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Witness

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 1

         
         The two couples met at a neighborhood block party, the third Saturday in September.

         
         Hen hadn’t wanted to go, but Lloyd convinced her. “It’s just down the street. If you hate it, you can turn around and come
            straight back.”
         

         
         “That’s exactly what I can’t do,” Hen said. “I need to stay at least an hour or else people will notice.”

         
         “They really won’t.”

         
         “They really will. I can’t just look around at my new neighbors, then turn and leave.”

         
         “I’m not going if you don’t go.”

         
         “Fine,” Hen said, calling his bluff, knowing that he’d go alone if pressed.

         
         Lloyd was silent for a moment. He was in front of the living room bookshelf, rearranging. They had closed on a single-family
            in West Dartford at the beginning of July, during one of the worst heat waves in Massachusetts history. Two months later,
            the weather had cooled, and Hen was beginning to feel that the house was theirs. The furniture was all in the right rooms,
            paintings were hung on the wall, and Vinegar, their Maine coon, had started to occasionally come up from the basement where
            he’d been hiding.
         

         
         “What if I ask you to come with me as a favor?”

         
         Favor was an unacknowledged code word between them, a gambit Lloyd usually used only when Hen was unwell. In the past, it was how
            he sometimes roused her from the bed in the morning.
         

         
         “Don’t do it for you. Do it for me. It’s a favor.”

         
         She occasionally resented the word and the way Lloyd used it, but she also understood that it was reserved for times when
            Lloyd thought it was important. Important for both of them.
         

         
         “Okay. I’ll come,” she said, and Lloyd turned from the bookshelf, smiling.

         
         “I apologize in advance if it’s awful,” he said.

         
         Saturday was sunny and blustery. Sporadic gusts of wind ripped at the plastic tablecloth, weighted down with bowls of pasta
            salad, chips, endless hummus and pita. Dartford was a well-heeled commuter suburb forty-five minutes from Boston, but West
            Dartford, separated from the rest of the town by the Scituate River, had smaller houses spaced closer together, all built
            for the workers from a long-defunct mill that had recently been turned into artist studios. The converted mill was one of
            the reasons that Lloyd and Hen had picked this location. Hen could have her own studio that was walking distance from home,
            and Lloyd could take the commuter rail—the station was also walking distance—into Boston for his job. They’d still need only
            one car, the mortgage was less than what they’d been paying in Cambridge, and they’d practically be in the country, away from
            it all.
         

         
         But standing at the block party, dominated by young hip couples, almost all with children, it didn’t feel all that different
            from their previous neighborhood. A woman named Claire Murray—the same woman who had hand-delivered the block party invite—introduced
            Hen and Lloyd around. Invariably, conversations broke out along gender lines: Hen found herself explaining her name—“short
            for Henrietta”—at least three times and that she was a full-time artist another three times—and told two of the women that,
            no, she didn’t have any children yet. Only one, a darkly freckled redhead wearing a T-shirt with the logo of a preschool,
            asked Hen if she planned on having children. “We’ll see,” Hen lied.
         

         
         It was a relief when, after eating some pretty delicious pasta salad and half a dry cheeseburger, Hen and Lloyd found themselves
            back together, conversing with what appeared to be the only other childless couple at the party, Matthew and Mira Dolamore,
            who turned out to live in the Dutch Colonial immediately next to theirs.
         

         
         “They must have been built at the same time, don’t you think?” Lloyd asked.

         
         “All the houses on this street were,” Matthew said, rubbing at the space between his lower lip and his chin. When he took
            his finger away, Hen saw that he had a scar there, like Harrison Ford. He was handsome, Hen thought, not Harrison Ford handsome,
            but good-looking in the sense that all his features—thick brown hair, pale blue eyes, square jawline—were the features of
            a good-looking man, yet they all added up to something less than their parts. He stood stiffly, a dress shirt tucked into
            unstylish high-waisted jeans. He reminded Hen of a mannequin, with his broad shoulders and his large, knuckly hands. Later,
            when they all had dinner together, she would decide that he was one of those harmless, cheery men, the type of person you’d
            be happy to see but would never think of when they weren’t around. Much later she’d realize how wrong that first impression
            was. But on that bright Saturday afternoon, Hen was just happy that Lloyd was back by her side, conversing, and she wouldn’t
            have to fend for herself.
         

         
         Mira, about half the size of her tall husband, moved in closer to Hen. “You don’t have children, either,” she said, more a
            statement than a question, and Hen realized that their new neighbors had undoubtedly spied on them as they moved in back in
            July. It was strange that they hadn’t come over and introduced themselves.
         

         
         “No, no children.”

         
         “I think we’re the only couples on this street who don’t.” She laughed nervously. Hen decided that Mira was the physical opposite
            of her husband, that her features—a slightly too large nose, a low hairline, wide hips—added up to someone far more attractive
            than her husband.
         

         
         “What do you do?” Hen asked, immediately annoyed at herself for instantly relying on that particular question.

         
         The four talked for another twenty minutes or so. Matthew was a history teacher at a private high school three towns over,
            and Mira was a sales rep for an educational software company, which meant, she said several times, that she spent more time
            traveling than she did at home. “You’ll have to keep an eye on Matthew,” she said. “Tell me what he gets up to when I’m away.”
            The nervous laugh again. Hen should have hated her, but somehow she didn’t. Maybe the move really had mellowed her, but it
            was more likely the effect of her current meds. Another burst of wind, colder now, came down the street, rustling the still-green
            trees, and Hen pulled her cardigan around her body and shivered.
         

         
         “Cold?” Matthew asked.

         
         “Always,” Hen said, then added, “I think I might head on back . . .”

         
         Lloyd smiled at her. “I’ll come with you,” he said, then turned to Matthew and Mira. “Believe it or not, we’re still unpacking.
            Nice meeting you both.”
         

         
         “Nice meeting you, Lloyd,” Matthew said. “And you, too, Hen. Is it short—”

         
         “Henrietta, yes, but no one, except for my birth certificate, has ever called me that. It’s always been Hen.”

