Mr. SkapstowOf which, thefirst taskis
to deliverthe notification.C8heheld forward an opennotebook Insidewasa form littered with
wherefores andherewiths. At the bottomwasa thin, blackline. Below thatwastypedGregoryOs
full name and title.

It looked official enough.

ORelax, Ms. Prentice. 10l sign the acknowledgment.O

Elizabethstoodstill. ShedidnOevennod. The offensive,black-leather-cladhotebookwas
thrustforward like a samuraisword. After a second Gregorystoodup andreachedacrossthe
deskto takeit from her hand.He scannedandsigned,thengesturedt towardher, makingher
reach this time.

Whenshehadthe signedform, sheflipped the notebookclosed,thenprimly sheathedt in
her brief case. OGood day, Mr. Skapstow,O she said. She turned to leave.

OWhowill be the lead auditor?he asked.This time, he droppedthe sarcasmHe knew a
few people over at Middleton and Brock. Maybe there would be someone he could intimidate.

OldonOhaveto tell you that,Gshereplied. OButl supposédt doesnQnakeany difference.O
Sheturnedbackaroundsothatshemight meethis eyessquarely Olwill beleadingthe project,O
she said. For the first time, she smiled.

After sheOd gone, Gregory cursed. OShit,O he muttered. But his day was just beginning.

OMr. Skapstow? 1tOs Mr. Allen again.O

GregorydidnOtrespondstraightaway He satlooking at the phonewhencehad comethe
voiceof his assistantHe raisedhis handsasif to spewa streamof cursesthenloweredthemin a
gesture of submission.

OPlease,O he said, picking up the receiver. OPut him through.O
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OMitch!O he said when the line opened. OWhat can | do for you?O

OSkapstowyhatthe fuck did you do?QAllenOsroice wasvenomousOlgot a call from my
friend at the SEC this morning, first thing. He said that Mercurion hasfiled papersagainst
Lawrence Gudgeon.O

OHestole confidential records,Mitch,OGregory interrupted.OWecanOjust let that go.
Besides, it means that the SEC canOt use anything he might have brought forward.O

OWehadno official way to know thathe broughtanything forward.| only foundout because
of my contactover there.He gaveme thatlittle bit of newsasa favor, tried to give us a shot
acrossthe bow. Now heOn a lot of troublewith his people.HeOs friend of mine, Skapstow.
IOGve known him for thirty years.O

Gregorywassilentfor aninstant.He took a breath thinking, What a lousy fucking day this
is turning out to be. Aloud he said, OIOIl have Legal withdraw the complaint.O

OYea-ahYou do that, immediately,and you bloody well better get with our financial
people.| wanteverythingbobOs-your-unctdeananddressedike adogOsinnerby thetime the
auditingteamcomeson site. You do that,andasfar asthis issueis concernedyou do only that.
Am | being clear? Do you have any questions, any concerns?0

ONo, sir,0 Gregory snapped.

Click.

OShit,Gregorysaidaloud.He satin silence indulging himselfin frustrationandanger,and
then he reached forward and tapped the intercom button on his phone.

OBecky?®e asked.OCouldyou comein herewith my calendar? needto makea few
adjustments.O

OYes, sir,0 came the response. OIOIl be right in.O
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Therewereno moredisasterghatday. Gregorymight havereadthe tea-leavesthough;he
might havepostponedr evencancellechis meetingwith the Swissinvestors put he didnOtHe
had his assistantonfirm the redeyeflight thatwould put him in Zurich first thing Wednesday
morning.

He compartmentalizethe impendingauditwith that smart-assuditorandcontinuedon. It
would be businessasusual. The meetingin Zurich went off without a hitch. His CFO, Karen
Nathan,put on a dazzling presentationWith her stock-optionpackage shestoodto makea
fortunetoo, andalthoughshewasnOin on all of his finagling, shewassmartenoughto seethat
he was doing somethingthat was going to be good for everyone everyonebut the long-term
stockholders and employees, that is.

