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            Deep roots are not reached by the frost.
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            One

         
         Esther Larson knew the only good way to make a piecrust was with your own two hands.

         
         Sure, the recipe books may have said to use forks. A knife, perhaps. One of those pastry cutters Katharine Rose had, or even
            a food processor, which Esther’s eldest granddaughter, Olivia, had insisted on registering for at her wedding two years back.
         

         
         “Grandma, that just doesn’t seem . . . hygienic,” she had pointed out last week, watching Esther make this exact same piecrust.
            The same cups of flour, the same sprinkles of water, the same pinches of salt, the same scoop of lard, sifted through with
            her own fingers.
         

         
         “I washed my hands,” Esther responded confidently.

         
         “But if people knew that was how you make it . . .”

         
         “Olivia, this is how everyone who makes a quality piecrust makes their piecrust. I’ve been making this same crust for years.
            We didn’t have food processors then.”
         

         
         “Well, you also didn’t have statins then,” Olivia’s mother, Mary Frances, had butted in.

         
         Heart attack medicine! It was a low blow. Her daughter always felt the need to bring up Esther’s age. As if Esther’s impending death was on her mind constantly, as if she walked into her house and fidgeted about, wondering which granddaughter was going to get the porcelain rabbit on the mantel and the wall clock from 1900 and her ancient old cookbooks, weathered and stained. No, she shouldn’t think like that—Fran was a good kid. Esther was lucky; her daughter had turned out mostly okay. 

         
         But still. The death thing. The checking in, the reminding her to spend less time on her feet—it was exhausting, trying to
            always reassure her daughter that people like her were too determined to die. And she didn’t need the reminder. She saw it
            every single time she looked in the mirror, every time she climbed up the stairs from the church basement.
         

         
         She especially felt it today, as she leaned into the kitchen counter. These warm summer days could wear her out. They reminded
            her of all the things she used to be able to do that she couldn’t anymore, like ski across the lake and dive off her dock.
            But no, she thought, digging back into her crust. She shouldn’t think like that. She should be grateful for her years, however
            many of them she had left.
         

         
         “Esther!”

         
         She broke out of her reverie and turned to see Katharine Rose, shoving open her heavy front door and hobbling into the foyer.
            Her varicose veins must have been acting up. Katharine Rose had lived next door for the past fifty years, just across the
            patch of knee-high grass and wildflowers that separated the two homes.
         

         
         Esther and Felix had bought their house in Ellerie County the year after he returned from Vietnam and they got married. It
            had been a steal—a four-bedroom house overlooking Musky Lake, with rickety stairs leading down to the dock and fresh pine
            beams. All it needed was a new roof, and Felix had four brothers to help with that. Katharine Rose had barged right in with
            a platter of cookies to welcome them. On the other side was Patricia, or, as she introduced herself, “Mrs. Thomas Murphy.”
            Not even a name of her own, and she had had those long stick-on fingernails, too. She was a Lutheran, not that there was anything
            wrong with that. Esther was very open-minded. But still, they didn’t spend much time with her.
         

         
         Back then, Esther and Katharine Rose had been new wives together, and they’d spent the past fifty years helping each other through pregnancies and always-working husbands, sharing recipes and beers and tips for how to keep the dock spiders away. Esther’s daughter and Katharine Rose’s three boys had spent ages out on the lake together, splashing around and pushing each other off the piers. When Ed had left Katharine Rose for the tourist he met working as a fishing guide, Esther had cooked her dinner for a month, and Felix mowed her lawn every week till the day he died. 

         
         “Hey there,” said Esther.

         
         Katharine Rose plopped down at her kitchen table. “Is that pie for today?”

         
         Whenever someone in Ellerie County died, their funeral was held at St. Anne’s if they were Catholic or Trinity Church if they
            weren’t. Esther and Katharine Rose were the longest-standing members of the funeral committee at St. Anne’s. Every week, they
            provided luncheons for the bereaved in the church basement. Photos were passed, stories were told, and casseroles were consumed.
            The funeral ladies showed up with platters of peanut butter bars and steaming bowls of shredded beef, knowing they couldn’t
            fix broken hearts but might as well feed them. The long, cafeteria-style tables would fill with cousins and neighbors, all
            squirting ketchup into buns and talking about old times. A funeral was basically a family reunion, when you really thought
            about it, and family tensions are always soothed with a decent meal. It was the funeral ladies’ job to make sure the mourners
            had enough to eat. The last thing you needed to worry about after a funeral was where the nearest drive-through was.
         

         
         Esther always did a couple of sides, but she was typically in charge of dessert, too. She preferred pie, which was consistently a hit. Cookies tended to be left untouched. Who knew why? But a crumbly pie, made with Door County cherries, was always gone by the time the last mourner was starting their car. There was never any left to scoop into Tupperware and send home with the widow or daughter-in-law. 

         
         “Sure is,” she said.

