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“There are a lot of smart authors, and a lot of authors who write reasonably well. Lois Duncan
smart, writes darn good books and is one of the most entertaining authors in America.”

—Walter Dean Myers, Printz award–winning author of Monster and Dope Si

“She knows what you did last summer. She knows how to find that secret evil in her character
hearts, evil that she turns into throat-clutching suspense in book after book. Does anyone wri
scarier books than Lois Duncan? I don’t think so.”

—R. L. Stine, author of the Goosebumps and Fear Street seri

“I couldn’t be more pleased that Lois Duncan’s books will now reach a new generation of readers.”

—Judy Blume, author of Forever and Tiger Ey

“Lois Duncan has always been one of my biggest inspirations. I gobbled up her novels, reading the
again and again and scaring myself over and over. She’s a master of suspense, so prepare to b
dazzled and spooked!”

—Sara Shepard, author of the Pretty Little Liars seri

“Lois Duncan’s books kept me up many a late night reading under the covers with a flashlight!”

—Wendy Mass, author of A Mango-Shaped Space, Leap Day and Heaven Looks a Lot Like the M

“Lois Duncan is the patron saint of all things awesome.”

—Jenny Han, author of The Summer I Turned Pretty seri

“Duncan is one of the smartest, funniest and most terrifying writers around—a writer that a generatio
of girls LOVED to tatters, while learning to never read her books without another friend to screa
with handy.”

—Lizzie Skurnick, author of Shelf Discovery: The Teen Classics We Never Stopped Readi

“Haunting and suspenseful—Duncan’s writing captures everything fun about reading!”

—Suzanne Young, author of The Naughty List series and A Need So Beauti

“In middle school and high school, I loved Lois Duncan’s novels. I still do. I particularly remembe
Killing Mr. Griffin , which took my breath away. I couldn’t quite believe a writer could do that. I fe
extremely grateful to Lois Duncan for taking unprecedented risks, challenging preconceptions an
changing the young adult field forever.”

—Erica S. Perl, author of Vintage Veroni

“Killing Mr. Griffin taught me a lot about writing. Thrilling stuff. It was one of the most requeste
and enjoyed books I taught with my students. I think it’s influenced most of my writing since.”
—Gail Giles, author of Right Behind You and Dark So

“If ever a writer’s work should be brought before each new generation of young readers, it is that o
Lois Duncan.The grace with which she has led her life—a life that included a tragedy that would hav
brought most of us to our knees—is reflected in her writing, particularly in I Know What You Did La
Summer. Her stories, like Lois herself, are ageless.”

—Chris Crutcher, author of Angry Management, Deadline and Staying Fat for Sarah Byrn

“Lois Duncan’s thrillers have a timeless quality about them. They are good stories, very well tol
that also happen to illuminate both the heroic and dark parts of growing up.”

—Marc Talbert, author of Dead Birds Singing, A Sunburned Prayer and Heart of a Jagu

With slowly growing horror she stared at the letter, at the one black sentence that peered up at her
from the smudged paper.…

For Ginger Palmer

CHAPTER 1

The note was there, lying beside her plate when she came down to breakfast. Late

when she thought back, Julie would remember it. Small. Plain. Her name and address hand-lettered
stark black print across the front of the envelope.
At the time, however, she had eyes only for the other letter, long and white and official. Hurriedly
she picked this up and paused, glancing across the table at her mother, who had just come in from th
kitchen.
“It’s here,” Julie said.
“Well, aren’t you going to open it?” Mrs. James set the coffeepot down on its hot plate. “You’v
been waiting for this long enough. I would think you’d have had it open before you even sat down.”
“I guess I’m scared,” Julie admitted. She slipped her forefinger under the corner of the fla
“Okay. Here goes.”
Running her finger the length of the envelope, she drew out the folded sheet of stationery an
smoothed it flat on the table.
“Dear Ms. James,” she read aloud. “I am pleased to inform you that you have been accepted—”
“Oh, honey!” Her mother gave a little gasp of delight. “How wonderful!”
“Accepted!” Julie repeated. “Mom, can you believe it? I’m accepted! I’m going to Smith!”
Mrs. James came around the table and gave her daughter a warm hug.
“I’m so proud of you, Julie, and your dad certainly would be too. If only he could have lived
have known about it, but—oh, there’s no sense in looking backward.” Her eyes were suspiciousl
bright. “Maybe he does know. I like to think so. And if not, I’m proud enough for the both of us.”
“I can’t believe it,” Julie said. “I honestly can’t. When I took those tests, I felt as though I wa
missing so many questions. I guess I knew more than I thought I did.”
“It’s your senior year that’s made this possible,” her mother said. “I’ve never seen such a chang
in anybody as in you this past year. The way you’ve buckled down and studied—you’ve been
completely different person. And, I’ll admit this now, it’s worried me a little.”
“Worried you?” Julie exclaimed in surprise. “I thought you always dreamed of my going to th
same college you did. Last year you were on me all the time about being out too much and nev
cracking a book and spending half my life at cheerleading practice.”
“I know. It’s just that I never expected you to do such an about-face. I can almost pinpoint the da
it happened. It was just about the time you broke up with Ray.”
“Mom, I’ve told you—” Julie tried to keep her voice light despite the sudden shock of cold that h
her stomach. “Ray and I didn’t exactly break up. We just decided we were seeing too much of eac
other and we’d slow it down for a while. Then he left home and took off for the coast, and that too
care of that.”
“But to give up dating so completely—”
“I haven’t,” Julie said impatiently. “I still go out some. In fact, Bud’s coming over tonight. That’
a date.”
“Yes, there’s Bud. But that’s only been recently, and it’s not the same. He’s older, more seriou
about everything. Of course, I’m happy and proud that you’ve put in enough work to get accepted by
good East Coast college, but I wish you’d been able to balance it better. Somehow I have the feelin

