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            Dedication

         
         
            For my father, Reginald Corsi,

            with all my love on your milestone birthday—

            thank you for telling your stories and listening to mine

            for encouraging me to reach the unreachable star

            for tolerating my teen years

            for infusing me with your wanderlust, willfulness, and wisdom

            for teaching me to cherish family and keep my friends

            for adoring Mom and keeping her alive in your heart

            for turning ordinary moments into celebrations

            for being my hero, hope, and home.

            Cent’Anni, Poppo!

         

         
         
            And for Mark, Morgan, and Brody, as always, with love.

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Epigraph

         
         
            Monsters are real, and ghosts are real, too. They live inside us, and sometimes they win.

            —Stephen King, The Shining
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            Part One

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Nora

         
         The Howell family moves into 104 Glover Street in Brooklyn on the Friday before Labor Day.

         
         Overnight storms have scoured summer stagnancy from the air and the sky begs contemplation, no matter how fatigued one might
            be from a sleepless red-eye cross-country flight in the middle coach seat.
         

         
         And so Nora pauses on the stoop with her neck arched, taking in the cloudless swath above neighboring rooftops.

         
         As descriptions go, mere blue won’t suffice. Nor cobalt, cerulean, sapphire . . .

         
         Crayola colors.

         
         She closes her eyes, seeing the delicate blue blooms that grew wild in Teddy’s California garden, hearing Teddy’s voice. “These? You like these? Pick all you want. They’re an invasive species.”
         

         
         “What do you mean?”

         
         “They’re insidious. They creep in and take over. I don’t know how they got here, but they don’t belong, and I can’t get rid
            of them.”
         

         
         “But they’re so pretty,” Nora said. “What are they?”

         
         “The botanical name is Myosotis scorpioides. Regular people call them scorpion grass. Or forget-me-nots.”
         

         
         Teddy is not a regular person.

         
         Teddy, unlike so many people in Nora’s life, is unforgettable.

         
         And Teddy, who believes everything happens for a reason, is certain that this move, even if it’s only a temporary corporate
            transfer, is a dangerous mistake.
         

         
         “Mom?”

         
         Nora turns away from the forget-me-not sky.

         
         Seventeen-year-old Stacey is crouched just inside the low iron gate beside the dog’s crate, petting him through the bars.
            Though she recently got contacts, she’s wearing glasses today because of the long flight. Behind the thick lenses, her brown
            eyes are underscored with dark circles and blinking up into the sun. Her dark hair is frizzy, bedhead-matted at the back.
            She’s wearing a shapeless hoodie and yoga pants that have never been worn for yoga.
         

         
         “Can I walk Kato?”

         
         Nora looks to the curb. Her square-jawed, fair-haired husband is talking to the moving van driver who’d pulled up right behind
            their airport taxi. Keith would say no to sending their teenage daughter out into the city alone minutes after arrival. Keith
            says no to a lot of things. That’s why Stacey’s asking Nora.
         

         
         “Sure, go ahead. There’s a dog run that way.” She points toward Edgemont Boulevard. “In the park, three blocks down on the
            left.”
         

         
         “Thanks.” Stacey turns to her fourteen-year-old sister perched on the bottom step, digging through her carry-on bag like she’s searching for a lifesaving serum. 

         
         Ah, a hairbrush. Same thing, in Piper’s corner of the world. She plucks it out and runs it through her hair. It’s long and
            straight and blond, like Nora’s. But Piper’s isn’t pulled back into a practical ponytail, and hers is natural, courtesy of
            Keith.
         

         
         “Hey, can you bring my bag in for me while I walk Kato?” Stacey asks her.

         
         “Don’t you want to see our new house first?”

         
         “Nah.”

         
         “Wait, where are you going?” Keith calls as Stacey drops a black nylon backpack beside her sister and takes off with the pug.

         
         “To the dog run. Mom said it’s fine.”

         
         “But—” Too late. Stacey and Kato disappear around the corner. He looks up at Nora. “What dog run?”

         
         “There’s one in the park.”

         
         “What park?”

         
         “The one off Edgemont.”

         
         “And you know this because . . .”

         
         “Because I did my homework on the neighborhood, Keith.”

         
         “Do you really think it’s a good idea to just let her roam around?”

         
         “If I didn’t think it was a good idea, would I have let her go? We live here now. She’s going to be on her own in the city.
            Piper, too.”
         

         
         “We’ve been here five minutes. What if she gets lost? Does she even know this address?”

         
         “She has her phone. We have our phones. It’ll be fine.”

         
         He doesn’t look convinced, but the movers are out of the van, opening the back and setting up a ramp. It won’t take long to unload. They’re only in New York for a year, and the house is fully furnished, complete with curtains, bedding, and cookware. 

         
         “Piper, come on, let’s go in,” Nora calls.

         
         “One second.” She’s traded her hairbrush for her phone, scrolling the screen.

         
         Keith slings his leather satchel over his shoulder and starts for the stoop, then turns back and grabs the empty dog crate.
            “Guess we’d better not leave anything lying around on the street. Come on, Pipe. Let’s check out the house. You’re going to
            love it.”
         

         
         Those were the precise words Nora had said to him weeks ago when they’d flown in from LA to find a place to live.

         
         They’d spent a fruitless day slogging in and out of a warm August rain looking at potential apartments and systematically
            ruled them all out. Most were too inconvenient or too small, and they couldn’t afford the ones that weren’t. Over dinner,
            Keith scrolled through Manhattan real estate listings, looking for something they might have missed and could see before they
            caught their flight home the next afternoon.
         