         
         “Well, that’s why I came by. Do you know who today’s funeral is for?” Katharine Rose asked.
         

         
         “No,” Esther replied. She usually didn’t. It didn’t matter, really; all families needed the same type of food when someone
            died. Heavy food—food that stuck to your gut and filled you up. Occasionally they’d get a request for a vegetarian meal, or
            something gluten-free, which she admittedly didn’t excel at. Gluten-free flour just wasn’t the same.
         

         
         “Annabelle Welsh,” Katharine Rose said, as if Esther should know exactly who that was. Esther just stared at her blankly,
            and Katharine Rose whacked the table. “Annabelle Welsh! Ivan Welsh’s wife?”
         

         
         Ivan Welsh. She racked her brain. Damn it, she hated getting older. Hated it, and was embarrassed by her hatred of it, too. You weren’t allowed to forget anything when you were eighty-two. Olivia’s
            husband, Kurt, never remembered to put out their garbage can on Thursdays, was always having to drive over to the dump on
            Friday morning with a pile of recycling in his truck bed, but nobody accused him of dementia. Esther could still recite her mother’s recipe for pork roast at gunpoint. She could rattle off any number of
            novenas at the drop of a hat. But some of the names and faces were starting to quietly slip away. It felt like she was constantly
            groping around in a dark spice drawer, looking for the oregano.
         

         
         “Ivan Welsh, from Ivan Eats?” Katharine Rose insisted. “On the Food Network!”
         

         
         “Oh,” Esther said, relieved. It wasn’t an old neighbor. Esther didn’t watch the Food Network. She didn’t have cable anymore, since Fran had helped get her set up with YouTube TV. What did she want to watch a bunch of people on TV cook for, anyway? What these people called a profession, Esther just called something she did three times a day. “Here, chop an onion, will you? I’ve still got to make coleslaw later today.” She handed Katharine Rose the vegetable and a cutting board. 

         
         “Apparently, she was from here,” said Katharine Rose, reaching into the silverware drawer for a paring knife.

         
         “What was her maiden name?” Esther asked.

         
         “Robertson. Was she—wait, would her mother have been Agatha?”

         
         “Alice,” Esther said, a latchkey in her brain turning with a click. Alice Robertson, and Bill. They’d lived on the other side of the lake. They weren’t real social people, but they came around
            to church most weeks. Alice had worn a chapel veil, which was an odd sight in Ellerie, but to each their own. They’d had enough
            of the Wisconsin winters about ten years back and moved down to Florida. If Esther thought real hard, she remembered their
            daughter: Annabelle, who would float across the lake in an inner tube on most warm days. She’d been in Fran’s grade at school,
            but they’d never been close. Annabelle Robertson, dead. She’d have to call Fran.
         

         
         “Well, that’s a shame,” Esther said. Funerals for younger people were always heavier. When the elderly died—well, it was sad,
            to be sure. But it was the way of things. It was how the world was designed, really, that you would have children and a career
            and grow up and die, heading off to heaven with all those years tucked under your arm. When it was a middle-aged person, or
            worse, a child, the luncheon was softer, more muted. There was much less food consumed. Less chatter, too. More just sitting
            in grief and the knowledge that this wasn’t the way things were supposed to go. The quietest luncheon Esther had ever cooked
            for was when four-year-old Luke Fischer had drowned in the lake. That was probably the worst funeral of her life, besides
            her own husband’s five years ago. But Felix had been seventy-eight years old—not ancient, by any means, but a whole life lived,
            with a beautiful daughter, two loving grandchildren, and a long career at the insurance company. And the lung cancer had been
            quick.
         

         
         At her age, Esther had attended plenty of funerals. But she preferred to be on this side of the kitchen. She liked having something to do when people were grieving. There was no amount of words that would make a daughter feel better when she’d never see her mother again. But she needed to eat. A countertop needed to be wiped. A drink needed to be refilled. 

         
         “A car accident, I think,” Katharine Rose said, even though Esther hadn’t asked.

         
         “Why would the funeral be here? Alice and Bill moved ages ago,” Esther said.

         
         “Who knows?”

         
         Esther didn’t need to ask where Katharine Rose had gotten all this information. She got it the same place she always did:
            the church hall. Probably from Barbara Whittig. That woman’s nose for news could have given Dan Rather a run for his money.
         

         
         “Anyway,” Katharine Rose said, sliding the cutting board full of chopped onion back to Esther, “I should get back to check
            on the chicken.”
         

         
         “Oh, are you doing shredded in the Crock-Pot?”

         
         “No, I’m on casserole duty. I have a few different ones planned.”

         
         Esther nodded, giving Katharine Rose a wave.

         
         Ivan Eats, she’d said. When the door shut, Esther picked up her phone and headed to Google. People always acted as if women her age
            didn’t know how to use the internet, but she’d taken a class at the library a few years ago, and besides, her granddaughter
            Iris was always willing to help her.
         

