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For my children: May all your best dreams come true.
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One

When I first heard the news about Will, I was at the Pierce Avenue Salon, getting my hair washed. I had my head back in the sink, the roar of water rushing through my ears, the annoying voice of Jo, my hairdresser for the four years I’d lived in Deerfield, ringing against the water. She was saying something about her kids. My head was pounding from the sound of her voice, and I had my eyes closed, which is why I didn’t notice it at first, the big flat-screen TV that hung up in front of me.

I heard the water turn off, in mid-rinse, so I opened my eyes. “Isn’t that your husband?” Jo asked.

“What?” The idea seemed ridiculous. There was no way Will would be at Pierce Avenue in the middle of the day, on a weekday. Will was a judge, the youngest judge to have ever been elected to the bench in Deerfield County. Which, he once told me, meant he had to work the hardest, meant he had something to prove.

Since he’d been elected three years ago, I’d barely seen him,except for five-minute sex at six A.M., once a month when I was ovulating. We were trying to have a baby, though we’d never admitted to each other that we weren’t trying very hard.

I was only thirty-three. I still had time. Why rush things? It was Will who was dying for the pitter-patter of little feet—little feet he’d never be around to hear. So each month when my period arrived without delay, I couldn’t help but feel a little relieved, even though I feigned mock disappointment for Will’s benefit.

“No,” Jo said. “Up there. On the news.”

I sat up too quickly, and I felt a wave of dizziness wash over me as I saw the shiny newscaster, Gary Adams, talking with a smile so wide and so white that he looked more like a puppet than a human being. I’d interviewed him once, in my former life, before Will and I had moved to Deerfield, when I’d worked as a writer for City Style magazine. He was just as annoying in real life as he was on TV, and after he’d called me doll three too many times, I’d been ready to scream.

Jo grabbed the remote from behind the sink, rewound back sixty seconds, and turned it up.

And then I saw it, incredibly, the picture of Will up on the screen. It was his professional headshot, the one of him in his black robe, where he looked both exceedingly handsome and way too serious. “Judge William Levenworth,” Gary was saying. “Indicted by a federal grand jury this morning for bribery.”

Gary was still talking, but I didn’t hear it. It was as if the water were still rushing through my ears, and the world was thick and heavy and cloudy all around me. “Mrs. Levenworth.” I heard Jo’s voice, but it sounded very, very far away. “Mrs. Levenworth. Are you okay? Are you all right?”

There must be some mistake. There was no way that Will had been indicted. What the hell did that even mean exactly anyway? I vaguely remembered reading something about a state senator who’d been indicted recently, but I hadn’t paid too much attention to it. Still, I knew it wasn’t good. “Mrs. Levenworth!” Jo’s normally annoying voice was punctuated with an extra bit of shrillness. “Mrs. Levenworth!”

I took a deep breath. “I think I should go,” I said. “I’ll call and reschedule.”

I stood up, un-Velcro-ed the shiny black robe that was supposed to keep me dry, and when I did, my wet hair plopped against my back with a thud. I felt dizzy again, and the room swirled around me, the din of the salon, the rainbow colors of shampoo all lined up in neat rows by the sink. “At least let me dry it for you,” I heard Jo saying. “You’ll freeze.”

I grabbed on to the edge of the sink to steady myself for a second. “I’ll be fine,” I heard myself saying, though I wasn’t sure where the words were coming from, if I was really speaking them. It was early October and pleasant enough, in the low sixties—the perfect time of year in Deerfield. The time of year when the leaves changed color and littered the winding hilly streets—the time of year that usually made me a little gleeful that we’d moved to the suburbs.

I opened my purse, fished out a twenty-dollar bill, and handed it to Jo. “Here you go,” I said. My motions were clumsy, and the money slipped to the ground, but before she even bent to pick it up, I started running, through the rows of hair chairs and mirrors, past the waiting area and the anxious stares of the women sipping lattes, and into the parking lot, filled nearly to the brim with shiny, expensive cars.

I hopped into my black Mercedes SUV, as if it were pouring rain outside and I was seeking some sort of refuge. I slammed the door shut behind me.

Inside the safety of my car, I combed my hair with my fingers, and I tried to scrunch it as if I’d intentionally left it wet, so it would curl. It still felt a little soapy, but I did the best I could with it in the rearview mirror.

As I drove, I thought about my last conversation with Will, last night at dinner. There was no indication anything was askew, that he was about to be indicted. Though our conversations didn’t necessarily indicate much anymore.