         
         “Let’s get together sometime. Maybe cook out, if it’s not too late.” This was from Mira, and they all agreed, in vague responses
            that made Hen decide that it was never going to happen.
         

         
         So Hen was surprised when, a week later, Mira ran out from her front door as Hen was walking home from her studio.

         
         “Hen, hi,” Mira said.

         
         As usual, after spending an afternoon working, Hen felt spacey, in a good way. “Hi, Miri,” she responded, realizing right
            away that she’d gotten the name wrong. Her neighbor didn’t correct her.
         

         
         “I was going to drop by this evening but I saw you coming down the street. Can you come over for dinner this weekend?”

         
         “Um,” Hen said, delaying.

         
         “Friday or Saturday, it doesn’t matter,” Mira said. “Sunday even works for us.”

         
         Hen knew she wasn’t going to get out of this, especially now that three possible nights had been offered up. She and Lloyd
            had no specific plans that weekend, so she picked Saturday night and asked what they could bring.
         

         
         “Just yourselves. Yay. Is there anything you can’t eat?”

         
         “No, we eat everything,” Hen said, neglecting to tell her about Lloyd’s phobia of any meat that came attached to a bone.

         
         They settled on seven o’clock on Saturday, and Hen informed Lloyd when he came home that night.

         
         “Okay,” he said. “New friends. You up for it?”

         
         Hen laughed. “Not really, but it will be nice to have a meal cooked for us. We’ll be dull and they’ll never invite us back.”

         
         She and Lloyd arrived exactly at seven, armed with a bottle of red and a bottle of white. Hen wore her green-checked dress
            with tights on underneath. Lloyd, who’d showered at least, was wearing jeans and a Bon Iver T-shirt that he sometimes wore
            when he went running. They were taken to the living room—the layout was identical to theirs—where they all sat around a low
            coffee table, arrayed with enough appetizers to feed a small party. Hen and Lloyd sat on a beige leather couch, while Matthew
            and Mira sat in matching chairs. The room was very white and sterile, incredibly clean. There were interesting prints hanging
            on the walls, but Hen thought she recognized them from Crate and Barrel.
         

         
         They made small talk for about fifteen minutes. Hen was aware that they hadn’t been offered a drink—was this a nondrinking
            house?—but didn’t particularly mind, except she was thinking of Lloyd. But just as Mira was asking if Hen was going to be
            part of the upcoming Open Studios, Matthew stood and said, “Can I get anyone a drink?”
         

         
         “What are the choices?” Lloyd asked, a little too eagerly.

         
         “Wine, beer.”

         
         “I’ll have a beer,” Lloyd said, while Hen and Mira each asked for a glass of white wine.

         
         Matthew left the room, and Mira asked again about Open Studios.

         
         “I don’t know,” Hen said. “I just got my space set up, like yesterday. It seems strange to suddenly have people parade through.”

         
         “You should do it,” Lloyd said.

         
         “Yeah, you should,” Mira said.

         
         “Have you been to Open Studios before?” Hen asked Mira.

         
         “Yeah. Every year we’ve been here. I go, anyway. Sometimes Matthew does. It’s fun, you should definitely do it. You might
            even sell something. That’s where I bought these prints.”
         

         
         Mira indicated the framed prints on the wall, and Hen felt bad for thinking they’d come from a furniture store. Matthew returned
            with the drinks, Hen noticing that he’d brought a can of ginger ale for himself.
         

         
         “Tell us about your art,” Mira said.

         
         It was not Hen’s favorite thing, explaining her profession, but she did her best, and Lloyd, always her champion, jumped in
            and took over. Since college, Hen had been a printmaker, first in woodblocks and later using copper or zinc plates. For years,
            she created works of pure imagination: grotesque, surreal tableaus, usually with a caption. These illustrations were made
            to look like they came from books, often terrifying children’s books that didn’t exist except in her mind. She’d been fairly
            successful all through her twenties, selected for several group shows and even profiled in a New England arts magazine, but
            she’d always had to supplement her income by working in art supply stores and sometimes as a framer for a prominent Boston
            painter in the South End. All that changed when she’d been approached by a children’s book author to create actual illustrations
            for the first chapter book in a proposed fantasy series. She’d taken the job, the book had done well, and that had led her
            to an agent, and now she was a full-time children’s illustrator who only occasionally created an original piece of art. She
            didn’t mind. Secretly, she felt happy these days to be told what her compositions should be. Her current cocktail of meds,
            which included a mood stabilizer, an antidepressant, and something that apparently boosted the antidepressant’s effects, had
            kept Hen’s bipolar disorder from rearing its ugly head going on two years, but she did feel that it had also removed all of
            her creative impulses. She could still do the pieces—still loved the work, really—but rarely had an idea these days for something
            original. Not that she told any of this to Mira and Matthew. Mira was mostly interested in the fantasy books, since she’d
            heard of them, and was promising to buy the first in the series. Matthew asked her several questions about her artistic process,
            leaning in and listening intently to her answers.
         

         
         They eventually moved to the dining room, where the food had been set up on warming plates on a sideboard: mashed potatoes,
            drumsticks in a bright yellow sauce, a green salad.
         

         
         “This was how my grandparents used to serve food,” Hen said. “On a sideboard.”

         
         “Where are they from?” Mira asked.

         
         Hen explained that her father was British and her mother American and how they’d moved back and forth between Bath in England
            and Albany in New York during her childhood.
         

         
         “I thought you had an accent,” Mira said.

         
         “Really? I thought I didn’t.”

         
         “It’s mild.”

         
         “Are you from . . . ?”

         
         “I’m from California, but my parents were both from the north of England, by way of Pakistan, and they acted very British.
            All our meals, including breakfast, were served from a sideboard in the dining room.”
         

         
         “I like it,” Hen said.

