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  For Boo, Lemo, and Daddio—my family


  Epigraphs


  I will arise and go now, for always night and day


  I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore;


  While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements grey,


  I hear it in the deep heart’s core.


  W. B. YEATS


  Take me down to the paradise city


  where the grass is green and the girls are pretty


  Oh, won’t you please take me home?
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  Leah


  I have two lobsters in my bathtub and I’m not sure I can kill them.


  I’m sitting on the rim of the tub. It has curled brass feet. Everything seems alive and haunted in this house; that’s my first problem.


  My second problem is that I pet the lobsters. I roll up a white-buttoned sleeve and run my pinched fingers along the length of Lobster Number One’s antenna. It feels sensitive and unbreakable like coiled wire. Lobster Number One knocks his crusher claw against my hand, but there’s a thick pink rubber band binding it up, so I’m in no real danger. I stroke Lobster Number Two’s antenna as well, so they’re even.


  Henry says one lobster boil won’t make Maine my home, but he is wrong.


  Both lobsters have dark spotted backs that remind me of Dalmatian puppies. I really should not be thinking of them as puppies.


  I get a six-pack from the fridge. This is my plan: I will get blind drunk and then I will kill these lobsters. I tie my hair up in a dark knob. I use the faucet to pry the cap off my bottle. Beer geysers up and fizz plops in the water like sea foam. Henry says his mother, June, gave her lobsters beer before cooking them. She also bathed them in seawater so they’d have one last taste of home. I ask the lobsters, “Do you feel at home?”


  Of course not. Some bearded yahoo caught them in a pot. Their home is long gone. As is mine, but no one snatched me up. Instead, I snatched Henry. I married him and begged for us to move to his hometown: Menamon, Maine. I broke the lease on my apartment. Quit my job at the New York Gazette. Donated the tangle of wires and smartphones and life-simplifying devices from my purse, because I wouldn’t need them once I left New York.


  People use those in Maine, you know, Henry said. We’re not going back in time. Just north.


  North!


  So now I will find a way to do this, because love is boiling the lobsters your freckle-backed husband doesn’t believe will grow you instant roots. My parents raised me an only child in a nineteenth-floor penthouse. No one grows roots nineteen stories deep.


  I swing my legs over the side of the tub and stare at my underwater feet. My toes are painted the color the lobsters will be once I boil them. Lobster Number One and Lobster Number Two conference at the other end. I turn over my beer bottle so it glugs empty into the tub. I open another one for me.


  We take turns, the lobsters and I, finishing the six-pack. I had imagined tonight so clearly. The boiled red beasts on blue plates. The melted butter in its crock. The wine bottle sweating. The sound of waves through the screen door and of Henry, laughing. A warm breeze wending through the house. I have been imagining this dinner for months. Ever since I started thinking about Maine.


  The lobsters jostle around my feet. I look at the empty six-pack and know I won’t be able to kill them.


  I splash my feet around in the tub and devise a new plan. I’m going to name them. I get a box of salt from the kitchen and shake it over the water so it will be briny like the sea. I lie on the fuzzy bath mat and wait. It is almost six but the day is still warm. My legs stretch out past the mat and the tiles are cool.


  “Leah?” Henry appears in the doorframe, searching for me. “What are you doing down there? The bathroom smells like a bar.”


  “Welcome to the Lobstah Bah,” I tell him. Henry’s face is tan and his arms are covered in small scratches. The knees of his jeans are dark-wet and dirty. He has been planting. There have been thorns. He pads over to me in sock feet. He smells sweaty and like mulch.


  “Are you okay?” he says. “Why are there lobsters in the tub?”


  “Meet Lavender and Leopold. They eat scurf and they have names and so we should not eat them.” Still lying on the floor, I gesture toward the tub. “Don’t they look at home?”


  “You stubborn girl,” he says. “I told you we didn’t have to do this.”


