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For those who wake in the dark

and are not believed.

She dreamed the crime before they found the body.

The question was never whether she was right - it was whether anyone would believe her before it was too late.
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Chapter One
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The Waking Hours

The planes came every four minutes.

Jennifer Crale had counted them. She lay on her side of the bed - her side, always her side, a habit so fixed that on the rare occasions Alan traveled for work she still slept on the right, leaving the left half of the mattress undisturbed as though she owed it something - and she listened to the low descent of each flight toward Reagan National, that brief swelling of engine noise that pressed through the walls of the house on Maywood Street and then faded south, toward the river.

Two forty-seven in the morning. She knew without looking.

She had developed, over the past several weeks, an involuntary fluency with the small hours. Two-fifteen was when the Hendersons' dog barked twice at nothing and went quiet. Two-thirty was when the heating system made its soft concession to the dropping temperature outside, a click and then a sigh from somewhere in the walls. Two forty-seven was the plane. Three-oh-nine was the garbage truck on the next street over, though it came only on Tuesdays and Thursdays, and tonight was neither.

She knew these things the way you come to know the habits of a house you are trapped in.

Beside her, Alan breathed with the slow, unconscious ease of a man who had never once, in eleven years of marriage, experienced difficulty falling asleep. She did not resent him for it, not exactly. It was simply one of the many ways in which they were different - had always been different - and which she had long ago filed under the category of things that were no one's fault.

She sat up carefully, so as not to wake him.

* * *
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The kitchen at three in the morning was a different room than the kitchen at seven. Jennifer stood at the counter in the particular stillness of it and waited for the kettle. Through the window above the sink, the street was empty and orange-lit, the mature oaks along the sidewalk casting the same shadows they always did, familiar and motionless. A neighbor's porch light was on. It was always on.

Chamomile. She had tried everything that the internet and Dr. Orent's careful suggestions could between them produce: chamomile, valerian, magnesium, a weighted blanket that Alan had ordered without being asked, melatonin at three different doses, a white noise application on her phone that she had eventually deleted because the sound of simulated rain made her think of things she couldn't name. The chamomile she kept because it gave her hands something to do.

She was thirty-eight years old and she had not slept properly in nineteen days.

* * *
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The truth was that she was not simply failing to sleep. She was afraid to.

She could not have explained this clearly, not yet, not even to herself. It was not insomnia in any sense that had a clean clinical name. It was more like standing at the edge of something and choosing, each night, not to step. A resistance that was also a premonition. The feeling - she knew how this sounded; she was not a foolish woman - that sleep had recently become a place where something waited for her.

She thought about calling Nilda. Nilda would answer - this was one of the true things about Nilda Reyes, who had been her closest friend since their second year at Georgetown and who answered her phone at hours that would have been unreasonable from anyone else. But it was nearly three and Nilda had a board presentation in the morning and Jennifer was not, she told herself, so far gone that she would make that call.

Not yet.

* * *
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She was asleep by four twenty-two.

The dream began almost immediately.

She was standing on a path she recognized - the W&OD Trail, the long flat stretch near the Custis connector, the one she sometimes walked on Saturday mornings when Alan took Sophie to her swimming lesson. She knew it was the trail the way you know things in dreams, not from seeing the signs but from the specific feeling of the ground underfoot and the particular quality of the darkness between the trees.

It was night in the dream. Or not quite night - that hour before dawn that has no proper name, when the sky is dark but the darkness has gone thin.

She was not alone.

And then she saw it - not a face, not yet, but a hand. Reaching toward something on the ground. Patient and deliberate, the gesture of someone who had planned this, who had all the time they needed.

The thing on the ground was a woman. The woman's coat was dark green - she noticed this with the strange precision of dreams - and one arm was extended at an angle that no living arm would choose.

The plane came over. Four minutes. Right on schedule.

And she woke up.

* * *
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It was a dream, she told herself, with the careful precision of a woman who is not entirely sure she believes what she is saying. It was only a dream.

Downstairs, Alan called up that the coffee was ready.

Jennifer Crale got out of bed, straightened her side of the covers with automatic neatness, and went to start the last ordinary day of her life.
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Chapter Two
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The Green Coat

She did not go back to sleep.

This was a decision she made at six forty-three in the morning, standing at the bedroom window in the grey November light with her arms folded across her chest, watching a man walk a terrier down the opposite sidewalk with the unhurried patience of someone who had nowhere to be before nine.

She was a worrier, always had been. She knew this about herself the way you know things that have been told to you often enough to become true, and she had long since made a private accommodation with it - the mild anxiety, the overthinking, the tendency to find the dark interpretation of ambiguous events. Dr. Orent called it a cognitive pattern, and gave it a name, and the name made it easier to carry around. Jennifer had never fully trusted the name. But she had used it.

These were reasonable explanations. She believed them approximately sixty percent.

* * *
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Her appointment with Dr. Orent was at eleven. The waiting room was familiar in the way that spaces become familiar when you have sat in them often enough to stop seeing them: the low table with the magazines, the plant in the corner that was either very hardy or artificial, the faint and neutral smell of the carpet.

The radio on the reception desk played at a volume calibrated to fill silence without demanding attention.

On the radio, a traffic report concluded and gave way to a brief tone.

Arlington County police are investigating the death of a woman whose body was discovered early this morning on the W&OD Trail near the Custis connector. The victim, whose identity has not yet been released, was found shortly before dawn by a cyclist. Police have not commented on the circumstances of the death, but sources indicate the investigation is being treated as a homicide. The victim is described as a white woman in her forties, wearing a dark green coat.

Jennifer looked at the magazine in her lap.

Dark green coat.

The radio moved to traffic. Jennifer turned a page.

She was cold in a way that had nothing to do with the temperature of the room.

You already knew, she told herself, with a precision she found faintly disturbing. Somewhere, since this morning, you already knew.

* * *
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"Better, actually," she told Dr. Orent. "I think it's improving."

She said nothing about the dream. Nothing about the radio report.

At the end of the session, as Jennifer was gathering her jacket, Dr. Orent mentioned the Arlington Community Foundation gala. "I believe I'll see you there, actually. Alan mentioned you'd both be attending."

"I didn't know you were involved with the Foundation," Jennifer said.

"A board member introduced me some years ago. It's a lovely event."

* * *
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That evening she told Alan. She told it as carefully as she could - the trail, the location, the woman on the ground, the arm at its impossible angle. The dark green coat.

"Jen," he said. "You've
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