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To Popeye,
who is always there

when it matters,
for the big things,
and little ones.
Every hour,
every moment
of every day,
1 will always love you.
With all my heart
and love,
d.s.



CHAPTER 1

It was one of those perfect, deli-
ciously warm Saturday afternoons in April, when the air on your
cheek feels like silk, and you want to stay outdoors forever. It had
been a long, sunny day, and driving across the Golden Gate
Bridge at five o’clock, into Marin, it took Page’s breath away as
she looked across the water.

She glanced over at her son, looking like a small blond replica
of her, beside her, except that his hair was sticking up straight
where his baseball cap had been, and there was dirt all over his
face. Andrew Patterson Clarke had turned seven the previous
Tuesday. And just sitting there, relaxing after the game, one could
feel the strength of the bond between them. Page Clarke was a
good mother, a good wife, the kind of friend anyone would be
grateful for. She cared, she loved, she worked hard at whatever
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she did, she was there for the people who meant something to
her, she was artistic in ways that always amazed her friends, she
was unconsciously beautiful, and fun to be with.

“You were great this afternoon.” She smiled over at him, one
hand briefly leaving the wheel to ruffle the already tousled hair.
Andy had the same thick, wheat-colored blond hair that she did,
the same big blue eyes, and creamy skin, only his was well dusted
with freckles. “I couldn’t believe that ball you caught in the out-
field. Looked like a home run to me.” She always went to his
games with him, and his school plays, and on field trips with his
class and his friends. She did it because she loved it, and she
loved him. It was obvious when he looked at her that he knew it.

“It looked like a homer to me too.” He grinned, showing gums
where both of his front teeth had been until recently. “I thought
Benjie would get to home base for sure.” He chortled mischie-
vously as they reached the Marin County side of the bridge.
“. . . but he didn’t!”

Page laughed along with him. It had been a nice afternoon. She
wished that Brad could have been there, but he played golf with
his business associates every Saturday afternoon. It was a chance
to relax and catch up with what they were all doing. It was rare
for him to spend Saturday afternoons alone with her anymore.
And when he did, there was always something else they had to
do. Like Andy’s games, or one of Allyson’s swim meets, which
always seemed to be held in the most godforsaken places. Either
that, or their dog cut her paw, the roof leaked, the plumbing fell
apart, or some other minor emergency had to be taken care of.
There were no lazy Saturdays anymore, there hadn’t been in
years. She was used to it, and she and Brad stole whatever mo-
ments they could, at night when the kids were asleep, between
his business trips, or on their rare weekends away together. Find-
ing time for romance in busy lives was quite a feat, but somehow
they managed to do it. She was still crazy about him, after sixteen
years of marriage and two kids. She had everything she wanted, a



AcCIDENT

husband she adored, and who loved her, a secure life, and two
wonderful children. Their house in Ross wasn’t elaborate, but it
was pretty and comfortable, it was in a nice area, and with her
constant puttering and knack for improving things, Page had
made it really lovely. Her years as an art student and an appren-
tice set designer in New York hadn’t served her much, but she
had used her talents in recent years to paint beautiful murals for
herself and friends. She had done a spectacular one at Ross Gram-
mar School. She had turned their home into a place of real
beauty. Her paintings and murals and artistic touch had turned an
ordinary little ranch house into a home that everyone admired
and envied. It was all Page’s doing, and all who saw it knew that.
She had painted a baseball game in full swing on one wall of
Andy’s room as his Christmas present the previous year, and he
really loved it. For Allyson, she had done a Paris street scene the
year she’d been in love with all things French, and later a string of
ballerinas inspired by Degas, and more recently she had turned
Allyson’s room into a swimming pool with her magic touch. She
had even painted the furniture in trompe l'oeil to match it. The
reward was that Allyson and her friends thought the room was
“really cool,” and Page was “wow . .. really rad . . . she’s
okay,” which were high marks from the fifteen-year-old set.
Allyson was a sophomore in high school. Looking at them, Page
was always sorry she hadn’t had more children. She had always
wanted more, but Brad had been adamant about “one or two,”
with the emphasis on one. He had been crazy about his little girl,
and didn’t see why they needed any more children. It had taken
seven years to convince him to have another. That was when they
moved out of the city, and into the house in Ross, when Andy was
born, their little miracle baby, she called him. He was born two
and a half months premature, after Page fell off a ladder doing a
Winnie-the-Pooh mural in his bedroom. She had been rushed to
the hospital with a broken leg, and she was already in labor. He
had been in an incubator for two months, but in the end, he was
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absolutely perfect. She smiled, remembering it sometimes, how
tiny he had been, how terrified they had been that they might lose
him. She couldn’t imagine surviving it, although she knew she
would have . . . for Allyson, and Brad, but her life would never
have been the same without him.