that you’ve missed a lot of the fun of your senior year.”
“Well, you can’t have it all,” Julie said. Her voice sounded high and sharp, even to her own ear
The cold feeling in her stomach was spreading higher, up where it touched her heart. She shoved bac
her chair and got up. “I’m going up to my room. I’ve got to find my history notes.”
“But you haven’t eaten,” Mrs. James exclaimed, gesturing toward the plate of scrambled eggs an
toast, still untouched on the table.
“I’m sorry,” Julie said. “I-I guess I’m too excited.”
She could feel her mother’s worried gaze upon her as she left the table. Even after she was out o
eyesight, the worry stayed with her as she climbed the stairs and went down the hall to her room.
Mom knows too much, she thought. She has this funny way of knowing more than you ever tell he
“I’ve never seen such a change in anybody,” her mother had said. “I can almost pinpoint the day…”
But you can’t, Julie told her silently. Not really. And you shouldn’t try. Please, Mom, you shouldn
ever try.
She entered her bedroom and shoved the door shut. It closed with a sharp click, and her moth
was left behind, back down in the breakfast room with the uneaten eggs and the coffeepot. The roo
closed protectively around her, a perfect room for a teenage girl who was pretty and loved and happ
with herself, a girl who had never had a problem.
Her mother had had the room decorated for her a little over a year ago, on her sixteenth birthda
“We’ll have it done in any color you want,” she had said. “You can choose.”
“Pink,” Julie had said immediately. It was her favorite color, the one she wore most often, eve
though she had red hair.
There was a pale pink T-shirt in the farthest corner of her closet, buried behind the other clothes.
had been new that night last summer. “You look like a rosebud with freckles,” Ray had teased her. Th
shirt looked great on her, but she had never worn it after that night. She would have given it away,
she had not been afraid that her mother might remember it sometime and ask what had become of it.
Now she seated herself on the end of her bed, drawing deep, slow breaths while the cold within h
faded and her heart grew still.
This is dumb, Julie told herself firmly. It’s been almost a year since the thing happened. It’s ove
and done with, and I swore to myself I’d never think about it again. If I let myself get this uptight ove
some innocent little comment of Mom’s, I’ll wind up right back where I started, an absolute baske
case.
Across from her in the oval mirror over the bureau another Julie looked back at her, pale an
unsmiling. I have changed, she thought with mild surprise. The girl in the mirror bore litt
resemblance to last year’s Julie, bubbly, bouncy, spark plug of the pep squad, the cheerleader with th
smallest size and the biggest yell. This girl had shadows behind her eyes and a tightness about th
mouth.
You’re going to Smith, Julie told herself. Just keep that in mind, will you? You’re getting out o
here in only a couple of months. You won’t be going to the university, you’ll be going east, away from
this town, and the road, and the picnic area above it. You won’t be running into Ray’s mother at the
drugstore. You won’t see Barry on campus or Helen on television. You’ll be out—free! A new place
new people, new things to do and think about, a whole new set of things to remember.
She felt steadier now. Her breathing was slow again and even. She picked up the letter from Smit
which she had dropped on the bed beside her, and looked again at her name, neatly typed, on th
official-looking envelope. She would take it to school with her, she decided; there were people ther
she could show it to. Not to any other students, especially—there wasn’t anyone she was that close

this year—but Mr. Price, her English teacher, would be happy for her, and Mrs. Busby, who taugh
American Studies.
And tonight when Bud came over she would show it to him. He’d be impressed, and sorry, mayb
because she would be going away. Bud had been calling so often recently that it was possible he wa
getting more serious than he should be. It would be good for him to realize that this relationsh
wasn’t going to go anywhere, that it was just for now and in the fall she would be somewhere else.
There was a rap on the bedroom door.
“Julie?” her mother asked. “Are you keeping track of time, dear?”
“Yes. No…I guess I wasn’t.” Julie got up off the bed and opened the door. “I was just sitting here
gloating over the acceptance. Honestly, I’d just about given up hoping. It’s been so long since
applied.”
“I know,” Mrs. James said sympathetically. “And I didn’t mean to take the wind out of your sai
by criticizing. I know how hard you’ve been working, and I’ve just been afraid you were overdoing i
I’m glad that now you can relax and enjoy your summer.”
“I’m glad too,” Julie said.
She put her arms around her mother and gave her an impulsive hug. Her mother’s arms came bac
around her, surprised and glad.
I ought to hug her more often, Julie thought. I don’t deserve to have somebody like this for
mother. I love her so much, and I’m all she has since Daddy died. Now I’ll be going away and she’ll b
alone, and still she’s happy for me.
“Are you sure you’ll be okay?” she asked against her mother’s soft cheek. “Can you get along, d
you think, with me so far away?”
“Oh, I think so,” Mrs. James said with a catch in her voice that was supposed to pass for laughte
“I made out all right before you were born, didn’t I? I’ll keep busy. I’ve been thinking that maybe I’
go back to work full time.”
“Would you like that?” Julie asked. Her mother had been a home economics teacher before he
marriage, and since her husband’s death eight years ago, she had been working as a substitute.
“I think I would. It would be nice to have my own class again. With you out of the nest there won
be anyone to need me at home, so it’s time to be needed somewhere else.”
“I did lose track of time,” Julie said apologetically. “I’d better get going.”
Her mother glanced at her watch. “You are late. Would you like for me to drive you?”
“That’s all right,” Julie told her. “I haven’t been late all year, so it won’t kill me to get a late sli
today. And maybe I won’t. Mr. Price is a pretty nice guy about things like that.”
She gathered up her books and history notes from the bedside table. Downstairs she paused lon
enough to rummage in the coin bowl on the sideboard for enough money to buy a Coke later.
“I’ll see you after school,” she said. “Bud’s not picking me up till around eight, so there’s n
reason we have to eat early. Are you going out anyplace?”
“I don’t have any plans,” Mrs. James said. “Wait a minute, honey. You didn’t get your letter.”
“Yes, I did. It’s here in my notebook.”
“No, I mean the other one.” Her mother leaned across the table to pick up the second envelop
half-concealed by the edge of the egg plate. “There were two pieces of mail for you this morning. N
that this could possibly be as exciting as the first one.”
“It’s the size of a party invitation, though I don’t know who would be inviting me to a party.” Juli
took the small envelope from her mother’s hand. “That’s funny. It has big block printing and no retur
address.”

