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            Prologue

         
         “We can simply kill them, but there are alternatives you might want to consider.”

         
         “If we even have any,” Brie Mason said. “Maybe it’s just one.”

         
         “Oh,” said the man with the name charlie stitched to the front of his gray coveralls, “you never have just one.”
         

         
         Brie felt her heart sink. “You’re joking.”

         
         Charlie was on his knees in front of the kitchen sink, the lower cupboard doors open, waving a flashlight around in there.

         
         “Well, mice aren’t exactly loners, if you know what I mean. They’re social little creatures and they like hanging out with
            other little mousies.” Charlie squinted. “I’m seeing what could be a couple turds back there under the trap.”
         

         
         “I haven’t put out any traps,” Brie said.

         
         “Not that kind of trap,” Charlie said. “The drain, under the sink.”

         
         “Oh, of course,” Brie said, thinking she should know better, what with her husband being a contractor and all. She leaned
            back on the kitchen island, arms folded across her chest in a mock-supervisory pose. “So, by turds, you mean droppings.”
         

         
         “Looks like it,” he said. “You had mice before?”

         
         “Not that I know of. We haven’t been here all that long. Can you, I mean, can you tell how old those droppings might be?”

         
         Charlie chuckled. “Well, I don’t exactly know how to do carbon dating on them or anything. If you’re not sure you have them,
            what prompted you to call?”
         

         
         “I thought I heard something last night,” she said. “Some rustling. I was sitting here in the kitchen and it was very quiet.
            My husband’s away, and—”
         

         
         She stopped herself. Brie hadn’t meant to say that. You don’t let on that your husband is away when you have a strange man in the house. Not that Charlie was strange. He was a state-licensed exterminator, wasn’t he? Although, she had to admit, he was a bit of an oddball. Huge, graying handlebar
            mustache with waxed, upturned peaks like he’d just come off the set of some Wild West flick. Put a top hat on him and he’d
            look like the guy who ties the girl to the tracks. Before he’d come into the house he’d stood on the front step finishing
            a cigarette right down to the filter, drawing in hard on those last couple of puffs as if he needed them to sustain him through
            whatever was to come.
         

         
         Once he entered the house, Brie nearly passed out from the smell of tobacco, which seemed to waft off his entire body. Those
            coveralls, she figured, hadn’t seen a dry cleaner’s since Will Smith had a sitcom.
         

         
         Aroma aside, he seemed professional enough, but still, you didn’t blurt out that you were on your own. She blamed her carelessness
            on the fact that she was already on edge. Bigger things on her mind than a few mice finding their way into the house.
         

         
         “Out of town on business, is he?” Charlie asked, turning off the flashlight, putting one hand on the counter’s edge to help
            pull himself up. “Knees not what they used to be,” he said.
         

         
         “I expect him back anytime now,” Brie said, nervously twisting the silver choker necklace at the base of her throat. The truth
            was, Andrew wasn’t due home from their place on the lake until sometime tomorrow, probably late Sunday afternoon. Of course,
            that could change, if things went the way Brie thought they might. His friend and business partner, Greg Raymus, was up there
            with him, at his own lake house, a stone’s throw away. They’d both gone up Friday, and Brie had a feeling their guys’ weekend
            might not go as smoothly as planned.
         

         
         “What sort of work does he do?” Charlie asked.

         
         “A contractor,” Brie said. “Small- to medium-sized projects. Strip malls, town houses, fast-food joints, that kind of thing.”

         
         Charlie made a face, his eyes darting about the kitchen for half a second, as though making a judgment. “Okay,” he said.

         
         Brie laughed nervously. “Let me guess. You’re thinking this isn’t much of a house for a contractor.”

         
         “Didn’t say that.”

         
         “What you see here is the before picture. The place needs a lot of work. We’re at that point where we have to decide whether the place can be renovated, then
            maybe flip it, or whether it makes more sense to tear the entire house down and rebuild. We’re one of the oldest houses on
            Mulberry.” She shrugged. “In the meantime, I’d rather not be sharing the place with little furry rodents.”
         

         
         He smiled, showing off two rows of brown, tobacco-stained teeth. “Well, I don’t blame you there. There’s a couple things I
            can do.” He sniffed, ran his index finger across the bottom of his nose, careful not to disrupt the perfect symmetry of his
            mustache. “I can put some traps around, like glue traps and the conventional spring-loaded ones, bait ’em with peanut butter.
            Put them in the cupboard here, under the stove, out in the garage. Or I can put some poison around in all the same places.
            Strong stuff. You got pets?”
         

         
         “No.”

         
         “That’s good. You wouldn’t want them nibbling away on that stuff and getting sick. Downside of the poison is the mice’ll crawl
            away somewhere inside your walls and die and stink for a few days until they dry out pretty much to dust. You ever start opening
            up the walls you might find some tiny, furry little mouse skeletons.”
         

         
         That gave Brie a shiver.

         
         Charlie paused, appeared thoughtful, and then said, “And there is one other way you could go.”

         
         Brie waited while Charlie opened up a large tool kit that looked like something her husband took with him when he went fishing,
            to hold everything from lures to a first-aid kit. But Charlie’s box was bigger. He took out a gray plastic rectangular container,
            no more than five inches long, about the same shape and size as a stick of butter.
         

         
         “You see there’s a little door at the end,” he said. “You put some bait inside, leave the door open, and when the mouse goes
            in it triggers the door to close.”
         

         
         He demonstrated.

         
         “So when you see the door has dropped, you know you’ve got him. Then you can take him outside, open the door, and set him
            free.”
         

         
         “Oh,” Brie said. “A humane trap.”

         
         Charlie nodded.

         
         “But won’t he come back inside again?” she asked.

         
         “So, you go around the house and look for ways he and his friends might be coming in. Fill in the cracks, plug holes. Check
            dryer and stove vents, in case they’re getting in that way. I know it’s not as effective as killin’ them dead, but it’s something
            to consider.”
         

         
         Charlie’s expression turned solemn. “What people forget is, animals have souls, too. Whether it’s us, a dog, a cat, even some
            lowly mouse, we’re all God’s creatures, you know.”
         

         
         Brie said, “That’s . . . an interesting philosophy from someone in your line of work.”

         
         He shrugged. “You know, sometimes I’ll find something in someone’s house and remove it, but I won’t kill it. And I won’t set
            it free, either, in the woods or whatever. I’ll keep it and take care of it.”
         

