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Remember how you made me crazy?

—DON HENLEY, “The Boys of Summer”




A DYBBUK IN THE WORKS

DO YOU WANT to hear a story with a terrible ending?

On Wednesday, March 12, 1980, Carl Fletcher, one of the richest men in the Long Island suburb where we grew up, was kidnapped from his driveway on his way to work.

It had been an unremarkable morning. Carl had awoken and showered and dressed and gone downstairs to kiss his wife, Ruth, goodbye, same as always. Ruth had already presented their two sons, Nathan and Bernard, with their bowls of Product 19 when Carl patted them on the head and left the kitchen and headed out the door into the bright sunlight. The weather was still generally straightforward back then, and spring peeked through the slush of a latest-winter storm that was taking its time to melt. The reflection blinded him a little; his vision was still pocked with dark spots when he inserted the keys into the door of the Cadillac Fleetwood Brougham he’d purchased the previous year.

His brain hadn’t yet registered the sound of someone else’s footsteps through the slush before a man leapt from behind onto Carl’s back and hooded him in one fast, balletic move, turning Carl’s world instantly to black. Inside the hood were the amplified sounds of Carl’s own suddenly fast breathing and grunting. Someone else—there were two men—pulled the keys from the lock and settled himself into the driver’s seat while the first man struggled with Carl. Now, Carl was a tall man. The two men seemed significantly smaller. It was only the shock of the attack that allowed them to successfully wrest Carl into the footwell of his car.

The Brougham drove away, down and out the C-shaped driveway, away from the giant waterfront Tudor on St. James Drive where the Fletchers lived. It drove through the township of Middle Rock, making a right onto Ocean Vista Road, passing the Fletchers’ neighbors’ own colossal homes, then over the bridge, then gliding right by, at the 1.8-mile mark, the sixteen-acre estate where Carl had grown up and where his mother was sitting at a Queen Anne desk right at that very moment, writing checks to the electric company and to the synagogue. Then, past the library, past the butcher, past Duplo’s Ski and Skate Shop, where Carl’s mother had bought him roller skates as a child and where he himself had just recently bought a first tennis racquet for his older son; past the turnoff to the synagogue where Carl had been bar mitzvahed; past the reception hall where he’d gotten married; past the two-block ghetto of auto repair shops, making a right turn onto Shore Turnpike and out of Middle Rock, which, until that moment, was most famous for being the setting of a famous novel from the 1920s (and its author’s residence there) and, since, for being the first American suburb to arrive at a Jewish population of fifty percent.

The kidnappers drove for about an hour until they stopped, pulled Carl out of the footwell, and dragged him up a few steps, into somewhere cavernous (the echo of the footsteps told Carl the place was cavernous), then dragged him down two flights of what felt like the same kind of serrated steel-tread stairs they had at the factory that Carl owned, Consolidated Packing Solutions, Ltd. From the steps he was pushed into a small space that he surmised was a closet. The dark became darkest. The Brougham was never found.

Carl was not suspected to be missing until around three o’clock that afternoon. An hour before that, Ruth had looked at the clock and realized that it was time to pick up Nathan from school. She was in the early stages of her third pregnancy and her morning sickness hadn’t abated by the afternoon and she was concerned it wasn’t actually morning sickness but a virus that had sent her to the couch that morning and kept her there for most of the afternoon, letting Bernard, who was four, watch three reruns of Gilligan’s Island in a row. She considered calling her friend Linda Messinger and asking her to pick Nathan up, but she’d already asked Linda to take him to school in the morning in the first place with her own six-year-old, Jared. Linda did not yet know that Ruth was pregnant, and so Ruth didn’t want to ask her—a two-way favor would have sold Ruth and her condition out, and Ruth didn’t want anyone to know this early, not even Linda Messinger, who she wasn’t always so sure was rooting for her. She instead called her mother-in-law, Phyllis. Phyllis was a widow with a driver and lived just up the road, a spry fifty-five or fifty (she had destroyed all records of her birth when she turned thirty-six or thirty-one—nobody knew for sure).

While Ruth waited for Nathan, she called the factory to ask Carl if he could pick up eggs and spaghetti on his way home. Carl’s secretary, Hannah Zolinski, answered the phone and made noises of delay and then confusion and then finally told Ruth that Carl had never made it into the office that day. Hannah had assumed he was taking a day off. She’d been surprised, she told Ruth, since there was a purchase order that needed fulfilling for the Albertson’s account, and Carl had expressed concern the day before that the drafting department was lagging on the order. This would put the factory behind schedule by days or weeks. Hannah hadn’t called him at home because, she told Ruth, there was no need to; the drafting department had delivered and everything was running smoothly for Albertson. (Secretly, Hannah was worried that Carl had told her he was taking the day off and she hadn’t remembered, which would make Carl angry. Hannah had recently become engaged to a man from the factory’s engineering department and had already been berated by Carl for her distraction several times in the prior two weeks. Carl, Hannah knew, took pride in a distinct form of management: running “a tight ship,” which mostly meant walking around with the baseline assumption that everyone was stealing from him constantly—sometimes in the form of money, but especially in the form of time. This was a lesson passed to him by his own father, who had founded and run the factory all the way up to his death, and this was why Carl rarely took time off, much less spontaneous time, and also why Hannah later told the police that she felt she would have remembered it if Carl had told her he was taking the day.)

Ruth hung up the phone, her finger to her mouth. She stood for a long minute, the phone going dead, then silent, then the dial tone, then the obscene, too-loud clamor of a 1980s kitchen phone off the hook. Her mother-in-law walked in and looked from Ruth to the phone and then back to Ruth.

“What is wrong with you?” Phyllis asked.

Within twenty minutes, the local police arrived. Within an hour, Ruth’s mother, Lipshe, entered. Within twenty-four hours, the FBI was setting up camp at Carl and Ruth’s home: five full-time agents (two of whom were named John), one of them a woman (Leslie), around the clock, sleeping in the guest rooms and the kids’ rooms and the living room. There were three members of the Middle Rock Police Department assigned to the house, but they were mostly useless. Owing to its wealth and relative distance from anything that resembled a working-class neighborhood, Middle Rock was a preternaturally safe place in the 1980s, and the police there had no experience dealing with something as strange and theoretically violent as a suddenly missing person.

