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			Advance Praise for 
BEST BOY

			“Richly layered and elegantly told, Best Boy is a twisty thriller that dives deep into questions of memory, identity, and the ties that bind. Weaving classic mystery elements with the best of modern psychological suspense, the talented Deborah Goodrich Royce deftly draws her reader in, and turns up the tension page by gripping page. This is a breathless and engrossing must-read about the lies we tell each other—and ourselves. Don’t miss it!”

			—Lisa Unger, New York Times Bestselling Author of 
Close Your Eyes and Count to 10

			“Deborah Goodrich Royce writes with the cutting clarity of a glittering diamond. Bringing readers deep into the mind and voice of leading lady Viveca Anders, Royce delivers a nuanced drama over multiple timelines and wrestles with the weight of secrets—those we keep from others, but especially those we keep from ourselves.

			At times dark, at times laugh-out-loud funny, this is a dishy and deeply textured read that will have you racing through the pages to figure out what happened, and what happens next.”

			—Allison Pataki, New York Times Bestselling Author of 
Finding Margaret Fuller

			“Once again, Deborah Goodrich Royce hits a home run with a suspenseful novel that flip-flops seamlessly as the story unwinds. Ingrid Lind has escaped the past and her humble Detroit origins by transforming herself (literally) into a Hollywood actress, wife, and mother. But while trying to escape what happened one long ago, horrible night she is blind to the present dangers lurking all around. This latest read from the mistress of suspense deftly peels back the onion until the final truth is revealed.”

			—Lee Woodruff, #1 New York Times Bestselling Author of In an Instant

			“This novel is electric—a low pulse that builds and builds, then explodes in a devastating lightning strike. I felt this way right from the beginning, all the way through—I could NOT stop turning the pages.”

			—Luanne Rice, New York Times Bestselling Author

			“Can you outrun, overcome, outlive a tragic mistake of youth? In Deborah Goodrich Royce’s novel Best Boy, Ingrid/Viveca tries, but the past lives inside her and haunts her and ultimately manifests in a chilling confrontation, spinning Best Boy into another Deborah Goodrich Royce intelligent psychological thriller that the reader is compelled to keep turning pages to finish.”

			—Joanne Leedom-Ackerman, Author of The Far Side of the Desert 
and Burning Distance

			“From the very first page of Best Boy by Deborah Goodrich Royce, I was captivated by the story of the young woman who becomes Viveca Stevenson. Driven by a traumatic event in high school, Viveca reinvents herself—new face, new voice, new life. But just as she settles into her picture-perfect world in suburban Connecticut with her husband and son, someone emerges from her past carrying a ghost of a memory she can’t quite recall.

			From there, Royce took me on an emotional roller coaster, expertly weaving together three timelines, each more riveting than the last. With a gripping narrative and masterful control of suspense, she explores the truth that we can never fully outrun our past.

			Best Boy is a haunting, propulsive novel about the cost of secrets and the past’s refusal to stay buried. I’ll be thinking—and talking—about this book for a very long time.”

			—Victoria Christopher Murray, New York Times Bestselling Author of 
Harlem Rhapsody

			“A new Deborah Goodrich Royce novel is always reason to celebrate. And Best Boy is a delicious read, full of Royce’s wonderfully wicked plot twists and engaging characters. I can’t say more because I don’t want to spoil the gasp-inducing surprises that keep the reader turning the pages fast!”

			—Ann Hood, Author of The Stolen Child

			“Best Boy is a beautifully written psychological thriller that delves into the cost of burying secrets to preserve a carefully constructed life. With poignant prose and a keen emotional intelligence, Deborah Goodrich Royce introduces us to Viveca Stephenson—a woman whose seemingly flawless world teeters on the brink of collapse. As Royce masterfully blends past and present, she unearths the trauma Viveca has long tried to forget, crafting a haunting narrative of love, loss, and the fragile truths we hide. Gripping and emotionally resonant, this is a novel that will stay with you long after the final page.”

			—Elise Hart Kipness, Bestselling Author of Close Call

			“Deborah Goodrich Royce’s Best Boy is a beautifully layered, deeply introspective, and courageous mystery. While building a deliberate storyline full of twists and unanticipated revelations, Goodrich Royce does not shy away from reflecting on the emotional price of personal tragedies, complicated personal choices, and problematic historical social issues. Best Boy is a treasure for both mystery lovers and those who love meaningful literature. Personally, I love a great mystery that comes with a genuine heart and a deep soul and that’s Best Boy.”

