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Chapter One

HER TOES WERE warm. Opening an eye to examine them, she
saw a bright band of light glowing on the bed sheet lumps that
were her feet. That light was the sun.
She knew there was no use ignoring it and no way to escape
it. The beam would steadily travel the length of her body until
it became a laser to burn out her eyeballs. The thin flesh of her
eyelids offered no real protection; ducking under the covers
wouldn’t salvage her vague state of fuzzy wakefulness. Hiding
from the solar monster’s glare was impossible. She knew it was
out there, laughing at her inability to face another day.
On the count of three, she vowed. One. Two. Three. The big toe
on her left foot twitched. She continued lying there. The effort
of that twitch had drained her, and she needed a nap to recover.
Her mind drifted to her to-do list for that day. Aside from the
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usual chores such as grocery shopping (unlike Old Mother
Hubbard, her cupboard was full, but her refrigerator was bare of
such staples as milk and butter), she planned to place the
finishing touches on her house. Months of renovations culminated in the need to paint her front door—an obvious sign to
all comers that to cross the threshold was to enter a fresh start.
Fresh start, humph. Midmorning and she remained in bed. She
snorted in disgust, threw off the sheets, swung her feet on to the
floor, and rubbed the sleep from her eyes. She committed herself
fully to getting up and accomplishing at least ten percent of the
items on her to-do list. Damn it. Do it, she thought. Another day.
Glancing toward the window, she was reminded the situation
was worse than that. Damn it. Another sunny day.
Having acknowledged the sun, Liz’s next thought was about
food, but bare toast and plain tea seemed unappetizing, so she
donned an old shirt and shorts and went to tackle the door.
Two hours later, she stood back and surveyed her new, blue
door. It shone like a brilliant bit of sky against the natural dark
brown wood of the doorframe. Surveying herself, she saw many
fragments of sky in the spatter of paint on her limbs and clothes;
it cheered her immensely. She walked several paces down her
drive and turned to assess the results of her labor. The man at
the paint store had thought she was mad to choose such an
undignified color for her front door, but that rectangle of
cloudless sky seemed the appropriate entrance to her dream
home. Hard work turned her daydreams into reality. Looking at
the house gave her a great sense of accomplishment and made
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the sun that normally burned down on her seem cool and
cheerful, like a crisp winter sky.
The sun shone in warm patches around her porch, marking
the spots best-suited for flowers and shrubs. Trees covered most
of her large rural acreage, but a narrow ring around the house
was cleared and could be used for a lawn and garden of sorts. She
would leave the landscaping until next summer, but made a
mental note that she’d need to plant any flower bulbs this
coming autumn.
Her stomach growled with hunger. Naked toast and tea would
do for the moment, but then she had to do something about the
empty state of her fridge.

Liz encountered her friend, Freda, at the market. She was
energetically squeezing melons, as usual. Liz never actually saw
her eat melon. There was a good chance that no melon had ever
met her strict standards. This would not be surprising, as Freda’s
standards were always hard to meet. Liz had no idea how she ever
passed muster as Freda’s best friend. She suspected Freda had
been having a bad day when she made the decision and was
unwilling to admit she had made a mistake.
“Oh, hon, love the look.” She wrinkled her nose at Liz’s paintspattered appearance. “You’ve been busy, I see. At least you
managed to get up before noon.”
“Hey, I’ve been up before noon every day this week.”
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Freda sniffed, squeezed a melon, and sniffed again. “That’s no
great accomplishment, even for you, lazy thing. The sun has been
out every day this week, and you’ve had those last few tasks with
the house to motivate you. With that dream project almost done,
the sun can drag you out of bed easily. You’d hang a thicker set
of drapes if you really meant to hide in bed all day.” Freda’s
thumb broke through the shell of a honeydew melon she was
kneading over-enthusiastically. She tasted her thumb, made a
face, and replaced the fruit. Orange pulp showed through the
hole, and juice oozed around the wound—another victim in her
endless search for perfect produce. Liz considered telling her that
melon freshness is detected by smell, but decided against it
because she didn’t know what they were supposed to actually
smell like.
“You should consider Alaska,” Freda said as she linked her arm
through Liz’s to guide her to the baked goods section. The
various breads and buns were about to suffer some ardent
squeezing.
“Alaska? Excuse me? What?”