         
         She clicked on the show’s Wikipedia page. Ivan Eats had been airing on television for nine years. Ivan Welsh is an American celebrity chef, author, and reality television personality. There it was, under personal life—Annabelle was his second wife, and he had two children, Cooper and Cricket. What kinds
            of names were those?
         

         
         So Annabelle Welsh had done pretty well for herself. A Hollywood husband! That was something. Esther still didn’t understand why on earth the funeral would be at St. Anne’s. But she supposed that wasn’t her business to know. It was her business to cook the food that people could eat while they cried and told stories, and that was exactly what she was going to do. 

         
          

         Esther was the first to get to St. Anne’s, like always. She flicked the lights on, and with a low hum, the room lit up. It
            wasn’t a spectacular room, but the high school confirmation candidates had given it a fresh coat of paint last year and that
            had brightened things up a bit. She pulled out the display easels that would soon host poster boards of photos of Annabelle
            Welsh and went to go preheat the oven and pull out the serving platters.
         

         
         “Hello, Esther,” a voice called down the stairs.

         
         “Hi, Father,” she called back. Father Sam was young, one of the Schumakers from over in Moose Junction. Some of the others
            at church didn’t even refer to him as Father—he was simply Sam, even though he’d been ordained two years now. But she was
            raised to respect priests no matter their age. Although she supposed that unending loyalty was probably what had gotten the
            Church in the mess it had been in for the past few decades.
         

         
         Esther had been going to St. Anne’s for fifty years. She’d seen plenty of priests come and go. She knew every corner and broken
            cabinet of the place, as if it were her own house.
         

         
         Her house—she winced just thinking about it. She adored her house. She’d cared for it meticulously, cleaning every inch of it until it shined, always making sure to keep the garden weeded and the porch rail stained. Her house was one of the most beautiful homes in Ellerie, and it wasn’t prideful to say that—it was just the truth. But it’d been hard, since Felix died, to keep up with the property taxes. She was quite a few months behind in the payments. The bank had been sending her letters in the mail, and she’d just let them sit in her mailbox, afraid to open them. Esther wasn’t some feeble, elderly charity case. She was still sharp as a tack, thank you very much. But those banks tried to make things confusing on purpose. She wasn’t even sure quite how much she owed. Besides, she was expecting a payment any day now from her friend Hazel, whom she’d lent some money a few months back. It was quite a bit of money. She’d carry the check over to the bank herself, and maybe bring some cinnamon rolls to soothe any tensions. Bea’s grandson was a teller there. 

         
         Besides, Esther wasn’t one to sit about just worrying and waiting. She kept herself busy, what with the Legion of Mary and
            the funeral committee and keeping up the house and helping Katharine Rose after her hip surgery. She’d joined the funeral
            committee back when she was a young mother and had found herself desperate for adult conversation. Katharine Rose had invited
            her after tasting her devil’s food cake. The key was making the water as hot as possible—scorching, preferably.
         

         
         Back then, the group had been bursting at the seams, women arguing over who got to bring the brown sugar pie and who was stuck
            with the ham loaf. Now the funeral committee at St. Anne’s was only Esther, Katharine Rose, and a handful of other women.
            All of them grandmothers, all of them complaining about hips and joints and arthritis. All of them standing in the kitchen,
            saying the Memorare and chopping salt pork for Irish stew.
         

         
         When Esther was gone, when all these women had had funerals of their own, who would cook these meals? Who would load up the
            plates of the sons and daughters and brothers and sisters left behind? Who would plug in the Crock-Pots and set out the napkins?
            People needed a place to eat, after a funeral. They had a hole that needed filling, and it was best filled with piecrust made
            by the hands of a woman who’d been making it the exact same way for fifty years.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Two

         
         Cooper Welsh considered himself a pretty positive person, but he hated three things: fireworks, Jeep Cherokees, and his father.

         
         He hadn’t known he hated fireworks until Memorial Day. He’d gone with a couple of buddies to watch the spread over Lake Michigan,
            with a cooler of beer and some chips from the gas station. They were meeting up with some girl Brian had been matched with
            on Tinder and her friends. But when the fireworks started going off—
         

         
         Bang.

         
         Pop.

         
         Crack.

         
         —he’d started shivering, even though it was 87 degrees. The heat that night had been thick and unforgiving; every inhale felt
            like sucking through a straw. But he shivered so hard, he’d dropped his beer.
         

         
         “Party foul!” Brian had crowed, his arm slung around Tinder Girl, who had blue hair and looked bored. But Cooper couldn’t
            hear him. All he could hear were the explosions.
         

         
         “Dude, are you okay?” One of Tinder Girl’s friends had reached over and touched his elbow.

         
         “Too many Busch Lattes,” Brian said.