         
         Conversation at dinner was fine but never really kicked into anything lively. It was a lot of talk about their respective
            jobs, the neighborhood, the ridiculously overpriced housing market. Whenever Matthew spoke it was to ask more questions, usually
            of Hen. She realized, after he’d asked her if she’d survived the block party, that he was fairly perceptive. Lloyd, hoping
            to turn the conversation to sports, asked Matthew if he did any coaching at Sussex Hall. Matthew said he didn’t (“the only
            sport I was ever good at was badminton”). Hen, who, right out of college, had spent a disastrous three months trying to teach
            a preschool art class, asked him if he found teaching to be emotionally draining, and he said that the first two years were
            hard. “But now I love it. I love the students, learning about their lives, watching them change so much from freshman year
            to senior year.” Hen could sense Lloyd, steadily working his way through several glasses of wine, stifling yawns.
         

         
         After dessert—a warm rice pudding with raisins and cardamom—Hen said that they should be going, that they were driving the
            next morning to Lloyd’s parents’ house. True, but they weren’t leaving until late morning, at the earliest.
         

         
         The two couples stood in the front hallway, Hen saying again how much she loved the way they’d decorated the house.

         
         “Oh, we should give you a tour,” Mira said. “We should’ve done it earlier.”

         
         Surprisingly, Lloyd agreed, and Mira took them through the renovated kitchen, showed them the deck they’d added off the back
            of the house, and then brought them both into Matthew’s downstairs office. It was a room so different from the light colors
            and clean lines of the rest of the house that Hen felt it was like walking into an entirely different house, maybe even a
            different time. The walls were papered in a dark green with a faint crosshatch pattern, the floor was covered in a well-worn
            Persian, and the room was dominated by an enormous glass-fronted cabinet filled with books and framed photographs. There was
            one small desk in the study, with a leather-padded chair; the only other place to sit was a corduroy sofa. Nothing in the
            room seemed remotely modern, and every available space was taken up by knickknacks or framed pictures, all in black and white.
            Hen, drawn to small objects and anything old, took two steps into the room and couldn’t stop herself from saying, “Oh.”
         

         
         “This is all Matthew,” Mira said.

         
         Hen turned back and smiled, noticing that Matthew, who’d been doing the dishes through most of the tour, now stood nervously
            in the doorway. Hen felt awkward, like they were being shown something far more private than a study. “I love it,” she said.
            “So many interesting things.”
         

         
         “I’m a collector,” Matthew said. “Mira is the . . . what’s the opposite of collector? A thrower-outer?”

         
         There was a fireplace, and Lloyd was asking if it worked as Hen scanned the objects along the mantel. It was an odd assortment—a
            small brass snake, wooden candlesticks, a miniature portrait of a dog, an illuminated globe, and, in the middle, a trophy,
            the figure of a fencer in mid-lunge on top of its silver pedestal. For one terrible moment Hen thought she might faint. Her
            vision blurred, and her legs felt as though water were rushing through them, then she gathered herself. It’s probably just a coincidence, she said to herself, stepping forward to look at the inscription on the base of the trophy. third place épée, she read, then, in smaller script, it looked like junior olympics and a date she couldn’t make out. She didn’t want to get too close to it. She turned and, in what she hoped was a normal
            voice, asked Matthew, “Do you fence?”
         

         
         “God, no,” he said. “I just liked the trophy. I bought it from a yard sale.”

         
         “You okay, Hen?” Lloyd asked, looking with alarm at her face. “You look kind of pale.”

         
         “Oh, yes, I’m fine. Tired, I think.”

         
         The two couples congregated again in the front hall to say their good-byes. Hen could feel the blood moving back into her
            face. It was just a fencing trophy—there must be thousands of them, she told herself, as she praised the dinner again and thanked them for the tour, all while Lloyd had one hand on the doorknob,
            trying to escape. Mira swept in and kissed Hen on the cheek, while Matthew, behind her, smiled and said good-bye. She might
            have been imagining it, but Hen thought he seemed to be intently watching her.
         

         
         Back outside in the cold damp air, after the Dolamores’ door had clicked shut, Lloyd turned to Hen and said, “You okay? What
            was that about?”
         

         
         “Oh, it was nothing. I just got a little faint. It was warm in there, wasn’t it?”

         
         “Not really,” Lloyd said.

         
         They were already at their door, and Hen wanted to walk a little bit longer in the night air, but she knew Lloyd was eager
            to get inside and check to see if the Red Sox game was still on.
         

         
         Lying in bed later, Lloyd asleep next to her, Hen told herself that it had been a ridiculous thought to have, that the world
            was full of fencing trophies, and that they probably all looked the same. But it’s not ridiculous, is it? Matthew teaches at Sussex Hall, and that’s where Dustin Miller went to high school.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         After Mira fell asleep, Matthew got up and went down to his study. He stood in the same place that the woman from next door
            had stood, about four feet from the fireplace, and stared at the trophy, trying to read its inscription. He could barely make
            out the date and place, and he had perfect eyesight, and he already knew what the inscription read. Still, she might have
            been able to read it. He’d been stupid—stupid and arrogant—to have the trophy just sitting there in the center of the mantelpiece
            for anyone to see. Still, what were the goddamn chances of someone actually making that connection?
         

         
         She had, though, hadn’t she?

         
         Just looking at her, he could tell she had been ready to faint. He thought she was going to and wondered if her not-so-bright
            husband would be quick enough to catch her before she dropped.
         

         
         Matthew felt the knot in his chest that he felt when he was anxious. He thought of it as a baby’s fist, tightening and untightening.
            He did some jumping jacks to make it go away, and after he was done, he told himself he’d need to get rid of the trophy altogether,
            just hide it away. That thought filled him with something he imagined was what grief felt like.
         

         
          

         “It went well, I think,” Mira said again the next morning. “I really liked Hen.”

         
         “It’d be interesting to see her art,” Matthew said.

         
         “I know, right? Let’s go to Open Studios. Do you know when it is?”

         
         Matthew got on his phone to check what weekend was Open Studios, while Mira started to pull items out of the refrigerator
            to make breakfast. It was one of their few routines, a large, hot breakfast on Sunday mornings.
         