         
         “What, in a cage?”

         
         Charlie nodded. “I got lots of little critters I look after. Feed ’em, nurture them.”

         
         “Well,” Brie said, not sure what to make of that.

         
         “Anyway, back to business. I don’t know for sure whether you’ve got an infestation or not, so let me ask you this: Do you
            bake?”
         

         
         “I’m sorry?”

         
         “Muffins? Cupcakes? You make those?”

         
         “Um, not that much. I’m not exactly the world’s greatest chef. Andrew, he cooks some.” She grinned. “We do a lot of takeout.”

         
         Charlie looked disappointed. “Do you have any flour?”

         
         “Flour? Like, for cooking?”

         
         “Yup.”

         
         She went over to one of the cupboards, opened it, and pointed to a tin on the first shelf. She brought it down and pried off
            the lid.
         

         
         “This?”

         
         “Before you go to bed tonight,” Charlie said, “sprinkle that on the floor in front of the sink here. You got mice, you’ll
            see their tiny little footprints in the morning. You don’t see anything, chances are you don’t have them.”
         

         
         Brie nodded, impressed. “And just vacuum it up after.”

         
         “There you go.” He put two of the humane traps atop the counter. “Why don’t I leave you these, and I’ll pop by tomorrow, see
            if you spotted any tracks, and you can decide how you want to handle this.”
         

         
         She asked what she owed him, and he said they could settle up the following day, once they determined whether she actually
            had any mice. At that point she could decide on more humane traps, the glue ones, or poisoned bait.
         

         
         She followed him out to his van and realized she’d stopped noticing the tobacco stench coming off of him. Your nose could
            get used to just about anything, she concluded.
         

         
         As he was backing out of the driveway, Brie spotted a familiar vehicle parked on the other side of the street, about three
            houses down from hers. A blue Chrysler minivan. There was a man sitting behind the wheel, looking her way.
         

         
         God, she thought. What the hell is Norman doing there?

         
         If and when he came to the door, she would politely tell him to leave, that he had made his apologies and that she had accepted
            them, and that he should go home.
         

         
          

         Sitting in the kitchen that evening, eating dinner alone, she listened for any rustling from under the cupboards or under
            the walls. Nothing.
         

         
         Shortly before ten, she picked up her cell, brought up her husband’s number from her contact list, and tapped on FaceTime.
            Seconds later, her husband’s face appeared. He smiled warmly.
         

         
         “Hey,” Andrew said cheerily. “How’s it going?”

         
         He looks happy, she thought.
         

         
         “Okay. I interrupt anything?”

         
         “No. Greg’s already gone back to his place. Early night. We were out on the water for the better part of four hours. Got a
            lot of sun. Kind of drained the life out of us.”
         

         
         “You look beat. Catch anything?”

         
         “Other than a burn on the back of my neck, no.”

         
         “How’s his leg?”

         
         “Limping a little, but pretty much healed. Stumbled once getting in the boat. Idiot. Thinking he could jump down that far. Twenty years ago, maybe, but he’s too old for that kind of shit. We both are.” 

         
         “So, what’d you guys talk about, all that time?”

         
         “I dunno. Usual.” Andrew shrugged.

         
         “Work stuff?”

         
         “Some. But mostly just reminiscing, reliving our glory years. Not exactly happy to talk about work, way things have been going.”
            He paused. “And I told him I was done putting you through one renovation after another. If you like where you are now, we’re
            staying. If you want to find your dream home, that’s what we’ll do.”
         

         
         Brie smiled, as though he might actually mean it this time. “I had someone here today, a pest control guy, checking for mice.
            Thought I heard something in the walls. He was a bit of an oddball. Doesn’t like to kill them if he doesn’t have to. A humane
            exterminator.”
         

         
         “Not surprising we’d have mice. Old house, they’ve probably got a hundred ways to get inside.”

         
         She briefly angled the phone so he could see the floor. “Can you see that?”

         
         “You spill something?”

         
         “It’s flour. Exterminator’s idea. If I see footprints in the morning, I know I’ve got company.”

         
         “Hey,” Andrew said, touching his neck. “Nice to see you wearing that.”

         
         She touched the necklace and smiled. “I love it. I’m never taking it off.”

         
         “Anything else going on?”

         
         Should she tell him about Norman coming to the door? No, not a good idea.

         
         “Nothing,” Brie said. “Listen, I’ll let you go. What time you getting back? Should I have a lunch ready?”

         
         “Don’t worry about me. Probably midafternoon sometime.”

         
         “Okay.”

         
         “Love you,” he said.

         
         “’Bye,” Brie said, and ended the call.

         
         She turned off the kitchen lights and headed upstairs. When Andrew was gone overnight, whether for work or pleasure, she couldn’t drop off to sleep right away. She’d read, or watch Kimmel or Colbert, or bring a laptop to bed and watch some rom-com flick Andrew would never sit through. 

         
         It was Saturday, so there was no Kimmel or Colbert or Fallon. She picked up the book on her bedside table. It was the latest
            James Lee Burke, and as was often the case, Robicheaux was having a hard time trying to stop his friend Cletus from ripping
            someone’s head off. Shortly after midnight, having read only two pages, she felt her eyelids slamming shut.
         

         
         She hit the light and went to sleep.

         
         Brie woke shortly before five and couldn’t get back to sleep, wondering whether there were any tiny footprints in the flour
            in front of the sink. Her curiosity won out over her desire to go back to sleep, so she got out of bed, turned on some lights,
            as it was still dark outside, and descended the stairs.
         

         
         As she reached the first floor, she felt a tingle of excitement mixed with dread. There was an atmosphere of suspense in the
            moments leading up to finding out whether there had been any creatures in the kitchen, but at the same time, she was worried
            about the consequences. Once any infestation was confirmed, she knew she’d go into a cleaning frenzy, emptying the cupboards
            and drawers of every pot, pan, knife, fork, and spatula a mouse might have touched and running them all through the dishwasher.
         

         
         Brie held her breath as she entered the kitchen, flicked on the light, and gazed down at the floor.

         
         There were definitely footprints. But they weren’t from mice. Not unless mice wore size-twelve boots.

         
         Brie gasped.

         
         At that moment, she thought she heard something behind her. She whirled around.

         
         There wasn’t even time to scream.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Six Years Later

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Saturday

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            One

         
         It felt surreal.