         
         “Cheap beer doesn’t make you shake, asshole,” the friend snapped. “He’s really freaking out. Are you—”

         
         There’s blood and the taste of metal and a girl with her hand out—

         
         Help—

         
         Help me—

         
         He leaned forward and vomited all over his shoes, and some of it splattered on the Birkenstocks of Tinder Girl.

         
         Brian never got another text from her, and Cooper vowed never to go see fireworks again. This summer, he’d stayed home during
            the Fourth of July festivities. He’d put in his AirPods and listened to music as loud as humanly possible.
         

         
         The second thing he hated? Jeep Cherokees. It was a malfunction in her Jeep Cherokee that had left Tiana Lopez suddenly slamming
            on her brakes as her vehicle’s transmission stopped sending power to her front wheels and her car shut down in the middle
            of the highway. And when her car shut down in the middle of the highway, it was George Parker who had to dramatically swerve
            across several lanes so he wouldn’t slam into her. And when George Parker dramatically swerved across several lanes, it was
            the Subaru belonging to Cooper’s stepmother, Annabelle Welsh, that he T-boned, killing her instantly.
         

         
         And that brought him to the third thing he hated: his father, Ivan Welsh, who was currently muttering under his breath as
            he tried to find the church.
         

         
         “We’re going to be late,” Cricket said from the back seat of the Tesla.

         
         Ivan glanced at her in the rearview mirror. “We’re not going to be late.” It was Cooper’s car; a guilt gift from Ivan after
            the thing in North Harbor. Only Ivan would think buying someone a car was easier than calling to see how they were. He’d flown
            in from Los Angeles to the tiny Rhinelander airport, but he hated being in a car he wasn’t driving, so Cooper had been kicked
            to the passenger seat.
         

         
         “We were supposed to get there fifteen minutes early. I heard the priest guy say that yesterday,” Cricket said.

         
         “We’re not going to be late,” Ivan repeated.

         
         Cooper stared out the window. It was impossible to know where you were in Ellerie County. For starters, all the roads looked
            the same—thin strips of rocky asphalt surrounded on either side by fat towering evergreens. As you drove, you could see splashes
            of lake between the tree branches, and occasionally a curve in the road would expose you to a pond named after a woodland
            creature. Instead of road signs, there were simply posts with wooden arrows pointing in different directions, with words like
            Cubby Lodge and Tom’s Fishing Hole written on them. None of their phones got any service. Unless you knew the twists and turns of the road like the back of
            your hand, you’d wind up driving in circles around Musky Lake, looking for one particular cabin in a sea of cabins.
         

         
         “Shit, what street was that?” Ivan said, squinting out his window.

         
         “The church is on Main Street,” Cricket said. “Two-two-one-seven Main Street.”

         
         Ivan turned the Tesla to follow a brown wooden arrow that read Main Street in small carved letters. “If this goddamn town would get some actual street signs . . .”
         

         
         But they knew they were on Main Street when they found it. There wasn’t much, but just past the library and Coontail Market
            was a small church. There was already a handful of cars parked in the lot out back.
         

         
         Add a fourth thing Cooper hated: funerals. He was twenty-eight years old and this was only the third funeral he’d ever been
            to. It was also the one he’d hate the most.  
         

         
         “Your tie’s kind of messed up,” Cricket told him. He looked down. She was right—it was a few inches shorter than it should
            be.
         

         
         “Thanks,” he muttered. “Good to have a thirteen-year-old around for some fashion advice.”

         
         She rolled her eyes. His half sister was good at that. Cricket and Cooper had the same dark hair, the same love of fried cheese, and the same father. Cooper’s mom lived out in Maui, teaching surfing lessons and posting Instagram poetry. Annabelle—well, she’d been everything a mom should be ever since Ivan had married her. 

         
         Annabelle didn’t have a lot of family besides the three of them. Her parents had died just a few months apart about five years
            back. Cooper remembered their funerals, too; they’d flown down to Florida from Chicago and Annabelle had drunk an entire bottle
            of wine on the airplane. She didn’t have any siblings. There was a solid number of people at the church, though—friends from
            her work at the ad agency, mostly. But some other people, too, who had her nose. They introduced themselves as Annabelle’s
            aunt Lucy or her cousin Julia or her uncle Tucker, hugging an uncomfortable-looking Cricket and shaking Cooper’s hand as if
            they weren’t quite sure what to say to her almost-son.
         

         
         But nobody looked more uncomfortable than Ivan. He kept glancing at his phone. Cooper wanted to throttle him. His goddamn
            wife. And sure, he traveled a ton. Didn’t act much like a husband. About five years ago, he had gotten a girlfriend and stopped
            coming home altogether, and Annabelle had pretended she didn’t know why, even though she clearly did. Catholics don’t get divorced, she had told Cooper, and he had refrained from pointing out that he doubted the pope would approve of getting a girlfriend
            while you were still married, either. Annabelle and Cricket had moved to Chicago, where Annabelle had a cousin she was close
            with, and Cooper got a job as a paramedic in Milwaukee to bolster his eventual medical school résumé.
         