She tore the envelope open and removed a folded sheet of lined paper.
“Who is it from?” her mother called back over her shoulder as she carried the breakfast dishes in
the kitchen. “Anybody I’ve ever heard of?”
“No,” Julie said. “Nobody you know.”
With slowly growing horror she stared at the letter, at the one black sentence that peered up at he
from the smudged paper.
I’m going to be sick, she thought. Her legs felt weak, and she reached out and caught hold of th
edge of the table to steady herself.
It’s a dream, she told herself hopefully. I’m not really awake and standing here in the dining room
at all. I’m lying in bed upstairs, asleep, and this is only a nightmare like the ones I used to have bac
in the beginning. I’ll close my eyes, and when I open them I will wake up. It will be gone…the pape
will be gone. It will never have been.
So she closed her eyes, and when she opened them again the paper was still there in her hand wi
one short sentence printed on it:
I KNOW WHAT YOU DID LAST SUMMER.

CHAPTER 2

It was almost dusk when Barry Cox pulled out

of the parking area behind the fr
house and drove through the campus and then north on Madison to the Four Seasons Apartments.
It was a familiar drive; in fact, he sometimes said jokingly to his frat brothers that the car knew
so well that it could drive there by itself.
“Sure it won’t get confused?” they joked back. “It knows the way to a couple of other pads too.”
“It keeps them straight,” Barry told them smugly. “It’s got a GPS.”
It was true that Helen wasn’t the only girl Barry went out with, though he was pretty sure that h
was the only guy she was seeing. Crazy too, because living where she did, in an apartment comple
full of singles, and looking like a swimsuit model, and holding her showy job—well, there were boun
to be plenty of werewolves howling under her window.
That was one reason he continued seeing her on a regular basis. He hadn’t planned to once hig
school was over. A college man had a wide territory, and there were some pretty hot girls on th
University campus who would be easy to hook up with, no strings attached. Then, when Helen ha
been handed that job as Future Star, it had changed things. A guy would have to be nuts to throw ove
the Channel Five Future Star.
Now as he pulled into the Four Seasons parking lot, he grinned to himself. Helen was doing a
right for an eighteen-year-old who hadn’t even finished high school. His mother had gone through th
ceiling when she learned about Helen’s dropping out at the end of her junior year. “It proves what I’v
said from the beginning,” she had told him. “A person is the result of her background. That girl isn
your kind, Barry; I don’t understand how you ever started dating her.”
Which, of course, was part of the reason—he knew it would bug his mother. And then there wer
her looks. Helen was beauty queen material, and the fact was already beginning to pay off for her. No
many girls her age had their ownapartments without even having to split the cost with a roommat
Helen’s older sister, Elsa, was still living at home, stashing away half her earnings as a cashier in
department store, hoping that maybe someday, in a year or so, she might be able to make the brea
and get her own little hole-in-the-wall. And here was Helen with her own car, trendy clothes, anythin
she wanted, and not a worry in the world.
So what had she been so upset about on the phone? That call had surprised him. Helen wasn’t lik
a lot of girls, always calling their boyfriends. She seldom even texted him unless there was a defini
reason.
This time she hadn’t given one.
“I’ve got to see you,” she had said. “It’s important. Can you come over later when I get off work?
“Tonight? Heller, we were just out last night. You know thisweek is off limits. I’ve got finals t
study for.”
“I told you, it’s important.” There had been an edge to her voice, something that didn’t happe
often with Helen. Usually if he told her something, she accepted it without question. “I wouldn’t ca
you like this if it wasn’t. You know that.”
“Can’t you tell me what it’s about?”
“No.” She had left it at that. Just a flat no. He was intrigued in spite of himself. He did have exam
to study for, and he had a date later for coffee with Ashley Something-or-other from the Tri-De

house, but nothing that couldn’t be shoved over a little.
“Well, if we make it early,” he said. “Right after dinner.”
“That’s fine. The earlier the better.” She hadn’t asked him to eat with her, and he was fine wit
that. Those domestic evenings with Helen running around serving pot roast by candlelight were roug
to handle. He knew what she was aiming for, and it wasn’t what he was aiming for, and the whol
game was making him jittery.
“I’m calling from the studio,” she said. “I’ve got a webcast to do in a couple of minutes. I’ll se
you around seven then, okay?”
“Okay,” Barry had said.
The conversation had left him curious. So curious, in fact, that he hadn’t bothered to go to th
dining hall for dinner. He had just stopped at a Wendy’s and picked up a couple of burgers and
Frosty. Now here it was, barely past six-thirty, and he was climbing out of his car and starting up th
walk that led past the pool to the steps to the second-level apartments.
The pool and the area around it were crowded. The spring evening was still pretty cool, but th
pool itself was heated, and there were some polar bear types splashing around and plenty of pret
girls sitting high and dry in deck chairs, taking the first opportunity of the season to show off the
figures in bikinis.
For a moment he stopped, just enjoying the view, a little surprised that Helen wasn’t among them
She had a figure that was better than the best of them, and she wasn’t one who minded displaying it.
“Hi,” called one of the girls, a shapely little brunette in a red and white halter and short short
“Are you looking for an apartment? There’s a vacancy on the second floor.”
“Nope,” Barry replied, giving her a measuring glance. “Not this year, anyway.”
Actually, he would have given anything to be able to live in a place like this, but it wasn’t h
mother’s idea of something the old man should finance. He was damned lucky, when it came to tha
just to have gotten into a frat house.
He went on around the pool and up the stairs, pausing to glance back at the brunette, who ha
turned sideways in her chair and was still watching him. Then he went on down the upper deck an
rapped on the door of Helen’s apartment.
He had to wait a few minutes for his knock to be answered, something that seldom happened
Helen’s. Then the door opened and she was standing before him. She looked good, as always. He
honey-colored hair was pulled back from her face and held in place with a gold band, and her viol
eyes were carefully shadowed and outlined to make them even lovelier. She was wearing pale blu
pants and a silk blouse with a chunky crystal necklace at the throat; evidently she had not change
clothes since coming back from the studio.
“Good,” she said. “You’re early. I was hoping you might be.”
“I’m glad I didn’t disappoint you.” Something was wrong, Barry decided. Something wa
decidedly strange; this wasn’t the way he was usually greeted. “What’s up, anyway?”
“Come on in,” Helen said. “We can’t talk here.”
He stepped through the doorway and knew instinctively that someone else was in the apartmen
He glanced at Helen questioningly.
“Who’s here?”
“Julie. Julie James.”
“You’ve got to be kidding!” He followed Helen into the living room where the other girl wa
seated on the sofa. “Hi, Julie. Long time, no see. How is everything going?”
“Hello, Barry,” Julie said stiffly.