“Feel like an ice cream?” she asked as they took the Sir Francis
Drake turn-off.

“Sure.” Andy grinned again, and then laughed as she looked at
him. It was impossible not to laugh at that big gummy grin.

“When are you going to get some teeth, Andrew Clarke?
Maybe we ought to buy you some false ones.”

“Naww . . .” He smiled, and then chuckled.

It was fun being alone with him, usually she had a carful of kids
driving home from the game, but today one of the other mothers
had done the honors, and she had gone to the game anyway,
because she’d promised. Allyson was spending the afternoon with
her friends, Brad was playing golf, and Page was caught up with
all her projects. She was planning another mural for the school,
and she had promised to take a look at a friend’s living room and
see what she’d recommend, but there had been nothing really
pressing.

Andy had a double scoop of Rocky Road in a sugar cone, with
chocolate jimmies, and she had a single scoop of coffee-flavored
frozen yogurt, the nonfat kind that fooled you into thinking you
were doing something really sinful. They sat outside together for a
while, as Andy’s ice cream got all over his face and dripped on his
uniform, which Page said didn’t matter. Everything had to be
washed anyway, so what harm was there in a little ice cream.
They watched people come and go, and enjoyed the warmth of
the late afternoon sun. It was a gorgeous day, and Page talked
about going on a picnic on Sunday.

“That would be neat.” Andy looked pleased as the Rocky Road
finally engulfed the tip of his nose, extending all the way to his

4



ACCIDENT

chin, as Page felt overwhelmed with love for him as she watched
him.

“You're cute . . . you know that? I know I'm not supposed to
say stuff like that, but I think you're terrific, Andrew Clarke . . .
and a great baseball player to boot . . . how did I ever get so
lucky?”

He grinned again, even more broadly, and the ice cream was
absolutely everywhere, even on her nose, as she kissed him.

“You're a great guy.”

“You're okay, too . . .” He disappeared into his ice cream
again, and then looked up at her with a question. “Mom . . . ?”

“Yeah?” Her yogurt was almost gone, but his Rocky Road
looked as though it was going to go on melting and dribbling and
oozing forever. Ice cream had a way of growing in the hands of
small children.

“Do you think we'll ever have another baby?”

Page looked surprised by the question. It wasn’t the kind of
thing boys usually asked. Allyson had asked her that several times.
But now, at thirty-nine, she didn’t think so. It wasn’t that she felt
too old, or was, given the ages people had babies these days, but
she knew she’d never talk Brad into another child. He always
insisted that all of that was behind him.

“I don’t think so, sweetheart. Why?” Was he worried or just
curious? She couldn’t help but wonder.

“Tommy Silverberg’s mom had twins last week. I saw them
when I went to his house. They're pretty cute. They're identical,”
he explained, looking impressed. “They weighed seven pounds
each, that’s more than I weighed.”

“It sure is.” He had weighed barely three, thanks to his early
appearance. “Tll bet they are cute. But I don’t think we'll be
having twins . . . or even one . . .” Oddly enough, she felt sad
as she said it. She had always agreed with Brad, out of loyalty to
him, that two children was a perfect family for them, but there
were still times when, out of the blue, she found herself longing
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for another baby. “Maybe you should talk to Dad about it.” She
teased.

“About twins?” He looked intrigued.

“About another baby.”

“It would be fun . . . kind of . . . they look like a lot of trou-
ble though. Everything at Tommy’s was a mess, they had all this
stuff everywhere . . . you know, like beds and baskets . . . and
swings, and there were two of everything . . . his grandmother
was there helping, she cooked dinner, and she burned it. His dad
did a lot of yelling.”

“Doesn’t sound like much fun to me.” Page smiled, imagining
the scene of total chaos surrounding the arrival of twins in a home
where they were already poorly organized and had two other
children. “But the beginning can be like that, till you get the hang
of it.”

“Was everything a mess like that when I was born?” He finally
finished the ice cream and wiped his mouth on his sleeve and his
hands on the pants of his baseball uniform as Page laughed while
she watched him.

“No, but you sure are a mess now, kiddo. Maybe we’d better
get you home and get all that stuff off you.”