         
         But you’d think Ivan could at least put down the phone. All week he’d been taking calls from his agent and publicist and producer,
            all giving condolences and muttering what a shame it was and half-heartedly inquiring about the service, and Cooper’d heard
            Ivan say over and over: We appreciate it, but the funeral’s all the way in bumfuck Wisconsin. And look at him now, in his fancy suit. He’d shaved off his beard, too; he looked weird without it. The last time Cooper had seen Ivan freshly shaved and in a suit had probably been at his wedding to Annabelle. Cooper had been thirteen years old and still looked like an awkward preteen, with ears too big for his head and acne sprinkled across his forehead. People had gotten the exclusive wedding photos, and he’d hated them. The one Annabelle had hung in her and Cricket’s house wasn’t
            one of those overly lit portraits; it was a simple one of her and Cooper and Ivan, their cheeks squished together. She’d left
            it hanging there, all these years, even after Ivan and that actress got their picture splashed across the news.
         

         
         Annabelle. Annabelle! Shit, he was going to miss her, and he didn’t want to cry at this thing because Cricket was there. If
            anyone got to cry, it was his sister. He wandered over to the easel holding up a poster board that read In Loving Memory in cutout letters. Who’d made it? He had no idea. But there were photos: Pictures of Annabelle as a teenager, wearing a bikini
            and laughing at something off camera. Her wedding photo with Ivan—whoever made it didn’t really know her well, then, because
            she would’ve hated that it was there; she always complained about the dress Ivan’s publicist had made her pick because it
            would look the best in People. Photos of Annabelle and Cricket, their arms thrown around each other on a beach and on a hotel bed and at Cricket’s elementary
            school graduation. And there—one of Cooper, too. Annabelle was squeezing him and Cricket tight, and she looked so happy. It
            was from a thousand years ago. Well, ten. They were dropping Cooper off for his freshman year at Marquette, her alma mater;
            Cricket had started preschool that same year, back in California. Ivan couldn’t make it. He’d been filming a special in Thailand.
         

         
         There was a hand on his shoulder.

         
         “Excuse me.” Cooper turned and stood face-to-face with an elderly woman wearing an apron. “Are you the family?”

         
         “Um.” He cleared his throat. “Whose? Hers? Yeah, I’m her . . . I was her—she was my mom.”

         
         “I’m sorry,” the woman said.

         
         He nodded. “Thanks.”

         
         “We were just wondering if you’d be taking the food home afterwards or if you’d like someone to drop it off.”

         
         “Sorry?”

         
         “The food,” she said simply. “The leftovers. A crowd this size, and what we’ve got . . . you’ll have plenty to take home afterward.
            You can either take it after the luncheon or someone can drop it off later today. Either is fine. But I’ll grab your address
            if you’d prefer to have it delivered.”
         

         
         “Um—oh, gosh. I don’t know.” He couldn’t even picture Ivan’s face if someone handed him piles of Tupperware. Cooper and Cricket
            were planning on staying for a week; he’d taken a vacation from work and he thought Cricket could use some time to lie by
            the lake and read. Plus, Annabelle had a storage unit full of things they needed to go through. Then he and Cricket would
            be heading back to Chicago to pack Cricket’s things, and she’d come to Milwaukee with him to share his two-bedroom apartment
            while he flipped pancakes at the diner downstairs for hungover Marquette and UWM students. Ivan, however, was leaving the
            very next morning.
         

         
         “We really don’t need food,” he said, embarrassed. “I mean, any to take home.”

         
         “Everyone needs food,” the woman said. “Especially someone whose mother has died. With all due respect. I know he’s a big
            fancy chef, but you’ll be thankful for something that can be microwaved at ten o’clock at night.”
         

         
         He looked around helplessly, hoping he could mentally signal Cricket to come save him. But she was in her own awkward conversation,
            getting her cheek pinched by someone with Annabelle’s green eyes.
         

         
         “I knew Annabelle,” the woman said abruptly.

         
         Cooper started a bit. “You did?” Well, of course she did. She looked about a billion years old, and this was Annabelle’s hometown.

         
         She nodded. “I did. Well, her parents . . . are Alice and Bill still down in Florida?”

         
         Cooper shook his head. “They passed, actually. Alice had a heart attack and Bill had . . . some kind of bone cancer, I think.”

         
         She nodded. “Well. People our age . . . you know.”

         
         And what was he supposed to say to that? Where was Cricket when he needed her?
         

         
         “Can I ask why the funeral was here, anyway? Far as I’ve gathered, most of the Robertsons are over in Waukegan now.”