Whenthetime wasright, Karenplannedto bail out of Mercurion,sell heroptions,andretire
to Key West,Maui, or who-the-hellcareswvhere,aslong asit hadhard-bodiedowel boys,tennis
instructors, or golf instructors.

GregoryandKarendidnOtvastetime in Zurich. After the meeting,they went straightback
to the airport and boarded a flight for Kennedy International.

Gregorywasa bit foggy that Thursday It seemedhatno matterhow manytimeshe jumped
multiple time zones,he nevergrew accustomedo it. If he could haveaffordedthe luxury, he
might havestayednhome,with Amanda.He could haveusedtherestandrecreationput he hada
full calendar.Fortunately,heOdad the returnflight with his CFO, so they had beenableto
discuss the imminent audit.

A call from Eileen, his whining first wife, came through just after his lunch meeting.

OShesaysthat itOsurgent,his assistanteported. ODoyou want me to tell her that youOre

tied up?0
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ONo, no. Put her through.O

He heardthetransfer soheknewthathis first wife washolding, waiting for him to comeon
theline. But for someunknownreasonhe didnOsayanythingright away.He just listenedNwith
no small amount of disgustNto her faint, hitchy-wheezy breath.

OWhat is it this time, Eileen?0 he asked at last.

OOh, Greggy. | didnOt hear you come on.O

OWhais it, Eileen?0

ODonQget persnickety, 8hesaid. God! How he hatedthat expressionEspeciallythe way
she said it. OItOs your son, Charles. He called last night.O

Somethingin hervoice was off, wrong. He couldnOput his finger on it, but he didnOtike
that sound.

OWhatOsrong?Ghe asked,trying to believethat it was somethingstupid, like maybe
Charleswas being evicted, or maybeheOdeenarrestedfor public idiocy, which might be
possible, even in San Fran.

OHewantedme to tell you, said he couldnOtell you himself.OTherewasthat hitch again,
and she sounded a little hoarse, as if sheOd been crying.

This wasnOt good. Something told Gregory that thisawiags.

OEileen, just tell me. WhatOs happened?0

OHesaysheOgjot pancreaticcancer,an aggressivestrain or whateveryou call it, Oshe
blurted. OHesayshe waitedtoo long, wanted,hopedit wasnOthat, hopedit wasjust the flu or
something Maybe heO&nown for a while. | donOknow. It didnOtll makesenseHe saysitOs

terminal. HeOs got a few months, maybe a year at most.O
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OWhat?Zrhat canObe right. They havedrugs.WeOllget him on the drugs.Are you sure
thatOs what he said? God! That canOt be right.O

ONo,no. | donOknow. You talk to him, Greggy.He calledlast night. It waslate. IOmnot
sure what he said.O

OYou tell him to call me. Get him on the phone right now. 10l wait for his call.O

OHeawonOtall you. You know that! Not afterwhatyou saidto him at the studio. ThatOsvhy
he wantedme to tell you. He canOtalk to you, Greggy.He thinks you hatehim. ThatyouOre
ashamed of him.O

OHowcould | be ashamedf my own son?GGregorysaid, but evento himself, it sounded
flat.

OYouOvevt to call him. HeOs your son, and he needs you.O

OOkayEileen.IOlIcall him.OCould this really be happening?t all felt sounreal.He shook
his head and thoughDamn jetlag. I'm not thinking straight.

He hungup. Although Gregoryhadhis sonOelephonenumbersomewherehe didnOtook
for it. He just satthere,staringat the phone andat the clock, andat the awardsheOavon. On the
edgeof his deskwasa pictureof Charles a five-by-severof his graduationTherewasalsoone
of Ursula, likewise at her graduation.Betweenthem stood an eight-by-tenglamour shot of
Amanda,his secondwife, showinga professionalmake-upjob, a sparklingdiamondnecklace,
andthetype of burgeoningdZcolletage¢hatonly anexpensiveaugmentatiorcanprovide.Out the
window was a panoramicview of the city, which stretchedout beforeand below him. In it,
peoplescurried,peoplelaughedandpeoplecried. As he lookedout at the scenetearsrandown

his cheeks but he didnOtry. He didnOevenknow why his eyesshould leak that way. He

Page 9



Fairfield
K. Karl Leavitt

thoughtthat maybehe was having somekind of episode His heartwas cold, dead,silent. He
didnOfeel sad and didnOt really feel anything at all.