Ruth showed the agents recent pictures of Carl from their nephew’s bar mitzvah and gave a description: six foot three, meaty but not fat, a prolific head of beautiful brown hair that defied logic—at thirty-three, a mere one on the Hamilton-Norwood baldness scale, same as when she met him—brown eyes that always looked like they were in a squint but were nonetheless kind, and a nose whose apex pointed downward so that he almost always looked like he was slightly repulsed by the thing he was looking at. Ruth’s eyes stopped on a picture of the two of them dancing, her looking over her shoulder, perhaps her name being called by someone or just the photographer who took the picture. “This is us dancing,” she said. The agents nodded thoughtfully and wrote in their notepads.

And they asked questions: Was anyone angry at him? Did anyone have reason to threaten him? Did he ever talk about enemies, or even something more innocuous, like a random person who hated him? Was there—just hear us out—was there possibly another woman?

“You keep mentioning this Hannah Zolinski,” one of the Johns said, checking his notes.

“She’s his secretary,” Ruth said, exasperated. She did not like feeling accused; she did not like that in addition to managing the stress of this absurd situation, she had to also clear her husband’s reputation when it seemed very clear to nearly everyone that he was a victim of something. “If you knew how he gets frustrated with her,” she tried. Then, quickly, as if this might vindicate him in his absence: “She’s engaged! Hannah is recently engaged! To a Socialist!”

It was chaos. Men Ruth had never seen before walking in and around her house. Vans in her driveway. The phone ringing and ringing. Into this walked Phyllis’s nephew, Arthur Lindenblatt. He was a wills and trusts lawyer, and, more importantly, the family’s wills and trusts lawyer, which made him the family lawyer, since prior to just that moment, the Fletchers had had no need for a lawyer beyond their extensive wills and their massive trusts. Phyllis had called him right after the police had contacted the FBI. He’d been working from home that day at his house in Roslyn because he had a date at the Nassau County courthouse for a will declaration in the late afternoon. He had been headed into his car when his wife, Yvonne, bellowed to him from the doorway and told him that his aunt Phyllis was on the phone and that it was urgent.

Arthur never made it to court that day. He arrived at the Fletchers’ house amid one of the first of several tense exchanges between the agents and Phyllis. One of them had just referred to Phyllis as Ruth’s mother—“What time did you call your mother again?” asked one of the Johns—and Phyllis was treating them to a long-form lecture on the Fletcher family tree and how it wasn’t too complex to keep it all together and how a person should do his job correctly if a person wanted to seem competent to the people relying upon him.

“So you see, this is my daughter-in-law,” Phyllis was saying when Arthur walked in, wearing his trench coat, his briefcase in hand. “It is my son who is missing. This isn’t so much to keep straight.”

The agents stared between them, more confused than ever. Phyllis and Ruth shared a specific pointiness of the face. They shared chins that curved to a forward point (an aspect that was prettier on Ruth than it was on Phyllis) and noses that had been reshaped by the same plastic surgeon in Manhattan, a doctor known throughout Long Island for being able to coax something parenthesis-shaped—or curly-bracket-shaped even—into not the ski slope that all the Jewish girls thought they wanted but should not have for its dissonance with their other fairly prominent, highly Semitic features, but something more appropriate: the dignified snub nose instead, with its 106-degree nasal tip rotation, narrowed at the end to a slightly wider point that might seem more coherent with the rest of a Jewish face. So many mothers and daughters ordered that same nose from that same doctor that it stands to reason that if Lamarckian evolution theory was real, the daughter’s daughter would just be born with that exact new nose, which itself would come to define the American Jewish nose. Phyllis and Ruth were not mother and daughter, obviously, but they both had paid separate visits to this doctor years before they’d ever met. Phyllis and Ruth also shared the same hint-of-mahogany hair and brown eyes, ironed dry at each shampoo (Lamarckian evolution theory would also finally yield straight-haired Jewish girls, though this would stymie the American economy). All to say that Carl had married a version of his mother, and even a gifted federal investigator, if Gentile, might reasonably be mixed up over who was biologically related to whom.

“I can answer any questions,” Arthur told the agents, setting down his briefcase and shaking their hands. “Why not let Ruth see to the children?”, and Ruth absconded to her bedroom, where her own mother comforted her in Yiddish as Ruth cried into her lap. (Arthur’s protectiveness was, at first, interpreted as a need to control information and would later be the main reason the agents took a brief interest in him as a possible suspect. But Arthur wasn’t controlling; he was performing from muscle memory. Arthur was a mild, kind man who was prone to co-dependence and had years of experience by then defusing his aunt Phyllis’s great temper through obeyance and servitude.)

So the agents asked their less gentle questions about the family to Arthur. These new questions were, of course, about money. For those agents had perfunctorily sniffed around for women and car accidents and nervous breakdowns, almost out of politeness, but they had taken one look at this house—the largest on a block of extremely robbable homes, the deck that reached over the Long Island Sound like the Sound was their own personal swimming pool, their own personal swimming pool, the crescent driveway, the modern appliances, the marble bathrooms, the velvet couches, a Jaguar XJ6 (Ruth’s) in the driveway. Then they’d heard from the local police all about the mother who lived a mile away on a sixteen-acre estate on the same water and they pretty much knew immediately what was really going on here, which was that the Fletchers were not just rich but extraordinarily, absurdly, kidnappably rich.

Meanwhile, Phyllis had set herself up in Carl’s study and responded to phone calls from the shul’s Sisterhood and from the women of the Historical Society of Middle Rock (she was the president of both). Phyllis rolled calls to her various connections—the president of the township, the mayor, their councilman, a state senator who had been helpful on factory matters in the past, one of the several local representatives that the Fletchers had regularly welcomed to holiday dinners and their children’s bar and bat mitzvahs—all of whom reassured her that there was a multitude of help set on finding Carl, a task force coming out of every office, that every resource was being deployed, that they knew exactly who she was and therefore exactly who Carl was. The Johns and Leslie begged Phyllis to halt her interference and let them run point, but there was no stopping her. Phyllis had a suspicion, a deeply Jewish one borne of events that had played out in her very lifetime, that actually it was her connections that would help her here instead of the law enforcement that was tasked with it—that the fast and enthusiastic location of her missing son, more and more missing as time went on, would happen not by someone obligated to help her but by someone trying to please her.