         
         “She wanted it here,” Cooper said simply. And that was the truth. Annabelle was always telling him and Cricket about Ellerie—the
            way you could hear the loons call in the middle of the night in the summer, and the way the lake was so frozen solid in the
            winter that trucks drove on it to go ice fishing. The way you could look up at the sky and see more stars than you could possibly
            count. The way you had to wear bright orange hats when going for a walk in the winter so a hunter wouldn’t mistake you for
            a buck. The way it tasted like fried fish and marshmallows. The way it smelled like home.
         

         
         “Bury me there,” she’d always say dreamily, closing her eyes.

         
         “Jesus, Mom. You’re morbid,” Cricket had said the last time, a couple of months earlier, as the three of them were eating
            tacos out of crinkly paper bags and watching some HGTV star help a couple find a house in the Northwoods. Cooper had come
            to visit them in Chicago and brought them dinner. Before he left, he’d helped Annabelle repaint the bathroom.
         

         
         “Ellerie,” she’d sighed. “My favorite place in the world.”

         
         But for all it was allegedly her favorite place, she hadn’t gotten back there. They’d never even visited. The night after
            the accident, as they’d sat around her kitchen table, Ivan staring at his hands and Cooper staring at the ceiling, his father
            had tossed out the idea of having the funeral in Los Angeles.
         

         
         “Mom hated it there,” Cricket said. “She wanted to be buried in Ellerie.”

         
         “Cricket, we don’t even know anyone there. And then her grave will be—”

         
         “Ellerie,” his sister said flatly. “She said to bury her in Ellerie.”

         
         Cooper snapped back to the present moment and the old lady in an apron staring at him curiously.

         
         “I guess—I guess drop-off would be fine,” he said.

         
         “Where are you staying?”

         
         “At a cabin we’re renting. Calberg’s Resort? We’re cabin number thirteen, but we haven’t even checked in yet.”

         
         “Hmm,” she said. “Well, why don’t I give you my phone number, just in case we need to coordinate something.” She reached for
            a pen on the table next to her, but Ivan grabbed his elbow. 
         

         
         “Cooper. Someone for you to meet.” 

         
         Cooper turned back to the lady in the apron, but another woman was pulling her back to the kitchen already. An older-looking
            man, someone about Ivan’s age, stood next to Ivan looking way too cheerful for a funeral. He had dark hair and a tie that
            was a weird shade of purple. 
         

         
         “Cooper Welsh,” the man said, clasping his hand on his shoulder. “The famous Cooper. Annabelle talked about you a lot. She
            was so proud . . . I had to meet you.”
         

         
         “Hi,” Cooper said uncomfortably.

         
         “Richard Gates. Your stepmom worked at my ad agency.”

         
         Richard Gates—also known as That Dick, according to Annabelle. The meanest thing she’d ever said about someone. She loved
            people, Annabelle, even the ones who were hard to love. Some people might have said it was one of her best qualities. Cooper
            considered it one of her worst.
         

         
         “That was nice of you to come all this way,” said Cooper.

         
         “I’ve got a daughter over in Moose Junction. Anyhoo,” Richard said, “Annabelle was always talking you up. Trying to find you a lady, maybe—ha! She’d talk about you to all the young interns. How she had a son who was a hero.” 

         
         Damn it. Damn it, Annabelle! He didn’t want to talk about this here, not with That Dick, not at her funeral. He smiled uncomfortably and saw the Oh, shit flicker across Ivan’s eyes.
         

         
         “That day . . . wow. Must have been something. You still a paramedic?”

         
         “No,” Cooper said. Richard stared at him, clearly waiting for him to offer up what he was doing. The answer was putting bacon on a griddle and adding extra cheddar to farmhouse scrambles, like a trailer-trash version
            of what his dad did, but he knew that wouldn’t impress Mr. Big Shot, Mr. Owns-His-Own-Ad-Agency, Mr. Brings-Up-Things-Like-This-at-a-Funeral.
            He had half a mind to say he was a crack dealer.
         

         
         Another elderly woman walked over to them and tapped Ivan on the shoulder. “Mr. Welsh? The service will be starting soon,
            if you’d like to make your way to the front pew.”
         

         
         “Well, I’ll let you get seated,” Richard said, smiling as if they were at a baseball game that was about to begin.

         
          

         Cooper worked in a diner. But he’d still never seen so much food in one place.

         
         There were four gigantic card tables filled with food. Shredded meats in Crock-Pots surrounded by pretzel buns and hamburger buns and Wonder Bread, every type of condiment imaginable lined up on the side. Huge Dutch ovens brimming with thick red pasta dishes, long silver spoons sticking out, waiting to be scooped. And potatoes—there was an entire table of just potatoes. Mashed, fried, french fried, baked. Potato casseroles, a big bowl of potato soup next to a stack of paper bowls, cheesy potatoes he remembered Annabelle making with frozen hash browns and shredded sharp cheddar. Even though Cricket was the youngest one there, there was an entire section of kid food, like homemade macaroni and cheese dotted with bread crumbs and a tray of dinosaur-shaped chicken nuggets. There was a make-your-own-sandwich station with lunch meats, and at least four trays piled high with brownies, cookies, and dessert bars. The bright plastic veggie trays were overflowing with raw cauliflower and halved cherry tomatoes, and there was enough fruit salad to feed every single person there three times over. 