         
         After eating scrambled eggs and hash browns made from leftover mashed potatoes, Matthew told Mira he had lesson plans to work
            on and went into his study, shutting the door. He stood for a moment in the dark room, breathing in the air, picturing how
            Hen had looked in his room. She was small, and dark, and pretty. Brown hair and large brown eyes, and slightly elfin features.
            The thought that she knew what he had done to Dustin Miller—even if she just suspected—filled him with both a feeling of terror
            and a feeling of something close to giddiness. Had that been why he kept the fencing trophy in the first place? Had he wanted
            someone else to know what he’d done? He picked it up. He would need to get rid of it now, that much was obvious. But did he
            need to get rid of it at this exact moment? Would the police be arriving at his house today? It was possible. And what about
            the engraved cigarette lighter that he kept in his desk drawer? Would anyone connect that with Bob Shirley? A tremor of sorrow
            coursed through Matthew. Their new neighbor was going to be responsible for his getting rid of his most prized possessions.
            He breathed slowly through his nose, then thought of a way to get the souvenirs out of the house but not entirely gone from
            his life.
         

         
         He went to the basement and found a cardboard box that seemed about the right size. He passed Mira on his way back to the
            study; she’d changed into yoga pants and an old T-shirt.
         

         
         “You going for a walk?” he asked.

         
         “No, just doing my yoga program on TV. What’s the box for?”

         
         He told her that he wanted to return some of the history textbooks he’d accumulated over the past few years back to Sussex
            Hall.
         

         
         “You’re going there today?” she asked.

         
         “I thought I would. Give me an excuse to get out of the house.”

         
         “It’s Sunday. You can bring them in tomorrow, can’t you?”

         
         “I was actually going to try and get some of my lesson planning done there as well. Write some dates on the whiteboard.”

         
         Mira shrugged.

         
         “Come if you want. We can walk around the pond afterward.”

         
         “Okay, maybe,” she said, and walked toward the living room. He watched her. He’d always loved her walk, the way she rose a
            little on her toes with each step. She’d told him that between the ages of five and thirteen the only thing she’d cared about
            was ballet, but that her dream had been crushed by her inability to grow much beyond five feet tall. She’d been a gymnast
            in high school, and she could still do a back handspring.
         

         
         Back in the study, he wrapped the Junior Olympics fencing trophy in newspaper and put it in the bottom of the box. He added
            Bob Shirley’s lighter, the pair of Vuarnet sunglasses he’d taken from Jay Saravan’s BMW, and, finally, the battered schoolboy’s
            copy of Treasure Island that had belonged to Alan Manso.
         

         
         He then hunted down several history texts lying around his study—books he no longer used in any of his classes—and piled them
            on top of the four souvenirs. Then he taped up the box and went to tell Mira he was going to school.
         

         
         She’d just finished her yoga, and the living room was warm and smelled of her sweat, but not in a bad way.

         
         “I’m off,” Matthew said. “Should I wait for you?”

         
         “No, that’s okay. I have plenty to do here. How long are you going to be?”

         
         “Not long at all,” he said, grabbing the car keys and his sunglasses. He stood for a moment in the foyer trying to think if
            he’d gotten everything. Standing there, he realized that Hen or her husband, Lloyd, might be out in front of their house,
            or looking out the window. They’d said they were going somewhere, but what if they were back and saw him leaving with a box?
            Would it be obvious he was getting rid of the trophy? Fortunately, his driveway was on the opposite side of the house from
            theirs. He’d be visible to them for all of about ten seconds as he left the front door and turned toward his car. He could
            risk it.
         

         
         It was warm outside, more like a midsummer day than late in September. Across the street Jim Mills was mowing his lawn again,
            even though it had been only a few days since he’d last done it, and the smell of cut grass and gasoline filled the air, making
            Matthew slightly ill. It had been one of his jobs as a kid, mowing the back lawn of his parents’ house. His nose would run,
            and his hands would itch from the vibration of the push mower, and on wet days, the cut grass would clump underneath the mower
            and stick to his shins. He got into his Fiat and turned on the air conditioner. He put the box next to him on the passenger
            seat. Because of the smell of the lawn mower he’d barely even thought about Hen or Lloyd spotting him with the box. Probably
            a good thing that he didn’t cast a guilty look toward their house.
         

         
         It was a twenty-minute drive to Sussex Hall, a private high school with about seven hundred students, half of whom boarded
            and half who came from the surrounding wealthy towns of this part of Massachusetts. Built on a hill, all the buildings of
            Sussex Hall, except for the newish gym, were constructed from brick at the turn of the previous century. Matthew did not always
            love being a teacher, but he did love the Sussex campus, with its Gothic dormitories and its nondenominational stone chapel.
            He parked in a faculty spot even though it was Sunday and he could park anywhere. He entered Warburg Hall through the back
            door, using his own set of keys, and went straight down the narrow stairwell to the basement. As one of his extra duties,
            Matthew had taken on stewardship of the history textbooks, most of which were shelved in one of the closeted storage spaces
            in the finished basement. But he also had a key to the older section of the basement, filled with the extra lawn chairs used
            for graduation ceremonies and, behind those, the discarded furnishings—blackboards, mostly, and old school chairs. There was
            also a stack of boxes in the far corner that contained the original cutlery from the dining hall. It was there that he slid
            his box of mementos, sure that they would never be disturbed or found, even if someone were looking for them. And even if
            someone did find the box, he’d made sure to wipe any fingerprints off all the items, and he’d checked that his name was not
            in any of the old textbooks.
         

         
         Back upstairs, after washing his hands in the faculty bathroom, Matthew went to his classroom to work on his lesson plans
            for the week. Most of his classes were ones he’d taught dozens of times, but this semester he’d agreed to do a senior seminar
            on the Cold War, and he needed to brush up. This week they were focusing on postwar reorganization. He’d been at his desk
            nearly an hour when he heard the loud metallic screech of the back door opening, then a timid “Anyone here?”
         

         
         He stepped out of the room into the dim hallway and shouted, “Hello.”

         
         Michelle Brine came up the stairs, said, “Thank God. I hate being here alone on weekends. It gives me the creeps.”