			—Jeffrey Blount, Author of Mr. Jimmy From Around the Way

			“Deborah Goodrich Royce is the new queen of bladed psychological thrillers. Best Boy proves her immense talent. A propulsive novel that had me laughing even while nervously gripping the pages. Royce expertly balances readers’ emotions on the tipping point of terror and delight all while extracting her characters’ innermost secrets. It reminds me of my favorite cult classic films. As soon as I finished, I wanted to rewind/reread, and so will you!”

			—Sarah McCoy, New York Times, USA Today, and International Bestselling Author of Whatever Happened to Lori Lovely?

			“Deborah Goodrich Royce has outdone herself with her latest, a gripping psychological thrill ride that explores the power of the stories we tell ourselves, the ones we build our lives on, and that we feverishly seek to uphold so as to not fall apart. Best Boy is the kind of novel you can’t put down and that you desperately don’t want to end!”

			—Christa Carmen, Author of The Daughters of Block Island 
and Beneath the Poet’s House
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			“No man has a good enough memory to be a successful liar.”

			—Abraham Lincoln
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			Prologue

			Ingrid 1998

			Feeling returned in stages. Ingrid was asked to describe all of it to the nurses, the doctors, the female officer from the Special Victims Unit. The searing between her legs. The ache in her back and neck. The pulsing throb of her nose and the acid sting in her throat. It hurt to warm up. As cold as she was, the air felt like knives as she thawed in the hospital bed. They finally gave her a sedative. 

			“You might’ve died out there,” said the nurse as she tapped the needle. “Can’t believe it’s Halloween. Feels more like Christmas! If that boy hadn’t have… Well.”

			The nurse did not say any more about it. She left that conversation to the cop. And converse they did. Like everything Ingrid was asked to talk about, she was asked to talk about it more than once. It was thoughtful to give her a woman detective. Ingrid didn’t know if it was policy or happenstance, but it definitely made sense. It would soften the shame she might feel in recounting the events of the evening. If she could remember the events of the evening. 

			But nothing came. 

			Ingrid’s memories stopped about an hour after she’d left her friend Emilia’s house—dressed up as Posh Spice with Em tricked out as Sporty—and before she came to on the cold hard ground. 

			She remembered walking through the streets, the leaves mostly gone from the trees, big piles of them placed at the curb. 

			“Take that!” Em had laughed as she kicked with her fake Doc Martens, sending arcs of leaves flying, unleashing their powdery smell of decay. 

			Ingrid might have joined her if she hadn’t been wearing sandals that laced all the way up to her knees. She didn’t want to get leaves stuck between her toes, freshly polished as they were in a burgundy shade that was almost black. Chanel’s Vamp was what she’d wanted. Instead she’d made do with Wine Not, Sally Hansen’s knockoff version. Either way, she wasn’t about to ruin the pedicure that had taken her two hours to apply.

			She remembered arriving at Kelly Roush’s house where all the lights were blazing. It looked like a stage set in the middle of a dark theater, like The Streets of Old Detroit—the place she’d always loved at the Detroit Historical Museum. The place that had drawn her in when she was little and made her feel safe. The place that had inspired her to start making shadow boxes when she was nine years old. 

			She remembered flagging at that moment, standing outside the unfamiliar house. Kelly Roush’s house did not make her feel safe. Kelly Roush was popular. She was part of a crowd that Ingrid and Em were not. 

			“Hey,” Em had said, grabbing her arm and propelling her forward. “Boldness be my friend.”

			“Shakespeare?”

			“Who else to face the Kelly Roushes of the world! And Ing…” Em had paused and turned to her. “How many fucking Halloween parties have we been to in our lives? It’s no big deal.”

			She remembered Em had laughed. And she’d laughed too.

			Then they had plunged into the foyer, with its blast of heat and smell of sweat and beer. Kids stood everywhere: in the entry hall, in doorways, on the stairs leading up to the bedrooms. The entire school—it felt like the entire town—was there. Ingrid remembered finding it odd that there were so many people she did not know. Or maybe she just hadn’t recognized them in costume. 

			Ingrid had paused to observe them. Talking and laughing with each other, looming at her like reflections in a funhouse mirror. Leering versions of sexy nurses and naughty nuns. Ridiculous versions of Elvis in the white jumpsuit and Prince from Purple Rain. 

			She remembered a guy handing her a drink, the red Solo cup sticky and wet. And maybe she remembered drinking it. But the block of hours after—hours in which she’d remained at the party and then somehow left Kelly Roush’s house to make her way to the high school parking lot—she struggled to retrieve. 

			And it was those hours in question—four and a quarter of them to be precise—that would be debated by the citizens of her town as they aligned themselves on one side or the other. Those who were inclined to sympathize and those who chose to cast stones. 