“Janice brought her baby by this afternoon,” he said, taking a sip of his wine and chewing carefully on his salad of organic greens and vegetables that I’d prepared after a trip to the farmers’ market.

“Oh.” I nodded and chewed. Janice was Will’s clerk, or she had been before she’d had the baby and gone on an extended, if not totally permanent, maternity leave.

“She was cute,” Will said.

“All babies are cute,” I said.

“Pudgy little cheeks,” he said. He looked up and stared at me for a moment, and something he was about to say caught in his throat, until he stopped himself.

“What?” I said, wanting to egg him on, wanting him to say something, anything.

“Nothing.” He shook his head and finished off his wine. “I’ve got work to do.” He stood up and walked his empty salad bowl over to the sink.

“I rented some movies,” I said. I wanted him to stay, wanted him to wrap me up in his arms on the couch, something he hadn’t done in so long, years maybe. I’d gone into the video store on a whim on the way back from the farmers’ market, hoping that Will might have some time to watch something with me. “Do you want me to wait for you to watch?”

“No.” He shook his head. “I have an early day tomorrow.”

“We could watch them tomorrow night.”

He shook his head again. “I’ll be home late tomorrow.”

Of course you will, I thought, feeling close to tears as I put the disc in the DVD player and sat down on the couch myself.

And now in the car, I felt close to tears again, felt this whirlwind of colors, emotions in my head, like the fall leaves that littered the ground, swirling and dying in the wind. I was almost grateful for the sound of the ambulance, for the need to pull over for a minute to let it pass, so I could take a deep breath and compose myself before driving the rest of the way home.

Exactly ten minutes after leaving the salon, I pulled into my driveway, and I checked my hair in the mirror. Frizzy and half dry. Not my best look. And then I opened the garage door and saw Will’s car, a dark gray BMW, sitting there in the second bay: bright and shiny and sparkling clean, looking as new as the day he’d bought it two years earlier. It always amazed me, the way Will found the time to take care of his car, keep it waxed and sparkling, when he barely ever had time to make it home for dinner on a weeknight.

Will was sitting in the kitchen when I walked in—the kitchen that I’d painstakingly redecorated over the past few years, replete with black granite counters, cherry handcrafted cabinetry, and bamboo floors.

Being a judge’s wife, a pillar of the community, had come surprisingly naturally to me. Our house was immaculate, beautiful, and modern. I’d created a very successful charity auction that earned enough money for breast cancer research to make me feel like I was actually doing something useful. I played doubles tennis at the country club, and I was a member of the exclusive Deerfield Ladies Lunch Club.

And now here he was, Will, slumped against the mahogany chair I’d ordered from the Crate and Barrel catalog, his head leaning in his hands, looking nothing like he did in the photo from TV. His blue eyes were red-rimmed, his brown wavy hair was disheveled, his red tie was loosened, and the top of his white starched shirt was unbuttoned. His suit jacket hung on the chair behind him.

I felt this deep and incredible ache for him in my gut, an ache that made me forget, for a few seconds, about the loneliness I usually felt when we were both home, in this house.

He looked up, suddenly noticing me watching him. “You heard?” he whispered.

“On the news,” I said.

“Oh shit.” He laid his head down on the table in his hands. “It’s on the news.”

I sat down, and I wanted to hug him, wanted to hold myself close to him and bury my head in chest. I wanted to smell just the faintest hint of his pine aftershave, a smell that once made me feel intoxicated. But I didn’t move. I just sat there. “Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked, after a few moments of silence.

He lifted his head up. “There was nothing to tell,” he said. “I thought it would go away.” And you don’t tell me anything anymore, I silently added, which was probably the real reason. “It’s lies,” he said. “All of it.” I nodded. “I never accepted any bribes. You know that, right, Jen?”

“Of course,” I said. “Of course I know that.” I stared at him closely, this man, my husband of five years, whose life moved next to mine, around and around and around, barely, if ever, moving together. And I wasn’t quite sure what I really knew and what I didn’t.

I had a lot of questions: Why would he be indicted for bribery if he hadn’t done anything wrong? What did it mean exactly to be indicted anyway? But I couldn’t find any words to actually ask him. I knew it would all pour out of him so painstakingly, as if each word was killing him, just a little bit, to choke out; as if each word was breaking him. And I couldn’t bear to watch it.

“I’m going to fight this,” he said. “I’m not going to resign. I’m not going anywhere.”

“Of course you’re not,” I said, as if it was the most obvious conclusion.