         
         “Here, check out this one, Nora. It has outdoor space. You can have your garden.”

         
         She peered at his screen. “That looks like a fire escape.”

         
         “It is a fire escape. But you can put plants on it, and there’s an East River view between the buildings, see?”
         

         
         “A view won’t matter to the girls as much as having a house. They aren’t used to elevators and laundry rooms and strangers on the other sides of us.”
         

         
         She showed him a listing on her own phone—a bargain of a Brooklyn row house. “It has a backyard, basement, stairways, even
            a front porch.”
         

         
         “That’s just a stoop,” Keith informed her, as if she didn’t know. “Anyway, that row house is no bargain. The rent is as high
            as the places we saw today.”
         

         
         “Those were shoeboxes.”

         
         “Because it was Manhattan. Trust me, you don’t want to live in a borough.”

         
         “Trust me—I don’t want to live in a shoebox. I guess we’d better check out the suburbs. New Jersey, or Connecticut, maybe—”
         

         
         “No way. We’re moving to New York to live in New York.”

         
         “Brooklyn is New York.” Seeing him waver, she touched his arm. “Come on, Keith. We need to find something if we’re going to do this. Let’s
            check out the house. You’re going to love it.”
         

         
         “I doubt that.”

         
         “Please?”

         
         “Fine, Goldilocks. Guess it can’t hurt to look.”

         
         Oh, but it could.

         
         The next day, they took a cab to 104 Glover, the second address from the corner on a block lined with tidy and welcoming redbrick nineteenth-century row houses. All had three tall windows on the top floor; two alongside the front door a level above the street, and smaller, iron-barred basement windows. All had corniced roofs and stone stoops atop twelve steep stairs bordered by ornate black grillwork. They were indistinguishable from each other save a few small details. At 104, the white trim was freshly painted and the stone planters flanking the bottom step were spiked with red fountain grass and trailing blue lobelia. 

         
         The property manager, Deborah, greeted them with a warning that it was brand-new to the rental market and they’d have to jump
            on it if they wanted it. Nora already knew that she did, but she wanted Keith to want it, too. She needed him to want it.
         

         
         After Deborah’s tour and some wheedling on Nora’s part, he grudgingly agreed.

         
         Flash forward a month and he’s acting as though it was all his idea, eager to show off the house to Piper, hustling her along
            as she dallies over texts to her friends back home.
         

         
         “They’re not even awake at this hour, Pipe! Let’s go!”

         
         “Okay, okay, just let me send this last one, Dad!” She presses a button, tucks the phone away, and picks up her own bag, then
            her sister’s, with a grunt. “What’s in here, boulders?”
         

         
         “Books,” Nora tells her, “and I’m sure they’re all about Lizzie Borden. That’s her latest thing.”

         
         Keith takes the heavy bag from Piper. “You know Stacey. She’s always obsessed over one thing or another. Too bad it’s never
            anything like—I don’t know—kittens, baking, yoga . . .”
         

         
         “Who’s Lizzie Borden?”

         
         Keith answers with a casual shrug. “Axe murderess who killed her parents back in the 1800s.”

         
         “Ew. Why does Stacey like gory death stuff?”

         
         “A lot of people are interested in true crime,” Nora points out.

         
         “Well, I’m not.”

         
         Piper is such an agreeable teenager, just as she was an easy baby, toddler, and child.

         
         She was spared colic, terrible twos and threes, tantrums, baby fat, acne, adolescent angst, bullying. Spared everything that tormented her sister, and thus Keith
            and Nora, as they saw their firstborn through each stage. By the time Stacey was in preschool, they’d revised their plan to
            have a large family. Two children would be more than enough, and parenting was so all-consuming that Nora stopped toying with
            the idea of eventually going back to work.
         

         
         They’re in the homestretch now. Next year at this time, Stacey will be preparing to head off to college. Until then, Nora
            hopes that things will go better for her here in New York than back in California; that she’ll find friends and fit in.
         

         
         For her sake, she assures herself. Not for mine.

         
         “Got the key, Nora?”

         
         “Right here.” Her hand trembles as she fits it into the lock and turns it.

         
         She opens the door, steps over the threshold, and takes a deep breath scented with furniture polish and something vaguely
            fruity.
         

         
         The house is dim and shadowed, tall windows shrouded in shades and draperies. She feels along the wall beside the door, presses
            an old-fashioned button switch, and light floods from the vintage fixture high overhead.
         

         
         “Nice, isn’t it?” Keith asks Piper.

         
         She takes in the ornate oak staircase, polished hardwoods, and antique furniture, and points at a wall niche, where a glass
            case holds a coppery black orb the size of a cantaloupe. “What’s that?”
         

         
         “Revolutionary War cannonball. It was dug up right here in the backyard. That doesn’t happen in California, right?”

         
         “I guess not. What’s that?” She’s zeroed in on the cast-iron radiator tucked alongside the steep staircase, and Keith explains
            that it will heat the house when the weather cools.
         

         
         Piper indicates the sepia Victorian family portrait on the wall above the stairs. “Who are they?”

         
         “They lived here back in the olden days. See the carved mantel behind them? It’s the same one that’s on the living room fireplace.
            Here, I’ll show you.”
         

         
         Keith leads Piper through the archway like a listing agent.

         
         Remembering how reluctant he’d been to even consider this house, Nora marvels at his proprietary air now. She might find it
            sweet, or amusing, if she weren’t so numb.
         