			That night—really it was early morning—in the hospital, Ingrid was asked over and over again to describe what had happened. The detective tried different phrasing. She offered coffee, water, tea. But Ingrid could not imagine drinking anything with the ice pack attached to her nose and the agony in her throat. And none of it helped her remember. She could have saved the detective the trouble—had she had the courage—and told her this had happened before. These voids in her mental landscape. Not often but enough to scare her. The ocular migraines she got began with a blurred-out field in the center of her vision, before moving on to prisms of colored lights that shimmered at its periphery, signaling the onset of the migraine itself. Sometimes—not always—Ingrid would pass out and be left with blanks. Windows of time in which she’d suffered excruciating pain that she simply could not recall. 

			But never had those blanks lasted hours.

			Until tonight. Until sometime after she and Em walked through the door of that party. Until waking up in the parking lot of their school. 

			At last the drugs administered by the nurse kicked in, and Ingrid found relief—temporary though it was—from torments both physical and mental. The physical subsided in time. The mental was only just starting.

			The breaking of Ingrid’s nose, in the end, was not the worst thing that could have happened. Her nose, which had been crooked since birth in a way her mother found endearing but other kids made fun of, had made her recognizable in a quirky—imperfect—way. But everything changed that night. All it took was a rhinoplasty specialist to break it again and set it straight. And that forced introduction to plastic surgery—violent though it was—was a key that would unlock a series of useful doors.

			From the pain of what happened that night—she knew what it was even if she could not remember it—Ingrid gained her eventual status as a great beauty, which became one of her calling cards. That combined with her voice which, like her nose, would be forever altered in a way that would play a part in her destiny.

			In the aftermath of Halloween 1998, some argued that sixteen-year-old Ingrid Lind—already in her senior year of high school and young for her grade—had been raped, beaten, and strangled by a sexual predator. Others demurred. They believed she had engaged in a consensual act of erotic asphyxiation. Her assailant—or partner, depending on which side you fell—had used the long pleather straps of her Posh Spice gladiator sandals, which she’d bought at Party City earlier that day, that much she remembered, to tighten around her throat.

			The broken nose—for which he’d used his fist, according to forensics, which found traces of foreign human tissue mixed in with a little makeup—was harder for them to justify. Either way, the first irony was that whatever occurred that night—willing or unwilling—had left Ingrid with damaged vocal cords. Her voice would be forever husky, unable to achieve any volume. It made her sound vulnerable. It made men crazy with desire and aroused in them a longing to protect her. Which brought the next level of irony—the fact that Ingrid elicited this protective response from men after what had occurred in an utterly unprotected moment at the hands of a man. But it was her voice, combined with her beauty, that would make her a star.

			But all that would come later.

			Ingrid never went back to high school. She stayed home with her mother, who abandoned her career in the same way her daughter abandoned her studies. Her father went one step better and, in fairly short order, abandoned the two of them.

			Ingrid submitted to one round of surgery to fix her nose and a second to improve a few other flaws in her face. Dr. Wolensky had liked her. 

			“Ingrid,” he said, peering closely at her nose with the aid of a small ruler. “You could be a beauty. You are very close, really, to having a classically perfect face.”

			“That’s funny,” Ingrid said, and would have laughed if she could. “The kids at school call me Woodstock. Like the bird in Peanuts.”

			“I’m quite serious. And I would,” he said, turning to Mrs. Lind, “be honored to perform another surgery or two on your daughter. There’s not much that needs to be done. A few tweaks, if you will. And the results, I think, will surprise you.”

			Ingrid looked to her mother, but her mom just smiled distractedly.

			“There will be no charge,” he added. 

			That was enough for Ingrid. What did she have to lose? Her mother couldn’t say no, not after everything her daughter had been through. 

			Luckily, it turned out he knew what he was doing. Ingrid soon became unrecognizable as the girl she once had been. Both inside and—thanks to Dr. Wolensky—out.

			Not that anyone saw her. Other than her medical appointments and sitting for the GED, she did not venture beyond the four walls of her house. But when it was over, when she turned eighteen, when she felt like she could escape without leaving a trace, she got out of that nowhere town and took her newly perfect face and her newly imperfect voice along with her. She headed west and changed her name and erased her history, in that age-old American tradition. All she’d had to endure was a little pain and humiliation along the way. She’d dealt with worse. And she would have to deal with it again. 

			But that would be foreshadowing.

			 

		

	
		
			1

			Viveca 2018

			Viveca Stephenson slipped out the door, shutting it gently behind her. The sun was low to the east and hit her in the face as she turned. She squinted and put on her sunglasses. Just then a herd of deer took off, spooked by her arrival. She counted five of them and followed them down the driveway to the road.