By the time the synagogue’s Men’s Club was forming search parties, the FBI agents were passively condoning them. They saw that they couldn’t stop Phyllis’s force, so they let it inform their strategy. The agents figured that this might be the kind of thing that showed a potential kidnapper that nobody had a clue where to look, which, in turn, might reassure him and make him lazy. There were all-points bulletins and sketches sent over something called a modem out to various police networks. There were wiretaps and surveillance cameras installed all over the property. There was license plate monitoring on the Long Island Expressway, as though Carl might just be driving back and forth from Middle Rock to Riverhead, Middle Rock to Riverhead.

But nobody could find him. They couldn’t even imagine where he was. His car was gone; it might as well have been sucked up into the sky. As the first day turned into the second and then the third, the people forming guesses about Carl’s whereabouts couldn’t even finish their thoughts, the guesses becoming vapor in their mouths before they could even become full sentences. A person couldn’t square these scenarios with the gruff, soft, totally bland fixture of Middle Rock who suddenly had a story—who suddenly had a soul—the minute he was disappeared from his driveway on a random Wednesday in March.

A KIDNAPPING. IN Middle Rock. A kidnapping? In Middle Rock? A place that watched the world from a safe distance—a place that got to choose when and how to interact with that world—now inside its grit, inside the dirty, crime-filled movies it had seen at the triplex on Spring Avenue Road, inside of the clandestine cesspool that belonged to tabloid newspapers and the thankfully put-to-bed 1970s and the irredeemable cities they’d long since abandoned. A kidnapping! In Middle Rock!

Both Nathan and Bernard were kept home for the first two days of the family’s ordeal. At old Mrs. Annette’s playgroup, Bernard Fletcher’s cubby sat empty of its usual inordinate amount of Wheat Thins and Fig Newtons. Mrs. Annette thought about Bernard, so curious and fearless. How hard it would be on a boy like that to learn so early why the limits they were constantly struggling to impose on him existed. At Middle Rock Grammar, in classroom 1B, the laminate fiberglass desk of Nathan Fletcher sat empty, too. What a nervous kid Nathan was; surely this would not help. In the faculty lounge a few doors down, Nathan’s teacher told the other gals that her sister had dated Carl briefly when the two of them were in high school, and now it seemed like she remembered her sister saying he was prone to depression. Had Carl offed himself? Had Carl run away? Did Carl take all his money and try to go live out his life not under the thumb of his terrifying mother and that oppressive, judgmental wife who always seemed so filled with suspicion at Nathan’s parent-teacher conferences? The principal of the elementary school wandered into the lounge to pour himself coffee and mentioned his memories of the Hearst kidnapping, and at this the teachers’ eyes became starry: Were there Hearsts in their midst? Were the Fletchers their Hearsts?

Elsewhere: In Walter and Bea Goldberg’s new avocado-colored kitchen, Bea closed the clunky door to her humongous new microwave, setting it for three minutes to cook from a recipe book titled Dinner Like Magic! Five Minutes With Your New Microwave (published by the company that made the microwave) and dialed her matching avocado-colored long-corded landline phone to ask Marian Greenblatt if she supposed that Carl had run off with that secretary from work that they’d seen at his thirtieth birthday party. Marian, who was standing in her newer, mustard-colored kitchen on her own matching landline phone, staring warily at her own new microwave and wondering how it could possibly not give a person cancer, said that her money was on Carl’s kook of a sister, Marjorie, being behind all of this. Marian had heard this theory from the caterer’s wife, Rona Lipschitz, who reminded Marian that Marjorie had been cut out of her mother’s will when she’d been engaged to that con artist years ago, which she knew because Marjorie told anyone who would listen until her mother found out and put an end to it. Then, just a few months before Carl went missing, Marian and her husband, Ned, had run into Marjorie and her new boyfriend out to dinner in Manhasset and determined the new boyfriend to be unscrupulous-seeming, though they were careful to say that Marjorie seemed as innocent (clueless) as ever. The Lipschitzes would make no such assumptions about Marjorie. The Lipschitzes had seen too much by then. The Lipschitzes would not even allow a microwave into their home.

Meanwhile, at the Hadassah bowling league that Linda Messinger had coerced Ruth into joining, the women (minus Ruth, of course) sat in their plastic molded seats and breathlessly traded information—not just the kidnapping, but the insanity of the concept of the idea of a kidnapping among them. They were speechless, they kept saying, speechless!

And yet, for all their speechlessness, none of them could stop talking about it. They hadn’t even planned on bowling that day; they’d shown up in order to change the setting of their ongoing discussion of these unimaginable events, to share ions of information they’d gathered or inferred or made up, to process what was happening to their friend and to the children—dear Lord, those poor boys—and to their town and therefore to the world. Only Cecilia Mayer was wearing her bowling shoes, though she, too, had arrived with a point of view and began quickly delineating several ways she’d seen on Ruth that all! was! not! well! in her family in the months leading up to this. She had seen Ruth and Carl at Michael Feldman’s bar mitzvah and they were not dancing and they did not take advantage of the Viennese dessert table, which, of course, supported the theory that Carl was having an affair and therefore had probably run off with a woman. It was Linda Messinger, loyal to the end, it turned out, who cut Cecilia off and reminded her that not only was there nothing wrong in the Fletcher family, but since when was Cecilia Mayer close enough to the Fletchers to notice anything different about them, exactly? Had she been invited to dinner at their home? Ever? Cecilia began to whine a high-pitched defense of herself, telling Linda to back off and confessing to the group that she, Cecilia, was pregnant, and that Linda shouldn’t be criticizing her in her condition! The women shifted their conversation then, gathering around Cecilia to ask the usual questions while Linda Messinger smiled an assassin’s grin.

Our grandmothers would often tell us that no matter how much you envy someone, if everyone threw their package of problems into the center of a room and was given a choice of anyone else’s, you would, guaranteed, pick up your own. We didn’t know if that was always true, especially when it came to the Fletchers, but perhaps now we did. Perhaps now we would truly say that we would pick our own problems over even theirs.

Or would we? It wasn’t just the puncture of crime into the community that itself kidnapped the Middle Rock imagination; it was the stench of glamour associated with it. It was the Fletchers’ wealth. Their money. Middle Rock was the kind of suburb that no longer exists, a community defined by common ethics and values and populated by a variety of middle-to-upper-class people who moved to be among others who shared those same ethics and values. The problem of extremely wealthy people living amid a clamor of plain middle-class people—forcing those middle-class people to contend with not their enormous luck but their remaining dissatisfactions—was a problem solved with the 1990s proliferation of the McMansion. Suddenly the middle class had plenty of space inside their hollow stucco walls to store their delusions. But we’re talking about the 1980s here, and Middle Rock still contained its own neighborhood ghettoes—the extremely wealthy on the waterfront and the merely comfortable farther inland. Everyone knew who had a lot of money and who had some; who vacationed where and who had a second home. The Fletchers, in that enormous waterfront house, just down the road from the even more enormous waterfront fenced-off estate where Carl had been raised, well, they were the pinnacle.