         
         He wasn’t surprised to see Michelle here. It was her second year teaching, and he was amazed she’d survived the first. Timid,
            mousy, and imbued with the honest belief that her students cared about history, she had faltered, frequently crying, through
            her first year. Matthew had taken her under his wing, offering up his lesson plans, his strategies for discipline, and then,
            toward the end of the spring semester, his thoughts on her personal life as well, coaching her through her relationship with
            her asshole of a boyfriend.
         

         
         “I’m so glad I’m not the only one panicking and coming in here on a Sunday. I’m so behind already.” She had followed Matthew
            back to his classroom. She wore jeans, something she never did while teaching, but he recognized her black blouse, buttoned
            to the top button, as something she sometimes wore with a skirt while teaching.
         

         
         “It’s nice in here on weekends, don’t you think?”

         
         “I hate it when I’m the only one. How long are you staying?”

         
         “I was getting ready to leave, actually.”

         
         “Oh no,” she said, unzipping her backpack. “Can you look at something real quick? It’s something I’m planning with my sophomores.”

         
         After he’d gone over one of her lesson plans that had the students creating their own mock Constitution—“Maybe teach them
            the actual Constitution first,” he’d suggested—she’d instantly launched into a new story about her boyfriend, Scott, how he’d
            played a gig with his band two nights ago and didn’t get home until three in the morning. She went to look at his phone while
            he was sleeping in, and he’d changed his passcode.
         

         
         “That doesn’t sound good,” Matthew said.

         
         “I know. I know. He’s cheating on me, isn’t he?”

         
         “Tell me exactly what he said when you called him out on it.”

         
         Matthew, who’d already texted Mira to tell her he was running a little late, leaned back behind his desk and did one of the
            things he was very good at doing. He listened to a woman.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         On Sunday Hen considered calling the police tip line or trying to get in touch with the lead detective in charge of the homicide
            of Dustin Miller—it was two and a half years ago now—but she knew if she was going to notify the police, she’d have to tell
            Lloyd, and she didn’t want to do that quite yet.
         

         
         Instead, after coffee and breakfast, when Lloyd went out for a run, she sat down with her laptop and typed “Dustin Miller
            death” into the search engine. As soon as the string of articles appeared on her screen, Hen felt a surge of nausea and excitement.
            Three years earlier, Hen had agreed to a med switch recommended by a new psychopharmacologist she’d gotten when Lloyd had
            switched jobs and their health insurance had changed. It had sent her into a manic period during which, along with the upside
            of getting a ton of work done, she became obsessed with the homicide of Dustin Miller, who had lived in Hen and Lloyd’s old
            neighborhood. She’d actually been on a walk in the Huron Village section of Cambridge when she’d seen the EMTs wheeling a
            gurney topped with a body bag out of the Victorian down the street from her house. She’d stopped and stared, watched as more
            police cars and unmarked vehicles arrived and then two tall men in gray suits.
         

         
         It was on the news that night, the suspected homicide of a recent Boston College graduate who’d been found dead in his home.
            At first, Lloyd, shocked as she was by the proximity of the crime, had been as interested as Hen. But as time wore on, as
            more details emerged, and as it became clear that the police, despite “promising leads,” had not identified a single suspect,
            Hen found herself more and more obsessed, poring over every detail the police released and walking by the rose-colored Victorian
            several times a day. There had been no signs of a forced entry, and Hen assumed that whoever had killed Dustin had probably
            known him. He’d been found tied to a chair, asphyxiated by a plastic bag secured over his head with duct tape. There had been
            a few items missing from the house, including his wallet, a laptop, plus a trophy he’d received from the Junior Olympics of
            fencing. He hadn’t fenced at Boston College—he’d played tennis—but he’d been a fencer at Sussex Hall, the private school outside
            of Boston he’d attended from sixth grade through twelfth.
         

         
         Dustin had left behind a Facebook page, and Hen spent hours looking at it, not just his previous posts and pictures, but what
            friends had written since his death. Most of those comments were attached to his last post, a picture he’d taken of his street—Hen’s
            street—the pear trees in blossom, a pink streaky sky above the roofs of the houses. In the corner of the photograph, a woman
            wearing a short skirt was walking away from Dustin. The caption read, “God, I love my new street.” Hen went back and forth
            trying to figure out if he was simply referring to the blossoming trees, the pretty houses, and the spring in the air or the
            leggy girl caught in the picture.
         

         
         “You’re a guy, Lloyd. What do you think he meant by this picture? Was he talking about the girl?”

         
         Lloyd had looked at the Facebook page for five seconds, before saying, “What does it matter?”

         
         “He took that picture probably just hours before he was killed.”

         
         “You think the picture had something to do with why he was killed?”

         
         “No, I didn’t say that. It’s just . . . you don’t find it creepy?”

         
         “I do. I find it very creepy, and that’s why I don’t want to spend all this time thinking about it and talking about it. I
            don’t think you should, either.”
         

         
         Ever since she’d been old enough to pick out her own library books, Hen had always had a morbid streak, a preoccupation with
            death. She had never considered it any kind of liability—she’d won several art awards in high school with her dark, disturbing
            illustrations—but in her freshman year at Camden College, she’d had her first manic episode, cycling rapidly through bouts
            of wild self-confidence and crushing insecurity. She couldn’t sleep, staying up late obsessively rewatching her season one
            DVDs of Twin Peaks. She’d fall asleep at dawn and started missing her morning classes. She had constant bad thoughts, her mind a fever of death-related
            imagery. She imagined elaborate acts of suicide and chewed her nails till they bled. Around this time, Sarah Harvey, another
            freshman on the hall, came down with the flu, becoming so ill she had to return home for the semester. A rumor went through
            Winthrop Hall that Sarah’s roommate, Daphne Myers, had purposely left the windows open in their shared room in order to try
            to make Sarah sicker. Hen became fixated on Daphne—she hadn’t liked her from the moment they’d met on day one of freshman
            orientation—and convinced herself that Daphne hadn’t been just trying to make Sarah sicker; she’d been trying to kill her
            roommate. It made perfect sense. Tall, blond, dead-eyed Daphne, a psychology major, was a psychopath.
         