         
         “Holy crap,” said Cricket.

         
         “Probably shouldn’t say that in a church,” Cooper muttered, glancing around.

         
         “I was going to say ‘holy shit,’ but I stopped myself. Jesus and all.”

         
         He leaned over and flicked her temple before putting an arm around her and pulling her in tight. He loved his stupid sister.
            Legal guardian—those were big, thick, heavy words. But what else could he do? Let her live with Ivan? Have her spend eighth grade on airplanes
            or with some kind of nanny? She’d like Milwaukee.
         

         
         The priest walked over. “My condolences,” he said, holding out his hand. Cooper thought he looked a little younger than he
            was himself—twenty-five, twenty-six? How did someone their age become a priest, these days?
         

         
         “Thanks, man,” said Cooper, shaking his hand. “I mean . . . Father.”

         
         The priest chuckled. “It’s cool. ‘Man’ works.”

         
         Cooper glanced over to see a couple of people whispering and looking at Ivan. Of course people would be looking at him—it
            was his wife’s funeral. Estranged wife. Whatever. But this was a different kind of look. It was the Ivan Welsh look. The look people gave when they realized they were in the same room as someone who’d been on the cover of Rolling Stone.
         

         
         Ivan had always been successful, ever since Cooper was born. His first restaurant, Papu, had been an upper-class establishment known for foie gras and smoked lake trout, and won California’s Best New Restaurant of the Year before Cooper hit kindergarten. After his mom took off for the beach, tired of being the wife of someone who came home at 3 a.m. every night smelling like garlic, Ivan started spending his mornings typing on his laptop instead of sleeping in. His dad
            may have been a fancy chef, but Cooper had taught himself how to make Kraft macaroni and cheese at age seven so he’d have
            something to eat for breakfast. He still remembered the time he told the mailman he was home alone—he couldn’t have been older
            than second grade—and the guy actually called the cops. Ivan would chain-smoke and write and chain-smoke and write and chain-smoke
            and write, and when Confessions of a Cook came out and hit the New York Times bestseller list, everything changed. Suddenly, there was a swarm of people in his house—agents and publicists and art directors.
            Then their house wasn’t even their house anymore; he and Ivan moved into a massive brownstone farther away from Papu. And
            when he started his Food Network show and had episodes discussing the local cuisine of Florida and Maryland and Georgia, Cooper
            found himself constantly under the care of Daniela, a nanny/housekeeper Ivan’s assistant had found who read him the Bible
            in Spanish and made sure he did his homework.
         

         
         But when Ivan came home from filming an episode in Wisconsin, something was different. A girl—he’d met a girl, in Milwaukee,
            a girl who waitressed at a supper club.
         

         
         Annabelle.

         
         God, he was going to miss her. He really was. Annabelle had been so many things his own mom had never even tried to be. Annabelle
            had asked him how school was and told him to invite friends over and come to every stupid choir concert, where they all had
            to wear those matching white T-shirts. When he was a teenager and Annabelle had Cricket, she had never asked him to do annoying
            crap like changing a diaper or babysitting her. But he liked doing it anyway. Cricket had been so tiny and helpless, and Annabelle
            was always so happy, and there were a few good years there.
         

         
         But Ivan Eats grew and grew, and another book came—Dinner’s at Eight: More Confessions of a Cook—and Ivan was never home. Ever. Cooper went to college at Marquette, because it was Annabelle’s alma mater and her photos
            of Milwaukee always looked so cool, and he was tired of the ocean and the palm trees. Then he was a paramedic, before it all
            went south, and he’d been bouncing around the coast of Lake Michigan ever since, doing odd jobs at diners that he mostly got
            by mentioning he was Ivan Welsh’s son.
         

         
         “Want me to damn them to hell?” the priest asked, nodding at a couple sneakily trying to take a photo of Ivan. Cooper startled,
            but the priest just laughed. “Dude, I’m joking. Relax.”
         

         
         He cracked a grin. “Too bad.”

         
         Too bad. Too bad, a lot of things. Too bad Cooper was stuck with such an asshole for a father. Too bad he was about to get
            handed a bunch of Tupperware containers full of fried potatoes. And too bad Tiana Lopez had driven a Jeep Cherokee.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Three

         
         “Grandma?” Iris stuck her head in the front door of Esther’s house.

         
         “In here,” Esther called out. She was standing at her massive kitchen sink, scraping food off a plate.

         
         “Sit down. I can do that.” Iris kicked off her shoes.

         
         “No, no. You sit. Get a water from the fridge first. I got that French kind you like.”