They climbed back into her station wagon, and headed home,
chatting about other things, but his questions about the baby
seemed to stay with her. For a moment, there was an old familiar
pang of longing. Maybe it was just the warm, sunny day, or the
fact that it was spring, but she suddenly wished that there would
be other babies . . . romantic trips . . . more time with Brad
. . . lazy afternoons in bed, with nowhere to go, and nothing to
do except make love to him. As much as she loved her life, there
were times when she wished she could turn the clock back. Now-
adays, her life was so full of car pools, and helping with home-
work, and PTA, she and Brad only seemed to catch each other on
the fly, or at the end of an exhausting day. And in spite of all that,
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there was still love and desire . . . but never enough time to
indulge it. It was time that they never had enough of.

They pulled into their driveway a few minutes later, and Page
noticed Brad’s car as Andy gathered up his things. She looked
over at him proudly. “I had a good time today,” she said, still
warm in the afternoon sun, and her heart full of all she felt for
him. It had been one of those special days when you realize just
how lucky you are, and are grateful for every precious moment.

“Sodid I . . . thanks for coming, Mom.” He knew she didn’t
have to, and he was glad she came anyway. She was good to him,
and he knew it. But he was a good boy, and he deserved it.

“Anytime, Mr. Clarke. Now go tell Dad about that famous
catch. You made history out there today!” He laughed and ran
into the house, as she picked up Allyson’s bicycle sprawled across
the walkway. Her roller blades were leaning up against the ga-
rage, and her tennis racket lay on a chair just outside the kitchen
door with a can of balls she had “borrowed” from her father. She
had obviously had a busy day, and as soon as Page walked into the
house, she saw her on the kitchen phone, still wearing her tennis
clothes, her long blond hair in a French braid, her back turned to
her mother. She was concluding some plan, and then hung up and
turned to face her. She was a beautiful girl, and it still startled
Page sometimes when she saw her. She was so striking looking,
and she seemed so mature. She had a woman’s body, and a young
girl’s mind, and she was always in motion, in action, in mid-plan.
She always had something to say, tell, ask, do, somewhere she had
to be, right now, two hours ago, this minute . . . she really had
to! She had that look on her face now, as Page rapidly shifted
gears from the easy roll of being with Andy. Allyson was more
intense, more like Brad, always on the move, on the go, thinking
ahead to what she wanted to do next, where she had to be, and
what was important to her. She was more intense than Page, more
focused, not as kind, or as gentle as Andy would be one day. But
she was a bright girl with a fine mind and lots of good ideas and
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good intentions. Every now and then her common sense went
astray, and occasionally she and Page would get into a roaring
fight over some typically teenage mistake she’d made, but eventu-
ally Allyson usually made sense, and calmed down enough to
listen to her parents.

At fifteen, none of her antics were very surprising. She was
trying her wings, testing her limits, trying to figure out who she
was going to be, not Page, or Brad, but herself, someone entirely
different. In spite of her similarities to them, she wanted to be her
own woman. Unlike Andy, who wanted to be just like his dad, and
was actually so much like Page. In Allyson’s eyes, he was just a
baby. She had been eight when he was born, and she thought he
was the cutest thing she’d ever seen. She had never seen anything
as tiny. Like her parents, she was scared that he would die just
after he was born, but there was no one prouder than Allyson
when he finally came home. She carried him all around the house,
from room to room, and whenever Page couldn’t find him, she
knew she’d find him in Allyson’s bed, snuggled up to her, like a
live doll. Allyson had been head over heels in love with him for
years. And even now, she secretly indulged her little brother,
buying him little treats and baseball cards, and occasionally she
even went to his baseball games, although she hated baseball. But
most of the time she was even willing to admit that she loved him.

“How’d you do today, runt?” She always teased him about how
little he had been when he was born, but he was actually tall for
his age now, and bigger than many of his classmates.

“Okay,” he said modestly.

“He was the star of the game,” Page explained. Andy blushed
and walked away, to find his father, as Page called out a vague
hello in the direction of their bedroom. She wanted to get dinner
started before she went in to see her husband. “How was your
day?” she asked her oldest child as she opened the refrigerator.
They had no plans to go out that night, and it was so warm, she
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was thinking about making a picnic dinner or having Brad do a
barbecue for them in the garden. “Who’d you play tennis with?”
“Chloe, and some other kids. There were some kids from Bran-
son and Marin Academy at the club today. We played doubles for
a while, and then I played Chloe. After that, we went swimming.”
She sounded unimpressed. She led a golden California life. To her
it was no miracle, she always had, she’d been born there. For Brad
from the Midwest, and Page from New York, the weather and the
opportunities still seemed magical, but not to these children. To
them it was a way of life, and sometimes Page envied them their
easy beginnings. But she was also glad for them, this was exactly
the life she wanted for her children. Easy, safe, healthy, comfort-
able, secure, protected from anything that could sadden or harm
them. She had done everything she could to guarantee all of that
for them, and she enjoyed watching them thrive and flourish.