         
         Hen decided that her purpose—the reason she’d been placed at Camden at that particular time—was to discover the truth about
            Daphne. She began to watch her all the time, and the more she watched her, the more she came to believe that Daphne was an
            evil human being. In November, Daphne, who’d gotten friendlier and friendlier toward Hen—Very suspicious, Hen thought—told Hen that she was switching from psychology to fine arts and asked her what professors she recommended. She
            even showed Hen one of her art pieces, a pen-and-ink drawing that, to Hen, seemed like a brazen copy of Hen’s exact style.
            It was a deliberate provocation, and Hen went first to her academic adviser and then to the local police, saying that she
            felt her life was in danger from Daphne Myers, who had already tried to murder Sarah Harvey. At both meetings, Hen had broken
            into hysterical tears. Her parents were notified, and Hen’s mother arranged to visit, but before she arrived, Hen, at three
            in the morning, her skin electric with anxiety, her mind a buzz saw of terrible thoughts, went outside of Winthrop Hall in
            only an oversized T-shirt and threw a paving stone through Daphne’s window. When Daphne peered out through the busted window,
            Hen charged her, slicing open a wrist on a piece of jagged glass. Hen was treated at the emergency room, then admitted to
            a psychiatric hospital, where she stayed for ten days, emerging with a diagnosis of bipolar 1 and a protective order banning
            her from coming within five hundred yards of Daphne Myers. She was charged with criminal assault.
         

         
         Hen’s father, a lawyer, tried to talk the family of Daphne Myers into dropping the charge, but they refused. In the end a
            plea agreement was struck, Hen agreeing to continued psychiatric treatment and community service. She also agreed, very willingly,
            to leave Camden and to never make contact with Daphne again. Her father asked the judge to seal the testimonies, and the judge
            agreed, but not before several local news outlets had picked up on the story. Daphne, to her credit, never spoke to reporters,
            and neither did Hen, of course, and the story eventually died, despite one feature article titled “Cat Fight Between College
            Freshmen at Camden College Turns Deadly.”
         

         
         “I was sure it was schizophrenia,” her mother said, driving Hen back to upstate New York, “because of your uncle. But turns
            out you’re just batshit crazy like everyone else in this family.” She’d laughed, then apologized. It was what she did.
         

         
         After a year back at home—six months spent in a hole so deep and so black she thought she’d never feel joy again, and six
            months in a gradual return to normalcy—she’d enrolled at the State University of New York at Oneonta. It was there that one
            of the professors introduced her to engraving, and she felt as though she’d found her life’s purpose.
         

         
         Lloyd, who knew all about the disaster that was Hen’s freshman year at Camden, brought it up to her as she was becoming more
            and more obsessed with the death of Dustin Miller.
         

         
         “It’s different,” Hen said, irritation making the skin of her chest and neck flush red.

         
         “How is it different?”

         
         “This is an actual crime, on our street. I’m not trying to persecute someone. I’m not paranoid.”
         

         
         “But you’re a little manic right now, I can tell.”

         
         Later, when things got worse, Hen started to believe that Lloyd had somehow pushed a magic button when he used the word manic to her, that it began the three-month period during which she started to study every unsolved homicide in New England for
            the past ten years, looking for a connection with Dustin Miller. It was also during this time that she’d gotten into an argument
            with her shift manager at the art supply store where she worked part-time. She stopped going to work, telling Lloyd that she’d
            be a full-time artist. He said he thought they could swing it, but wanted her to at least give her notice at the store.
         

         
         “You might need a reference one of these days,” he said. “I just don’t think you should burn this bridge.”

         
         “You’re right,” Hen said, but she couldn’t bring herself to call the store. She simply stopped leaving the house, immersing
            herself in work and studying unsolved murders (she was now looking outside of New England for possible leads). Then one day
            in November she woke up late and confused, her body aching, and drained of any desire to ever create a piece of art. Lloyd
            came home to find her still in bed. He tried to talk with her but she wouldn’t stop crying.
         

         
         “We’ll get through this,” he promised. “But I need you to do me a favor, okay?”

         
         “Okay.”

         
         “If you feel suicidal you need to let me know. You can’t leave me, no matter what. You need to stay alive.”

         
         Hen promised Lloyd that she wouldn’t leave him, and in the end, she kept her promise. For two months she lived in a world
            of dread and anxiety, her only constructive thoughts ones in which she imagined the way she’d kill herself. But she’d made
            a promise to Lloyd, even though down deep she knew he would be better off without her. Finally, after a day in which she’d
            gotten behind the wheel of their shared car with a plan to drive to the North Shore and drown herself in the ocean, she told
            Lloyd, when he’d returned from work, that she needed to be in the hospital. He drove her to the emergency room that night.
         

         
         Hen spent two weeks in a psychiatric ward, then another two weeks in outpatient care, receiving, along with a new cocktail
            of meds, a series of electroconvulsive treatments. She began to feel better—not immediately, but over time. Her old world—a
            desire to create art, to see friends, to plan trips—returned. Over time, the terrible episode receded into the past. She was
            receiving more offers for illustrations than she had time to do, and her fixation on Dustin Miller, on unsolved murders in
            general, disappeared. One of the benefits of the electroconvulsive therapy was that her memory of the whole episode was hazy
            at best, and some of it was completely gone. She and Lloyd, who had always considered having children, made a final decision
            to not have any. Instead, they agreed to move out of Cambridge and find a larger house somewhere in the country.
         