         
         Which was kind of crazy. It was the most commonplace of activities, shopping in a grocery store. Pushing her cart up and down
            the aisles. Pausing to look at all the fresh produce. Checking out a head of cauliflower. Looking for bananas that were still
            green. Glancing at the dozens of different boxed cereals. Sugary and delicious and bad for you, or full of fiber and yucky
            and good for you. About a hundred different kinds of coffee. Had she ever noticed before today how many brands there were?
            Maybe this was why an activity so mundane suddenly felt strange and unfamiliar. It was as though she were doing it for the
            first time.
         

         
         Or at least the first time in ages.

         
         She had grocery-shopped a thousand times—and that was in no way an exaggeration. A thousand, easily. Say you went out for
            provisions twice a week. That was more than a hundred times a year. And given that she was in her mid-thirties, and had been
            doing her own shopping since moving out of her parents’ home at age twenty, well, there you go. Do the math.
         

         
         That’s a lot of trips to the local Stop & Shop or Whole Foods or Walmart.

         
         But today was different because she really didn’t know what to buy. Did it even matter what she tossed into the cart? She’d entered the store without a list. The basics seemed like a safe way to go. Milk, eggs, fruit. A six-pack of beer. She wondered if a list would have been a good idea. It would have helped her pick up things Andrew liked. 

         
         Maybe what made this trip feel so strange was that she didn’t want to be spotted. Didn’t want to run into anyone who knew
            her. Not at this point. So she kept her head down as she went up and down the aisles. Tried to withdraw into herself. She
            was thinking that the next time she went out for groceries, she’d pick a place she didn’t usually frequent.
         

         
         At one point, she thought maybe she’d been spotted, recognized, despite the steps she had taken. As she was passing by the
            meat counter, a man, shopping alone, attempted to engage her in conversation. He was probably fifty, gray hair, tweed sport
            jacket, white shirt with a button-down collar. Handsome and, she was betting, divorced or widowed, because he was clearly
            hitting on her.
         

         
         They were almost shoulder to shoulder when he picked up a roast wrapped in cellophane and said, “How long would you cook something
            like this?”
         

         
         Trying to strike up a conversation.

         
         “I’ve no idea,” she said. “I don’t eat meat.”

         
         Not the best comeback, considering she had already dropped a small package of ground beef into her cart. The man noticed,
            and said, “Well, you might want to put that back, then.”
         

         
         She ignored him and quickly pushed the cart farther up the aisle, pretty sure she heard him mutter, “Bitch,” under his breath.

         
         As she went down the aisle stocked with multiple varieties of potato chips and other snacks, she thought one woman had given
            her a second look, but then convinced herself that she was being paranoid. It wasn’t like anyone had stopped her and said,
            “Hey, is that you?”
         

         
         She was starting to wonder whether this shopping excursion had been such a good idea, but she’d really believed it necessary. Anyway, by this point she thought she had enough in the cart, and headed for the row of checkouts. She’d bought half a dozen too many items to qualify for the express line, and wondered whether to put a few things back. But in the time it would take to return them, she might as well go to one of the regular checkouts. 

         
         “You need bags?” the hefty woman at the register asked.

         
         She nodded.

         
         “You got one of our points cards?”

         
         “I’m sorry?”

         
         “A points card.”

         
         “No, no, I don’t have one of those.”

         
         When the groceries were bagged and in her cart, the cashier said the total was fifty-five dollars and twenty-nine cents.

         
         “How you paying?”

         
         The woman reached into her purse and brought out three twenties. “Cash,” she said.

         
         “Okey dokey,” the cashier said.

         
         The woman had her hands on the cart and was turning it around to point it toward the exit when the cashier said, “Lady, your
            change?”
         

         
         She’d been so distracted, she hadn’t thought to wait for it. She held out her hand, took the money, and dumped it into her
            purse.
         

         
         She wheeled the cart out into the parking lot and opened the tailgate on a black, mid-2000s Volvo station wagon. She put the
            bags in, closed the tailgate. Affixed to it was a license plate with letter and numbers smeared with enough dirt and grime
            as to be illegible.
         

         
         She got behind the wheel and waited the better part of a minute for other cars to pass before she backed out. Given that it
            was a Saturday morning, when a lot of people did their week’s shopping, the parking lot was busy.
         

         
         “Don’t have a fender bender,” she said to herself. That was the last thing she needed.

         
         Once she was out of the lot, she headed across town into one of Milford’s west end neighborhoods.

         
         She put on her blinker when she saw the Mulberry Street sign and turned down it. There was a lot of activity in the neighborhood today. Being the second of April—one day too late for April Fools’, she thought grimly—many homeowners were engaged in yard cleanup. Raking leftover debris from the fall before, jamming it into paper recycling bags. Men wielding leaf blowers that made as much racket as a low-flying jet. A woman ran alongside a girl, no more than five years old, as she learned to ride a bicycle. Two other women stood at the end of a driveway, one of them still in pajamas and a housecoat, each holding a mug and chatting. 

         
         What a nice neighborhood, the woman in the Volvo thought. Like something out of one of those 1950s TV shows. Not that she
            was old enough to have seen them when they first ran, but hey, was that June Cleaver over there, bringing a tall glass of
            lemonade out to Ward? Was that young Opie running past with a slingshot sticking out of his back pocket?
         

         
         To think that something so horrible could happen on a street such as this.

         
         Oh, there it was. Her destination was just up ahead.

         
         She put her blinker on again, waited for a kid on one of those motorized skateboards to whiz past, then steered the Volvo
            into a driveway. She noticed that at the house next door, a man was sweeping the steps of his front porch. She put the car
            into park, got out, and went around back to raise the tailgate. She grabbed two bags, came around the side of the car, leaving
            the tailgate open, and it was at this point that she actually gazed upon the house.
         

         
         It was, clearly, a new build, judging by the architectural style. Sharp angles, huge panes of glass. Solar panels built into
            the roof. A modern, contemporary design.
         

         
         The woman stopped, as though she’d bumped into an invisible wall.

         
         “What . . .”

         
         The man sweeping his porch glanced over in her direction.

         
         The woman turned her head to look at the house to the left, then the house to the right, as though confirming to herself that
            she was in the right place. Finally she focused on the number affixed to the door of the house she stood before.
         

         
         36.

         
         “Where . . .”

         
         She dropped her groceries to the ground. A carton of eggs toppled from one, the lid popping open and a single egg shattering onto the driveway. 

         
         “Where is my house?” she said aloud. “Where the hell is my house?”