But all that money was like the white picket fence around the Fletcher estate: It obscured the view. You couldn’t see the Fletchers clearly through the mist of their fortune and whatever it was that you brought to your viewing of it. But now—now, with Carl gone and the streets humming with his disappearance—the people of Middle Rock could finally really see the Fletchers. It was all out in the open now, and the Fletchers’ neighbors, under the subterfuge of concern, could finally let their anxieties about their own finances and their own success and their own futures and their own legacies surface right in front of each other, and the ugliest part of themselves found them whispering, late at night, across the pillow to their spouses, not where was Carl Fletcher, or are we in danger, or has the world changed, but: Why not us? Why aren’t we rich enough to be kidnapped?

ON THE FIFTH dawn that Carl was missing, Ruth lay in bed, staring at the walls as the sun came up. The shadows created by the trees outside her second-floor window made a tic-tac-toe board pattern that reminded her of the garden trellis outside the house where Carl grew up. As the room brightened, the shadows were slowly absorbed by the wall they’d been cast against, and she felt like she was losing him all over again. The kids lay next to her: Nathan, who maintained four-limb contact with some part of her; Bernard, who had fallen asleep at the bottom of the bed, sleeping across her feet like a puppy, but not nearly as loyal.

Ruth’s thoughts wandered to Brooklyn, where she’d been raised. Each night she lay awake, staring at the ceiling, wondering which of the superstitions that she’d been taught as a girl could have prevented this. She’d stopped summoning those superstitions, those shots in the dark for protection, pretty much completely after she met and married a man whose wealth was its own elaborate system of safeties. She had, as a girl, been taught reams of rituals to forestall injury and demise—to spit three times upon hearing a scary thought; to step into the house with her right foot to avert disaster; to not cut her fingernails and toenails on the same day because that’s what’s done to you on the day of your burial; to not sit at the corner of a table, lest she not get married for seven years. She’d been taught to whisper “God forbid” over and over, to spit on the ground upon hearing the names of her enemies. But in recent years, since her marriage, she had begun to see all the superstitions that were her heritage as the silly burden of a poor and desperate people who had no control and no explanation of why they were constantly being chased to their death. If all those superstitions were to protect against the dangers that their poverty endowed them with, then money was the solution and it was time for them to finally relax.

But now she saw that the money had tricked her. It had made Ruth, a woman born a mere four years following the liberation of Dachau, believe she was insulated from danger. How could she forget the lessons of her Orthodox girlhood? This was all in God’s hands! Look at what happened if you allowed yourself to assume that your good fortune was guaranteed simply because it was vast. Idiot!

The walls were now completely faded of their shadows. It was morning again. Ruth braced herself for another day. She had come to accept that this was not a blip in her life; that whatever this was, however it ended, it would never not have happened. It was time for her to think deeply about it and its inevitable repercussions, to prepare herself: Maybe Carl had fallen in love with another woman, maybe even, yes, Hannah Zolinski, with her small waist and her daffy manner and her dark eyelashes and flushed cheeks. But it could be a million other things, too: Carl kidnapped by Arabs; Carl kidnapped by a psychotic woman who was obsessed with him; maybe Carl and the Cadillac, at the bottom of the Sound; Carl being murdered by his jealous sister, Marjorie, who was supposed to be traveling in Europe with a man everyone suspected to be some kind of grifter; maybe an alien abduction; maybe a fugue state. Maybe he was depressed and drove into the Sound; maybe he was drunk and drove into the Sound; maybe he was distracted and drove into the Sound. Maybe he was starting a new life somewhere far away, the pressure and predictability of running a family business he never had a choice in, suddenly, yes even at this late date, too miserable for him to endure.

Her thoughts spiraled further. Have you ever lost your child briefly at an amusement park or in a grocery store? Just for a second? It’s only right then that you ever truly understand how big and unsearchable the world actually is—how it is far too big to find something in it that is really lost.

Then, at 6:48 A.M., the phone rang.

Ruth’s mind went blank and alarmed, but her body knew what to do. She rose from her bed like a doll, in one jointless piece, and found her legs propelling her down the curling staircase into the living room, where Leslie, the female agent, and one of the Johns were wearing large headphones, as calmly as if they’d been sitting there and waiting for hours. John held up a finger of caution and then waved her in slowly.

Ruth sat down and tried to remember what to do: Listen, she was just to listen. Respond normally. Nobody else in the room. Normal normal normal. She picked up.

“Mrs. Fletcher,” a man said. He sounded far away and his voice was turned robotic through a filter.

She was quiet for a moment but he seemed to be waiting for her, so when John gave her another small go-ahead nod, she whispered, “Who is this?” Normal normal.

“I am a colonel in the organization known as the Caliphate Freedom Fighters of the Valley of Palestine. We claim responsibility for the bombings in the JCC of Tulsa on February sixth and at the Hamish Middle School in Los Angeles on March first and the execution of Rabbi Shlomo Richtstad of the Congregation Shaare Jacob on January twelfth. We have your Zionist scum husband. He is half-dead by now. I took off all his fingers and his ears but you can have the rest of him back soon if you volunteer to help fund our cause.”

“What do you—” Her voice was so high-pitched. She’d never heard it that way before. She couldn’t seem to modulate it. “What do you—”

He cut her off, which was good because she didn’t even know what her question was.

“Do not interrupt me,” the man said. “Two hundred fifty thousand dollars to the Eastern terminal, luggage carousel six, put it on the belt, at JFK. Noon. If you bring the police, or if you call them, or contact anyone, I’ll kill him now.”

Ruth gripped the phone with both hands.

“I need to know that he’s alive,” she said, searching her brain wildly for the way the Johns and Leslie had trained her for this moment, but now she recalled nothing. “I need to speak with him. Let me speak to him!” Leslie nodded. Ruth’d done it right.

“You don’t need to know anything, Jew pig. He’s barely alive. Another day like this and he’ll be done for and it’ll be your fault. Do you want that? You have children. You have little Nathan and Bernard.” How her blood went cold. “Make this simple. Make it simple!”