			It was a perfect day in September. Which was the perfect month in Greenwich. And Greenwich was a practically perfect town—a geographical version of Mary Poppins. The air was crisp, the humidity of summer gone, but it was still warm and sunny. 

			Viveca didn’t technically live in Greenwich. She lived in Riverside, a peninsula off the mainland, flanked by the Mianus River to the west and Greenwich Cove to the east. It was a part of Greenwich, to be sure, but a less rarified part. If you told someone you lived in Greenwich, it had the ring of Palm Beach or Beverly Hills. Riverside was more ordinary and that was its appeal.

			The front of the house faced marshy woods to the east. But the back of the house was what had won her heart when they’d bought it a decade before. Looking west to the river, it caught sunsets 365 days a year. It was where they gathered in summer and fall on the terrace. No matter the season, the view was magical. Boats bobbing on their moorings, and—in the distance—the steeple of the Second Congregational Church peeking above the tree line. That’s the highest point in Greenwich, Viveca often said, pointing it out to her ten-year-old son. So often, in fact, in the course of Theo’s life that it had become an inside joke. Driving through town, he would tease from the back seat, Hey, look Mom, it’s the highest point in Greenwich.

			Just wait, Theo, she would laugh, I’ll get even more repetitive as I get older.

			A mist skimmed along the road as she walked. The temperature was shifting, as if making up its mind which way to go. The grass had lost its spring luster and settled into a deeper green before it browned for winter. Patches of purple asters dotted flower beds, yellow and burgundy chrysanthemums filled pots on front porches, and the occasional crepe myrtle tree was still in bloom.

			Viveca continued to the end of the peninsula. She stood on the jutting seawall that always made her feel like the main character in The French Lieutenant’s Woman, beaten by the wind as she waited for her man to return. There she paused, cast her eyes at the distant horizon of New York, then turned to make her way home.

			Her morning walks were her way to start the day consciously. She had learned long ago that grabbing her phone to check the news or—worse—social media immediately upon waking ruined the tone of the day. And she was all about setting her own tone and not letting the world set it for her. Her walks were less about exercise than they were about awareness. She would exercise harder later. After she had driven Theo to school, she would go to Club Sweat where the workout was as intense as the name implied. She was already wearing her Lululemons. 

			At thirty-six, Viveca felt great. Migraines were still a problem. Her headaches often followed a monthly cycle that corresponded with her periods, but really anything could trigger one: stress, humidity, hunger, even lights that were too bright or pinpointed. But other than this one persistent issue, she had no complaints.

			She still looked pretty good too, though she had to work harder for it every year. Since the birth of Theo, she kept her blond hair chin length in a blunt cut that added body to its flyaway quality. Most women her age had long hair these days. Maybe it started with the Kardashians. Maybe the royals, Kate and Meghan. But everyone now had stick-straight hair to the middle of their backs. Or they curled it at the ends and didn’t brush out the results, so it hung in adult-aged ringlets. But Viveca had always loved the badass style of the old Hollywood stars like Joan Crawford and Bette Davis. Women like that could not be bothered with long hair.

			Her husband was in great shape too. At fifty-six, the silver threading through Henry’s wavy brown hair set off his ice-blue eyes. His jawline hadn’t yet sagged and he hadn’t put on an ounce. There was no denying the unfairness of the male/female aging process. 

			Viveca stooped to pick a few straggler daylilies in front of her friend Devon’s house, knowing she wouldn’t mind. She would put them in a vase on the breakfast table this morning as a little surprise for Henry and Theo. She loved to stage the setting, just like she had with her shadow boxes as a little girl.

			Later, after the gym and a hot shower at home, she threw on a tan linen shift and flats and hustled out the door, headed for Greenwich Avenue. Once she got to the top of the Avenue, she had to creep along at a snail’s pace scanning for a parking spot. It was always a game, though, if you were having lunch at the bottom of the Avenue—at Mediterraneo, say, where Viveca was meeting friends today—as to exactly when you should grab a spot. Greenwich Avenue was long—more than a mile from top to bottom—so if you parked too soon, you’d end up with a hike. But if you waited until you got to your destination, you may have missed your chance and you’d have to circle around. The process could take half an hour.

			Viveca was running early as usual. Her friends laughed about her Midwestern habit of thinking she was late if she didn’t arrive fifteen minutes early. Well, the early bird and the worm and all that. 

			A spot!