         
         The front door opened and a teenage girl with pink highlights in her hair and wearing workout sweats poked her head out. “Can
            I help you?” she said.
         

         
         “Where’s my house?” she cried, a frightened edge in her voice. “An old house. Red brick. A porch, a railing. Where the hell
            is it?”
         

         
         The man next door took several steps in her direction.

         
         The girl said, “Uh, I think maybe you’ve got the wrong place?”

         
         “Thirty-six,” the woman said.

         
         “Yeah, that’s right. But maybe you’ve got the wrong street?”
         

         
         “Thirty-six Mulberry,” the woman said. “This is thirty-six Mulberry.”
         

         
         “Yeah,” the girl said slowly.

         
         “This is all wrong. This house doesn’t belong here. There’s supposed to be an old house here. With—with red brick and a porch, that kind of sagged. My house. It was right here. Right here! How does a house just disappear?”
         

         
         “Yeah, well, that house you’re talking about? They tore that down like three years ago and my parents built this one. Did
            you say your house?”
         

         
         “This is not right,” the woman said.

         
         The girl shrugged and went back inside, leaving the woman standing there, staring open-mouthed at the three-year-old home.

         
         “This is not happening,” she said.

         
         The man with the broom was standing at the property line now. He studied the woman, narrowing his eyes as if trying to improve
            his focus, like maybe he didn’t believe what he was seeing and needed to be sure.
         

         
         “Brie?” he asked.

         
         The woman glanced in his direction, her face blank.

         
         “Jesus, Brie, is it you?” he said.

         
         Suddenly the woman got back into her car, keyed the ignition, and backed out of the drive, crushing the remaining eggs with the front wheels as she turned, the tailgate still in the raised position. The car’s transmission whirred noisily as the car bounced into the street, narrowly missing the kid on the motorized skateboard making a return trip. 

         
         The Volvo’s brakes squealed as the car came to an abrupt halt. It sat there for half a second while the woman put it into
            drive, then took off down the street, the man with the broom watching it speed away.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Two
Andrew

         
         I rolled over onto my side, opened my eyes, and looked at the clock on the bedside table. Nearly eight. Jesus. I almost never
            slept that late. There was some momentary panic as I thought about being late to an appointment with a potential client, then
            realized that not only was it Saturday, but that my appointment was on Friday and had already happened.
         

         
         I turned back over again to see whether Jayne was awake and found her staring at me with one eye, half her head buried into
            the pillow, her brown hair splayed across it. She flashed half a smile at me.
         

         
         “Morning, Andrew,” she said with mock formality.

         
         “It’s almost eight,” I said. “How long you been awake?”

         
         “Five minutes, maybe,” she said. “I was watching you. Woke you up with my mind.”

         
         I grinned and slipped one arm around her under the covers and pulled her closer to me. “You have great powers.”

         
         “Indeed,” she said, and gave me a kiss so light it was as if she’d brushed a feather across my lips. “I can read minds, too.”
         

         
         “Okay,” I said. “What am I thinking?”

         
         I guess she rolled both her eyes, but I only saw one. “Too easy. Give me something hard.”

         
         I smiled. “Amazing. Got it on the first guess.”

         
         It took her a second, and then she grinned. “I was actually going to guess French toast. Your usual Saturday morning demand.”

         
         “Okay, maybe that, too. In a bit.”

         
         Jayne shifted in closer to me, pressing her body up against mine. I caught a glimpse of the open bedroom door.

         
         “Might want to close that,” I said.

         
         She whirled around, saw the door, threw back the covers, and got out of bed. Her oversized T hung down almost to her knees.
            As she padded toward the door, she stopped halfway, turned, and said, “Did you hear him come in last night?”
         

         
         I tried to recollect. “No,” I said. The truth was, I didn’t really listen for Tyler Keeling the way she did. He was her brother,
            after all, not mine, and while that didn’t mean I didn’t care about his welfare, he was biologically more her worry.
         

         
         “I don’t think I did, either,” Jayne said.

         
         Tyler had texted around ten thirty, promising his sister he’d be home before eleven, or soon after, that he was just about
            to leave his friend’s place. Jayne had offered to go pick him up, wherever he was, but he’d said no problem, one of his other
            buddies, who was old enough to drive and had his mom’s Hyundai, would drop him off. He’d left his bike at home, not wanting
            to take it out at night in case someone swiped it when he left it outside his friend’s house. Locks weren’t much of a deterrent
            when the thief was determined enough.
         

         
         Jayne had texted, OK, and felt she could go to bed, confident that he’d be home soon after she was asleep.
         

         
         But now, as she stood between the bed and the door, I could see doubt cross her face.

         
         “I’m just gonna check,” she said, and slipped out of the room and down the hall. I sat up in bed and waited. She was back
            in under ten seconds.
         

         
         “His bed hasn’t been slept in,” she said.

         
         “Maybe he’s already up.” But even as I said it, I knew how unlikely that was. It was Saturday morning. Tyler would not be up early, and even if he were an early riser, he wasn’t one to make his bed without being reminded. 

         
         “I don’t think so,” Jayne said.

         
         “Shit,” I said, and threw back the covers. I was in a pair of boxers, decent enough to mount a search of the house.

         
         I slipped past Jayne in the hallway and shot a look into Tyler’s room myself. The bed was made.

         
         “You don’t believe me?” Jayne said.

         
         I went down the stairs and into the kitchen. No sign of him there, either. No bowl in the sink, no half-eaten banana left
            on the table. Jayne had her phone in her hand and was getting ready to text him or maybe phone him, when I happened to look
            out the kitchen’s sliding glass doors that opened on the backyard deck.
         

         
         “Jayne,” I said.

         
         She was already tapping. “What?”

         
         “Outside.”

         
         She came up alongside me and took in the view. Tyler was sprawled out on one of the recliners, arms circled around himself
            to keep warm, the blue hoodie not quite up to the job. I noticed what appeared to be a smudge of vomit on his sleeve, an observation
            that was confirmed by the puddle of puke on the deck about four feet away.
         

         
         “Jesus,” Jayne said, unlocking the door and sliding it back on its track. She stepped out onto the deck, and I was one step
            behind her, the planking cold under my feet and damp with dew the morning sun had yet to burn off. I let Jayne take the lead
            here.
         

         
         “Tyler,” she said, standing over him. Then, more sharply, “Tyler!”