         
         The move was exhausting, and she hasn’t slept in so long, and . . .

         
         And now that they’re here, emotion is swelling in her throat, threatening to spill over.

         
         She closes her eyes.

         
         Just breathe. It’s going to be good here. Everything’s going to be all right now.

         
         When she opens her eyes, she spots the fruity scent’s source: a vase filled with spiky bright red blooms on the marble console
            table by the door.
         

         
         Salvia elegans—pineapple sage.
         

         
         “It symbolizes healing,” Teddy’s voice whispers in her head.
         

         
         Nora smiles. It’s a perfect welcoming touch for their new lives in the perfect house for a perfect family . . .

         
         On the surface, anyway.

         
         Let the healing begin.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Jacob

         
         Even now, a quarter of a century later, he visits the house.

         
         Sometimes, it’s on the way to wherever he’s going, or just a slight detour—walk down one block instead of another. More often,
            it’s out of his way, yet he’s compelled to go.
         

         
         He doesn’t linger and stare; nothing like that. Not the way people did back in 1994, after the murders. A triple family homicide—father,
            mother, daughter—drew attention, even in New York, even in those violent days, with the homicide rate at record highs amid
            the crack epidemic. The story made all the papers.
         

         
         The crime faded from public awareness, but the killer who’d slaughtered the family at 104 Glover was never apprehended. According
            to the press, there were no suspects. Investigation coverage was minimal, and quickly dropped.
         

         
         He wonders whether Anna had known what was happening as she drew her last breath on that January night, whether she’d suffered.

         
         Some days, good days, he convinces himself that she hadn’t.

         
         A few weeks before the murders, Jacob’s grandmother had gone to bed on Christmas Eve and failed to wake up on Christmas morning. Such a shame that it happened on the holiday, and without warning, people had said at the funeral. 

         
         Yet according to his grandfather, she’d died an easy death. “Berta was always tossing and turning, up and down, up and down.
            Me, I hear every little thing. That night, nothing. Best sleep I had in sixty years. And Berta—she just slipped away, peacefully.”
         

         
         But there’s a difference between dying in your sleep of natural causes and being bullet-blasted in the brain.

         
         On bad days, walking past 104 Glover and remembering the young woman who’d lived and died there, Jacob wonders whether Anna
            was awake in that last instant. Perhaps she’d been stirred from sleep by a footstep in the hall, or sensed someone standing
            over her bed.
         

         
         He pictures her rolling over to face her executioner; sees those big brown eyes of hers widening in dread just before the
            gunshot.
         

         
         But of course, it hadn’t happened that way. She’d been double-tapped in the back of the head while sleeping on her stomach.

         
         On this sun-dappled late summer morning, he rounds the corner and sees a familiar SUV with an oval LBI sticker on the rear window—Long Beach Island, down the Jersey Shore.
         

         
         The vehicle belongs to the couple who live diagonally across the street from 104 Glover. Luggage is heaped in the back. The owner, dressed in shorts and a Rip Curl T-shirt, stands on the running board, securing surfboards to the top. His wife has just joined him, in a broad-brimmed straw hat and sunglasses with a beach bag over her shoulder. Their voices carry. 

         
         “All locked up and ready to go?” he asks.

         
         “Yes. Did you put my wine in the cooler?”

         
         “Crap. I knew I forgot something.”

         
         “Blake! Go back and get it. I need it!”

         
         “There’s wine down the shore.”

         
         “Not the kind I like,” she whines.

         
         Some people these days are so entitled, Jacob thinks, moving on past the bickering couple. When he was their age, he wouldn’t
            have—
         

         
         Stopping short, he gapes at 104 Glover.

         
         No one has lived there since the murders.

         
         Now the front door is propped wide open and a moving van sits at the curb.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Nora

         
         The morning passed in a flurry of cleaning and unpacking, transforming the stagnant, shuttered house into a home filled with
            sunlight and voices. Now the scents of furniture polish and take-out pizza mingle with the pineapple sage in the front hall.
         

         
         Passing the vase on her way up the stairs after lunch, Nora again thinks of healing. Of Teddy.

         
         Time to sneak away and make a furtive phone call.

         
         Keith is in the living room with his laptop, working from home to get a head start on the new job. The girls retreated to
            their rooms, Stacey’s in the middle of the hall across from the bathroom, Piper’s at the far end. Their doors are closed,
            and all is silent beyond.
         

         
         Back home, they have their own suites, with walk-in closets and bathrooms. Here, their rooms are smaller than their closets.
            There’s one full bath for four people, unless you count the rust-stained shower stall in the basement, a 1960s rec room remnant.
         

         
         But this is New York, and it’s only for a year.

         
         In the sunlit master bedroom at the top of the stairs, Nora changes out of the jeans and white T-shirt she’d donned yesterday morning on the opposite coast. Yesterday, yesterday’s life, might as well have been lived by a stranger.
         

         
         She puts on another pair of jeans, darker and more fitted, and another T-shirt, this one black. She releases her long blond
            hair from its tight ponytail and with it, the last of a tension headache she didn’t even realize she had.
         

         
         Better. So much better, she assures the woman in the mirror.

         
         Everything will be better from now on. You can do this. You’re doing it. You did it. You’re here.

         
         The woman starts to smile, but her blue eyes widen as a faint snatch of music box melody tinkles into the room, and the summer
            breeze chills.
         

         
         Nora stands poised, head tilted, not sure whether she really heard it. Was it a ghost? Her imagination?