The man hung up. The call hadn’t lasted long enough for a trace with early 1980s technology. Leslie put her hand on Ruth’s shoulder and led her to a dining room chair. Ruth sat down and put her head in her hands. Her husband: his hands, his ears, their luck.

“Why would they think I didn’t call the police all these days?” she asked. His hands. His ears. Their luck.

“We just don’t know who we’re dealing with yet,” Leslie said. “If they think you won’t call anyone, we have to play it like you haven’t called anyone.”

The federal agents began a swirl of activity around Ruth as she tried to picture it all. There were several phone calls to some kind of headquarters, after which all the agents stood together in a circle and began to talk quickly and in codes that Ruth didn’t understand. She stopped trying when a scream pierced the space, and everyone jumped, the only time Ruth ever saw the agents relent to the tension. The scream was Nathan’s. He had awoken to find his mother gone.

At eight A.M., Linda Messinger came to take Nathan to school, same as she had been doing the past two days. Ruth was instructed to bring him out to the car without giving any indication to Linda that “the situation was moving,” was how the agents put it. At eight-thirty
A.M., one of the Johns went to the Manufacturers Hanover Bank on Spring Avenue Road to tell the bank manager to gather $250,000 in out-of-sequence bills from the vault and to mark them and record their sequencing. At eight-forty-five A.M., Phyllis arrived to help Lipshe take care of Bernard while Ruth made the ransom drop, and Bernard, who understood from the sudden, quick movements in the house that something had changed, saw his mother running toward the car and began one of his epic, seizure-like, trance-like tantrums.

The tantrums had started when Bernard was about eight months old, when he was becoming truly sentient and either failed all lessons of object permanence or rejected the notion that he should ever suffer for a moment without the beloved object that had dared to escape him. For the time up to and including the kidnapping, the object was his mother, and her departure—or her trip to the bathroom, or her falling out of sight for even a second, or even a too-long blink of his eyes—would set him off. The tantrum would start out with the distant rumble of a gathering storm—the inhale—and by the time there was an exhale, Bernard had completed all manner of destruction: ripped clothing, a bloody nose, lungs that were raw and scraped. In the years since he’d learned to talk, the tantrums hadn’t abated, though they had become less frequent. The problem was that their severity had become more violent than they’d ever been. The last time he’d had one, which was at someone’s pool club on July 4, he had passed out from the wind of his fit, and a lifeguard had had to call in a medic.

Now one was coming, and Ruth and Phyllis made eye contact.

“What should I do?” Ruth asked.

“Don’t worry, just go,” Lipshe said, in Yiddish.

But Bernard, caught between them and sensing a showdown, unleashed his scream, and, swiftly, the decision was made that he should at least go to the bank with Ruth, because the police would be at the bank, just in case. (Of course, this plan was endorsed by the agents, who were fairly agog at the tantrums they’d witnessed so far that week.) So Ruth put Bernard into the backseat of her Jaguar, and drove to the bank.

She couldn’t think. She no longer had instincts. Her world was upside down and she’d outsourced decision-making to anyone who volunteered. Ruth walked into the bank with Bernard’s tiny legs wrapped around her waist. She sat in an office while the bank manager brought her tea and tried to make conversation while Bernard hit the desk with a ruler. When the manager asked Bernard to stop, Ruth yelled at them both. She left an interminable thirty minutes later with a large paper bag, like from the grocery store, run-walking to her car, shoving Bernard into the backseat again. From there, she drove to JFK, checking her rearview mirror, holding her head up while she sobbed loudly, barely aware of herself.

Ruth parked and pulled Bernard out of the car, walking so fast to the Eastern terminal with her large paper bag and her son around her waist that she nearly tripped twice. After the second time, she put Bernard down and made him run alongside her. Then, a third time, she dropped the bag, then dove toward it with a combination of a scream and a sob as Bernard watched. For his part, he didn’t cry or even react.

Inside, Ruth found the carousel and placed the bag on the belt, though it wasn’t moving. She was afraid that she hadn’t asked enough questions: Was she just supposed to leave it there? Was she supposed to wait until someone picked it up? What if someone else wondered about a paper grocery bag on the luggage carousel, looked into it and found a small fortune and just took it and the kidnapper never knew she’d dropped it off? She looked around the terminal to try to identify any of the agents she was told would be there, but she couldn’t make any of them out. That sleeping custodian? The stewardess on the pay phone? The couple with four teenage children, complaining angrily about lost luggage from a trip in from Rome? Couldn’t be. How would an agent have gotten an airport uniform so quickly? How could they have uniforms? Actual children? No one would use actual children for this. Unless?

She was lost; she was terrified. All she needed was a wink, a nod, an iota of prodding—You’re doing it right, Ruth! Keep going, Ruth! But she couldn’t continue to look at them because yes, those people could be federal agents or police, but they could also be the kidnappers.

She started to walk away backward, backward, backward until finally, about fifty feet away, she turned around and started walking out of the terminal. Now what, she thought. Now what. NOW WHAT.

Once she was outside, she ran back to her car, and a great panic set in. How could she have agreed to send Nathan to school that day? How could she believe these people who didn’t know what they were doing? She looked over her shoulder at her silent, petrified son. How could they have let her bring him along? Because of a tantrum? These federal agents were so afraid of a child’s tantrum that they sent him along on a ransom drop? What kind of people were these? What kind of people were running this operation?

She looked at her watch. Nathan would be home soon, but, in Ruth’s state, she felt that would only make him more vulnerable! Even with the agents who stayed in the house, even with Phyllis there! Her children! How could she send Nathan to school? Was she determined to lose everything? She should have walked Carl to the door that day!

She arrived at her car to find a note on the windshield on a scrap of yellow legal pad paper.


TWA TERMINAL 5 LAGWARDIA. BAG CLAIM 9.



She looked around again, frantic. She wanted to scream into the air: Hello! Hello! She was holding Bernard so tightly that he finally began to kick her. She said in a scream that was also a low whisper of vicious hatred, “Don’t do that!” Now it was unnerving to her that Bernard didn’t cry, that his face didn’t change when she did that, and she realized it wasn’t that she was just unnerved, it was that she wanted him to cry, to be scared with her. What kind of monster is he, she wondered. Then: What kind of monster am I?