         
         Hen finished her coffee, grown cold in the mug. Now that she’d reacquainted herself with the Dustin Miller case, she was more
            convinced than she’d been the night before that her new neighbor was Dustin’s killer. Most of what she’d read was old news,
            but there had been a large Boston Globe feature on the unsolved murder that had run in July, back when Hen was orchestrating the exhausting move (“We’re never moving
            again, you realize that?” Lloyd had said), and she’d somehow missed it. There wasn’t a whole lot of new information in the
            feature, but it included some details about Dustin’s time at Sussex Hall, during which he’d been accused of sexually assaulting
            a fellow student. Either Hen had forgotten this detail or it was only being revealed now. No, she thought, there was no way
            she would’ve forgotten it. Not a chance. It made everything fall into place. The alleged sexual assault took place during
            that year’s Junior Olympics of fencing, held in St. Louis, Missouri. Her neighbor Matthew Dolamore, a teacher at Sussex Hall,
            obviously knew Dustin—he’d probably been one of his teachers. Maybe Matthew knew that the sexual assault—never proven—had
            actually happened. Five years later, he murdered Dustin out of revenge, or a sense of justice, and took the fencing trophy.
            It was ludicrous, somehow, but also entirely possible. Hen needed to see the trophy, however, and make sure it had the correct
            date and place. Then, and only then, she would call the police. It was her duty, right? Maybe she could even do it anonymously.
         

         
         Hen shut down her computer and stepped out onto her screened front porch, glancing toward the Dolamores’ house next door.
            There was no car in the driveway, but, like their own house, there was a single-car garage at the end of the drive. Still,
            she remembered seeing a smallish, dark car there the night before. How was she going to find out the truth about the fencing
            trophy? She could try to sneak into the house while Matthew and Mira were away, or better yet, she could get herself invited
            over by Mira again. Maybe she’d send her an email, asking if she could take a look around their house again, to get some ideas
            about decorating. They had the same layout, after all.
         

         
         It was warm outside, warmer than it was inside the house. Hen pulled off her sweater, sat on one of the rocking chairs, and
            tilted her face to the sun. She was in that position when Lloyd returned, dripping with sweat and breathing heavily from his
            run.
         

         
         “I love it here,” he said, as he held on to the porch railing and stretched out his legs.

         
         “This house or this town?” Hen said.

         
         “Both,” he said. “How about you?”

         
         “Both as well,” she said, and stood up. The warm breeze held the smell of someone’s cookout, and Hen was suddenly hungry.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4

         
         Mira rarely went into his office, but Matthew found her there on Sunday night. She was brushing her teeth, looking at the
            books on the shelf.
         

         
         “I need something new to read,” she said, foam flying in specks off her lips. “Sorry,” she said, and left the office.

         
         She came back, toothbrush discarded. Her hair was pushed back under a headband, and her skin was clean of makeup, still shiny
            from the moisturizer she put on her face every night.
         

         
         “How about this one?” Matthew said, handing her The Pillars of the Earth.
         

         
         “It’s so long,” she said. “Plus I need a paperback.”

         
         “What time’s your flight?” Matthew asked. He’d just remembered she was leaving the next day for Charlotte.

         
         “Not till three in the afternoon. I have the whole morning free.”

         
         “Have you read The Daughter of Time?” Matthew handed her an old beat-up paperback; on the cover was a toppled chess piece, the king.
         

         
         “What’s it about?”

         
         “It’s a mystery novel, but it’s about Richard the Third.”

         
         “Okay,” Mira said. “I like it. It’s small.” She flipped open the front page. “Who’s Christine Truesdale?”

         
         “I don’t know. I bought it used.”

         
         Mira, reading the handwritten inscription, said, “‘Christine Truesdale. Finished March 17, 1999. Five stars.’ Well, she liked
            it, anyway.”
         

         
         “You’ll love it. It’s very good.”

         
         “Hey, what happened to your trophy?” Mira said, looking at the mantelpiece where Dustin Miller’s fencing trophy had taken
            center stage. Matthew had replaced it with a mounted replica of the Rosetta stone he’d bought at the British Museum.
         

         
         He said, “I just got sick of it, I guess. Thought I’d switch it out.”

         
         Mira stepped forward and touched the Rosetta stone. “Hen from next door was pretty interested in that trophy, did you notice?”

         
         “I didn’t, no.”

         
         “Maybe she was a fencer.”

         
         Later, in bed, they both read their books, Mira starting The Daughter of Time while Matthew was finishing A Distant Mirror, probably the third time he’d read it. He loved all history, but nothing stirred him so much as the Middle Ages, something
            about the ubiquity of death, the cheapness of life, the rawness and aliveness of that time.
         

         
         “You think we’ll see them again?” Mira suddenly said.

         
         Matthew knew she was talking about the neighbors, about Lloyd and Hen, but he said, “Who?”

         
         “Hen and Lloyd, from next door.”

         
         “I’m sure we’ll see them again. Plenty. They live right next door.”

         
         “You know what I mean. Socially.”

         
         Matthew and Mira had very few arguments—neither of them was remotely confrontational—but Mira did frequently bring up the
            fact that she wished they had more friends. She’d never brought it up when they’d been actively trying to have children, but
            she did now—quite often—after they’d decided that a child was not going to happen.
         

         
         “I don’t know. It wasn’t the most sparkling evening, was it?” He felt bad as soon as he said the words.

         
         “What? You didn’t think it was?”

         
         “It was fun. It was fine. It just wasn’t . . . there wasn’t necessarily a spark.”

         
         Mira rubbed a finger against her temple. “I thought I had a spark with Hen. A little bit, anyway. She was really interesting,
            didn’t you think?”
         

         
         “I did. You should get together with her. We don’t need to do things as a couple, always.”

         
         “Yes, I know. It would be nice if it worked out, though.”

         
         “Ask her to lunch sometime,” Matthew said.

         
         “I will,” Mira said, then added, “You were not a fan of Lloyd, huh?”

         
         “Eh,” Matthew said. “He was okay. Struck me as a poor match for Hen. He lucked out there.”

         
         “You always say that.”

         
         “I’m usually right.”

         
         They went back to reading. As usual, Mira put her book on her bedside table first, turned her lamp off, and curled into Matthew.
            “I don’t know where I’d be without you,” she said, as she did every night, at least whenever they were in bed together. It
            was her way of saying good night. Also, it was a kind of a prayer, Matthew thought. He’d almost mentioned that to her once,
            but realized that it made him sound like he was calling himself a god.
         