“Dear, haven’t you heard about their summers? The sun stays
up for months. You’d be out of bed all the time, getting so many
things done. Imagine all the research you could do for some
wonderful new essays, maybe even a novel.” The consistency of
the sourdough brought a sour look to her face. “Of course, the
winters wouldn’t do. Months of darkness, you know. I think maybe
South America, then. So many writers have discovered their muse
in South America. Rugged terrain, thick jungles. Very stirring.”
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“Don’t be silly. I’m not going anywhere. Home is here, now.
What’s a couple years of writer’s block, anyway? I have some
great ideas percolating, you know.” Liz’s idea of the moment was
bagels. She needed bagels. Poppy seed, sesame seed, plain,
cheese, onion—so many choices.
Freda’s hand on her wrist brought her back to the conversation. “Liz, pay attention! I said, the radio’s talking about a storm
front coming in. It’s supposed to last days! We’d better get you
stocked up on food since you’ll likely avoid the trip to town. You
lost weight last summer when we had pissy weather all July. It
took you over a week to find your way out of the woods
afterward.” She ushered Liz over to the canned goods section and
began filling her basket with survival rations. Cans of beans,
fruit, milk, even fish. Liz’s arm began sagging under the weight of
it, but Freda continued to clear the shelves of nonperishable
goods. Liz knew Freda’s concern was sincere but found it too
much to bear.
“I was having the plumbing updated, and there was some storm
damage to clear up. The house looked sad and the woods forlorn.
I had to see them right again.” Fed up, Liz began placing items
back on the shelves. “I can feed and take care of myself, thank
you very much. I’ve managed fine in the four years since Ryan’s
death. I will not starve during the storm, and I’ll have you know
that I spend more time outside in nasty weather than you ever
do. I just don’t spend it socializing.” There had been several
breaks of soft, warm rain during the storms of the last July. The
soft patter had drawn Liz out of her bed and onto her porch roof.
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Lying back, the droplets collected in her hair, and her cotton
nightshirt became plastered to her skin. She had laid there for
hours, it seemed, the shingles rough under her back, until the
sky became dark and the wind rose to force her back into the
house, crawling over the windowsill to her bedroom. Once, the
storm had turned fantastic, and she sat on the floor with wet
curtains billowing around her, caught up in the violence of
the sky.
Telling Freda these things would just make her worry more and
become even more patronizing of Liz’s odd behavior. She simply
smiled at the memory and went to the front counter to pay for
the few goods left in her basket. Counting her change, she felt a
light tap on her shoulder and turned. Freda chewed her lip and
then tentatively reached out to stroke Liz’s hair. She admitted,
“You’re right, of course. You’re perfectly capable. I just worry
about you.”
If she knew, she’d drag me home and lock me in her spare bedroom,
Liz thought. Aloud, she said, “Thank you, Mother” and kissed
Freda’s cheek.
“Why, what a nasty thing to say!” Freda pinched Liz’s arm. Liz
made to slap Freda’s wrist, but she dodged easily. “I remember
your mother from her visit two years ago, and I don’t feel the
least flattered by such a comparison.” She paused, then
continued, “She seemed sincere in her concern, however—if a
little overbearing.”
Freda led Liz into the street, down the sidewalk, and into the
bakery. “I still need bread.”
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The glorious smells of newly baked bread and sugary cakes
filled Liz’s nostrils. There was no way Freda could turn up her
nose at these concoctions, even if allowed to impose her squeeze
test. Liz closed her eyes and pretended she was a child, imagining
that her grandparents stood on either side of her. She sniffed the
air for the scent of cinnamon twist doughnuts. Her grandparents
had always bought two doughnuts for her. One to eat there and
the other for her afternoon snack. That old bakery had burnt
down while she was away at college. Her grandparents had
stopped taking her to the bakery long before the fire.
Her nose caught a scent and twitched. That was it. That was
the smell. The cinnamon twists were in the far corner of the
display case. Freda blathered on about the weather, but Liz wasn’t
paying attention. She motioned to the baker. “I’ll take a dozen
of the cinnamon twists,” then corrected herself, “Make that just
four.” This was to be a treat, not an orgy.
It was Liz’s turn to lead Freda into the street, down the
sidewalk, and into a small park, guiding her to sit on a wood
bench. “Here.” She handed her a doughnut. “Eat this now. Eat
it while your face is warm with the sun and cool with the breeze.”
“Liz! What has come over you? What are you going on about?
What is this thing you’re shoving in my face? Oh, never mind,
it smells delicious. Let me try it.”