He stood up. “I’m going to go call Danny.” Danny Halloway was a lawyer who’d worked with Will at Farnesworth, Fenley, and Grimes (FF&G) before Will had left to become a judge. Danny was short with bright red hair and freckles, with a sort of young Ron Howard look to him. But anyone who mistook his benign appearance to mean an easy target was sorely mistaken. Danny, like Will, had been made a partner at the law firm before the age of thirty. He and his wife, Kat, had also been our closest friends when we’d lived in the city.

I thought about Danny and Kat—it had been a while since I’d seen them together. Maybe they should’ve been a strange fit—his gentle quietness and her loud affection—but you could always see the way they loved each other, every second that they were together, in the way they looked at each other, in the way they clung to each other in small moments.

The last time we’d been to their house in the city was just after the birth of their younger daughter, Arabella, and even though Kat was swollen and tired-looking, Danny had been sitting next to her on the couch, his arm around her, their thighs touching. Danny looked at her like she was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen, and she said it right back, in the way she reached up and innocently tousled his red hair.

Will walked toward his study, the study I’d meticulously decorated with a black leather sofa and thick, dark cherry desk and bookshelves, sitting against a light cherrywood floor. The room was very dark, very judgelike, but I always thought the beige damask curtains lightened it up just enough to make it homey. I’d been so proud of the way it had turned out, the way it looked like something formal and gracious enough to have made its way into a design magazine. And Will had given me nothing more than “It’s nice.” He followed this with “You know I really don’t care much about curtains,” because I’d pressed him to give me an opinion on something specific, pointing toward the window treatments.

I stood in the doorway, staring at those curtains now. “Have you talked to Danny lately?” I asked, thinking that it had been a month or two, at least, since I’d last called Kat.

He shook his head, and I watched as he dialed Danny’s number. In another lifetime, Will and Danny had been best friends, and Danny was a great lawyer. If anyone would know what to do, it would be Danny, even if they hadn’t talked in a while.

“Danny,” I heard Will say, his voice gasping out, almost as if he was choking. “It’s Will.”

And from the look on Will’s face, I knew that Danny was saying that he’d already heard, that maybe he’d seen it on the news the way I had. Will put his head down on the desk, hanging on to the phone with his right hand and holding on to his head with his left. “Okay,” I heard him say. “Yes, okay. Okay. I will.” He hung up.

“What did Danny say?” I asked.

He lifted his head up slowly from the desk and looked around the room, as if seeing it for the first time, seeing me standing there for the first time. “He wants me to come down to the office.”

“Now?” I asked. Will seemed to be in no shape to go anywhere.

“Yes.” He nodded. He looked at me for a moment, and I had a feeling he was considering asking me to go with him. But then he stood up, grabbed his jacket off the back of the chair, and breezed by me. “Don’t wait up,” he called out behind him. “I’ll be home late.”

He didn’t wait for my response, and as I heard the door slam to the garage, I stood there for a moment, listening, waiting, for something else. But as always, the only thing resonating through our giant, well-decorated house was silence.
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Two

To be indicted is to be charged formally for committing a criminal act.

It was right there in the Deerfield Daily the next morning, right alongside Will’s picture, with the headline that read: “Young Judge Indicted for Bribery.” The definition of indicted, along with that of federal grand jury (a group of jurors who decide if someone should be tried for a crime), sat in a little blurb box off to the side, as if the editor at the Deerfield Daily was expecting his readers not to know these things. And why would they? People didn’t get indicted in Deerfield.

Well, actually, some people did—Will was the second in as many months. That state senator I’d remembered had been from Deerfield, too. The article also mentioned this, although it failed to say what had happened to the senator, which is what I was dying to know as I perused the article. But the Deerfield Daily, like most small-town suburban papers, was not known for its stellar reporting.

The town of Deerfield sat in the heart of Deerfield County, just around thirty minutes from Philadelphia. Deerfield County was filled with mostly middle-and upper-middle-class suburbs, but the actual town of Deerfield itself was the wealthy upper-class center—made up of expensive shopping plazas, developments of large, newer homes—or McMansions, as my sister, Kelly, liked to call them—and a world-class country club with a Jack Nicklaus golf course. Needless to say, I was sure that my neighbors, like me, would not be up on their criminal terms, even if some state senator had already been indicted last month.

Right next to the oh-so-helpful definition box, there was another box, a fact box, that offered these little tidbits:


Judge William Kenneth Levenworth:

Elected to the bench three years ago.

The youngest judge ever elected in Deerfield
County at the age of thirty-four.