         
         She steps closer to the billowing curtains and leans toward the open screen, peering down at parallel lines of redbrick row
            houses and parked cars. She hears only street noise—distant sirens, traffic, a radio, men shouting, kids playing, and then . . .
         

         
         There it is again. She’s relieved to see an old-time ice cream truck trundle into view like an aging crooner taking the stage,
            timeworn and playing a nostalgic tune. Not a ghost, not her imagination, no reason to be uneasy. But there’s something . . .
         

         
         “I told you so, Nora,” Teddy’s voice whispers. “I told you this move wouldn’t make anything better. I told you it was dangerous.”

         
         “No,” she says aloud. “You’re wrong, Teddy.”

         
         She shoves her feet into sneakers, grabs her phone, and descends the stairs beneath the Victorian family portrait.

         
         A rigidly posed young mother in a high-collared dress and father in a three-piece suit rest their hands on their seated teenage daughter’s shoulders. Her eyes are fixed on something behind the photographer and she’s clutching a nosegay of delicate flowers Nora’s pretty sure are forget-me-nots, even without the evocative blue. 

         
         These people are a part of 104 Glover’s history, like the Howells, and all who came between.

         
         Nora peeks through the archway into the living room. The ornate carved mantel in the photo’s background remains intact above
            the marble fireplace.
         

         
         Keith is in a cushy leather recliner, phone in hand, laptop open, head thrown back, snoring. Yeah, so much for that head start,
            but Nora is relieved. He won’t ask any questions until she’s back; might not even realize she’s gone.
         

         
         She grabs the leash draped over the newel post and crosses the wide archway into the dining room. It’s formal, with built-in
            corner cabinetry, another fireplace, and a polished oval table. Beyond tall windows, the brick patio is lush with green foliage
            and abundant summer blooms. Flowering vines crawl along trellises and arbors, and a thick, thorny border of roses and berries
            provides a living privacy screen.
         

         
         Nora’s eye lingers on faded blossoms that need deadheading and unruly brambles that need pruning. But first things first.

         
         In the kitchen, she finds Kato snoozing in a sunny patch on the back doormat.

         
         Her voice echoes off the subway-tiled walls, polished stone countertops, and slate floor as she asks, “Hey, want to go for
            a walk?”
         

         
         The pug opens one eye and closes it again.

         
         Nora fastens the leash to his collar and gives it a little tug. “Come on. Let’s get out of here. Just you and me.”

         
         He gets to his feet with an agreeable wag of his tail, though he’d have been content to doze the afternoon away like Keith.
            Kato’s on the lazy side even for a pug, and this morning’s walk with Stacey filled his daily quota, and then some. But if
            Keith asks where she went, she’ll say the dog wanted to go out.
         

         
         She half expects him to appear and call after her as she heads down the steps onto the sidewalk, and holds her breath until
            she rounds the corner onto Edgemont Boulevard.
         

         
         Safe.

         
         The ice cream truck has moved on, but the song is stuck in her head.

         
         All around the mulberry bush, the monkey chased the weasel . . .

         
         With the holiday weekend looming, honking traffic snakes toward airports and beaches. Helmeted cyclists whiz along the bike
            lane, veering around potholes and double-parked vehicles. Kids on skateboards weave around curbside lines at food trucks,
            deliverymen with loaded dollies, pedestrians pushing baby strollers and wire grocery carts, and fellow dog walkers, some of
            them professionals with several per leash.
         

         
         Vinyl-sided houses and brick apartment buildings are interspersed with small shops, ethnic restaurants, and bodegas bordered by buckets of cut flowers. Their perfume is lost in air thick with hot tar, hot food, and hot sun, directly overhead now in a sky that’s faded to the soft shade of frayed denim. A dozen different songs blast from car speakers and open windows. Nora recognizes none of them, but they effectively banish “Pop Goes the Weasel.” 

         
         As she passes a plywood-barricaded construction site, orange-vested workers greet her with wolf whistles and catcalls.

         
         “Yo, Blondie!”

         
         “Lookin’ fine!”

         
         Nora clenches her jaw and looks straight ahead, glad she’s wearing sunglasses. She isn’t used to this. Back home she doesn’t
            often find herself in such close proximity to strangers.
         

         
         She crosses the street and makes her way into the park, a shade-dappled oasis beyond a low stone wall, looking for a private
            spot. The street din fades as she follows a winding gravel path lined with ancient trees and colorful perennials in full bloom.
            Keeping an eye out for leering men and potential muggers, she sees only joggers and strolling families, senior citizens congregating
            on benches and teenagers shooting hoops on a basketball court.
         

         
         The park might be different after dark, but right now, it’s idyllic. Coiled tension unfurls like fiddlehead fronds as she
            sits on a vacant bench and dials Teddy’s number.
         

         
         It rings right into voice mail.

         
         “It’s me. I know you’re traveling, but I just wanted to let you know that we made it. We’re here, all moved in, and everything’s
            okay. I’ll try you again over the weekend if I can get away, or next week for sure. I love you.”
         

         
         She hangs up and watches a hummingbird dart among a blazing star’s bottlebrush purple spires. Kato noses along the path, then appears to be settling in for a nap. He’d be content to skip the dog run, but she isn’t ready to head back yet. 

         
         She tugs the leash and they move on, past a fountain, an ice cream stand, and a baseball field populated by adolescent girls,
            bases loaded.
         

         
         Nora thinks of Piper, who inherited Keith’s athletic prowess and played soccer and softball back home. Of Stacey, who did
            not.
         