         
         Iris grabbed a LaCroix and a clean dish towel to dry with. “You have a funeral this morning?” There was something vaguely
            depressing about her grandmother spending every Saturday morning in a dark church basement, plugging in slow cookers and setting
            out ketchup bottles. Iris hadn’t been to many funerals herself. But a couple of years ago, a friend from college’s mom had
            died, and Iris had made the trip to Madison for the funeral. The entire event had been catered with fancy flatbreads and kale
            salads. She had thought of her grandmother, buying Lipton’s onion soup mix in bulk at the Costco in Waukegan.
         

         
         “Sure did,” she said. “A young thing, too. Only in her fifties.”

         
         “That’s too bad. What happened?”

         
         “Car wreck.”

         
         “Someone from Ellerie?”

         
         “No,” said Esther, shaking her head. “Born here, but hadn’t lived here in ages. Actually, you might find this interesting. It was the wife of one of those cooks on the Food Network.” 

         
         “Really?” asked Iris, surprised. Not that she was an avid Food Network watcher. But still. That was about as famous as a person could get in Ellerie. “Who? The guy who hosts Chopped?”
         

         
         “No. Ivan Welsh? Looks kind of like a thug.”

         
         “Grandma. What does that even mean?”

         
         “These tattoos on his biceps, and he drives a motorcycle. I saw it on the show. I YouTubed it.”

         
         “You YouTubed it?”
         

         
         “It wasn’t on Netflix. It had Japanese subtitles.”

         
         Iris laughed. She wasn’t quite of the generation that had grown up with a phone attached to her hand. Her mom was the kind
            that had practically locked her and her sister, Olivia, outside for hours. But by the time she was in high school, everyone
            she knew had a cell phone, and by the time she was in college, “social media manager” was a job title. She was constantly
            amazed at how quickly her grandma was able to pick things up. People thought the elderly didn’t know how to use tech, but
            look at that—Esther could find bootleg Food Network episodes on YouTube.
         

         
         Esther’s phone rang, and Iris held it out, waiting for her to dry her hands on a tea towel with a faded Bible verse on it.

         
         While her grandma talked on the phone, Iris looked out over Musky Lake. Her grandparents had always had the most beautiful home on the entire lake, most beautiful in the whole of Ellerie County, in Iris’s opinion. The giant back window looked out over their rickety dock, where she and Olivia had spent hours as kids eating sour-cream-and-onion potato chips and getting grease marks on library books. There was Grandpa’s old fishing boat, bobbing in the water. Next to it was the newer pontoon her mom had insisted they should buy, back when she and Olivia were teenagers. That thing never got driven, except when her parents were trying to show off the house to friends with cocktail cruises. Iris and her sister preferred the speed of Grandpa’s fishing boat. It could pull their giant inner tube, Big Mabel, around the lake, and Grandpa would try to take sharp turns and throw them off, which Iris’s mom always said gave her heart palpitations. Grandpa had always told her he had been a medic in Vietnam, and he could handle a grandkid’s broken bone. But nobody ever broke anything; not even a toe. 

         
         Iris wondered if Esther even got down to the dock anymore. Her dad had been complaining about having to put the dock in the
            water this year; he said it was too much work for an old man and that it was time to teach Olivia’s husband, Kurt, how to
            do it. There were still plenty of ideas about which gender performed which duty clinging stubbornly to the Northwoods. Women
            hunted and fished just as much as men, but nobody had ever asked Olivia or Iris to put the dock in, and they probably never
            would.
         

         
         “Iris?” her grandma called. “Honey?”

         
         She turned back to the kitchen. “What’s up?”

         
         “That was Irma, down at the Fox and Hounds lodge. She said the family of the woman whose funeral was today showed up looking
            for a room, but they’re sold out.” 
         

         
         “The TV chef guy and his kids?” 

         
         “Yes. They were supposed to stay in one of the Calbergs’ cabins.” 

         
         “Oh, geez.” Iris rolled her eyes. The Calbergs were notorious for double-booking, losing registrations, and trying to convince
            you that you were losing your mind. She had never really been sure she believed in gaslighting until she thought about it
            as related to the Calbergs, who would look at the email confirmation you had shoved in their face and just shrug their shoulders,
            suggesting maybe your computer had been hacked.
         

         
         “She wanted to know if your place is ready,” Esther said. “She thought maybe they could be the first guests at Redstone.”
            
         

         
         “Redstone?” Iris asked, panicky. “My Redstone?”
         

         
         “Where else?” Esther asked simply.

         
         Redstone had been a passion project of Iris’s. All the best resorts and cabins in the Northwoods filled up months in advance.
            If you wanted a July or August vacation right on the lake, you’d better have it booked by the previous Halloween. She’d loved
            the idea of opening an Airbnb. The side hustle economy is the future, her old classmates from UW–La Crosse had all assured her. Even with their degrees, they all sold True U makeup in Facebook
            groups or made fifty bucks here or there writing listicles on “What Your Favorite Type of
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