The only judge in Deerfield County ever to be indicted.

Formally charged with bribery, obstruction of
justice, and conspiracy.

If convicted, could serve up to twenty-five years
in prison and/or be fined $750,000.



Twenty-five years in prison. My stomach felt like it was capsizing, and my head was throbbing to the point where I had to close my eyes in an attempt to make it stop, to contain the ache. Will couldn’t really go to prison. Could he?

I took a deep breath, and I read the article. The gist of what it said was this: that Will had allegedly accepted $250,000 from a lawyer to decide in favor of his client. The writer used the word allegedly about twenty times in one paragraph—everything about Will was alleged, a word that seemed both like a redundancy and a relief to me all at once.

The article didn’t say the name of the lawyer, because he hadn’t been charged with anything yet, but it wouldn’t have mattered to me anyway. I never kept track of Will’s cases or verdicts. And it wasn’t something he ever talked about at home. Work was at work (and he was almost always at work). But at home, he was in his study, washing his car, watching football, or, on Friday nights, sharing dinner with me at the club. We ate steak or lobster, made small talk about the neighbors or the new paint samples. We each had a glass of wine. And that was that.

Will had plenty of money. Our house, our cars, my decorating, none of it came cheap. But Will had made really good money at FF&G, and he also made a very nice salary as a judge. So the idea of Will taking a bribe made very little sense to me.

I heard footsteps coming toward the kitchen, so I hastily tucked the paper in the silverware drawer, and hoped he wouldn’t find it. “You’re still here,” I said, stating the obvious. It was after eight, and he never left for work later than seven. I hadn’t heard him come in last night, and his side of the bed had been empty when I woke up, something that was not unusual, so I hadn’t thought twice about it until now.

He nodded. “Danny told me not to go back.”

“For how long?” I asked.

He shrugged, a heavy shrug, as if the weight of the world literally held him down, kept him stooping far below his normal straight six-foot stature. “He’s talking to the prosecutor for me.” He ran his hand through his hair. “I don’t know. Trying to cut a deal.”

“A deal?” Though I knew very little about anything in Will’s profession, I thought that cutting a deal was what guilty people did.

“Danny knows what he’s doing.”

I nodded. Will and I stared at each other for a minute, neither one of us sure what to say. “Do you want coffee?” I finally asked. “Or breakfast? I could make you something.”

He shook his head. “No thanks. I’m not very hungry.” And then he retreated back into his study.

I tried to remember the last time we’d eaten breakfast together, and I couldn’t. It was something we’d done every day when we lived in the city—coffee and oatmeal at the kitchen table. I used to love to watch the way Will’s blue eyes lit up first thing in the morning, as if every new day had the possibility to be something special for him, for us.

But that was a long time ago. A different life. I sighed and then headed upstairs to get dressed, as if this was any other day in Deerfield, any other morning. I was playing tennis at nine-thirty, and I didn’t want to be late.

The Deerfield Country Club sat at the end of a long, winding drive on top of a hill. It was surrounded on all sides by tall, leafy oaks and thick, lush evergreens. The building itself was large and white, with thick columns out front that looked oddly more like something out of ancient Greece than modern-day suburbia.

The inside was lush and luxurious, appearing more like a five-star resort than a simple tennis and golf club: hallways with thick red carpeting and expensive artwork on the walls. But today, as I stepped inside, I noticed only one thing: the instant and almost deafening quiet.

And then it hit me, that feeling I’d had in junior high school, just after my mother had died of breast cancer. Back then,everyone knew what had happened. Some of them had been to the funeral or even sent cards. But the first time I’d walked back into school that day, after she was dead, there was the unbearable quiet, this silent penetration of eyes, then whispers, about me, not to me. They all knew she was gone, knew I was suffering, but no one knew what to say or how to move, so for a few minutes, as I’d walked down the hall to my locker, the world had been eerily silent. I just kept looking down, watching my feet take one step after another. Counting them. One, two, three, four …

I did it now, staring at my too-white tennis shoes collapsing against the deep red carpet that led to the locker room.

And once inside I ran into the bathroom and shut the stall door. I felt dizzy, the blue tile floor swirling and dancing beneath my feet, and I tried to steady myself by sitting down on the toilet seat and taking a deep breath.

Danny was going to know what to do. Everything was going to be fine. Will was a judge. Will was a good judge, or I assumed he must be. This was a mistake. He’d done nothing wrong.