Once again, she threw Bernard into the backseat of the car and drove out of the airport toward LaGuardia, searching her rearview for anyone following her, then realizing that she wouldn’t even know if a person following her would be good or bad and so she became scared to look into any of the mirrors and nearly caused an accident on the Grand Central Parkway twice when she tried to change lanes without looking, both times screaming as she swerved, the scream becoming not just the outpouring of the shock of near-collision, but the deep, deranged cry of someone who had held it together for five days and was now fully going insane.

She arrived at LaGuardia and parked, once again running with Bernard through the airport, arriving, and looking around—for what? For her fingerless, earless husband? For his corpse?

Nothing. There was nothing. She went to the baggage claim, only to find there was no baggage claim 9 in TWA’s terminal. She began to spin around, left to right, hoping to catch someone—hoping to signal some distress to someone who was watching her. Weren’t they supposed to be watching her?

And Bernard was still stone-cold quiet.

She ran back to the parking lot. She realized she didn’t know who’d written the note on her windshield—was it the kidnappers, or maybe the FBI? Weren’t kidnappers only supposed to communicate in cut-out letters from magazines? Were FBI agents known to be notoriously bad spellers? See? Fully insane!

The only thing left to do was to go home. She placed Bernard in the back of the car, bound again toward Middle Rock, sobbing miserably the whole way, to her home, where Phyllis and Lipshe were waiting for her now, plus twelve more federal agents, plus the local police had returned. They all came out to the car. Ruth got out on wobbly legs, ready to hear the inevitable conclusion of this, which was that her husband was dead.

“What?” Ruth asked. “What? What!” She began to scream what what what over and over until Leslie found her and pushed down on her shoulders and someone else brought her water. She heard crying. Nathan was there, holding his Bubby Lipshe’s hand.

Phyllis took Ruth by the hands.

“We got him,” she said, her voice shaking and deep. “We got him!”

What had happened was this: Ten minutes after Ruth had dropped off the money, Carl had been dropped in his dirty clothes, covered in vomit and blood and piss and shit, writhing and convulsing outside the bathroom of the Mobil station that lived in the median of the Northern State Parkway. By then, Carl’s blindfold had come loose from the way he’d fallen and he’d been able to wriggle it off for the first time in five days. The sun came at him too fast and hard and he thought he had gone blind. By the time he could see shapes formed through the sunlight, a state trooper who had just been patrolling for speeders was approaching him with his gun drawn. The trooper, seeing that Carl was already bound and handcuffed, holstered his gun and radioed for backup and an ambulance.

Within thirty minutes, Leslie and both Johns were driving Ruth and Phyllis to Long Island Jewish, where Carl was being seen by a team of doctors and trauma nurses and a psychiatrist. Phyllis and Leslie waited in the family lounge with Ruth, who was crying so hard that her diaphragm overtook her and began to predict her sobs for her, drowning out her words. She knew by then that whereas she had long considered that her life was divided between before and after her marriage to Carl—between girlhood and womanhood, between poverty and wealth—now she knew that the divide had only begun on their wedding day. The divide was actually this vast thing that included their wedding and their children and ended at this moment, with her in a waiting room and her husband two hallways away from her, her future unknown, and that it started right now, the real division of her life: before the kidnapping and after it.

An hour later, Ruth was brought in to see her husband, lying on the bed, bruised and sedated. She cried and kissed his ears and fingers, which were still very much present and accounted for, though Carl didn’t know why she did that. He looked at her hard, searching for something behind her eyes.

“The kids?” he asked in a sob that sounded like a cough. “They didn’t tell me. They wouldn’t—”

“They’re home with my mother,” she said.

“They’re OK? They’re fine? You’re fine?”

“We’re fine, we’re fine. Carl, you were the one who was—” But she didn’t finish. It would be a long time until she could say the word to him out loud.

Phyllis was let in second, to her umbrage. She held her son’s hand, staring down in what was an exaggeration of labored politeness, until Ruth, who was hovering nearby in shock and bewilderment, realized that Phyllis wanted her to leave the room. Ruth had no fight left in her, so she left, and, as she did, she heard Phyllis lean into Carl, who had begun to cry, and say, “Listen to me, boychick. This happened to your body. This did not happen to you. Don’t let it in.”

After two days of observation, Carl returned to Middle Rock, but not to the house on St. James Drive. Phyllis moved Carl and Ruth and the kids into one of the sizable caretaker cottages on Phyllis’s estate while they waited out Ruth’s pregnancy, since they couldn’t possibly return to the house, and between Carl’s ordeal and its aftermath, they knew that more stress would not be good for Ruth or the baby. Phyllis ordered Arthur to put Carl and Ruth’s house up for sale, and Ruth was too tired to object.

Nathan and Bernard settled into a shared bedroom on the second floor of the cottage, and Phyllis and Ruth watched them closely for the next few days. They agreed that the best thing for the kids was to not call attention to anything that had happened, to allow the whole horrible ordeal to fade into history. Ruth continued to send the boys to school and playgroup, and their teachers were instructed to not pay any special attention to the children—to help the Fletchers transmit the message to the two small boys that everything was fine, that nothing had happened, that it had all worked out, just like it always did.

And it seemed to work. Things seemed fine. They seemed better. Except that Nathan now refused to go outside for recess and a special, dedicated teacher had to stay inside with him in a classroom while he sat beneath the windows so that he couldn’t be seen from the outside. And except that Bernard was now wetting the bed. But they were mostly fine.

The Fletchers worked hard to make their world normal again. Phyllis began plans to build a house on the estate where Carl and Ruth and the kids could live permanently. Ruth ultimately agreed, seeing how loath Carl seemed to make big decisions right then and that Phyllis, so confident, knew what was best. Slowly, Ruth resumed taking her fitness walks with Linda Messinger and showing up at the Hadassah bowling league. Phyllis resumed monthly Historical Society meetings. And then, like a triumphant fist to the sky: In October, Ruth gave birth to Jennifer Suzanne Fletcher—Jenny—a daughter.

Meanwhile, the most confounding part: As the FBI began their investigation, they kept arriving at dead ends on the assertions that the kidnapper had made during the ransom call. There was no record of any organization named Caliphate Freedom Fighters of the Valley of Palestine. There were no reported bombings of the JCC of Tulsa in February or ever. There was no such thing as the Hamish Middle School in Los Angeles or anywhere else. And if a rabbi named Shlomo Richtstad had been executed in January, there was no report of it anywhere and no Congregation Shaare Jacob to mourn him.