         
         The large fenced-in dog run is crowded. A few owners are playing with their pups while others are congregated and chatting
            like old friends. All the benches are occupied. Nora unleashes Kato and he trots toward the water fountain, tongue hanging
            out.
         

         
         “Aw, somebody’s thirsty,” a female voice comments.

         
         She turns to see a striking woman. Her lipstick is that ideal shade of red that’s always eluded Nora—not so bright it’s clownish,
            not so dark it’s closer to maroon. The rest of her face is masked by enormous black sunglasses. Her dark hair is pulled back
            in a sleek chignon. She’s wearing a black sleeveless turtleneck, trim cropped black pants, and black flats—Audrey Hepburn
            in Breakfast at Tiffany’s, Nora thinks, returning her smile.
         

         
         “What’s your dog’s name?” She bends to pet him.

         
         “Kato.”

         
         “Wow, he’s adorable. You’re adorable, aren’t you, guy?” He licks her hand, and she laughs. “Is he always this friendly, or
            am I special?”
         

         
         Nora smiles and shakes her head. “Not that you’re not special, but . . .”

         
         “Way to burst my bubble. He’s like this with everyone, huh?”

         
         “Pretty much. He showed up at our house one day and just kind of stuck around like he belonged there.”

         
         “Oh, so he’s named after Kato Kaelin? The guy who lived in OJ Simpson’s guesthouse?”

         
         “Exactly. At the time, my daughter was reading a book about that case—she’s kind of a true crime buff,” Nora adds quickly,
            lest this woman get the wrong idea.
         

         
         Which is . . . what? That something’s wrong with a teenage girl who enjoys reading about murder and mayhem?

         
         The woman nods and moves on. “So, I’m Heather, and those guys”—she points at an enormous, shaggy mixed breed and a small corgi—“are
            Mutt and Geoffrey. With a G.”
         

         
         “I’m Nora. With an N.”
         

         
         Heather grins. “Where do you live?”

         
         “Glover Street. We just moved in.”

         
         “Wait . . . today? Do you mean 104?”

         
         “Yes, how did you—”

         
         “We live at 128 Glover. My wife saw a moving van this morning. That house has been empty forever. The owner is a foreign businessman,
            I think in Spain or something?”
         

         
         She pauses as if Nora might know, and at her shrug, continues, “Well, anyway . . . he had the whole house renovated and I
            guess he must have been planning to sell it, but he obviously changed his mind and decided to rent it. Yay for you. Welcome
            to the neighborhood.”
         

         
         “Thanks. Wow—it’s kind of crazy that you live a few doors down from us.”

         
         “Yeah, Brooklyn is the biggest small world in the world. You’ll see. Where are you from?”

         
         “LA.”

         
         “No. Way! Same!”
         

         
         “Really? Where?”

         
         “Encino. How about you?”

         
         “We just moved from Woodland Hills.”

         
         “Well, LA’s not as small a world as Brooklyn, but— Sorry, my phone is buzzing.” Heather digs it out of her huge black shoulder
            bag, glances at it, and deftly answers a text, not missing a conversational beat. “So, when you say we . . . you have a family?”
         

         
         “Husband and two daughters.”

         
         “How old?”

         
         “Forty-five but if you ask he’ll claim thirty-nine.” The quip is rewarded with a broad smile. “The girls are fourteen and
            seventeen.”
         

         
         “No. Way,” Heather says again, as though she’s just been told that Nora’s kids are her own long-lost children. “Our daughter is fourteen, and our son turns eighteen in October.”
         

         
         “So they’re around the same age.”

         
         “I bet you and I are, too. Forty-four?”

         
         “I will be in December.”

         
         “I just celebrated my birthday! And my wife turned fifty the same week. Too bad you missed her birthday bash. Are you into
            seafood?”
         

         
         “Uh, sure.”

         
         Talking to Heather is like popping popcorn in hot oil without a lid, kernels flying in every direction.

         
         “You would have loved this party. We did a backyard clambake. No sand—you’ve seen our yard—I mean, not our actual yard, but you’ve seen yours, and it’s the same, right? So anyway, I can give you the name of the place that catered
            it if you’re interested. But wait, you probably don’t know anyone here yet, do you? You don’t. We’ll hang out. Our kids can
            get to know each other. Are they excited about the move?”
         

         
         “The girls? One is. The other isn’t.”

         
         “They sound like our two. What are you doing Sunday? It’s not a school night or a work night, with the holiday. How about
            dinner at our place?”
         

         
         “Um . . . sure. That would be fun.”

         
         “Great. What’s your number?”

         
         Heather dials the digits as she recites them, and a moment later, Nora’s phone buzzes in her pocket.

         
         “That’s me. Add me to your contacts. Last name’s Tamura.” She spells it, asks for Nora’s last name, and saves it in her phone.
            “What don’t you eat? Not just you, all of you.”
         

         
         “What don’t we . . .” Nora shakes her head. “Sorry. Cross-country move, red-eye flight. I’m a little slow today.”

         
         “I just meant, is anyone gluten-free? Vegan? Pescatarian? Allergic? Lactose intolerant? We’ve got it all in our household,
            so I want to make sure we’ve got you covered.”
         

         
         “Oh! We eat pretty much anything.”

         
         “Well, that’s easy.” Heather’s phone buzzes again, and she looks at it. “Sorry. I should get back. Technically, I’m working.”

         
         “What do you do?”

         
         “I’m in marketing.”

         
         “So is my husband.”

         
         “Where?”

         
         “Cooper-McGovern. It’s a West Coast firm and they’re opening a New York office. That’s why we’re here. How about you?”