I took a deep breath, and I felt a little better, until I heard the unmistakable twitter of Bethany Maxwell’s laugh. Bethany was one of the women I played doubles with and also my friend. Her husband, Kevin, owned a company that made fireproof materials, which had taken off of late. So they were literally rolling in it, as she liked to casually slip into conversation as often as possible.

She was talking to someone, but her voice was muffled, far away, fuzzy, and I couldn’t make out her words at first. Then, all of a sudden, her voice became clear, and I heard her say, “Did you see the paper?”

“I did.” I was pretty sure that was Amber Tannenbaum,Bethany’s doubles partner, whose husband was some big-shot CFO in New York City.

“I mean really,” Bethany said.

“Jennifer’s nice enough, but who’s going to want to be her friend now?” Amber asked.

Tears stung hot in my eyes, and the door of the stall started swimming in front of me. Who’s going to want to be her friend now?

I thought about another woman whose name I couldn’t even remember now, who used to play doubles tennis with Bethany and Amber before they invited me. She just didn’t fit in with us anymore, Amber had told me, crinkling up her nose, when I’d asked what had happened.

No. Bethany had shaken her head, while my partner, Lisa Rosenberg, had remained silent. And I’d thought it wise not to bring it up again.

I wiped the tears out of my eyes quickly and shook my head. Then I flushed the toilet, hoping that would be enough for them to move. It was.

When I walked back into the locker room, Bethany and Amber were standing there together with Lisa, who was not only my doubles partner, but also my next-door neighbor. Lisa was putting her hair in a ponytail, while Bethany and Amber were applying their makeup in the mirror. Yes, these two ladies never played tennis without their lipstick. It doesn’t hurt to look beautiful when you’re sweating, Amber would say, and make a face, as if the thought of sweating was really too much to bear.

“Oh, sweetie.” Bethany ran and gave me a hug, and I had this strange detached feeling, as if I were watching this unfold like a scene in a movie, from somewhere far away, somewhere distant.

“We heard.” Amber patted my shoulder.

“He’s totally innocent,” I said, enunciating the word innocent more than necessary, and looking directly at Amber, who didn’t even flinch.

“Of course he is,” Lisa said. “I didn’t believe it for a second.” I smiled at her, because I believed her. Lisa was always the most genuine of all my country club friends. She was the one who’d introduced me into the tennis club, and also the one who’d gotten me involved in the Deerfield Ladies Lunch Club.

The mother of twin five-year-old boys, she’d been a prosecutor in what she called her former life. But just after the boys were born, she and her husband, a plastic surgeon, retreated to the suburbs, and Lisa, now five years away from putting hard-core criminals in jail, was a little overweight and a little ragged around the edges from the demands of the boys, which she called never-ending. Do not have kids, she implored me. Don’t do it. You’ll lose your ass and your waist and your sanity.

Oh, it’s not all that bad, Bethany would say. Don’t scare her. Bethany had an almost two-year-old who was so perfectly behaved that her nickname was Angel. Bethany had not lost her ass or her waist—in fact she’d emerged through the pregnancy even thinner and perkier than before.

I’ve got two words for you, Lisa had whispered to me on more than one occasion. Tummy Tuck! And sometimes Lisa even called her this behind her back.

Tummy Tuck hugged me again. “If there’s anything we can do,” she said, “you just say the word.”

“We can play tennis,” I said. They were all still staring at me. “Hey, I’m sure it’s all going to blow over in a few days anyway.”

I grabbed my racket from the bench, and I headed in the direction of the court.

Lisa and I won, two to one. Maybe because every time the ball came my way, I heard Amber’s voice saying, Who’s going to want to be friends with her now? So I kept slamming the ball into Amber’s court so hard that it was impossible for her to return it.

When the game was over, the other ladies went to take showers, but I snuck out, before I could overhear anything else that I didn’t want to, anything else that would literally make me want to slam a tennis ball down someone’s throat.
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Three

Once I got into the car, I popped in my Bluetooth and checked my voice mail. My most recent message was from Will wondering when I would be home. I nearly ran a red light when I heard it. Will never wondered where I was or when I was coming home. And then there was a message from my sister, Kelly, which said simply, “I just saw the paper. Call me.”

I quickly called Will at home, but he didn’t answer. I wasn’t in the mood to talk to Kelly, so I put that off until later, and instead I called my herbalist, Ethel Greenberg. Though we didn’t have an appointment, I asked Ethel if I could stop by. She didn’t ask why, and it was clear she’d either seen the paper or just didn’t care. “I’m free all morning,” she told me.