It wasnQltke his grandfather@aneral,althoughhis eyeshadleakedjust thatsameway back
then.

ThereheOdtoodin his little, dark suit, boughtjust for the occasionjf onecould,in good
consciencegall it an occasion Certainly somefolks therefound it an eventto celebratedHis
grandfathethadbeenwell-liked throughoutthe area.Folks camefrom far andnearandseemed
to takejoy in their meeting.Peopletold storiesabouthis grandfatherandthey laughed.They
laughed.

GregoryhadnOaughed but neitherhad he cried, not really. Therewerejust thoseleaking,
leakingeyesashe stoodat the grave,during the serviceandafter the service.Leaking,leaking,
he couldnOmakethe leakingstop. His fatherhadtakenhim asideandsaid,OYouOrgettingyour
suitall wet.OGregoryrememberedt asif it werehappeningll overagain.His fatherhadsmiled
athim, hadtried to gethim to stop,but Gregoryhadknownit eventhen:his fatherfelt awkward
and just didnOt know what to say.

Gregoryhadgonethroughtherestof the schoolyearin a daze Whensummercame,he had
sataroundthe house watchingtelevisionor looking out the window. Finally, thatday, the day
thathe found The House his motherhadkindly, but firmly, kicked him out. OGaplay with your
friends,O sheOd said, and she had escorted him out the door into a warm summer day.

OHey,Skapstow,&ome of the neighborhoodkids had yelled. OWhatOthe difference
betweera Polackanda shine?®{e neverknewwhatthey meant,but sincethe funeral,heOdbst
his tolerancefor childishtauntsandjeers.TheywerenGtalling him a PolackNtheywerecalling

his father and his grandfather Polacks, and for that, he hated Oem.
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Off through the woods heOd gone that day, off on his own. And heOd found The House.

The day after that, his motherdidnOhaveto kick him out to Oplaywith his friends.CHeOd
gotten up early, and with a couple of apples in his pocket, heOd left quite eagerly.

HeOdhickenedout the day before;heOdnownthat, but he wasgoingto makeamendsNo
matter what, that day, he was going tamgade.

Throughthelittle patchof foresthe wentandon into the old pasture There,abouta dozen
kids had assembledThey had a kite, but to Gregory,it looked pretty beatup. They would
probably never get it to ride the wind.

OHeyCrapstow,Othe biggestof Oemyelled. OWhatdo ya call a Polack goldmine?A
lumberyard!Ha-ha-ha!®lore thanlikely, thatkid hadno ideawhathe wassaying.Probablyjust
something heOd overheard, maybe on television.

Gregoryhadrun up to thatkid. Either GregoryhadnOknown the kidOshame,or maybeit
just didnOtomebackwith the memory.Eitherway, he knockedthatbig kid downandsaton his
chest,poundingawayat his facewith little balled-upfists. WhenGregoryOblandsrosebloody,
Gregorygot up and walked away without sayinga word, but that had beenthe birth of his
driving willpower, that bittersweetdark anddeeppool from which he hadtakenstrength that
day and nearly every day since.

On throughthe woodsheOadvalked, not crying, not feeling victorious, just determinecto
find thathouseoncemoreandto go inside.Whenhe foundit, he stoodlooking atit for along
time. Throughoneof the windows, he caughtclearsight of the sheeramoving, perhapsy some
breeze inside the house or perhaps by someone moving them aside to see better.

Without thinking aboutit, Gregoryignoredthe front door. It waslocked.He just knew t.

Instead, he walked back around to the little porch and the back door.
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He stoodin front of it for amoment.Then,without ceremonyor evenreally thinking about
it, he unlatched it and pushed it open.

He found himself inside a small mudroom.The wall on one side had woodenpegsfor
hangingcoats.Or them old-style cloaks, Gregorythought.Thatwould be morelikely, giventhe
looks of the place.