Then, just three weeks after Carl’s return, the FBI was tipped off that the bills, which were marked, had come into play at a Dairy More convenience store in Maryland. Two weeks after that, following a brief sting, Drexel Abraham, a man who had spent the sixteen months prior to the kidnapping driving a truck for Consolidated Packing Solutions, Ltd., was arrested. He had spent ten years prior to that in prison, having received a major sentence for some minor involvement with a Black militia in Oakland in 1967. He had been released from prison only to find that the revolution he’d signed on to fight for had ended before it started, that the exciting movement that had caused his participation in the militia had dissipated, and the hippies had turned into yuppies and the cause was no longer justice but greed and plain old getting by.

Drexel’s prison record was enough for the FBI to have taken an early interest in him; it didn’t help matters that he’d quit his job at the factory three weeks before the kidnapping and had relocated to Maryland two days after it. When they raided his home, they found $9,479 in the very same marked bills Ruth had run down Spring Avenue Road in a paper grocery bag with. In the spate of confessions that followed, it was revealed that Carl had been kept for the duration of capture in the rarely visited basement of his own factory, in an annexed space where the stockpiles of various epoxies that had been tagged and outlawed were stored.

His own factory.

Nobody could get over that, that he’d been kept exactly under their noses: not the FBI, who hadn’t thought to look; not Phyllis, who wondered if she had sentenced Carl to this fate when she’d forced him to continue running the factory after his father died suddenly all those years ago; not Ruth, who could not bear that they’d had the keys to where he’d been, that the world hadn’t been so large as they thought; and, according to the shock on his face, certainly not Ike Besser, the factory foreman who had shown up every day to run the factory while his boss had been missing, and who had been the person who hired Drexel Abraham in the first place. Ike had known about Drexel’s criminal record but felt that the spirit of the country and the time was the second chance.

“I’ll never forgive myself,” Ike said to Carl when he visited his boss at home after he was discharged from the hospital. “That you were right down there.” He teared up. “Trapped like an animal. Carl, I’ll never forgive myself.”

“How could you have known?” Carl asked. “I didn’t even know. Air I was breathing my whole life, and I didn’t even know.”

“I’m so sorry,” Ike said, now with his face in his hands. “I’m so sorry.”

The district attorney told Carl that he wanted to offer Drexel Abraham a reduced sentence in exchange for the other kidnapper, the one they thought might be the mastermind of the affair. It had seemed clear after an interview with Drexel that he was not capable of planning and executing anything like this. But Phyllis said there could be no settlement. Phyllis, who was present every time there was business on the matter of Carl’s ordeal, said they could use other means to find out who it was; she would not allow for the idea of Drexel Abraham walking the same streets as her son in any less time than the law owed them.

Then, just a few days later, news came that more of the marked bills had been found when Drexel Abraham’s brother, a hospital orderly named Lionel, had used them to purchase a used Datsun in Maryland. The police raided Lionel’s home and found $13,587 in an old Royal Dansk cookie tin in Lionel’s bedroom. He was arrested immediately, and, over three days of being starved and deprived of sleep in a windowless interrogation room, confessed to planning Carl’s kidnapping.

Drexel and Lionel Abraham were each convicted of a class B felony. They received the maximum sentence of twenty-five years, with five additional obstruction-of-justice years for Drexel for not turning in his co-conspirator. The Fletchers went home from the sentencing to celebrate Passover and think about how they were free now, at least for many years.

But they needn’t have worried about prison terms. Drexel died three years into his sentence in a prison riot, during which he was crushed by a closing door to his cell. And then, just eighteen months later, his brother Lionel was killed by a swift, undetected bout of pancreatic cancer.

Two years later, the FBI came to visit the house to tell Ruth and Carl that all the trails to the remainder of the money had gone cold. They had no leads, and they were officially closing the case. Carl had hired a private investigator—a former Mossad agent that someone had introduced him to named Gal Plotkin—to try to track that money, and even to monitor large deposits and spends in the region and in Maryland, where Drexel and Lionel had been found. Carl felt like if the money was still out there, he was somehow still in danger.

But he was handling the rest of it all so well. He was working at the factory, the very locus of his imprisonment. He was
functioning. He was sitting at the dinner table, and maybe sometimes he’d get caught in a middle-distance stare, but he was fine. This had happened to his body, after all, not to him.

One month to the day after he was released from the hospital, Carl returned to work, where no one mentioned that he’d been gone and the only indication that anything had changed was when Hannah Zolinski brought him his coffee and, handing it to him, began to cry so hard she couldn’t speak. He stood up and patted her shoulder and said, “Now, now. All of that is over. Now, now. It’s done.”

THE FLETCHER DISAPPEARANCE, as it became known, was the third-highest domestic ransom ever to date. The second-highest was $650,000 for the kidnapping of the wife of an IBM executive in 1978; the highest was $1 million, for a state senator’s nine-year-old daughter in 1974, which had ended in a shoot-out and the kidnapper dead and the girl deaf and mute from the ordeal, now living in a well-appointed institution that looked like a home except for its lack of a family. News of the Fletcher disappearance, in addition to photographs of Carl leaving the hospital, made two national newspapers, four local news programs, and one national prime-time newsmagazine program.

“There’s a dybbuk in the works” was an old Fletcher saying about machinery at the factory that had begun to malfunction, one that Carl’s father, Zelig, had imported from Poland. The phrase was a cross-contamination of Zelig’s factory work and the terrible fables told in the Jewish ghettoes that either warded off or provoked unexplainable happenstance like an infestation of ants in a sugar bowl or Cossacks murdering your siblings in front of you. A dybbuk, as tradition tells us, is a miserable soul that cannot progress to a heavenly rest and instead stays on Earth and takes over someone else’s body, displacing the person’s soul in order for the miserable soul to do its final bidding. If an aspirator at the factory was malfunctioning, Zelig said there was a dybbuk in the works. If a group of cables all started snapping in short succession, there was a dybbuk in the works.

It was Carl who’d brought this phrase home to his own family, extending it beyond the confines of the factory: When the electricity went out during a storm, there was a dybbuk in the works. When an alarm clock stopped working for no apparent reason. When Nathan couldn’t form a sentence for his stammering. When the school called home about Bernard’s behavior. When Jenny would refuse to engage in the feminine activities that Ruth thought a daughter should be eager to engage in: shopping, makeup, learning to bake, what Bernard would later refer to as the Great All-Night Nose Job War of 1998. These were a dybbuk in the works, a time when things went more wrong than mere physics and logic could account for.