She wasn’t as cute as he remembered her, that was for certain. Not that she had ever been th
beauty that Helen was, but she had always had enough sparkle so that the lack of real looks we
unnoticed. Now that glow seemed to have faded. Her eyes looked huge in a face that was too small
hold them.
“Well, hi,” Barry said again. “It’s good to see you. I thought you’d kind of dropped us off you
friend list.”
“I came here for a reason.” Julie’s eyes went past him to Helen. “You didn’t tell him?”
“No,” Helen said. “I thought you ought to be the one. It’s your letter.”
“What are you talking about?” Barry asked them impatiently. “What’s the big secret?”
“It isn’t a secret,” Julie said shortly. She gestured toward a sheet of notebook paper that was lyin
on the coffee table.
For a moment Barry gazed at it unseeingly. Then the words took shape for him, and he felt h
breath catch in his throat.
“Where did that come from?”
“It came in the mail this morning,” Julie told him. “It was just there, stuck in with a lot of oth
letters. There wasn’t any return address.”
“ ‘I know what you did—’ ” Barry began to read the statement aloud. “That’s crazy! Who woul
send you something like that?”
“I don’t know,” Julie said again. “It was just there.”
“Have you mentioned anything to anybody? Is there somebody who would know?”
“I haven’t said a thing.”
“Helen?” He glanced across at her. Her delicate, fine-boned face looked as bewildered as Julie’
“Nobody. I haven’t said a word to anybody either.”
“Well, neither have I. We made the pact, didn’t we? So there’s no way this has any meaning. It’
some joke, somebody taking a jab at Julie.”
They were silent a moment. Shouts and laughter drifted up from the swimming pool through th
open window. For a fleeting second the brunette in the red and white shorts slid through Barry’s mind
I wish I were out there, he thought, with a beer in one hand, just kidding around with the bunch o
them. If there’s one thing I don’t need, it’s to deal with a scene like this.
“It must have been Ray,” he said. “There’s nobody else it could be. Ray wrote it as some kind o
joke.”
“He wouldn’t,” Julie said. “You know he wouldn’t do that.”
“I don’t know anything of the kind. You dumped that guy pretty abruptly, you know. One day yo
two were an item and the next you didn’t even want to talk to him. This could be his way of gettin
back at you by shaking you up a little.”
“Ray wouldn’t do that. Besides,” she motioned toward the envelope that was lying beside th
letter, “this was postmarked from here. The last card I had from Ray was sent from California.”
“No.” Helen spoke up suddenly. “Ray’s back in town. I saw him yesterday.”
“You did?” Julie turned to her in astonishment. “Where?”
“In that little deli across from the studio at lunch time. He was coming out as I went in. I almo
didn’t recognize him, he’s changed so much. He’s real tan now and he’s grown a beard. Then I looke
back, and he was looking back too, and it was definitely Ray. He held up his hand and kind of waved
me.”
“Then that’s who it must be,” Barry said. “Of all the sick tricks! The guy must have gone over th
edge.”

“I don’t believe it,” Julie said decidedly. “I know Ray better than either of you, and he wouldn’t d
a thing like this. He felt worse than any of us when…it happened. He wouldn’t make a joke of it th
way.”
“I don’t think he would either,” agreed Helen. She reached over and turned the paper so that sh
could see it better. “Is there any other way someone could have found out? Maybe by tracing the car?
“Not a chance,” Barry said. “Ray and I spent a whole day hammering the dent out of that fende
Then we painted the car and got rid of it the next weekend.”
“Julie, are you sure you haven’t said anything?” Helen asked her. “I know how close you are t
your mother.”
“I told you, I didn’t,” Julie said. “And if I did tell Mom, do you think she’d mail me somethin
like this?”
“No,” Helen admitted. “It’s just that there doesn’t seem to be any answer besides that. If none o
us told, if it wasn’t the car—”
“Did it ever occur to the two of you,” Barry broke in, “that this note might be about something els
entirely?”
“About something else?” Julie repeated blankly.
“It doesn’t actually say anything, does it?”
“It says, ‘I know what you did—’ ”
“So? Last summer was three months long, you know. You probably did plenty of things.”
“You know what it means.”
“No, I don’t, and neither do you. Maybe the person who wrote it doesn’t know either. Maybe it’s
joke. You know how kids are sometimes, making crank calls and writing notes to people and sendin
spam. So some kid decides to play a prank—he writes a dozen of these and sends them to strange
right out of the phone book. Do you think there’s a person in the world who, getting a message lik
this, couldn’t look back and think of something he did last summer that he wasn’t proud of ?”
Julie digested the argument in silence. Then she said, “But we have an unlisted phone number.”
“Well, then, he found you some other way. Maybe it’s a nerd from school who has a thing for yo
and wants to get a reaction. Or some guy you pissed off because you wouldn’t go out with him, or th
kid who packs bags at the grocery store. There are plenty of creeps in the world who get their kicks o
of getting girls all shook up.”
“Barry’s right about that, Julie.” There was relief in Helen’s voice. “I’ve known some people lik
that myself. You wouldn’t believe the phone calls you get when you work on television! There wa
one guy who used to call me, and he wouldn’t say a word. He’d just breathe. I was ready to go out o
my mind. I’d answer the phone, thinking maybe it was Barry, and there would just be this heav
breathing in my ear.”
“Well,” Julie said slowly, “I suppose that’s possible. I-I never thought about something like that.”
“If the thing last summer hadn’t happened, if you’d gotten this note and there wasn’t somethin
that came straight into your mind, you’d have thought about it, wouldn’t you?”
“Maybe. Yes, I guess I would have.” She drew a long breath. “Do you really think that’s it? It’
just somebody’s idea of a joke?”
“Sure,” Barry told her firmly. “What else could it be? Look, if somebody did know something, h
wouldn’t be writing silly notes, would he? He’d go to the police.”
“And it wouldn’t be now,” Helen said. “It would have been back last July when the thing actuall
happened. Why would anybody wait ten months to react?”
“I don’t know,” Julie said. “When you put it that way, it doesn’t sound likely.”