         
         He stirred slightly and opened one eye. “Oh,” he said. “Hey.”

         
         “When did you come home?” his sister asked.

         
         “Um, not exactly sure,” he said, struggling to sit up.

         
         “Go in and clean yourself up,” she said, waiting as he managed to get to his feet.

         
         As he passed me, I could smell the booze, and the vomit, on him. I held him back gently by the arm and pointed to the mess he’d left on the deck. “Hose is over there, pal.” 

         
         “I’m not your pal,” he muttered without looking me in the eye.

         
          

         To his credit, he did clean up his mess before coming into the house, but rather than coil the hose back up again and hang
            it by the tap, he left it in a mess on the grass. He trudged past us as we stood in the kitchen, but not before Jayne reminded
            him that his shift at Whistler’s Market, one of west end Milford’s independent grocery stores, started at noon.
         

         
         Jayne and I went back upstairs, took turns in the shower, and met back in the kitchen about half an hour later, neither of
            us saying anything. I knew Jayne was embarrassed by her brother’s behavior, and maybe waiting for me to say something, but
            I didn’t want to wade into it, at least not yet.
         

         
         I got the coffee going, and Jayne still made French toast, but didn’t bother setting a place for Tyler, who we knew wouldn’t
            surface until the last possible moment. He didn’t have a driver’s license yet, but he could ride that ten-speed like nobody’s
            business, so the chances of him getting to work late were remote. One thing about Tyler: he didn’t seem to give a shit about
            a lot, but he got to work on time. He liked his money, and it about killed him to pass over twenty bucks a week to his sister
            in a token gesture of contributing to the household. It wasn’t me who asked for the money. It was all Jayne.
         

         
         When we sat down opposite each other, Jayne picked at her toast, then finally said, “I’m sorry.”

         
         I shook my head. “Don’t worry about it. I was seventeen once, and—”

         
         “Sixteen,” she reminded me. “He’ll be seventeen in another month.”

         
         “Okay, sixteen. Lots of kids get drunk earlier than that. Doesn’t make him an alcoholic. He’ll feel like shit today. Maybe
            it’ll teach him a lesson.”
         

         
         “I don’t know.”

         
         “When I was his age, I’d done far worse,” I said. “It’s a rough period, and he’s been through a lot. He’ll be a handful for
            a while.”
         

         
         “He shouldn’t have to be your handful, Andy,” she said.

         
         We’d been over this before. No matter how many times I told her I did not mind having her brother live with us, she could
            not be persuaded.
         

         
         Tyler had been here nearly two months. He had been living with his dad, Bertrand Keeling, at the family home in Providence.
            Jayne and Tyler’s mom, Alice, had died about five years earlier. Jayne, now twenty-nine, hadn’t lived at home since Tyler
            was ten. He’d been one of those “surprise babies.” Jayne’s parents figured they were done with kids—Bertrand had always said
            Jayne was enough of a handful all on her own—but then Alice found herself pregnant when she was forty. The thirteen-year age
            difference might as well have been a century. Hard to be a “big sister,” and all that that entails, when you’re already in
            high school and your brother’s in diapers.
         

         
         Bert dropped dead of a heart attack back in January, shoveling the driveway after a heavy snowfall. Bad enough for Tyler that
            he’d lost his dad. He was also carrying a lot of guilt. It was his job to clear the driveway, but he’d slept in and his dad
            had decided not to wake him. If Tyler had gotten his ass out of bed, his father might still be alive.
         

         
         He went to live with his never-married aunt—his mom’s sister—in town, but she soon found that looking after a teenager was
            something she was not up to. That was when Jayne started wondering what she should do. She felt she’d never really been there
            for Tyler, and maybe now was the time.
         

         
         She was going to end our living arrangement and move back to Providence. She and Tyler would live in the family home, which
            had not yet been sold. She drove up there to explore the idea, see if she could get the house off the market.
         

         
         “I’m sorry,” she’d said to me on the phone one night. “I love you, but . . . he’s my brother.”

         
         After we had finished talking, I spent an hour or two thinking about her situation, then finally picked up my phone and sent
            her a text:
         

         
         
            Tyler can live with us.

         

         The phone rang in my hand almost immediately. Jayne said, “No, I would never ask that of you.”

         
         “It’s okay. Honestly. He can move in. There’s an extra room. We have the space.”

         
         “It’s not my house,” Jayne protested. “I don’t have the right to ask that of you.”

         
         “It is your house. It’s our home. And you’re not asking. I’m offering. You forget what I went through.” I reminded her how
            my own parents had both died within a year of each other. When my father died of lung cancer, I had just turned twelve. Ten
            months later, as though God himself wanted to show he had a cosmically dark sense of humor, my mother was killed when a drunk
            driver ran a red light in Stamford and T-boned her Toyota. With no extended family to take me in, I bounced around from foster
            home to foster home until the age of eighteen, when I struck out on my own.
         

         
         “I know what it’s like to have nowhere to go,” I’d said. “I can only imagine how great it would have been to have extended
            family step up and take me in.”
         

         
         So it was done. But Tyler was less thrilled about it than I thought I might have been in similar circumstances. He had to
            leave behind his school, his social circle. Leaving Providence and coming to Stratford meant starting all over again. And
            he wasn’t crazy about his sister taking on a pseudo-parental role. The kid was adrift, and Jayne and I believed we were doing
            the best we could to provide a stable environment for him.
         

         
         Some days, we felt we were failing.

         
         Later that morning, I was in the garage, trying to make some sense of the mess in there. The Keeling home had finally sold,
            and while much of the furniture had gone into storage or been donated, there were several dozen boxes in the garage of family
            keepsakes and mementos that Jayne wanted to go through. “Photos” and “tax records” and “Tyler stuff” were scribbled in marker
            on the boxes. I thought I could at least sort them into neater stacks along the garage walls so that we could get both Jayne’s
            small car and my aging Ford Explorer in here.
         

         
         Seconds after I powered open the double-wide door, I heard the door that enters into the house squeak on its hinges. Jayne had a beer in each hand, and held out the bottle of Sam Adams in her left. 

         
         “A little early for this?” I said, taking the beer anyway.

         
         “What the fuck,” she said, pushing out her lower lip and blowing a lock of hair out of her eyes. “It’s Saturday.” We clinked
            bottles. She was drinking something different, the label on her bottle mostly obscured by her hand.
         

         
         She watched me take a swig, and frowned. “Maybe we’re not setting a good example. Drinking before noon.”