Liz held up her own doughnut and examined it as if she had
made a great archeological discovery. “This is a cinnamon twist
doughnut, a symbol of pure love. It is the treasured form of junk
food sustenance passed down through the generations of my
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family. My grandparents would buy them for me, as I’m sure my
great-grandparents bought them for my mother. My great-greatgreat-grandparents probably made their own from stone-ground
flour for their toddling protégés.” She began licking the sugar
and cinnamon from the doughnut surface as was her childish
habit.
Freda’s face was red with laughter. “Oh, Liz! You and your crazy
stories! Your grandparents sound wonderful.”
“They were. One grandchild. I was the center of their world,
and they loved it. It didn’t matter that such a world was small
and limited. It was enough for them.”
“Wow. They made you feel very special, didn’t they?”
“Yes.”
“Well, hon, that’s because you are.” Freda patted Liz on her
knee and smiled before being distracted by her own doughnut. In
that moment, even with her fiery dyed hair, long red nails, and
precisely painted face, her caring confidence reminded Liz of her
grandmother. Freda licked sugar and cinnamon from her fingers.
Through a shower of crumbs, she mumbled, “These doughnuts
are pretty special, too. I’m glad you got more than one.”
Liz passed a second doughnut as if conferring a great honor.
“This doughnut is for your afternoon snack. You may not eat it
before then—you’d be breaking the rules if you did.
“Hell, I’m already breaking the rules. I should have been at
the shop ten minutes ago. I can see those rules aren’t as
important, though. I assure you that I will do as you bid. Shall I
promise my firstborn son if I fail?”

Blue Night, Blue Day

11

“As if I would want such a little monster! No, that you’re
willing to sacrifice him is enough. You may go now.”
With a giggle and a hug, Freda left to peddle lingerie and
promote passion for the middle classes. An admirable goal, but
not one likely to cause great social change in the near future. Liz
gathered her things together and mounted her bike to pedal
home and prepare for the coming storm.

Nearing home, Liz noticed that the woods were dry. The trees
almost seemed to crackle as she whizzed by them. The storm
would be good for them if the rain came before the lightning and
if the winds weren’t too strong. She rounded the final turn in
her driveway, and the house appeared before her, the freshly
painted door a bright blue beacon.
It was an old farmhouse she’d discovered standing in a field.
Most of the windows were broken and the clapboard siding
falling off, totally deserted and left to rot. Only a year after Ryan’s
death, her body had vibrated in sympathy. The bastard promised
her forever, but he was gone after only three years. She decided
there would never be another forever because forever was an
empty promise people know they can’t keep even as they make
it. Eventually you’re alone again and then see how you handle it.
Liz found it a daily struggle. She decided she wasn’t going to
leave that house as Ryan had left her: alone in a fallow field, no
joyful harvest in sight.
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She bought a large woodlot and moved the house on to it.
Passersby couldn’t see it from the road at all. She read every
home repair do-it-yourself book she could get her hands on. She
worked hard to make the house hers, hiring skilled labor only
when necessary. DIY is admirable, but water leaks and electrical
fires should be avoided. After two and a half years, the
renovations and repairs were complete. The floors weren’t quite
level, but the foundation and roof were sound. The house was
fixed, and Liz was close to being fixed, too. The house was reborn
and Liz comfortable with her existence, so it was time to get on
with life.
Ryan had been dead for four years. How could her life have
run its course and she only be nearing her thirtieth birthday now?
The summer of her sophomore year, she had responded to an
ad for a temporary position as a photographic assistant. “Wanted:
Personal assistant and sherpa to nature photographer. Must have
driver’s license and navigation skills. Ability to be quiet and do
nothing for hours.” A sturdy girl who had enjoyed the nature
outings at the girls’ camp she’d attended in her teens, the job
had appealed to her. She was pleased when the employment
agency contacted her for an interview. She was excited to learn
that her employer would be Ryan Hogarth, a photographer with
an international reputation. There had even been some of his
posters on the walls of her natural history classroom.
Ryan was almost forty and had seemed old at first. A tall,
slender man with poor posture, he had the air of a quirky
intellectual. Liz quickly came to appreciate his gentle sense of
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humor and patient love for the natural world. She enjoyed being
his right hand, and she was proud of the supportive role she
played in his work. She was astonished and pleased when, at the
end of the summer, he offered her a full-time position and a
marriage proposal at the same time. Flattered, enamored, and
quietly seduced, she accepted. Her mother was thrilled. Her brief
college career had served its purpose: the location and capture of
an eligible bachelor with a bright future.