“It isn’t likely,” said Barry. “You’ve got yourself all tied up in knots over nothing. And Heller
you’re just as bad, calling me like that. You had me thinking something awful had happened.”
“I’m sorry,” Helen said contritely. “Julie called me about it this afternoon, and I reacted the sam
way she did. We both panicked.”
“Well, un-panic,” Barry told her. He got to his feet. Helen’s lovely apartment, which always befo
had seemed so spacious and luxurious, was suddenly unbearably suffocating. “I’ve got to get going.”
“Why don’t you stay awhile?” Helen suggested. “I’ve got a whole hour and a half before I have
leave for the studio.”
“That’s an hour and a half that I don’t have. I told you this was a closed week and I have to study
He turned to Julie. “Do you need a ride? I can drop you off at your house on my way back to th
campus.”
“No, thanks,” Julie said. “I don’t need a ride. I’ve got Mom’s car.”
“Don’t you want to stay, Julie?” Helen asked her. “We haven’t talked for ages. There must be a lo
for us to catch up on.”
“Another time, okay? I’ve got a date picking me up at eight.”
“Take it easy, then,” Barry said. “It was good seeing you.” He turned back to Helen. “I’ll be seein
you, Heller.”
“Do you want to plan on doing something Monday?” Helen suggested. “It’s Memorial Day, whic
usually means a party of some kind around this place.”
“It depends on how much studying I get done over the weekend. I’ll call you. I promise.”
She started to get up to walk him to the door, but he waved her back down. The last thing he fe
like after this was an affectionate farewell scene with Julie as an audience.
He let himself out, leaving the two girls together, and went down the steps and back along the sid
of the pool. The underwater lights were on now, and the crowd of exhibitionists had thinned a littl
The perpetual party that always started around the pool on Friday evenings had broken, as it general
did, into several smaller parties, most of which had moved upstairs into private apartments.
Gaslights flickered along the walkway, and the greenery in the planters rustled slightly in the fain
evening breeze. Barry got into his car and turned the key in the ignition.
Somewhere in the parking lot another engine came to life. Sitting quiet, Barry let the motor idl
There was no movement that he could see among the rows of parked cars.
Coincidence, Barry told himself impatiently. I’m as uptight as those crazy girls.
He flicked on the headlights, threw the car into gear, and pulled out of the lot onto Madiso
Avenue. He drove slowly back to the campus, glancing occasionally into the rearview mirror. Ther
were lights behind him, but then it was early on a weekend evening, a time when streets were alway
busy with traffic.
When he turned onto Campus Drive the car behind him turned as well, but when he slowed an
pulled over to the curb, it went on past him without hesitation and disappeared around a curve at th
end of the street.
Crazy, Barry repeated to himself. Why should I suddenly start thinking people are following m
just because Julie James pushes the panic button? Like I told her, there are all kinds of creeps in th
world.
But he kept having the uneasy feeling that there was a pair of eyes boring into his back rig
between the shoulder blades when he left the car in the lot and walked back across the lawn to th
entrance of the frat house.

CHAPTER 3

There was a car parked in front of the James’

house when Julie pulled into th
driveway. Her first thought was that Bud had come early, but a second glance told her that this was no
Bud’s cream-colored Dodge.
The front door of the house stood open, and through the screen voices floated to her as she crosse
the lawn and mounted the steps to the front porch. One voice was her mother’s, lifted wi
unaccustomed gaiety.
The second voice stopped her. For a long moment Julie stood frozen, caught and held, unmovin
Then her mother, who was seated on the far side of the living room, facing the doorway, glanced u
and saw her.
“Julie, look who’s here! It’s Ray!”
Julie opened the screen and went into the room, drawing the solid door closed behind her.
“Hi,” she said a bit stiffly. “I saw the car outside but I didn’t recognize it.”
“It’s my dad’s,” Raymond Bronson said, getting to his feet. He stood there awkwardly, as thoug
wondering what sort of greeting to offer. Then he held out his hand. “How are you, Jules?”
“Okay,” Julie said. “Fine.” She went forward and put her hand in his, holding it formally, the
releasing it. It was a harder hand than she remembered. “I didn’t know you were back. Your last car
was from the coast. You said you were working on some kind of fishing boat.”
“I was,” Ray said. “The guy who owns the boat has a kid who works with him in the summer
There wasn’t room for both of us.”
“That’s too bad,” Julie said, because she could think of nothing else to say.
“Not really. Jobs like that are on-again, off-again. I was about ready to come home for awhi
anyway.” He was waiting for her to sit down, so she did. Not beside him on the sofa, but in th
armchair facing him. He took his seat again. “Your mom’s been telling me about your getting your go
ahead from Smith. That’s great. You must really have been hitting the books.”
“She has,” Mrs. James said with pride. “You wouldn’t have known her this year, Ray. I don’t know
whether it’s because you haven’t been here to keep her out half the night or whether she just suddenl
decided to buckle down, but the results have been remarkable.”
“That’s great,” Ray said again.
Mrs. James rose. “I’ve got a cake waiting to be iced in the kitchen, and I know you kids have a l
of catching up to do. I’ll bring you out a piece when I get it done.”
“I can’t stay long,” Ray said.
“I have a date,” said Julie, “in just a few minutes.”
She didn’t meet his eyes when she said it, although she knew, of course, that he would probabl
expect her to have a date on a Friday night. He had undoubtedly done his own share of socializing o
in California. She wondered what he would think of Bud. Bud was so far from the type of boy she ha
dated in school, so far from Ray’s type, though Ray himself had changed tremendously since she ha
last seen him. He looked older. He was very tan; his light hair grew thick and long down over his ear
and his brows were bleached pale over his cat-green eyes. As Helen had reported earlier, he had grow
a beard. It was short and stubby and looked as though it belonged on somebody else’s face.
They sat in awkward silence after Mrs. James left the room. Then they both spoke at once.