         
         I smiled. “At least we don’t puke on the deck.”

         
         Jayne shrugged. “Got stuff to do,” she said, and went back into the house.

         
         I was about to take another sip when the cell phone tucked into my back pocket rang. I dug it out, saw MAX on the screen. I was surprised to see the name of my former next-door neighbor. It had been a long time since we’d spoken.
         

         
         “Hello,” I said.

         
         “Andy?”

         
         “Hey, Max. Long time.”

         
         “Yeah, well. It was lucky I still had your number in my phone. Not sure I would have found you otherwise, because, well, I’d
            heard you changed your last name and I didn’t know what it was. You’re still in Milford?”
         

         
         “No,” I said. I wasn’t comfortable talking about changing my name, and didn’t volunteer my new one. “In Stratford now. You
            cross the Housatonic, it feels like you’re in another state.”
         

         
         “So, this is going to sound crazy, and I didn’t know whether I should call or not, but I figured this is something you’d want
            to know about.”
         

         
         “What is it, Max?”

         
         “So I was out front, this morning, and this car pulls in to your place. Well, your old driveway. Not your old house, since
            they rebuilt on the lot, but—”
         

         
         “I’m aware, Max.”

         
         “Anyway, this car pulls in, and this woman gets out, and she looks at the house and she goes kind of crazy, asking what happened to her house, where did it go?” 

         
         I felt the hairs on the back of my neck start to stand up.

         
         “You there?” Max asked.

         
         “I’m here.”

         
         “The girl next door, the one who lives in the house where yours used to be, she came out, told this lady it was a new house,
            the old one was torn down, and this woman looks kind of freaked out, gets back in the car, takes off. Didn’t even close the
            tailgate. Like she’d seen a ghost. Or, I don’t know. As if maybe she was the ghost.”
         

         
         Max paused, as though steeling himself.

         
         “The thing is, Andy, I mean, I know Brie’s been missing six years now, and everyone figures something bad happened, and I
            don’t want to get your hopes up and all, but . . .”
         

         
         Another pause, and then:

         
         “But I think it was her.”

         
         I needed to be sure I understood what Max was telling me. “Say again?” I said.

         
         “Brie,” he said. “I think it was Brie.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Three

         
         
            Statement of Charles Underwood, June 7, 2016, 12:30 p.m., interviewed by Detective Marissa Hardy.

         

         
            Detective Hardy: Mr. Underwood, what is the name of the company you work for?
            

            Charles: Triple-A Pest Control. We’re in the book under AAA Pest Control, so we’re the first ones you’re going to find if you’ve got
               a problem.
            

            Detective Hardy: And you received a call from Brie Mason when?
            

            Charles: Saturday morning. She said she thought she’d heard something in the walls the night before and she was kind of freaked out
               and she left a message on the voice mail since we don’t usually take calls on the weekend. But I checked the message and she
               sounded pretty upset, so I said I could come over that afternoon.
            

            Detective Hardy: And when did you arrive at her residence, at, let me just check . . . thirty-six Mulberry?
            

            Charles: I guess it was around two, two-thirty. Yeah.
            

            Detective Hardy: She met you at the door?
            

            Charles: That’s right.
            

            Detective Hardy: There was no one else at home?
            

            Charles: Just her. She said her husband was out of town, but coming back any minute.
            

            Detective Hardy: Did he come back?
            

            Charles: Not while I was there, no. I had the feeling . . . sometimes, when you’re in a house with a woman who’s on her own, they
               get a little nervous. So she might have been saying he was going to be back soon even if he wasn’t so I wouldn’t try anything.
            

            Detective Hardy: Try anything?
            

            Charles: You know. Make a pass or something.
            

            Detective Hardy: Is that something you sometimes do? Make a pass at customers?
            

            Charles: Shit, no. Sometimes, well, sometimes it’s the customers that end up coming on to you.
            

            Detective Hardy: Really.
            

            Charles: Been known to happen. I’ve had calls, over the years, a woman didn’t have so much as a spider in her house, but she calls
               me to check the place out. Some people are lonely, you know. I’m no prize, I get that, but some ladies, they can be on the
               desperate side, if you know what I mean.
            

            Detective Hardy: How long were you there?
            

            Charles: ’Bout an hour. Didn’t see much evidence of any kind of infestation, although an old house like that, you wouldn’t be surprised
               to find something. If not mice, termites. Who knows? Lots of ways for the little rodents to find their way inside with an
               old place. You know mice can actually climb walls? Had them come into one house through the outside vent for the fan over
               the stove. Mice would have had to climb up an eight-foot brick wall to get to the vent. They’re a very interesting species.
               Did you know—
            

            Detective Hardy: And when did you return to the house?
            

            Charles: The next morning.
            

            Detective Hardy: What time?
            

            Charles: Just before eleven, guess it was.
            

            Detective Hardy: She had asked you to come back? She called you?
            

            Charles: No, but I think I’d said something about coming back the next day to see if she’d caught anything. I gave her a couple of
               traps. The kind that don’t kill the mouse, just catch him, so you can take him outside and set him free.
            

            Detective Hardy: Is that the kind you recommend?
            

            Charles: We’re all God’s creatures. I don’t always feel good about what I do, to be honest. Trapping and poisoning things. But we’ve
               all got to pay the bills, am I right?
            

            Detective Hardy: How did Ms. Mason seem to you?
            

            Charles: You mean on the Sunday? Because she wasn’t there on the Sunday. Neither was her husband.
            

            Detective Hardy: I mean on the Saturday. How was her mood? Anxious? Apprehensive?
            

            Charles: She seemed a little antsy, to be honest with you. But like I said, having a man in the house, that might have made her a
               titch uneasy. Although I don’t think I come across as threatening. Do you think I do?
            

            Detective Hardy: You seem perfectly charming, Mr. Underwood. Did she talk about her husband? Other than that he was coming home soon?
            

            Charles: That was about it.
            

            Detective Hardy: So, back to the Sunday, the following day. What happened when you returned?
            

            Charles: I knocked on the door, but I got no answer. I figured she was home because the car was in the driveway.
            

            Detective Hardy: Just the one. The one that was there the afternoon before?
            

            Charles: Yeah. A little Volkswagen. A Golf.
            

            Detective Hardy: And the husband, he wasn’t around, you said.
            

            Charles: Yeah. Whether he was there between the time I left the day before and when I came back the next morning, that I couldn’t
               tell you.
            