			She wheeled her white G-Wagon to the left in front of Betteridge Jewelry store, just as a woman in a black-on-black Escalade tried to edge in from the right. Viveca held her ground and the Escalade moved on. Once parked with time to kill, she closed her eyes for a moment and allowed the autumn sun to stream through the windshield onto her face. Mostly she kept her skin protected and saw her dermatologist monthly for laser and peel. She and her friends had even toyed with the idea of Botox. At her age, though, she worried it might just make her look startled. Still, there were two lines of uneven length forming between her brows that needed attention. Who was she kidding all alone in this car? She had already made the Botox appointment. 

			Locking the car and programming the meter, she looked forward to being the first to arrive. Devon Terry, Greta DiNardo, and Max Weinstein were power women of Greenwich. All three of them had worked in PR before “taking some time” to raise their kids, of which they each had three. Three seemed to be the magic Greenwich number. Some people had two or four, a few had singletons like Theo, but that was rare. Occasionally, there were the women who just loved being pregnant, like fertility goddesses, who had five or six. But these were not the large Catholic families of Viveca’s childhood. These were families making raw statements of virility and power. We’re-so-rich-we-can-birth-a-team-and-pay-for-it kind of statements. 

			Theo was such a perfect boy that Viveca and Henry felt satisfied. Plus Henry already had John and Margo, the children from his first marriage. Though his kids hadn’t grown up in Viveca’s house—they were already in middle school when she and Henry had married—Viveca had kept rooms for each of them. Now they were out of college and on their own in New York. Theo adored them and they’d always been sweet with him.

			Viveca crossed to the sunny side of the street. Her luncheon today was all about the upcoming school fundraiser. Theo attended the all-boys school in town. She and Henry had debated each choice available—everything from public, to Montessori, to single-sex, to country day (as opposed to country boarding, she guessed). And each one had its adherents. They were all well-rated and Viveca would have been happy to place Theo in any one of them. But Henry had wanted to toughen up his gentle son, so the all-boys school was the one they’d picked. 

			Theo was the best of her. He was the best of Henry, too. He was sweet and shy and not at all like most boys at his school. Those boys had a kinetic energy—an almost electrified need to run and punch and horse around—that Theo just did not. His eyes were green like his mother’s. His hair fell in soft brown waves like his father’s and Viveca cut it far less than was expected. She couldn’t bear to see Theo’s curls drop to the barbershop floor as though, like a child version of Samson, his strength resided in them. His nose was crooked like his mother’s. Not the nose she had now and had lived with for half her life. Theo had the nose that Viveca had been born with. The nose she’d had until she was sixteen. The nose that was broken and fixed to look better than it ever had. Before she was, in fact, Viveca. When she had still been just plain Ingrid. But on her son, this nose was perfect. It humanized his handsomeness. And everybody loved Theo. He was kind and gentle and bright. He had no real athletic talent—a handicap that could have derailed him at a school like his—but he was smart enough to be funny and to make others laugh along with him. Theo was a beautiful boy in every sense of the word. He was, as Viveca often told him, her best boy. 

			“Viveca Stephenson,” she said, giving her name to the maître d’ at Mediterraneo. “Oh wait. It’s probably under DiNardo. Greta DiNardo?”

			“Right this way,” he said as he took up a large menu to lead her to the back room. Viveca checked her watch—it was only 12:15. She’d have time to pull up her auction donations from her phone. She was pleased she had secured some high-ticket items that would do well for the school. She had even managed to get a puppy.

			“Viv!” A cry went up from all three ladies who were already seated around the table.

			“You’re fifteen minutes late! That’s not like you.” Greta gestured to the bottle of Whispering Angel that was floating in an ice bucket. “We got started.”

			“Wait, what? I’m distinctly early for our twelve-thirty meeting!”

			“’Fraid not, kiddo,” Greta said. “Check your emails. The meeting was moved to noon. Remember school gets out early today? Professional development, whatever that is.”

			“Shoot.” Viveca exhaled, plopping down on the remaining chair. “When did you send it?”

			“I dunno,” said Devon. “Maybe nine?”

			Viveca had been at the gym by nine and hadn’t checked in.

			“Don’t worry,” added Max, ever the peacemaker. “We’ve only had some wine and you don’t drink anyway. We took the liberty of ordering everyone the chicken paillard. Grilled not fried!”

			“Thanks,” Viveca muttered, feeling off. 

			“All right,” Devon said, refocusing the group. “We need to top last year’s auction so we need big-ticket items. Who has a plane?”

			Viveca found herself studying her friends. They were all gorgeous, each a shining model of American womanhood, and all in their mid-to-late forties, a little bit older than Viveca. They had each been in a different aspect of PR. Greta in fashion, Devon in entertainment, and Max in publishing. Each one of them had worked her ass off and then married and had kids fast when her warning bells went off.