“It’s nice that you—” Julie began, and Ray said, “I just thought—” They both stopped speakin
Then Julie said carefully, “It’s nice that you came by.”
“I thought I’d say hello,” said Ray. “I’ve thought about you a lot. I-I just wanted to see how yo
were.”
“I’m fine,” Julie repeated, and the green eyes that knew her so well, that had seen her through s
many situations—through parties and picnics and cheerleading tryouts, and being caught cheating on
math test, and coming down with a rare case of the chicken pox right before Homecoming—those eye
kept looking in disbelief.
“You don’t look fine,” Ray said. “You look like hell. Has it been dragging on you like this eve
since?”
“No,” Julie said. “I don’t think about it.”
“I don’t believe you.”
“I don’t,” Julie told him. “I don’t let myself.” She lowered her voice. “I made up my mind rig
after the funeral. I knew if I kept thinking…well, what good would that have done? People go craz
dwelling on things they can’t change.” She paused. “I sent him flowers.”
Ray looked surprised. “You did?”
“I went down to People’s Flower Shoppe and bought some yellow roses. I had them delivere
without my name on them. I know it was silly. It couldn’t help. It was just…I felt I had to d
something and I couldn’t think of anything else.”
“I know,” Ray said. “I felt the same way. I didn’t think about sending flowers. I kept waking up a
night and seeing that curve in the road again, that bicycle coming up suddenly out of the dark like tha
and I’d feel the thud and then the bump as the wheels went over it. I’d lie there and shake.”
“That’s why you went away.” It was a statement, not a question.
“Isn’t that why you’re going to Smith? To get away from here? You’ve never cared that muc
about college. You used to talk about maybe taking computer courses or something right here in tow
while I went to the University. Going east to school was the last thing you had on your mind.”
“Barry’s at the U now,” Julie said. “He’s on the football team.”
“I saw Helen yesterday at lunch. She looked pretty.”
“She’s a Future Star,” Julie said. “Did you know? Channel Five had this beauty contest thing base
on photographs, and Helen won it. She’s got a full-time job representing the station for all kinds o
things, giving spot announcements and small news reports. She even deejays her own webcast in th
afternoons.”
“Great,” Ray said. “Are they still together?”
“I guess so. I saw them today.” Julie shook her head. “I don’t know how Helen can do it—kee
going with him, I mean. She was there, she saw him that night, she heard the things he said. How ca
she still think he’s so wonderful? How can she even stand to have him touch her?”
“It was an accident,” Ray reminded her. “God knows, Barry didn’t plan it. It could have been m
driving the car. It would have been if I hadn’t won the toss for the back seat.”
“But you would have stopped,” Julie said.
There was a long silence as the words hung there between them.
“Would I?” Ray asked at last.
“Of course,” Julie said sharply. And then, “Wouldn’t you?”
“Who knows?” Ray shrugged his shoulders. “I tell myself I would have. You think I would have
But how can we know? How can you know how anybody’s going to react in a situation like that? We’
all had a few beers and smoked a little pot. It happened so fast.”

“You called for the ambulance. You wanted to go back.”
“But I didn’t insist on it. You wanted to go back too, but we didn’t. We let Barry talk us into th
pact. I could have held out, but I didn’t. I must have wanted to be talked into it. I’m no better tha
Barry, Jules, so don’t try to make him the black knight and me the prince on the white horse. It ju
isn’t thatway.”
“You’re as bad as Helen,” Julie said. “The both of you! You form the Great Society for Admirin
Barry Cox. You’d stick up for him no matter what he did. You should have heard her tonight, beggin
him to call her this weekend, and here they are, supposedly a couple. It’s just so degrading.”
“I don’t see anything degrading about sticking by your guy if you care about him.” Ray’s brow
drew together in that quizzical look she knew so well. “What were you doing at Helen’s anyway?
thought you’d burned all your bridges, that you were cutting ties with all of us.”
“I have,” Julie told him. “That is, I meant to. Today I got a letter in the mail. It upset me and
called Helen, and then she called Barry, and suddenly there we all were, hashing it over. I wish no
I’d just chucked it and not made such a big deal about it.”
Ray looked interested. “What sort of letter?”
“Just a prank thing. Helen says she gets them sometimes, and phone calls and e-mail too, but
never got any before, so I overreacted.” She opened her purse and fished out the envelope. “Here it i
if you want to see it.”
Ray got up and came over and sat on the arm of her chair, taking the letter out of her hand. H
opened it and read it.
“Barry thinks it was written by some kid,” Julie said. “That it doesn’t really mean anything, it ju
happened to have hit on something that struck a nerve.” She paused, watching his face as he studie
the black line of printing. “Is that what you think?”
“It’s possible,” Ray said, “but it’s one hell of a coincidence. Why pick on you? Do you kno
anybody who could have sent it?”
“Barry thought maybe some boy from school.”
“You said you’re dating.” He raised his eyes from the paper. “This guy you’re going out wit
tonight, is he the practical joker type?”
“As far from it as you can get,” said Julie. “Bud’s a nice guy. Older. Serious about everything. H
was in the army and fought in Iraq. The last thing he’d ever do is write silly notes.”
“Are you in love with him?” The question was so sudden, so far away from the previou
discussion, that she was unprepared.
“No,” she said.
“But he is with you?”
“I don’t think so. Maybe a little. Please, Ray, this is just a nice guy I met one day in the library. H
asked me out and Mom had been bugging me about never going anywhere anymore, so I went. An
then it was easy just to keep on. Besides, what difference does it make to you? You and I—we’re not
thing anymore.”
“Aren’t we?” He reached out a hand and placed it gently under her chin, tilting her face up so th
it was raised to his. The face that looked down at her was familiar, darker and stronger than sh
remembered it, framed with shaggy hair and a beard. But the eyes were the same. No stranger cou
ever look at her through Ray’s green eyes.
“It’s still there,” he said. “You know it is. You could feel it, just the way I could, the moment yo
walked into the room. We had too good a thing for too long. We can’t just let it go.”
“That’s how it has to be,” Julie said. “I mean it, Ray. I really do. It’s the only way we’ll eve