Eventually, the kidnapping was downgraded to that: A brief period when there was a dybbuk in the works. An inconvenience, a setback, an asterisk to the family legend. A time things went wrong, like when Bernard’s appendix burst, or the Holocaust. What were they but a people who could put the past behind them and move on and, most of all, prosper? The ordeal was over. This happened to Carl’s body. It didn’t happen to him.

This ethos seemed to work. How the Fletchers thrived. The tree they had planted yielded fruit. Nathan was the first Fletcher to graduate from college. He left Middle Rock (reluctantly) for Brandeis, where he met and married a jappy, zaftig girl, then moved back to Middle Rock and settled in as a land use lawyer at his cousin Arthur Lindenblatt’s Manhattan law firm.

Beamer, as Bernard roundly came to be known, attended film school at NYU after a storied high school career, where he relieved nearly a full quarter of his class of their virginities. He became a moderately successful screenwriter, most notably of a trilogy of action movies that are, to this day, in constant replay on certain basic cable channels (and sometimes the pay ones, but only the less prestigious ones and only late at night). He finally married when he was thirty-five, a Gentile actress of twenty-six whom he’d met on the set of the second movie in the trilogy, and now had two children.

Jenny, the only Fletcher who had not been born at the time of the kidnapping and had never lived in the St. James Drive house except as an embryo, left Middle Rock the night of her high school graduation. She attended Brown for undergrad, rarely coming home except for the occasional Jewish holiday, or a nephew’s bris. She’d shown impressive aptitudes in several areas and was considered gifted before that word meant privileged and merely bright. She was a National Merit Scholar, Phi Beta Kappa, the star of her basketball team (owing to her preternatural Jewish-gigantic height of five foot nine), a two-time Model UN champion, and the recipient of so many science fair gold medals that an engineering think tank tried to recruit her straight out of high school. She helped found the school’s robotics team, an extracurricular that was in its infancy in the United States (Middle Rock’s team is still a top-placing robotics team in competitions to this day). All that, plus she played the cello, plus she’d so dazzled in her role as Mary in the middle school musical, The Secret Garden, that a parent at one performance wondered aloud if the school was now bringing in ringers. Last anyone had heard, she had somehow become a labor organizer in New Haven, where she had attended graduate school, slowly climbing in the ranks until she had some position of authority. If her choice of a career—its Socialistness, but also its smallness—surprised people, her success at it didn’t. There was nothing Jenny was ever going to do that she wasn’t going to excel at.

And Ruth and Carl remained on that estate with Phyllis, behind that white fence—which was now electrified, of course—the worst part of their lives behind them, never to be visited again.

They were fortunate, the Fletchers. They were lucky. They took every advantage given them and moved endlessly forward toward an enduring future of hope and success, their paths lined with gold, their prior failures and bad luck paved over without consequence. They were the shining realization of the Jewish American dream, people who could load their plates with all that this country had to offer.

Now, obviously, this isn’t a terrible ending; this was the best possible ending to a horrific story. But life wasn’t over yet, and part of what happened next had to do with the way the Fletchers believed that they had done their time—that actually it was all that they’d been through already that had blessed them to enjoy this eternal sunny day. That the safety and survival they delighted in was earned by them, a sort of hazard pay for what they had endured. Carl Fletcher had been kidnapped and not only did this kidnapping not ruin his family; no, the kidnapping became a symbol of the family’s fortitude, of their ability to survive in the world. The Fletchers persisted, a beacon of what a person should hope for their family, arm in arm in lockstep down the pathways of happiness and prosperity.

The problem is that they didn’t stop to consider what the rest of us knew, which was that they had no right to set the conditions for safety and survival in the first place—that safety and survival might not work that way. They don’t care about you. They don’t accrue like an Israel bond. The more you bank on them as investments that feed off themselves, the more precarious and insidious their yields.

But what are you going to do? That’s how rich people are.




PART ONE

FAMILY BUSINESS




YOUR FUTURE NOW

THEN, EARLY IN the morning in late September just a few years ago, Phyllis Fletcher died. It was several days after Yom Kippur, and she lay in her living room, on her marital bed, which had been dragged downstairs by two of the groundskeepers. She was surrounded by her son, Carl; her daughter, Marjorie; her daughter-in-law, Ruth; and a squat, belligerent hospice care worker who hated Phyllis down to both of their spleens. Phyllis’s ungrateful grandchildren were nowhere to be found, and though she was delirious owing to her end-of-life medications, she made a note of it. The sun was out and the birds sang like it was any old day, and, as the clock struck ten, Phyllis emitted one last soft, anticlimactic breath that spoke nothing of her legend and succumbed to the autoimmune illness that had come for her in the last year, finally, finally prying her death grip from life. She was either ninety-three or eighty-eight.

Ruth led Carl out of the room, settled him into the kitchen, then made all the necessary phone calls. First to Nathan, then to Jenny, and then, because it was early in California and she didn’t want to call Beamer’s house and risk getting his wife on the phone, she called the rabbi.

“Baruch dayan ha’emet,” the rabbi said. “What a force she was.”

“Yes,” Ruth said, and they were both silent for a singular moment. That silence contained half a century of mutual, shared dread. Once it was over, they proceeded to make the arrangements.

Eventually, Ruth placed a call to her middle child, but it went to voicemail. She tried again before the hour was up. Then she tried a third time.

Over in Los Angeles, Beamer Fletcher heard the muted vibrational buzz in the distance—his phone, an organ that had been extracted from his grip but somehow continued to endure outside his body—and assumed correctly that it was his mother calling for a third time this morning, a call he would ignore under normal circumstances but especially under this one: naked and hog-tied on the floor of the Radisson Airport Hotel in Los Angeles, getting alternately whipped, taunted, and sodomized and otherwise tortured by the two women he had hired for this task, as he normally was on a Tuesday morning at nine-thirty. As it was, he was having a hard enough time focusing.

The two women had started their work on him just thirty minutes before. They had fed him six pills upon his entrance into the room: four Ambien, one something hexagonal and gray and full of mystery and excitement, one bright orange one, who knows what it did but what a nice pop of color it added! He took them in, straight down the gullet with a vodka assist, and then moved onto his back on the disgusting hotel carpet. The women, whose names were Lady and Beamer couldn’t remember, had flipped him over like a pancake and
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