Ryan focused on the creation of images, and Liz came to
specialize on creation with words. She quickly moved on from
transcribing his notes to recording them herself. Married, their
partnership was official, and she became responsible for the
composition of photo commentaries and articles. At Ryan’s
encouragement, she tried writing on some topics of her own
interest. She had even written some simple novels, although she
was now embarrassed by their existence. Angst-ridden romances
wrapped up in a juvenile pretense of intellectualism. They were
nothing remarkable; they were simply passing amusements.
Maybe they suffered from mediocrity because she hadn’t starved
while writing them. Writers were supposed to starve to grow,
weren’t they?
In the years since Ryan died, she’d been unable to write a
single word she could keep. She saw the integrity of a pristine
white page and felt any mark she made a destruction of it. Her
words sullied it. The urge to write would come upon her,
especially in bad weather, and she would lose herself in words
and aimless expression, unable to settle on a topic or plot.
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Inspired hours of writing that produced garbage upon reexamination. And now a storm was on its way. Why feel driven
to write when there was no point? There were no ideas to form
into sentences. Perhaps it would be better if she just dissolved
into the storm.
Experience had taught her to prepare for bad weather emergencies. Her flashlights had fresh batteries and were in easy-to-find
locations. A number of candles were already in holders,
matchbooks at the ready. The portable radio also had fresh
batteries, announcing at regular intervals that the storm could last
two to three days and that the rain may continue for a week.
Outside, Liz struggled to close the shutters over two of the dining
room windows. They contained antique, stained glass windows she
had installed. They were fronted by modern glass, but shutters were
better protection against a falling branch. The last shutter proved
a challenge, and she was distracted by her doubled reflection. The
flat glass of the modern window showed a determined young
woman with a heart-shaped face, dark curls, and brown eyes,
looking a bit tired for her late twenties. How could she be tired?
She certainly slept enough. Too much? The stained glass window
showed a warped and fragmented image. Was it like a Picasso,
pieced together to display all aspects? Or was it a broken visage of
torment from the hell of Hieronymus Bosch? Once, the answer was
simple. Her spirit had been dark with grief and confusion and
dangling over a great pit inhabited by dragons and bears. The
depression had been deep and required a Prozac-pink cloud to keep
her hovering beyond the vacuum of the pit of despair.
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Her mother’s voice echoed in her mind. “You should find a
new psychiatrist and try one of the new antidepressants. I know
just the man. He’s highly recommended by some of the ladies at
The Club.” Liz shuddered at the words that always followed:
“Mind you, what you really need is someone to take care of you.
You’re simply too fine and sensitive for this world.” That was not
the answer. Her mother’s proclamations were never the answer.
They had led to a life full of self-doubt. Sometimes, when she
was a child, there had been moments of great joy. She had felt
she could do anything. Her mother’s constant reminders of her
“delicate constitution” had put an end to that, leading her to
expect any strong feeling—good or bad—to break her. In the
shelter of her marriage, her connection to Ryan had made her
feel strong. Now, she needed to feel strong in herself, to be free
of all dependencies.
She struggled with the shutter, finally getting it closed and
locked. She sank to the earth below and wrapped her hands
around her knees. Who was she? What was she? Where was she?
It had been years since she asked herself those questions. The
answers were always so negative. Time to look inward, truly. Not
pretend as she did for her psychiatrist, pretending to give
thoughtful answers that really just tripped off her tongue. Her
youthful experiences with mental health practitioners had
taught her to go with the flow, mimicking her mother’s listing of
her symptoms and following the lead of the shrink until declared
“cured.”
God, she was tired of going through the motions of living.
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What did she feel? Numb—or not? Was that a tingling of her
spirit coming awake, like a limb once motionless too long?
Maybe the pins and needles were the sign of life flowing through
her again. She wanted real feelings, both ups and downs. She
need not be encased in bubble wrap or be held at a constant
elevation by her Prozac-pink cloud. She stood and backed away
from the house she had resuscitated, looking for perspective. Why
didn’t I leave you in the field to be ruined by the weather and
swallowed by the earth? She’d worked so hard on the house, giving
it a new life, but in some ways, it was still empty. It was the
residence of “occupant.” Her spirit was inert, and she feared she
was simply wasting oxygen. Thunder rumbled in the distance,
and she couldn’t look at her non-home any longer. She needed
to integrate with her habitat, become part of the foreground and
centered within the frame. A focus on life was necessary.
The distant thunder rolled again, and she sensed the clouds of
energy on their way. A lightning bolt had given life to
Frankenstein’s monster. Perhaps this storm had a gift for her. She
turned and selected a forest path, leaving the house, secure but
hollow, behind her.
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