forget. I’m going to leave here, leave all the people and places connected with that horrible night, an
never look back. It’s over and done with. There’s no repairing it. So I’m going to erase it.”
“And you think that’s possible?” His voice was sad. “Sweetie, something like that doesn’t g
erased. I thought maybe it could be too, there in the beginning. That’s why I packed up and took of
New places, new people…I thought that would do it. But it didn’t. You can’t run away. You at Smith
me out in California, it’s still there with us. I realized that finally. It’s why I came home.”
“If you can’t run away,” Julie said chokingly, “what can you do?”
“Face up to it.”
“You mean, break the pact?”
“No,” Ray said. “We can’t do that. But we can talk to the others. We can dissolve the pact, if we’r
all in agreement.”
“Never. Barry will never agree to it, and if he won’t, Helen won’t.”
The doorbell rang.
Ray’s hand dropped to his side. He got up from the arm of her chair. “That must be your friend.”
“I guess so. He was picking me up at eight.” Julie’s eyes went nervously from Ray’s face to th
door.
“Don’t worry, I’ll behave myself. I’ll probably even like him. He’s got good taste in girl
anyway.”
They went to the door together, and Julie introduced them.
Bud said, “Raymond Bronson? You any relation to Booter Bronson who runs the sporting good
store?”
“His son,” Ray told him. “I hear you just got back from Iraq. I sure don’t envy you that gig.”
They shook hands civilly and stood and talked a few moments in a pleasant fashion, as though the
might have been friends if given the chance. Then Ray left, and Julie excused herself and we
upstairs to comb her hair.
When she came down, Bud was still standing there by the door as he had been when she left him
He looked up at her and smiled as she came down the stairs, and for an instant she felt like cryin
because his smile was such a nice one and because his eyes weren’t green.

CHAPTER 4

One of the pleasant things about being the Channel

Five Future Star, Helen Rive
often reminded herself, was the hours. Eleven o’clock in the morning usually found her stretched in
deck chair, soaking up sunshine beside the swimming pool. Because this particular day happened to b
Saturday, it was not exactly her private pool; an assortment of schoolteachers used it also. But on th
usual weekday she could sleep half the morning and come down to find that she had the whole love
area to herself.
“I can’t imagine why they pay you all that money,” her sister Elsa sometimes commented on thos
weekends when Helen went dutifully home for Sunday dinner. “You don’t do anything that anyon
else couldn’t do—just smile and play songs and make silly comments.”
Elsa worked an eight-hour day at Wards Department Store and was a great believer that the onl
kind of work that counted was the kind that made your back ache and sent you home exhausted.
“Oh, there’s more to it than that,” Helen tried to tell her. “You’re at their beck and call wheneve
they need somebody to represent the station for publicity reasons. And it can really kill your evening
having to give reports on the ten o’clock news.”
Even to her own ears the statement sounded ludicrous. In all honesty she knew that being selecte
as the Channel Five Future Star was the culmination of almost every dream she had ever had.
Helen’s looks were the best thing she had going for her, and she was born realistic enough to hav
recognized the fact early. At the age of twelve she had sat down one day and examined herself in th
mirror.
What she had seen there had been pleasing, but not pleasing enough. Cold-bloodedly she ha
analyzed her attributes: good bones, even teeth, fine features. She had a nice chest for her age but to
much weight in the hips. Her coloring was too pale, her hair rather ordinary, but thick and healthy. He
hands were not particularly small, but they were long-fingered and artistic-looking, despite bitte
fingernails.
She broke the fingernail habit immediately through sheer willpower. The rest took more tim
especially the weight loss. Helen liked to eat, and the food that was served in her family’s home wa
usually of the inexpensive and starchy variety. A strenuous diet had brought her figure under contro
and experimentation with rinses and makeup had brought out the honey highlights in her hair an
fringed her deep violet eyes, her most unusual feature, with long, blue-black lashes.
“What do you think you are, a fairy princess?” Elsa had taunted her.
Helen had ignored her. It would have been nice, she had admitted to herself, if such had been th
case. As the second daughter in a large family, she had no illusions about magic and fairy godmother
She had only to look at her own mother, haggard from years of housework and budget-stretching an
childbearing, and her father, sweating out his days at construction work, to know that her chances for
luxurious future were slim.
Still, she was pretty, and that could serve for something. It would have to, she told herself, becaus
she certainly had no academic talents. Dropping out of school to accept the offer of the Future Star jo
had been more of a relief than a sacrifice. She had stuck through school that far for one reason only—
she had fallen in love.