         
         Matthew kept reading until Mira had fallen asleep. It took her only about ten minutes. She would curl away from him, and her
            breathing would slow, and, more often than not, she would mutter unintelligible words to herself. Matthew shut his own book,
            turned off his lamp, and lay on his back. The room was a hazy gray, never completely black like the bedroom he’d slept in
            for the first seventeen years of his life. He was wide-awake; he always was when he started the process of falling to sleep.
            It was his favorite time of the day, and he considered his options, considered what story he would recount to himself as he
            fell asleep. Lately, it had been one of two. In the first, he’d travel back in time—one year ago, almost exactly—to when he’d
            driven down to New Jersey and murdered Bob Shirley in the apartment he kept secret from his wife. Bob, a town selectman who’d
            been friends with his father, had been old and weak, and Matthew had knelt on his chest while clamping down on his mouth and
            nose. The other story he’d been telling to himself of late had been what he’d do with his fellow teacher Michelle’s boyfriend
            if he ever figured out how to be alone with him. That was really the bedtime story he’d been telling himself the most. But
            tonight, because of the fencing trophy—and what it had felt like handling it again after all these years—he decided to tell
            himself an oldie but a goodie. The story of Dustin Miller.
         

         
         Matthew had thought about killing Dustin ever since Courtney Cheigh accused him of rape while the two had been on a trip to
            St. Louis for a fencing tournament. Some teachers at the time had actually sided with Dustin, while most held back, saying
            they needed to hear both sides, but Matthew, who’d despised that cocky, insignificant shit even when he’d had him in freshman
            American history, knew that Dustin was guilty. And he knew that, one day, he would mete out justice. Time was on his side—it
            always was—and after Dustin had graduated from Boston College, he’d conveniently posted on his Facebook page the actual address
            of the apartment in Cambridge that his parents, no doubt, were renting for him.
         

         
         All through late winter and into early spring, Matthew spent time in Huron Village, watching Dustin. He did this only when
            Mira was away on business. He grew a beard, something he often did in the winter months, and wore a scally cap, and he never
            let Dustin get a good look at him. The closest call came one night at the Village Inn, the only bar in that part of Cambridge
            and a place that Dustin sometimes showed up at on Thursday nights. Matthew was in one of the back booths, drinking a ginger
            ale, when Dustin came in, clearly looking for someone, scanning all the customers. But Matthew felt Dustin’s eyes pass right
            over him. He was looking for a female, either a particular one or just an available one. He settled at the bar, where he ordered
            a pint of beer and watched the hockey game on the television mounted in the corner.
         

         
         The close call gave Matthew an idea of how he could kill his former student. Two weeks later—Mira was in Kansas City—Matthew
            returned to the Village Inn on a Thursday night. He didn’t go in, but sat in his car across the street doing the Boston Globe crossword and keeping an eye on the entrance to the bar. Just before ten Dustin, walking a little unsteadily, made his way
            down the street and pushed his way through the doorway into the Village Inn.
         

         
         What happened next was a series of extraordinarily lucky events. Recounting them to himself made Matthew’s skin tighten and
            his breathing quicken. It was like watching a suspenseful film for the second time and still feeling excitement even though
            you knew the outcome. Matthew, skirting through backyards, made it, unnoticed, to the rear of the condo-ized Victorian that
            Dustin lived in. He was on the second floor and there was a rear balcony. It wasn’t easy, but Matthew stood on the railing
            of the first-floor deck and hoisted himself onto Dustin’s balcony. He had hoped the back entrance was unlocked and it was.
            Matthew, wearing gloves and a balaclava, entered Dustin’s apartment. He took a quick look around so that he knew the layout,
            then looked for a hiding place. He had hoped for a closet with an alcove, but the two closets in the apartment were both packed
            with junk—Dustin was one of those phonies with a tidy apartment that was only tidy because he’d shoved all his belongings
            out of sight. Matthew hid underneath Dustin’s platform bed. And he waited, hoping that Dustin, when he returned, would be
            alone.
         

         
         Not only did he return alone, but he also returned drunk. Matthew, under the bed, could hear the slam of the front door, the
            heavy footsteps, and then Dustin was in the bathroom just next to the bedroom taking a long, forceful piss. He was talking
            to himself—Matthew picked up, among other things, a protracted “Jesus Christ” as he emptied his bladder—and then Dustin went
            into the living room. Matthew expected to hear the television turn on, but there was nothing. Just silence.
         

         
         He made himself wait for an hour, at least, then Matthew slid out from under the bed and stepped quietly into the living room,
            carrying his backpack with him.
         

         
         Dustin was passed out on a reclining chair, still dressed, one hand holding the remote as though he had meant to turn on the
            television. It was a perfect situation. In Matthew’s bag was a roll of duct tape, a stun gun, several plastic bags, even a
            jackknife, although the last thing Matthew wanted to do was cause any blood to spill.
         

         
         Holding his stun gun in his left hand, just in case, Matthew duct-taped Dustin’s legs to the footrest of the recliner, all
            while Dustin continued to sleep. He stirred awake only after a piece of tape had been wrapped around his chest and upper arms.
            “What the fuck?” he said, and Matthew hit him with a volt from the stun gun that doubled as a flashlight. While Dustin recovered,
            Matthew duct-taped over his mouth, then secured his head to the headrest. It was a handsome head, with blond floppy hair,
            the dimpled chin, the flawless skin. He was the worst kind of predator, one with the face of an angel.
         

         
         Matthew turned the flashlight toward his own face, and when Dustin’s eyes had adjusted and showed what Matthew interpreted
            as a flash of recognition, he said, “This is for Courtney.” Then he pulled the bag over Dustin’s head, taped it around his
            neck, and watched him die.
         

         
         Afterward, Matthew spent a little bit of time in Dustin’s apartment, looking for something to call his own. He’d already decided
            that it would make sense to take Dustin’s wallet, plus his laptop, just to make it look like a robbery. But those he’d get
            rid of right away, unload them in some dumpster or landfill many miles away. No, he wanted something for himself, something
            he could keep. In Dustin’s bedroom, he spotted it. A fencing trophy, sandwiched between a can of Axe body spray and a bottle
            of mouthwash
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