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“l be there, Miss Best.”
“Is that ‘I’I'? ‘I’ll be there’”?

“Yes ma’am, Miss Best. | will.”

In the kitchen heating water for tea, Pat banged the cupboard
door so hard the cups rattled. It was a toss up as to whose behavior
had annoyed her most: Anna’s or her own. At least she could
understand Anna: protecting her stake. But why had she defended
people and things and ideas with a passion she did not feel? The deep
weeping pleasure the audience took from the play disqusted her. All
that nonsense she had grown up with seemed to her like an excuse to
be hateful. Richard was right to ask. Why seven and not nine? Pat
had seen the play all her life although she had never been chosen for
any part other than the choir. That was when Soane taught school--
before she even noticed a change in the numbers. It was sometime
later--when exactly?--that she saw there were only eight. By the
time she understood that the Cato line was cut there was another

erasure. Who? There were only two families who were not part of

the original nine, but had come to Haven early enough to have a kind

of associate status: The Jury’s (their grandson, Harper, had married a
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Blackhorse--good for him); and her father’s father: Fulton Best. They

didn’t cuunt so it _had to he——who’? Fleetwuud because of the broken
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themselves were in grave danger until K.D. married Arnette. And if she

had had a son ralher than a daughter how much safer their position
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she began to laugh. Did they really think they could keep this up? The

numbers, the bloodlines, the who fucks who? Well, to stay alive

maybe they could, maybe they should, since nobody dies in Ruby.
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