She had loved Barry Cox from the first moment she had seen him. Big and broad-shouldere
handsome and popular, he was as close to perfect as any guy she could ever have imagined. As captai
of the city’s winning high school football team, he could have had his pick of any girl he wanted. H
choosing her was the surprising thing, the actual miracle.
It had happened so suddenly that she had never been able to figure out the exact circumstance
She had been walking home from school when a bright red sports car had pulled up beside her, an
Barry had been in it.
“Hi, there,” he had said. “Climb in and I’ll drive you home.”
When he dropped her off, he had asked her for a date. It had happened that simply, and her worl
had never been the same again.
Now, stretched in the deck chair, letting the warmth of the morning sun sink into her body, sh
thought, I shouldn’t have called him.
Barry didn’t like to be pressured. She had learned that from his mother. One time soon after the
had started dating, before she knew his cell number, she had called him at home to check on what tim
he was coming to pick her up.
Mrs. Cox had answered the phone.
“Let me give you some advice, dear,” she had said in her cool, sharp voice. “Barry is a boy wh
doesn’t react well to being chased. If he wants to talk with you, he will do the calling. Your little affa
will last longer that way, believe me.”
Since then, she had called him only when absolutely necessary. Yesterday’s call had seemed at th
time to fall into that category, but in retrospect she realized that it had not. Barry had been irritated; h
did have exams to study for. Dragging him away from his books to confront him with that silly no
had been ridiculous. His explanation had been so reasonable that it now seemed incredible that she an
Julie could not have thought of it themselves.
“Excuse me. Would it be all right if I sat down here?” The voice came from directly beside he
startling her so that she jumped. Her eyes flew open and for a moment she was blinded by the sun.
“I’m sorry,” the young man said. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”
“You didn’t. I must have been half asleep. I didn’t hear you come up.”
Helen shaded her eyes with one hand to look up at him. Her glance took in the brown eyes, brow
hair, a strong, square-cut face, a medium sort of build. He was wearing olive green swimming trunk
cut like shorts.
Helen was used to the faces around the apartment complex, and this one was unfamiliar.
“You’re new here?” she asked.
“Just moved in yesterday. Apartment 211. Will it bother you if I sit down?”
“No, of course not.” Helen leaned back in the chair and watched idly as he settled himself into a
identical chair beside her. There were plenty of other seats around the pool and a number of othe
people beside whom he could have sat.
“This is the heavy day for sunbathers,” she told him. “Saturdays most people are off from wor
and trying to build up their tans. My name’s Helen Rivers.”
“Collingsworth Wilson, if you’ll excuse the mouthful. Just out of the service. I’ve been staying ou
at my folks’ place in the mountains and finally decided to cut loose and get my own apartment. I thin
I’ll be going to summer school at the University.”
“The guy I go with goes to the U,” Helen said. She made a point of working such a statement in
the conversation as soon as possible upon meeting new people. She had found that it allowed th
pleasure of harmless flirtation without presenting the problem of having to reject overture

“Collingsworth is a different sort of name. Do they call you Collie?”
“I’ve got a family nickname that my kid brother stuck me with,” the boy told her. “But Collie
okay too. A lot of people do call me that. I’m like a well-trained puppy; I answer to anything.”
“A well-trained Collie?” Helen said, smiling. She was not usually much on puns, but this one ha
been too easy. “I’m glad to meet you. We’re practically next-door neighbors. I’m on the second leve
too, down the way from you in 215.”
“And who’s the boyfriend?” Collie asked. “I want to be sure to avoid him.”
“His name’s Barry Cox. He lives on campus, but he comes over a lot. You’ll be meeting him
Everybody meets everybody here in the summer.” She closed her eyes again and rolled over onto he
stomach so that the sun could reach her shoulders. “The pool area makes a wonderful meeting plac
We all sit around and talk and party. Four Seasons is a great place to live. I know you’ll like it.”
“I like it already,” Collie said simply. “But I’d like it even better if the prettiest girl here wasn’t a
tied up to some jerk before I can even get my bid in. Have you been hooked up with this guy long?”
“Almost two years. We were steadies back in high school, and he’s definitely not a jerk. Do yo
think I’m burning?”
“I don’t know,” Collie said. “I can’t tell what’s happening under all that suntan lotion.”
“Well, I’d better get inside. I’ve been out here a couple of hours already.” Helen rolled over an
sat up. “I can’t afford to start peeling. If I look a mess I might lose my job.”
“What sort of work do you do where you can’t get a sunburn?” Collie asked. “Are you a model o
something?”
“I’m the Channel Five Future Star.” Despite herself, Helen could not keep the pride from showin
in her voice. It was still such a new sensation to be able to make such a statement. “Maybe you’v
seen me on TV.”
“If I had, I’m sure I’d remember it,” the boy said seriously. “I don’t usually watch TV much, but
can see where I’m going to have to start.”
“There’s a big screen down in the common area,” Helen told him. She picked up the bottle o
suntan lotion and got to her feet.
He’ll be a nice addition to the men around here, she thought objectively. He’s not as handsome a
Barry by a long shot, but a lot of girls are going to like him. Wait till those two man-hungr
schoolteachers in 214 get a look at him. They’ll tear each other to shreds over who gets her hooks i
first.
“Enjoy the sun,” she said. “But don’t doze off the way I did or you might find yourself turned in
a lobster. This southwest sun can really get to you when you’re not used to it.”
“Got it. Good luck on not peeling.” Collingsworth Wilson raised a hand in casual farewell.
He’s nice, Helen thought again as she skirted the pool and climbed the stairs to the second leve
The doors to the second-floor apartments all opened onto a narrow balcony. She walked slowly alon
it, wondering how red she really was. It had been a foolish thing, she knew, to lie out like that right i
the middle of the day. A tan could look great on camera, but it had to be picked up carefully at n
more than an hour at a time.
If I do peel, she told herself, maybe I can work it into a report on the weather. “It was good and h
today. I hope you viewers showed better sense than I did.” That was the sort of thing she wa
beginning to learn to do, to toss out ad libs. As she kept telling Elsa, there was more to television wor
than just looking pretty and smiling. You had to think under stress and seem natural and come ou
with occasional quirky remarks so you didn’t come across as a mechanical doll.
There was a paper taped to the door of her apartment. She didn’t see it until she reached it, an

then she could only stand and stare.
It was a picture cut from a magazine ad. The text had been cut away, and what remained was th
image of a little boy on a bicycle.
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