            Detective Hardy: Okay, go on.
            

            Charles: I thought maybe she was in the bathroom or went for a walk or was out back. So I knocked again, and waited, then walked down
               the side of the house and into the backyard, but she wasn’t there, either.
            

            Detective Hardy: And that’s when you left?
            

            Charles: No, no. I went up to the door there. You go in that way and you’re in the kitchen, which is at the back. I called in, instead
               of knocking. Said, “Hey, Ms. Mason, you there?” And I didn’t hear nothin’ back. That’s when I noticed the door wasn’t quite
               latched.
            

            Detective Hardy: The door was open?
            

            Charles: Not open, just like when you let a door swing shut on its own, and it needs that little push to lock it into place. It hadn’t
               had that push. Am I going to get in trouble here?
            

            Detective Hardy: Why would you be in trouble?
            

            Charles: Well, did I, like, break-and-enter or something?
            

            Detective Hardy: Don’t worry about that. Go on.
            

            Charles: The thing was, I wanted to check what happened with the flour.
            

            Detective Hardy: Flower? You saying you brought Brie Mason some flowers the day before? Or were these flowers from her husband?
            

            Charles: Not a flower, flower. But flour, like you bake with.
            

            Detective Hardy: I’m not following.
            

            Charles: Okay, so, if you want to know if you’ve got mice scurrying around in the night, you sprinkle some flour on the floor so you
               can see their footprints.
            

            Detective Hardy: You did that?
            

            Charles: No, but I told her she should do that before she went to bed. Sounded to me like she was going to do it. I wanted to take
               a peek and see if there were any tracks. If there were, then we could get a little more aggressive, dealing with the infestation.
            

            Detective Hardy: Where was she to sprinkle the flour?
            

            Charles: On the floor in front of the sink. I thought I’d seen some turds—you know, mouse droppings—
            

            Detective Hardy: I get it.
            

            Charles: —under the sink area. So I thought, if they were running around, that was a good place to spread some flour.
            

            Detective Hardy: And you had the impression she was definitely going to do that? Sprinkle the flour?
            

            Charles: Pretty much.
            

            Detective Hardy: We didn’t notice any flour on the floor when we went through the house.
            

            Charles: Huh. Well, maybe she didn’t do it, or . . .
            

            Detective Hardy: Or what?
            

            Charles: Or she saw the tracks in the morning, and then vacuumed it up.
            

            Detective Hardy: Her, or somebody else.
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Andrew

         
         I told Jayne I was making a run to Home Depot for some bags of weed and feed. The scraggly front lawn was clearly in need
            of some springtime TLC.
         

         
         Once I was behind the wheel of the Explorer I drove out of my Stratford neighborhood, across the bridge that spanned the Housatonic
            and headed for the east end of Milford, where I used to live, with my wife, Brie. I avoided not just this part of Milford,
            but all of it, as much as I could. Not so much because familiar sights triggered unpleasant memories. I didn’t need familiar
            sights for that.
         

         
         I just didn’t want to run into people I knew.

         
         There was still a risk of that, of course, living in nearby Stratford. But at least the risk was reduced, going to different
            stores, frequenting different restaurants. Had I never moved, still been a fixture on Mulberry, I’d have had to deal with
            the inevitable questions and comments, even six years after Brie disappeared.
         

         
         “Have you heard anything, anything at all?”

         
         “The not-knowing must be the worst of it, right?”

         
         “I can only imagine how much you must need some sense of closure.”

         
         You could guess the questions on the minds of those who chose to say nothing.

         
         “Did you do it?”

         
         “You feel pretty smug, thinking you got away with it?”

         
         Or just:

         
         “Why?”

         
         I’d stayed in the Mulberry house for the better part of a year after it happened, and would have moved away sooner had I been
            able to sell the house more quickly. But the place was tainted. Prospective buyers, one way or another, had heard the stories
            about the current owners, or, more accurately, owner. There was no actual evidence anything grisly had actually happened on
            the property. It wasn’t as if someone had been buried in the basement or tucked a body away in the attic. But that didn’t
            do much to tamp down some potential purchasers’ anxieties. At least I was allowed to sell it. I’d registered the house in the name of my company. If it had been jointly owned with Brie, and I’d needed her
            signature to complete any sales deal, the house would still be there, and in all likelihood I’d still be living in it.
         

         
         The plan had always been to do major renovations on the place, knock out some walls, blow out the attic to make a more usable
            third floor, redo the kitchen. Maybe live there, maybe sell it. Buying an older house, renovating it while we lived in it,
            and then selling it, was something we’d done three times before, and Brie was more than fed up with living that way. It was
            a major source of tension that nearly ruined our marriage. That, and a couple of other things. This house on Mulberry was
            one we were debating whether to settle in permanently.
         

         
         The basic structure of the house—the bones, I called it—had been good. There was something to work with there, but everything about the place was out-of-date. It needed
            to be rewired, the plumbing was a catastrophe waiting to happen. I’d ripped away the drywall on some of the exterior walls
            and found insulation black with mold. The previous owner had been there for nearly fifty years, since the late seventies,
            and hadn’t done much beyond replacing the roof shingles. Those avocado appliances in the kitchen were but one item on a very
            long list of things that had to go. And that pink toilet in the upstairs bathroom?
         

         
         “Don’t get me started,” Brie used to say.

         
         But once everything went to shit, and my life became a public spectacle, fodder for true crime shows and social media speculation, I needed a fresh start. The house finally sold for about ten percent under what I was asking, and I felt lucky to get that. I found my current residence across the river in Stratford, but I hadn’t actually bought the place. I found it difficult to make decisions that involved permanence, so I was leasing with an option to buy. 

         
         I was, for a very long time, a mess. Having your wife disappear, and hearing the whispers behind your back that you’re responsible,
            will do that to you.
         

         
         I lost my friends, except for one, and for a long stretch lost work. Nobody was keen to hire the guy who might have killed
            his wife and gotten rid of her body. I drank. A lot. I found alcohol helpful because when I was sober, I couldn’t sleep. At
            least drinking would put me out for a while.
         

         
         If I had any real goal in the first three years or so after Brie vanished, it was to achieve a total state of numbness. I
            wanted to feel nothing. Happiness and contentment were off the table, but I didn’t want the flip side, either. The booze helped
            block the depression and the guilt and the grieving.
         

         
         At least, up to a point.