Ethel Greenberg’s office was actually a small, converted detached garage, the inside of which was filled with rickety metal shelves of herbs. Floor-to-ceiling bottles of herbs.

The first time I’d gone to her office was just after we’d moved out of the city, just after the lump I’d found in my breast had turned out to be benign. Back when I’d worked at City Style, I’d done an article on Eastern medicine, and I’d interviewed her.

On my first visit she’d spent five hours monitoring the electrical impulses from my body, checking, as she called them, my meridians. She was a small Jewish woman in her sixties, very grandmotherly, which immediately put me at ease, even after she looked me straight in the eye and said, “You’re right. There is bad energy. Underneath here.” She held her hand close to my chest, somewhere in between the territory of my heart, breasts, and lungs. “It is small now,” she’d said, “but a small crack is rarely just a crack. It’s the result of something bigger, something worse, lying just beneath the surface.”

I’d nodded, and instead of feeling terrified, I’d felt relieved. Someone else could feel it, the sense of doom I’d felt hanging around in my body for years. And she also told me she could do something about it: a series of herbal remedies that she said would flush my body of toxins.

No one—not my friends, my sister, or even Will—knew that I went to her, because I knew they would think it was insane, think that Ethel was some sort of Eastern medicine quack, but Western medicine had failed to do anything to save my mother. I was a bit undecided myself whether anything Ethel gave me actually helped, but I also didn’t think it could hurt.

Now I was on Ethel’s maintenance plan, a visit every few months and herbs every night before bed.

I parked my car in Ethel’s driveway and rang the bell by her office door. She opened it up right away. “Jennifer.” She ushered me through the door. “Come in.”

She cleared a box filled with pill bottles off a chair and motioned for me to sit down. The office was always filled with clutter, something like the den of a mad scientist, and I sometimes wondered if I was Ethel’s only patient, though back when I’d interviewed her, it had seemed like there had been others.

“How have you been feeling?” she asked.

“Good. I’m just running low on herbs, and I was in the area,” which was not a total lie. I was actually completely out of herbs.

She cocked her head to the side. “Everything is good? Are you sure?”

“My husband,” I said. “You saw the paper.” Because it was clear from the tone of her voice that she had. Ethel was not a mind reader, only a smart old lady obsessed with the way natural herbs could improve the body’s function. This was what she told me the first time we met. “I’m not a psychic,” she’d said. “Not a miracle worker.” She’d paused. “But that doesn’t mean I’m not a healer.”

“Yes.” She nodded. “I did see the paper. That must be quite a lot of stress for you, Jennifer.” Ethel had already told me to keep my stress level down, that stress in itself could prove toxic to the body, could suppress the immune system in ways that science had yet to fully imagine.

“A little,” I said, feeling the dizziness I’d felt this morning at the club return, and I shook my head to try to clear it away. “But Will’s innocent. It’s all a big misunderstanding.”

She stared at me for a few minutes and twirled a strand of gray hair around her finger. “Okay,” she said. “But in addition to the usual I’m going to give you something else, something for calming.”

“Okay,” I agreed, willing to do whatever Ethel told me, not because I necessarily believed it would work, but because I believed that she believed it would. And who wouldn’t want to trust in a little old Jewish grandma who was trying to keep you whole?

She went to her shelves, and though any normal person would be daunted by the sheer number of herbs, she always knew exactly where it all was, immediately. She handed me my four usual bottles, plus the new fifth one. “Let me know if there’s any problems,” she said. “And I’ll see you back in three months.” Then she bowed toward me as she always did and said, “Namaste.”

“Namaste.” I nodded back. I always repeated it back to her, even though I had no idea what it meant.

When I got back to my house, Will’s car was gone, and there was a note on the table that said he’d gone into the city to meet Danny for lunch. It was funny to see the note there, in his square block all-caps writing, as if he was neatly shouting at me, which maybe he was.

Will and I didn’t leave each other notes. We didn’t talk about whom we ate lunch with, what we ate, or what we did in the space between breakfast and dinner at all. Or at least we hadn’t for the past few years. I’d never mentioned Ethel to Will, not because I thought he would disapprove, as I knew my sister, Kelly, would, but more because it just never came up. Will didn’t notice my pill bottles of herbs, or if he did, he didn’t ask.

I took a yogurt out of the fridge for lunch and got my list of phone numbers for the other ladies on the board of the charity auction. The auction, which we always held the Saturday before Thanksgiving, was only six weeks away, and we had some planning and dividing up of tasks to do.