“Sounds like a pretty good day. Do you have any plans for
tonight?” If she didn’t, or if Chloe came over to hang out with
her, maybe she and Brad would go to a movie and Allyson could
babysit. If not, it was no big thing if they had to stay home. She
and Brad had made no special plans for that evening. It would
have been nice to sit outdoors in the warm night air, talk and
relax, and have an early evening. “What are you up to?”

Allyson turned to her nervously, with that look that said, you're
about to ruin my whole life if you don’t let me do what I've been
planning to do all day. “Chloe’s dad said he’d take us to dinner
and a movie.”

“Okay. It’s no big deal. I was just asking.” Allyson’s face imme-
diately relaxed, and Page smiled as she watched her. They were
so predictable sometimes, and growing up still looked as though it
was so painful. Even in a normal, happy home, every moment,
every plan was fraught with anguish. It clearly wasn’t easy.

“What movie?” Page put some meat in the microwave to de-
frost it. She was going to make something simple.

“She didn’t say. There are about three movies I want to see,
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and I still haven’t seen Woodstock, they’re playing it at the Festi-
val. Her dad’s taking us to dinner at Luigi’s.”

“Sounds like fun. It’s nice of him to do that.” Page pulled out
some potato chips, and started to make the salad, as she glanced
over her shoulder at her daughter. She was so beautiful, sitting
perched on a stool at the kitchen counter. She looked like a
model. She had huge brown eyes, like Brad’s, her mother’s golden
hair, and a complexion that turned the color of honey the moment
she saw the sun. She had long, shapely legs and a tiny waist. It
was no wonder people stopped to stare at her, especially men
lately. Page said to Brad sometimes that she wished she could put
a sign on her that said she was only fifteen. Even thirty-year-old
men turned to look at her in the street. She looked easily eighteen
or twenty. “It’s awfully nice of Mr. Thorensen to spend his Satur-
day night taking you girls out.”

“He has nothing else to do,” Allyson said, sounding fifteen, and
Page laughed. Teenagers certainly brought one back to earth and
reminded one of one’s failures and misfortunes.

“How do you know?” His wife had left him the year before and
right after the divorce, she had taken a job with a theatrical agent
in England. She’d offered to take their three children with her,
and put them in English boarding schools. She was American
herself, but she thought the English school system was a lot better
than anything here, but Trygve Thorensen had no intention of
giving them up, and kept them with him. Sadly, after twenty years
of suburban life, she was so sick and tired of being chauffeur,
maid, and tutor to her children that she’d been willing to give it
all up. Everything. Trygve, the kids, her whole life in Ross. She
hated all of it. As far as Dana Thorensen was concerned, now it
was her turn. She’d tried to tell him all along, but Trygve just
didn’t hear her. He wanted it to work so badly that he refused to
see her anger and desperation.

They’d all been pretty badly shaken up when she left, and Page
was shocked at her leaving her kids, but apparently it had all been
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too much for her for a long time. And everyone in Ross had
always been impressed by how well Trygve managed his children,
and how much he did with them. He was a free-lance political
writer, and worked out of his home. It was a perfect setup for
him, and unlike his wife, he never seemed to tire of his parental
responsibilities and obligations. He had taken them on with the
good humor and warmth he was so well known for. It wasn’t easy,
he admitted from time to time, but he was managing fine, and his
kids seemed happier than they had in years. He seemed to find
time for his work while the kids were in school, and late at night
after they went to bed. And in the hours that they were around,
he seemed to do everything with them. He was a familiar figure to
all their friends, and well liked by most of them. It didn’t surprise
Page at all that he had offered to take a bunch of them to the
movies and dinner at Luigi’s.

His two boys were college age now, and Chloe and Allyson
were the same age. Chloe had just turned fifteen at Christmas,
and she was as pretty as Allyson, although very different. She was
small, with her mother’s dark hair, and her father’s big blue Nor-
dic eyes and fair skin. Both of Trygve’s parents were Norwegian,
and he had lived in Norway until he was twelve. But he was as
American as apple pie now, although his friends teased him and
called him the Viking.

He was an attractive man, and the divorcées of Ross had been
greatly encouraged by his divorce, and somewhat disappointed
since then. Between his work and his kids, he seemed to have no
time at all in his life for women. Page suspected that it wasn’t so
much a lack of time, as a lack of confidence or interest.

It was no secret that he had been deeply in love with his wife,
and everyone also knew that in her desperation, she had been
cheating on him for the last couple of years before she left him.
She’d been something of a lost soul, and married life and monog-
amy were more than she could cope with. Trygve had done all he
could, counseling, and even two trial separations. But he wanted
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