         
         One day, waking up fully clothed in an empty bathtub with no memory of how I got there, I decided that it was time to make
            a choice. Kill yourself, or get your shit together. I chose the latter. That one good friend helped me get through it.
         

         
         And I got better, but I never fully pulled out of that dark place. Not until I met Jayne Keeling one day when her car stalled
            in the drive-through line at McDonald’s, blocking half a dozen vehicles behind her, including mine. I came to her rescue,
            got her car moving, and something just clicked between us.
         

         
         That was when I forced the door shut on all that had happened to me in the preceding six years. I didn’t want Jayne to have
            even a peek into that room. I was afraid if she knew what I had been through, what some suspected me of having done, she’d
            walk away. Brie was gone and the world would have to carry on without ever knowing what had happened to her.
         

         
         And then came the call from Max.

         
         I did not know what to make of it.

         
         “I think it was Brie.”

         
         My wife, missing for six years and presumed, by many, to be dead, had shown up at my old address?

         
         Impossible.

         
         I figured, if I went over there in person, I might be able to extract more detail from him. He’d also said a girl living in
            the house that had been built on the site of my former home had seen this woman. Maybe I could talk to her, too.
         

         
         I had the sense that my universe, such as it was, was on the verge of some kind of . . . unraveling.

         
         There was so much I had not told Jayne.

         
         Max had been expecting me, and was sitting on his porch when I pulled up in front of his house, parking the Explorer at the
            curb. He came down to greet me, extended a hand.
         

         
         “Andy,” he said. “Nice . . . to see you.”

         
         Nice and awkward was more like it. Max and I had been good neighbors to each other, chatting on trash pickup day when we would
            find ourselves bringing garbage and recycling to the street at the same time. If he needed a special drill attachment, he
            could borrow one from me. If I ran short of ice on a Saturday night, Max could provide. Brie and I occasionally socialized
            with him and his wife, Ruth. A backyard barbecue once or twice a year. But we weren’t what you would call close.
         

         
         Max told me basically the same story he’d related over the phone. The black Volvo pulling into the driveway, the woman getting
            out and looking at the house, distressed that it was not the one she expected to find. His description of the woman was imprecise.
            She kind of looked like Brie, but he couldn’t swear to it. The closest he got to her was probably forty feet.
         

         
         “But who else would be shocked to find the house gone?” he asked. “I heard that the McGuires, who you bought the original house from, have
            all passed, so, who else would come back here expecting to find a house that got torn down a long time ago?”
         

         
         I had no idea how to respond to that.

         
         As we stood in his driveway, I looked at the home that now stood where mine had been. It was a dramatic-looking building. Angular, modern, lots of glass. It didn’t fit in with the other, older houses on the street, but the neighborhood was slowly evolving, and in another ten years, as more homes came down and new ones went up, no one would give this place a second look. 

         
         I noticed, mounted discreetly under the eaves, a small glass bubble. A security camera with a wide-angle view.

         
         I left Max standing there as I crossed the property line, went up to the front door, and rang the bell. It was one of those
            camera doorbells you see advertised all the time on television. It had the ability to capture a decent image of someone on
            the front step, but that camera below the eaves would have a broader field of vision.
         

         
         The door was opened by a tall, portly man in his forties. I wracked my brain, trying to remember the name of the buyer on
            the property transaction from several years ago, but it wouldn’t come.
         

         
         “Yes?” he said.

         
         “Sorry to bother you,” I said. “My name’s Andrew. I used to live here. Well, not in this house. But the house that was torn
            down to build this one.”
         

         
         The man’s eyes narrowed. “Andrew Mason?”

         
         I didn’t see the point in correcting him. That was my name at the time, and was the name on all the real estate documents.
            The fact that my name was now Andrew Carville didn’t seem important right now.
         

         
         “Yes,” I said. “I know I should know your name but I can’t pull it up.”

         
         “Brian,” he said. “Brian Feehan.”

         
         “Right,” I said, now remembering that there were two names on the documents. “And your wife is Sonia.”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         “Your neighbor, Max? He gave me a call a short while ago to tell me about something he witnessed. Here.” I waved my hand toward
            the driveway. “Something that your, I’m guessing, daughter, something she saw as well?”
         

         
         Brian slowly nodded. “Yes,” he said. “It was very strange. A woman. She caused quite a scene. There were groceries spilled all over the place. Is that what you’ve come for? Because we did save them. We gathered them up in a bag. It’s in the kitchen.” 

         
         “Very kind of you, but no, that’s not what I was wondering about.” I pointed a finger skyward. “You’ve got a security system.”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         “I’m hoping you’d let me have a look at the incident. I’m guessing your system records video, saves it for a period of time.
            And this would be just a short while ago.”
         

         
         Brian eyed me warily. “Why’s this a concern of yours?”

         
         “Mr. Feehan, I’m sure you knew what I’d been going through when I sold this property to you. The personal tragedy I was dealing
            with.”
         

         
         He nodded. “I . . . was aware.”

         
         “Of course you were. It’s one of the reasons you were able to get the property for ten percent under what I was asking. It
            had a history.” I didn’t know, when I sold, that my house would be torn down and replaced with another. I wondered if the
            house’s notorious past was a factor for the Feehans, or if they’d planned to rip down the house regardless. Had Brie not disappeared,
            we might very well have taken the same path, and replaced it with something as nice as what the Feehans had built.
         

         
         I continued: “Without getting into the specifics, Max believes what he saw might have some bearing on my situation. That’s
            why I’d be grateful if you’d let me see what he saw.”
         

         
         The look I saw in Brian Feehan’s eyes was one I’d seen before many times in the last six years. What’s your game? he was wondering. What are you hiding? Why should I help someone like you?

         
         “Please,” I said. “It’s probably nothing, but then again, it might be important.”

         
         He studied me for another second, then said, “Wait here.”

         
         He went back into the house and closed the door. He returned a minute later with a touch-screen tablet. He’d already opened an app that accessed his household security system. On the screen were four video boxes, like we were about to have a Zoom chat with a few friends who’d not yet stepped into the frames. In each box was a different view of the property. One showed the backyard, two others offered views down the side of the house, and one was fixed on the driveway and the street beyond. 

         
         “I’m scrolling back to early this morning,” he said. “It’s motion-activated, so when something moves into any camera’s field
            of vision, it begins to record.”
         

         
         I knew all that.

         
         He had tapped on the tablet to enlarge the feed
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