			Greta did not look like a Greta. She also did not look like a DiNardo. In fact, her ancestry was 100 percent Korean. Her parents had simply liked the name Greta and her husband’s family was Italian. She wore Chanel suits as comfortably as pajamas. Maybe it was from her years of organizing runway shows. Viveca, who had tried on Chanel at Saks and found it itchy and restraining, was in awe of her. There was something armor-like about the way Greta dressed and carried herself. A toughness that would deter anyone from messing with her. Max was the opposite: long, loose curls paired with caftans and flowing shawls in bold block colors. Pieces of jewelry that came from exotic places and were large and tribal. Also a little like armor. Her style was formed in the literary salons downtown and it suited her as well as Chanel suited Greta.

			Devon, whose milieu had been the entertainment industry and who remembered crossing paths with Viveca back in the day, was the prettiest of them all. She simply shone with her dark curls worn short, golden-brown skin, and amber eyes. Together with the Brunello Cucinelli camel-colored cashmere dress she was wearing, suede boots, and gold earrings, she looked like she should be boarding the private plane she wanted to score for the auction. All she needed was a vintage Louis Vuitton bag to complete the picture. That and a tiny dog.

			“How about a puppy?” Viveca remembered.

			“Brilliant,” said Devon. “Do you have a breeder who’d donate?”

			“Not without the winner committing to a full-body cavity search!” whooped Max. “Breeders don’t fuck around. They don’t relinquish their pups to just anyone.”

			“Forget about a dog,” Greta said. “The last time they had one at the gala, it shat on the dance floor. Then I think it died. Which traumatized the kid whose family bought it.”

			Devon and Max exchanged raised-eyebrow glances at the use of the word “shat.” 

			“It died?” Viveca was disappointed. “I actually did get someone to pledge a puppy.” 

			“Forget it,” Greta repeated. “We can’t.”

			“I have a plane,” Max said, changing the subject. “Jonathan’s colleague belongs to this ski club in Montana and goes every weekend. He’ll donate five hours.”

			“That’s great,” Devon said.

			“What about the ski club?” asked Greta. “Can he add some nights there?”

			“I can ask,” Max said. “Hey, Viveca. How about an item from your old acting agent again? People always love those walk-on parts in a movie.”

			“Sure,” Viveca said. “I’ll call Rachel.”

			And on it went. At exactly 1:10, having split the check four ways and agreeing on a 22 percent tip, the ladies all fled to their cars to pick up their boys by 1:30. Viveca had to run in order to accomplish it, having parked, she now realized, way too far.
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			Ingrid 1990–94

			The thing that first struck Ingrid about The Streets of Old Detroit was the fact that they existed in perpetual night, situated as they were on an underground floor of the Detroit Historical Museum. The surprise came when you walked down the steps and found yourself—all at once—leaving the modern era to enter what felt like a life-sized dollhouse. She had already been to Greenfield Village, where old houses had been recreated in the open air. There, you walked down dirt paths to get to them. The sun would shine or it would rain, just like it was doing all around you where freeways buzzed and the River Rouge plant still belched out Fords. As much as Greenfield Village was a world apart, you were still aware of the regular world it sat in. All you had to do was look around you. 

			But The Streets of Old Detroit existed in a basement. It had a sealed-off feeling, like a bubble was surrounding it. As you traversed its bricked pavement—uneven and bumpy—a yellow glow spilled from old-fashioned lampposts and the windows of pretend storefronts. Ingrid’s favorites were Sanders Confections and Kresge & Wilson Big 5 & 10 Cent Store, nostalgic renditions of stores that still existed. Not only could you look at these shops from the outside—examining window displays of reproduced old-fashioned merchandise—but you could walk inside and touch such items as plastic ice-cream sundaes and almost real bolts of cloth.

			But it was the darkness she found most appealing. It was the darkness that made the yellow light stand out, popping from the shadows and illuminating the various scenes like they were stage sets. It made Ingrid think that—artificial as it all clearly was—the scene could magically come to life. At any moment, those streets might fill with people in period clothes in horse-drawn carts or on those giant-wheeled bicycles that nobody rode anymore. It was the darkness that made her feel safe, like she, herself, was hidden in a cloak where she could watch the world pass by. It was the darkness, in contrast with those yellow lights, that made the space feel warm, no matter how chilly the thermostat read. And it was that juxtaposition of light to dark, onstage to off, player to audience, that she tried to recreate with the shadow boxes she started making when she was nine years old. 