         
         “Until a few months ago, I worked at the Met.”

         
         “The opera?”

         
         “No, my wife’s the musician in the family—though not that kind of music, and she rarely performs anymore, but she was pretty
            amazing back in the day. Anyway, I was in marketing for the Metropolitan Museum of Art for years. God, I loved it. I love
            art—but who doesn’t, right? Now I’m at a start-up that recruited me away with gobs of money, otherwise I would never have
            left. Sorry—does that sound crass? I swear I’m not crass, but—you know, I’m sure you’re wondering why anyone would leave the
            Met. But we’ve got college tuition looming so . . . you get it, right?”
         

         
         She pauses, expecting a response.

         
         Nora nods—presumably at all of the above.

         
         “Do you work?” Heather asks.

         
         “Not anymore, but I’m—I used to be a horticulturalist before I got married and had kids.”

         
         “You didn’t want to be a working mom, huh?”

         
         She shrugs. “That was the decision my husband and I made. He was doing well enough that I didn’t have to work.”

         
         “And you didn’t want to?”

         
         “I was happy to be at home, especially when the girls were little.”

         
         “I get it. But if you want to get back into it just for something to do and to meet people here, you should volunteer with
            our urban farm.”
         

         
         “What is it?”

         
         “A green space where food is grown for people in need. It’s on the roof of an empty warehouse over by the river. Jules will
            tell you about it Sunday night.”
         

         
         “Jules?”

         
         “My wife.”

         
         Right, Jules. Musician, newly fifty, fun party.

         
         Heather brandishes two dog leashes. “Okay, so, seven o’clock, and we’re seven doors down. Two-story brick row house, white
            trim, black iron fence out front. Can’t miss it.” At Nora’s raised eyebrow, she says, “Hey, I’m kidding. Obviously, they all
            look alike, but the good thing is, we’ll know our way around each other’s houses. No asking directions to the bathroom when
            we visit—it’s like we’re old friends. See you Sunday!”
         

         
         She leashes her dogs and walks off at a fast clip, phone to her ear.

         
         Nora looks down at her own phone, wishing Teddy would return her call.

         
         “I already made a friend!” she’ll say. “She lives just a few doors down, with age-appropriate kids!”

         
         What will Teddy say?

         
         “That’s great! I’m so happy for you!”

         
         No.

         
         More likely: “Careful, Nora . . . Careful who you trust . . . You know better than anyone . . .”

         
         Nora puts her phone back into her pocket.

         
         I know, Teddy. I know.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Jacob

         
         He returns to Glover Street under cover of darkness, armed with binoculars.

         
         Anna’s house is lit from basement to eaves, inside and out. The drapes are parted, shades pulled up, windows open with screens
            in place.
         

         
         How dare they?

         
         He thinks of Anna, so shy and fiercely private. She wouldn’t have wanted strangers living in her house. They don’t belong
            here.
         

         
         Tobacco smoke puffs from his nostrils like dragon fury as he stalks on past and around the corner onto Edgemont.

         
         It’s late, but the boulevard is always busy. Traffic, pedestrians, bodegas, restaurants. At the far end of the block, a police
            car chirps as it rolls up alongside a group of young men gathered beneath a streetlamp.
         

         
         Jacob eyes a familiar brownstone. The windows are dark. It had been a private residence in January 1994. Now professional
            placards are mounted beside the door. He climbs the steps as if he belongs there and scans the lineup. A dentist, an accountant,
            a financial adviser—all offices now closed.
         

         
         He glances around. No one in the vicinity is paying any attention to him. Those who aren’t minding their own business are watching the opposite end of the block, where rippling red light bathes the guys being questioned by NYPD. 

         
         He quickly climbs over the stoop railing onto the adjacent flat roof of the low shed behind 102 Glover Street and walks to
            the edge, overlooking 104’s back garden. Twenty-five years ago, it had been barren as a prison yard. Now there’s a wide bramble
            hedge below the shed roof, running the length and width of 104’s property perimeter, effective as a crocodile moat.
         

         
         He looks at Anna’s bedroom in the upper left corner. Someone is there.

         
         His pulse quickens.

         
         A female figure throws shadows on the walls as she moves around the room, then begins to bend and stretch in a rhythmic pattern.
            He trains the binoculars on the windows, spinning the lenses into focus.
         

         
         She’s brunette.

         
         She’s taking books from the floor and aligning them on the shelves.

         
         Anna’s bookshelves, Anna’s room, Anna’s house . . .

         
         Amid distant sirens and chirping crickets, he hears squealing brakes and the crunch of metal on metal. Somewhere on Edgemont,
            a car alarm begins to wail.
         

         
         In Anna’s room, the figure turns toward the window.

         
         He glimpses her face.

         
         The impossible image sears his brain, and his limbs go limp. The binoculars fall from his hand and land with a rustle and
            thud in the tangle of briars below, lost.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Nora

         
         “Keith? Girls? You’ve got fifteen minutes,” Nora calls up the stairs at a quarter to seven Sunday evening.

         
         She opens the powder room door to check her reflection in the mirror. Channeling her own inner Holly Golightly, she’s wearing
            a trim black skirt, sleeveless top, and flats. Her makeup is understated, her hair pulled back in a simple headband, and she’s
            accessorized only by sapphire stud earrings that match her eyes. Their expression reflects jitteriness that wavers between
            happy anticipation and foreboding.
         

         
         The weekend, spent settling in and exploring the area with Keith and the girls, has gone well. Almost too well, considering
            they’ve spent more time together as a family than they have since . . .
         