The charity auctions had been my idea, sort of my break into the Deerfield social scene, if you will. Right after Will and I moved here, I met Lisa. Or I guess I should say she made a point of meeting me.

As the movers carried in our boxes, and Will and I stood in the driveway directing them, she walked over and handed me a plate of lopsided muffins.

“I made these for you,” she said. “Welcome to the neighborhood.” I guess she noticed my face as I looked at the uneven and oddly shaped muffins. “They’re blueberry,” she said. “My mother-in-law’s recipe.”

“Thank you,” I said. “They look delicious.”

“I’m not the greatest with presentation,” she said. And that was Lisa in a nutshell; she really was very nice, and she tried hard, but there was always something a little too gruff, a little too edgy about her to really be a housewife or a refined lady of Deerfield. That was also why I liked her immediately. That—and there was a little something about her that reminded me of Kat.

I invited her to sit down in the driveway and share a muffin, and she invited me to join the Deerfield Ladies Lunch Club. They met once a week at different houses and, as the name implied, had lunch. “It’s sort of like a book club,” she said. “Only we eat, instead of read. And good stuff, too. Gourmet.”

“I’m good with eating,” I told her.

After a few meetings, when we were having lunch at Bethany’s house, the women started talking about Helen Kemper, who I’d met once, only briefly, before she started undergoing chemotherapy for breast cancer, and who hadn’t been back to the lunch club since.

“I wish there was something we could do,” Bethany said, shaking her head.

“There’s nothing anyone can do,” Lisa said. “It’s a private thing.” She said it like she knew, and I wondered if, like me, she did.

Then it occurred to me. We were a bunch of women, mostly smart, college-educated women, with time, probably too much time, on our hands. And the truth was, I was bored. After we’d moved out of the city, I’d fallen into a steady social life and an obsession with decorating, which all seemed to keep me busy on the surface, but sometimes underneath, it felt as if I was just passing time, just waiting for something real to happen. “We could have a charity auction,” I said. Everyone stopped talking and looked at me, a little curious or a little annoyed, I wasn’t sure which at first. “Raise money for breast cancer research. Or something,” I added, just in case they all thought it was a terrible idea.

“That’s actually very good,” Lisa said.

Everyone else chimed in with nods and uh-hums. And that was how I made my place in the Deerfield social scene, as the organizer of the first annual and then the second annual and now coming up on the fourth annual auction. After Helen Kemper died last year, we renamed it in her honor, which, Lisa had said, making a lame attempt at a joke to lighten the mood, made us kind of like Susan G. Komen, except without the dreadful running.

And that was that. I was a member. Of the lunch club, of the country club, of the Deerfield high society. The women were all nice to me, and before I knew it I was part of the tennis team, and I was also being invited to parties and lunches. Though Kelly instantly made fun of it when I told her about it, I was surprised, almost awed, by the easy way I’d been accepted into life in Deerfield.

“Well, it doesn’t hurt that your husband is a judge,” Kelly said, just after Will got elected.

“That’s not what it’s about,” I’d told her, annoyed at her inability to understand. Kelly had only a few close friends that she’d had and kept since high school. Her life was insular and revolved around her husband, Dave; her three kids; and her photography. “No one cares about Will,” I’d scoffed.

But now, sitting there with my list of names and ten calls to make, I was worried that she’d been right all along. And I still couldn’t get Amber’s words out of my head—Who’s going to want to be friends with her now?

As I went one by one down the list, each call started the same way. “Hi, it’s Jen Levenworth.”

Long awkward pause. Slow recovery. “Oh, Jen. I, uh …”

A sigh from me. “He’s totally innocent. It’s all a big mistake.”

“Of course it is. I never thought anything else.” Pause. “Oh, you poor, poor thing.”

When I was done making the calls, I felt strange. Usually planning for the auction made me feel alive, but now my body was tight and heavy, and my eyes were having trouble focusing on the sheets of numbers. Stress. I pulled out the bag of herbs Ethel had given me and fished around for the new calming one. I swallowed the pill quickly with only a few sips of water, and then I sat and waited to feel something else, to feel calmer.

After a few minutes I felt tired, so tired, in fact, that I lay down on the couch and closed my eyes. I thought about Will, and the facts I’d read about in the paper. And then I was dreaming.


“Judge Levenworth, Jude Marris is here to see you.” I was sitting behind Will’s desk, cloaked in his blackjudge’s robe. I reached up and rubbed my hand through my hair, short and curly. I was Will.