			Her tools were simple and at hand: old shoe boxes, remnants of fabric, wallpaper, buttons, spools—anything her mom or a neighbor was throwing away. And dolls. Barbies or cheaper knock-offs became the characters in her made-up worlds—shifting from one shadow box to another, changing costumes, becoming whatever Ingrid wanted them to be. At night, she would turn off the lights in her room and shine a flashlight into one of the boxes, propped up on books so she could orchestrate the action with both hands. And, again, it gave her that feeling of an illuminated seen world that she could choose to enter or not. She could just as easily remain unseen in the safety of the dark.

			The first time Ingrid visited The Streets of Old Detroit was with Miss Haney’s fourth-grade class from Keller Elementary in suburban Royal Oak. Ingrid’s parents, Nils and Betsy Lind, had full-time jobs in the small factories that surrounded Detroit. Her dad was a tool and die maker; her mother was a bookkeeper. They did not have time to take their only daughter to museums. 

			Fourth-grade social studies had a section called “Your Home State.” Miss Haney hailed from old Detroit stock, unlike most of her students whose families were composed of incoming hordes of automobile workers. Miss Haney loved showing off her city, which had been laid out just like Paris, she informed them, after the Great Fire of 1805 had leveled it to the ground. Accordingly, in place of Paris’s Place de l’Étoile, Campus Martius became the center from which a series of boulevards radiated out like spokes in an oversized wheel. “Perhaps predicting Detroit’s automotive future,” Miss Haney had said with a laugh. Miss Haney’s favorite day in all of fourth grade was the day they boarded the bus for the Detroit Historical Museum and The Streets of Old Detroit.

			Ingrid’s parents were hardworking, God-fearing people. They took their Lutheran religion as seriously as they took their life. Ingrid’s dad was a second-generation Detroiter, his parents having come over from rural Sweden in the 1920s. For reasons that weren’t clear, her grandparents had skipped the great settlements of Swedes in Minnesota and Wisconsin and started life in Michigan instead. While Detroit was filled with Poles, Italians, and even a wide variety of Arabs, it was short on Swedes. There were fancy design-minded Scandinavians involved with the art school, Cranbrook, up in Bloomfield Hills. But in Royal Oak, the Linds were an oddity. Ingrid’s mother, on the other hand, was garden-variety American, with the maiden name of Stanhope, and she had converted to the Lutheran faith when she’d married Ingrid’s father. There were other Lutherans in Royal Oak but they were descended from Germans who had come after World War Two.

			By the time Ingrid was in Miss Haney’s class, her parents seemed so unhappy with each other that Ingrid could not imagine her mother changing something as substantial as her religion to please him. She couldn’t imagine her mom doing much of anything to please her father—other than cook Swedish meatballs, which Ingrid’s dad grudgingly allowed were better than his mother’s. Ingrid’s family was probably not the unhappiest of the entire fourth grade, although Ingrid had no real insight into other families’ levels of happiness. Children did not tend to divulge such secrets. Ingrid certainly would not have known whom to tell about her father’s drinking. She did not know what was normal when it came to alcohol consumption. She just knew that her stomach tied up in knots most evenings when her dad came home and only relaxed after he went out the door again after dinner. She did not know where he went. 

			But Ingrid had her boxes. They weren’t fancy like dollhouses with battery-operated lights and furniture that looked like miniature antiques. They were just shoeboxes tricked out with whatever Ingrid could cobble together to create a world to her liking. She didn’t really show them to anyone except Emilia, her next-door neighbor and closest friend. Em would sometimes play with the boxes with Ingrid, but Em’s nature was more analytical. She preferred to stand back and advise Ingrid on what to add or subtract. The highest praise from Em was a cryptic “Sweet!” when Ingrid had made a good one.

			Mostly the girls spent time at Em’s house instead of Ingrid’s. Ingrid’s parents worked all day. Em’s parents were both teachers—Anne taught high school English and Julius, community college chemistry—so they were more often at home. Em’s mom was usually around after school and could be counted on to bake. Molasses and Toll House cookies were her specialties, probably because they were her own favorites. Mrs. Waldron said baking took her mind off the teenagers at school. 

			“I would there were no age between ten and three-and-twenty,” she would say, letting the girls know it came from The Winter’s Tale by Shakespeare.

			Em and Ingrid were the tallest girls in their grade. Emilia was a year older but they both had November birthdays. As educators—a word that Ingrid’s parents would not have used—Em’s parents believed in the benefits of holding back. So Em had started kindergarten at age five-going-on-six, while Ingrid had started at four-nearly-five. In addition to being tall, Em was what Ingrid’s mother called “big-boned.” Even at practically the same height, she seemed twice the size of Ingrid. With Ingrid’s crooked nose, skinny legs, and wispy blond hair that her mom crudely chopped at home, it had been no surprise that the other kids had taken to calling her Woodstock.