         
         Well, they’ve never spent this much time together. Back in LA, even when they’re all home, they’re scattered. Here, the bedrooms
            are small and lack sitting areas and televisions. And the house may be large by New York standards but it offers no bonus
            rooms, no home gym, no pool.
         

         
         Nora assumes they’ll all crave more distance and private space when the novelty wears off, but for this first weekend, togetherness
            isn’t such a bad thing.
         

         
         In the kitchen, she cuts a large piece of clear cellophane and centers it around the flowers she’s bringing as a hostess gift for Heather and her family. 

         
         “You’re making a mistake, Nora,” Teddy’s voice whispers. “You shouldn’t do this.”

         
         It’s the last thing she needs to hear right now, so it’s probably for the best that Teddy hasn’t gotten back to her.

         
         She isn’t being reckless, accepting a stranger’s dinner invitation. She’s being proactive, hoping New York might offer the
            one thing she’d lacked in California: friendship.
         

         
         She had a social circle there—the girls’ pals’ parents, Keith’s colleagues’ spouses, workout buddies, neighbors. There were
            plenty of people she could count on for a favor, people with whom she’d shared meals and celebrations and even vacations over
            the years. But they weren’t true confidants, and she won’t miss any of them.
         

         
         Anyway, Heather no longer seems like a stranger. They’ve been texting back and forth ever since Friday evening, when Nora
            sent a message asking about neighborhood restaurants. Heather recommended the local Moroccan place where the Howells dined
            that first evening, and the Asian-Cuban one in Manhattan where they’d had a late dinner last night. Both were excellent, as
            promised.
         

         
         If you ask Heather about best places to eat—or buy school supplies, or open a bank account, all questions Nora posed to her—she’s
            the kind of person who shares interesting or funny anecdotes along with an efficient, comprehensive list of options.
         

         
         Keith comes into the kitchen wearing khaki shorts and a light blue linen button-down, sleeves rolled up. He’s freshly shaven, not one to let stubble linger if there’s a razor available. Nora has always found his clean-cut good looks appealing, though here in New York, he could do with a little more edge. 

         
         “Turned out pretty,” he comments, indicating the arrangement of roses, sunflowers, and Peruvian lilies in splashy shades of
            scarlet, orange, and yellow. She’d cut the blooms from the garden, bought the wrap and ribbon at a stationer’s on Edgemont,
            and the turquoise Fiestaware vase at an adjacent vintage store.
         

         
         “Thanks.”

         
         She ties a fat symmetrical red satin bow around the cellophane and fluffs out the loops, conscious of his eyes on her.

         
         “What?” she asks, not looking up.

         
         “What?”

         
         “Why are you just standing there watching me?”

         
         “Can’t I admire your handiwork? And you?”

         
         It’s the kind of thing he’d have said before things changed, and she’d have found it sweet. Now the words don’t ring true.
            Now she’s certain it wasn’t admiration: it was scrutiny.
         

         
         She hears footsteps on the stairs, heavy and methodical. Not Piper, who tends to prance down.

         
         Stacey appears in the doorway. Like Nora, she’s dressed all in black, from her bulky hooded sweatshirt to her sneakers.

         
         “Okay, I guess I missed the death notice,” Keith says. “Are we going to a funeral?”

         
         Stacey rolls her eyes.

         
         Nora notices that her hair is brushed, brunette kinks tamed into a low ponytail. She’s wearing her contacts, and she appears to have helped herself to Nora’s cosmetics. It’s an expensive brand, but the foundation is a shade too dark for her untanned skin, casting her in sallow shadow. The amethyst liner was meant for blue eyes, not brown, and was applied with a heavy hand. 

         
         She just doesn’t know what to do. I should help her.

         
         But before Nora settles on a tactful way to phrase the offer, the floor creaks directly overhead: Piper, on the move.

         
         She bounces in like a sunbeam, face glowing and blond hair flowing beneath oversize burnished metallic sunglasses propped
            on her head. A yellow romper bares her tanned limbs and matching sandals reveal coral-polished toes. Delicate gold jewelry
            glints at her ears, neck, wrists, and one ankle.
         

         
         “Are we going?”

         
         Nora smiles. “We are. Is that the outfit you bought last week on Melrose, Pipe?”

         
         “Uh-huh.” Piper twirls around. “How does it look? Too short?”

         
         “No, it’s perfect.”

         
         “Thanks.”

         
         Piper’s gaze flits to Stacey, taking in her sister’s appearance. She looks as though she wants to say something—searching
            for a compliment, maybe, and then realizing it would come across as perfunctory, same as anything Nora herself might say.
         

         
         Nora picks up the vase. “Hey, Stace, can you carry this?”

         
         “Let Piper. The flowers match her ensemble.” She emphasizes the last word with an exaggerated French accent.
         

         
         Piper laughs as though it was intended as a sweet little joke. “They do! Here, I’ll take it, Mom.”

         
         “Thanks, but I asked your sister.”

         
         “And my sister offered,” Stacey shoots back.
         

         
         “I don’t mind. Really. No big deal.” Piper holds out her hands and Nora gives her the vase.

         
         Keith catches her eye and she shrugs. He doesn’t know what it’s like to be a girl like Stacey, at that age. So many things
            he doesn’t know . . .
         