Therewasa hugecast-ironwood stovealongtheinterior wall. Everythingwasdusty,but he
couldtell thatit hadshiny-mirrortrim. Fromits top camea pipe going up andbendingbackinto
thewall. Must be the chimney, hethought.Along thewall to his right, looking out overthe porch
andwhathadoncebeenthe backyardwerewindows,odd, thick-panedhings,andthe glasswas
warpeda little. The curtainshungin tatters,blowing gentlyto animperceptiblenovemenin the
air. Underneaththe windows, in the middle, wasa hugedoublesink of white porcelainandiron.
Therewasa spigotwith a handpump.Gregorythoughtaboutpumpingit, justto seeif anynasty,
rusty water would come out.

Whenhetook a few stepstowardthe sink, thefloor creakedominously.In the middle of the
roomwasa heavyroundtable.Dustlay uponit in athick blanket.Dust also coveredthe four
ladder-backedhairsthatsatpressedightly againsthetable.Gregorylookedatit for amoment,
wonderingwhethertherewasa tableclothunderneattall that dustandwhatit might look like.
He imagined that it was finely woven, maybe with intricate macramZ at the corners.

In the middle of the table was a vase.The flowers displayedthere had long sincerotted
away and become one with the blanket of dust on the surface beneath.

Mountedon thewall, on eitherside of the greatwood stove,wereoil lamps.Theytoo were

coveredwith dust,and GregorycouldnOtell whetherany oil remained put somehowhe knew
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that the basesand chimneyswere madeof fine lead crystal. He wonderedwhetherthey had
burned whale oil like from those sailorsMvby Dick.

Pastthetable,alongthefarthestwall, wereshelves Again, the dustwassothick thatit was
hardfor anyoneto recognizethingsfor sure,but Gregorydid. Therewere platesthere,gold-
trimmed plates,he could tell, andtherewas a big, heavyteaserviceof solid silver and other
things too.

It waswonderful,astoundingHis eyesgrew big ashetried to takein everydetail. No one
would everbelievehim. Not that he intendedto tell anyone.The Housewasa secret,a secret
heOd always keep.

Everytime hetook a step,the floor creakedand complained He took a stepcloserto the
shelvesHe wantedto touchthe thingsthereand brushawaythe dustto seethe preciousmetal
thathe knewwasunderneathThefloor creakedashe steppedFromdeepinsidethe housecame
another matching creak. The hairs prickled on his neck and his forearms, and he froze in place.

Foramomenthecouldbarelybreathe He listenedwith everyfiber of his being,attentiveto
eventhe slightestnoisecoming from the old, still-settling house.After a long silenceand no
moredisembodiedreaks his heartstoppedpounding.OOldhouse,®e thought,but that didnOt
stop him from turning on his heels and making for the door.

Osir!O It was Becky, but her voice didnOt have that transmitted phone sound.

He satwith his faceturnedto the window andthe city, to thosebusy,scurryingpeople.He
spunaroundto find his assistanstandingon the otherside of his desk.Dropping his eyes,he
noticed that it was quarter after two.

OSir,0 she said again. OAre you all right?0
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He caughthereyesandfollowed themwith his hand.lt cameawayfrom his cheekwet. His
eyes had been leaking again.

OIOm fine,O he said. OAllergies. Forgot my pills. What do you want?0

OYouweresupposedo call into the financial review conferenceat two oOclockTheyOrall
waiting for you.O

OOf course,O he said, but his voice sounded hollow.

ODo you need your notes? | still have your handwritten ones.O

OYesBecky. Thatwould be helpful. CHe attempteda smile, butjudging from herreactiont
wasnOt very convincing.

Shespunon her heelandrushedout to retrievethe papers.n the time shewasgone,he
wonderedwhetherperhapshe was losing his mind. I¢’s the jetlag, he concluded.When she
returned he duginto thetext, trying to remembemwhathe hadwantedto accomplishhow he had
wanted the meeting to go. All thoughts of Charles, GregoryOs son, were gone from his mind.

With his scrawled notes in front of him, he dialed into the conference call.
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