I looked up and met Janice’s eyes. “Thank you.” I nodded. “Send him in. “

I was tired. No, exhausted. Case law to read. Verdicts to write out and decide. Lawyers to meet in my chambers. I pulled up my suit arm and glanced at my watch. Three-thirty. And I had at least four more hours of work. Better ask Janice to make some more coffee. And yet my stomach churned just thinking of it, the acid reflux I’d encountered since taking this job enough to put me through two bottles of Tums a week.

The door opened up, and Jude walked in. He was a thin, wiry man who was rumored to have a coke habit, and I’d gone against him once back when I’d been trying product liability cases as a lawyer. I’d won. No, I’d annihilated him. “Judge.” He nodded.

I nodded back. “Mr. Marris. “

“May I have a seat? “

“Go right ahead. “

He folded his arms, then unfolded them again, shifting in his chair. I checked my watch, only three thirty-five. I sighed. “You know that matter we discussed last week,” he said.

“I do.” I nodded again. His client was a big-shot CEO who was being sued for sexual harassment. Mr. Marris had already been in last week, asking for a motion to dismiss, which I’d denied. “Well, I talked to the client, and he’s willing to do anything.” He leaned in closer. “I mean anything, to win.”

“You’ll be preparing a good defense then.” I shuffledthe papers on the desk, cuing him to get out, before it got awkward and I had to throw him out.

“I don’t think you understand,” Marris said, leaning in closer. “Listen to what I’m telling you.”



“Jen.” Will shook my shoulder, and I opened my eyes and saw him there, in our living room, looming above me. His face looked dim, blurry, and I blinked to try to get my eyes back in focus. “It’s after six,” he said.

I sat up. “I guess I was tired.” But the words felt strange coming out, my voice thick, and all I could think about was what it felt like to be Will in my dream, how I’d felt so tired and overwhelmed and not at all happy sitting in the judge’s chambers.

“Are you okay?” Will asked.

I closed my eyes for a second, trying to erase the dull ache in my head, and then I nodded. “How was your meeting with Danny?” I asked, remembering where he’d come from.

He shrugged. “It was fine.” His voice sounded low and stretched, so it was clear that it was anything but fine.

He stood up, and I knew he was going to walk back into the study, and I didn’t want him to. I couldn’t shake the feeling of my dream, the feeling of emptiness. I reached out for his hand. “Are you hungry? Do you want me to make some dinner?”

He shook me off. “No thanks,” he said. “I already ate.” And then he turned and walked into his study.
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Four

The next morning I was still thinking about my dream, about how it had felt to be Will. I couldn’t get it out of my head, really, the exhaustion, the annoyance, the sense of being displaced, and it was strange because usually I didn’t dream. Sometimes, every once in a while, I’d remember a snippet of something when I woke up, but even then I couldn’t quite remember if I’d dreamed it or just seen it somewhere else. But not like this, not something that felt so vivid, so tangible, that it still lingered in my mind as a weird sort of half-truth.

Will wandered into the bathroom as I was washing my face, and without saying anything, stepped toward me and put his hand on my shoulder, gingerly, as if he wasn’t sure how to touch me, as if I were made of glass, and if he did it too hard I could break, shatter all over the beautiful beige marble floor. His hand felt strange on my shoulder, almost as if it was pushing me away, rather than pulling me closer.

But after a minute of hesitation, he moved his hand to the back of my neck and did pull me toward him. He started kissing me, softly at first, and then harder, and I got this odd feeling from him that I’d never felt before, not from Will, tall, steady, confident Will. No, this was something else entirely: neediness. It had been a while since he’d kissed me like this, kissed me more than just a quick peck, and yet as soon as he did, it felt natural again, and I leaned into him and kissed him back.

He put his hand up to unbutton my nightgown, and his fingers felt warm as they grazed my bare skin. “I’m not ovulating,” I whispered, as if this would be the only time, the only reason for sex. After I said it, I realized how stupid it sounded, and I wondered if my head and my heart wanted separate things.

“So,” he whispered back. “So what?” And then there was something else in his voice, some of that urgency I recognized from years ago.

When we first got married, I would wait up for him to get home from the office, and even if it was ten o’clock and Will hadn’t eaten dinner yet, he’d start kissing me, and wherever he found me in the apartment, the kitchen, the living room, the bathtub, we’d be having sex right there, as if there was no time to move to the bed.

But now Will scheduled everything. Every minute of every day, including, lately, sex—if you could count some of the quick, passionless exchanges as sex at all. I saw it there when I went in to vacuum the study, written on his calendar mid-month, just around the date when I told him I thought I’d
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