         
         Nora turns away and pulls on her sunglasses before stepping out into the warm summer evening.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Jacob

         
         Jacob had returned to Glover Street on Saturday, confident that the owners of the row house across from Anna’s were spending
            the weekend on Long Beach Island. He’d lounged on their bottom step for an hour, armed with cover stories in case someone
            came along, recognized that he didn’t belong, and confronted him.
         

         
         He’d correctly guessed that wouldn’t happen in a city populated by hurried, harried residents who mind their own business.
            The few neighbors passing by had failed to give him a second glance.
         

         
         Across the street at 104, all was quiet. The front windows were closed, curtains and shades drawn, and he wondered if he’d
            imagined what he’d seen on Friday. Not just the moving van, but her.
         

         
         When night fell, he walked around the block and accessed the rear shed roof again, thinking of the binoculars buried in the
            thorny hedge below. It didn’t matter. There was nothing to see at 104. The shades were drawn and Anna’s room was dark.
         

         
         Back home in bed, he’d dreamed about Anna. It wasn’t the first time, but she was so vivid, alive again.

         
         “Do you believe in ghosts, Jacob?” she kept asking him in his dream, as she had in real life so many years ago. “Do you? Do you believe in ghosts?” 

         
         He reached for her, expecting her to vanish, but his hands touched warm flesh. She was really there. He held her close and
            wept into her soft brown hair.
         

         
         “I’m so sorry. Please forgive me . . .”

         
         The dream stayed with him today. As shadows filtered the fading sun, he bought a thick Sunday New York Times and returned to the stoop across from 104 Glover.
         

         
         Now he watches the house over the top of the open Sports section, chain-smoking and slapping flying insects that stick to
            his sweat-dampened skin in the humid dusk.
         

         
         He should leave, and yet . . .

         
         The shades are open. Maybe someone is there. Maybe Anna . . .

         
         Do you believe in ghosts?

         
         She’d asked him that question after his grandmother’s death, not long before her own.

         
         “No,” he’d said. “Do you?”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         “Have you ever seen one?”

         
         “No. But . . .”

         
         She murmured something that sounded like I’ve been one.
         

         
         When he asked her if that was what she’d said, she shook her head. “What? No! Why would I say that?”

         
         “Then what did you say?”

         
         He doesn’t remember her answer now. It hadn’t stuck with him the way I’ve been one had. She claimed she hadn’t said it. Maybe she hadn’t. She wasn’t a ghost; she was still alive back then.
         

         
         She can’t be one now, because there’s no such—

         
         Across the street, the front door opens.

         
         He sits up.

         
         A woman emerges.

         
         She isn’t the person he’d seen in Anna’s room Friday night. She isn’t Anna, or Anna’s look-alike, or Anna’s ghost.

         
         She’s a stranger with long blond hair and movie star sunglasses.

         
         She isn’t alone. There’s another one, another blond stranger, a teenage girl who trails behind the woman, carrying a large
            bouquet.
         

         
         Red-hot rage sweeps over him.

         
         Who are they? What are they doing in Anna’s house?

         
         A third person emerges, a man. He, too, is blond and attractive. He lingers on the threshold, holding the door open for . . .

         
         Anna.

         
         Twenty-five years mourning her; two days reminding himself that she’s long gone; an hour convincing himself that there’s no
            such thing as ghosts . . .
         

         
         Yet there she is.

         
         She looks around as she descends the steps, glancing up and down the street and then across. Her gaze drops on Jacob like
            a coin in a slot.
         

         
         He opens his mouth to call out to her, but her name is mired in his throat.

         
         She looks away, walks away, following the trio of blond strangers.

         
         Move! Run! Go after her!

         
         His legs refuse the command to chase her down.

         
         What if he did? Would he grab her shoulders, spin her around, and . . . what?

         
         Simply hold her in a fervent embrace? Demand to know what she’s doing here, why she’s with these people, how she can be alive
            again?
         

         
         He watches her drift away with the others, this fake, perfect family that looks nothing like her, nothing like her own. But
            of course not. Anna’s family died together, the three of them, in this house.
         

         
         He bows his head, eyes squeezed shut.

         
         When he regains his composure and looks up again at last, searching for her, the street is empty. She’s vanished once more.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Nora

         
         The house at 128 Glover is in the middle of the block, shadowed by the leafy branches of a tall London plane tree growing
            at the curb. Ascending the front steps, Nora notes the planter filled with bedraggled, leggy geraniums. They should have been
            planted in full sun, desperately need to be deadheaded, and the pink shade clashes with the red brick. Her fingers itch to
            snap off the faded, skimpy blossoms. Better yet, just scrap the whole thing and start fresh.
         

         
         If things go well this evening, maybe she’ll offer some friendly botanical advice. She can volunteer to help choose fall plantings
            that will thrive in this shady spot—coleus would be ideal, and coral bells . . .
         

         
         Heather must have seen them coming and is waiting in the doorway, gracious and smiling. She’s wearing a sleeveless black shift,
            and Nora congratulates herself on her own wardrobe choice.
         

         
         Heather introduces herself to Keith and the girls and exclaims over the flower arrangement, “Ooh! Where did you get this?
            It’s gorgeous!”
         

         
         “Mom made it,” Piper says proudly.

         
         “Oh, right, Nora, you did say you were . . . was it a horticulturalist?”

         
         “Yes, but not in years. Now it’s just more of a hobby.”

         
         “Might want to rethink that. People around here would pay a fortune for something like this. Including me. Oh, here come Mutt
            and Geoffrey.”
         

         
         The dogs trot in with tails wagging and tags jangling. Piper lights up and bends to pet them.

         
         Stacey is subdued, darting a glance
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