			Emilia was with Ingrid on the fourth-grade trip to the Detroit Historical Museum. She’d been there several times already because her parents did make time for educational outings. As a result, she was not as mesmerized by The Streets of Old Detroit as Ingrid was. Maybe because Emilia’s household—in spite of her annoying younger brother, Sebastian—was a good deal happier than Ingrid’s own, she had no need for that type of fantasy. Or maybe it just wasn’t her thing.

			Later, as Ingrid moved from elementary to middle school, she added theater to her fan deck of escape routes. It wasn’t so different from shadow boxes. Those she had filled with dolls that she used to act out scenes. In theater, she just inserted herself—or a self-selected version of herself—into playing the scenes. It didn’t even feel like her when she was onstage acting. Plus, there was that continuum of darkness. The same darkness that surrounded the vignettes of The Streets of Old Detroit surrounded the players on the stage of the theater. 

			The knowledge of theater—the impetus to try out for a play in seventh grade—had come entirely from Em’s family. Mrs. Waldron—who went by Nan instead of Anne for its Elizabethan ring—was always quoting Shakespeare. She’d often drop his words into her own in an effort to engage the children. 

			“Wherefore art thou, Romeo?” Mrs. Waldron would say, taking time to explain that this was a reference to his name and its abhorrence to the family of Juliet. “If he’d had a different name, would Juliet have been able to love him openly?” 

			Em would roll her eyes and drag Ingrid upstairs to whatever it was they were doing that had little to do with Capulets and Montagues. Or maybe it did, after all, and they were just too naive to see it. The Waldrons happened to have been Black while the Linds—indeed the majority of the town of Royal Oak—were not. Ingrid understood the comparison but, when she and Em were in elementary school, that kind of prejudice seemed—to Ingrid anyway—remote.

			Names held symbolic importance for the Waldrons. Emilia’s was taken from four plays by Shakespeare: The Comedy of Errors, The Winter’s Tale, Othello, and The Two Noble Kinsmen. Sebastian was a name used in three of Shakespeare’s works: The Tempest, Twelfth Night, and The Two Gentlemen of Verona.

			Once—when the girls were in eighth grade—Ingrid carried a shadow box through the gate in the fence that separated her backyard from Emilia’s. Since Mrs. Waldron had given her the Payless shoebox and the piece of gold fabric she’d used, Ingrid wanted her to see the end result. It was a depiction of the child King Tut, complete with relics placed in his tomb (pilfered playing pieces from an old Monopoly game). She had used a Black Barbie, twisted the doll’s hair into a turban made with the fabric, and used gauze bandages for the linen wrappings. 

			When she didn’t find anyone in the kitchen, Ingrid brought the box up to Emilia’s room to wait for her. Lying on her friend’s purple bedspread and staring at the popcorn ceiling, Ingrid heard a heated conversation down the hall. It was coming from Sebastian’s room and sounded like an argument between him and his mother. She could not make out the words.

			Sebastian was the kid who did not go with the flow of his family. They all loved Shakespeare and Sebastian could quote him as easily as his mother, but he resisted going to plays. They all loved jazz and Sebastian had more musical talent than the rest of them, but he wouldn’t show up for band practice. They read, they bantered, they quoted, they embodied the kind of family Ingrid wished she were a part of. But Sebastian withheld his participation. It was as though he was stingy with his superior intellect and refused to share it unless it was on his own terms. He certainly did not even when his family compelled him. His parents were progressive enough to endeavor to accept him as he was. They made a show of not pathologizing him, as Ingrid had once heard Mrs. Waldron say to another mother on the phone. This was after Sebastian had done something to that woman’s kid, likely talking in circles in a way in which the other kid couldn’t keep up. No one could keep up with Sebastian and no one really liked him because of it. He was prone to shifting moods, dark to light but not much in between. Ingrid’s tactic was to avoid him.

			“Hello!” Ingrid heard Em shout as she stomped through the back door. She hopped up from the bed and ran downstairs to meet her. 

			“Ingrid!” said Mrs. Waldron, who must have just entered the kitchen herself. “I didn’t know you were here. And how was your day, Emilia dear?”

			“Ugh.” Emilia grabbed a handful of cookies from the tin. “I stink at flute.”

			“Our doubts are traitors and make us lose the good we oft might win by fearing to attempt,” Mrs. Waldron quoted. “Measure
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