  I sit up and Henry and I both kneel by the bath. He puts his hand on my back. Lavender and Leopold scuttle to opposite ends of the bathtub. Their carapaces are the color of dried blood and their legs are like machines and I wonder if they are married. But how would I know? I don’t even know their sexes. There is no way to tell which is the boy and which is the girl unless we eat them and see who has eggs inside and who has nothing.


  “There wasn’t enough room in the sink,” I tell Henry. “They looked crowded.”


  “Naturally,” he says. He leans an arm on the rim of the tub and rests his chin in the crook of his elbow. He looks so much a part of this house, like another piece grown out of it. The lobsters flick their antennae around. “It’s lucky you’re cunning ’cause you’re not much for cooking,” Henry says.


  “Do you want to cook them?” I say, and curl into a position like his.


  “If you think I’m eating something named Leopold, you’re crazy,” Henry says.


  I say, “Let’s return them to the sea.”


  We remove the lobsters’ rubber bands and wrap them in a beach towel. At the end of our backyard wooden steps descend to where the grass falls off into rock into sand. To our own tiny boardwalk with a dinghy tied up. To the coast.


  The sun is fizzling out and I smell the musk of a small rotting carcass. The ocean stretches wide and green waves tumble in. Gulls are screaming. They have clever faces, spatter-patterned backs, mean spirits. Birds are hollow in their bones. I do not like the way they hang overhead.


  I release the lobsters and Henry looks around cagily as they scuttle toward the tide line. If the neighbors see him, he will be laughed out of town. I crack up at the expression on his face.


  “Oh sure, laugh,” Henry says. “You’re the one who’s got us on this lobster mission. Guys spend half their lives buggin’ and here we are dropping them back in the sea.”


  I count trap buoys bobbing in the deep water, each one marking a pot. It seems like a cruel trick to me. These playful hunks of foam are jail markers, guiding fishermen to the places lobsters have come to practice poor decision making. Traps my lobsters may or may not be smart enough to avoid their second time around. Lavender and Leopold march until a wave crashes and they are gone.


  Henry watches the spot where his dinner disappeared. His hair and eyebrows get wild in the sea air. His face tans, so quickly, and already I can see an underglow, a darkening. This is my husband in his natural habitat, in more ways than one. Our house is Henry’s childhood home. His parents passed away five and two years ago. June in an accident. Hank in a boat.


  I hug on to him. “I’m sorry,” I say.


  “Don’t be sorry,” Henry says. “Jeezum, just don’t buy any more, okay?”


  The sun is sunk as we walk back.


  THAT NIGHT, IN bed, we are quiet although neither of us is sleeping. I wriggle so Henry can feel my arm against his back, but he doesn’t roll over.


  I want to mention that I am good at many things. To start, I am good at writing newspaper articles, which is what I did in New York. I’m also a good cook, a fast runner, and I am excellent at loving Henry. In fact, I did such a stellar job of loving Henry that three months ago he decided to marry me despite the fact that our two ages lumped together didn’t amount to half a century.


  I sometimes worry what we’ve got ourselves into.


  It was my idea to move here. Because even though I am good at many things, it wasn’t until there was Henry that I enjoyed any of them. From the moment I met Henry he made everything seem realer, better. He reminded me that all the people on the streets and subways were actual people, not just a crowd to push through. He found delivery sashimi more miraculous than the moon landing. From my bed, he’d open the slatted blinds I never touched and sit cross-legged, looking out the window of my twelfth-floor apartment while totally naked. Are you aware the neighbors can see you right now? I’d say, pulling the covers around myself. But Henry didn’t care. He’d point at the slash of cloud and blue visible between the buildings and remind me that it was incredible, us floating twelve stories above the earth in a gently swaying tower.


  Henry reminded me that I was a human being, on a planet, with a body. And when he put his hands on my body I felt myself returning to it. My self who too often lives only in my brain and forgets about the rest of me. Henry was always in a state of wonder about the city, my city, and he saw it in ways I never had: looking straight through the sidewalks and subway tunnels to the black earth underneath. I started seeing things Henry’s way, the realer, better way, and found I wanted more of this. I thought, What could be realer or better than moving to Maine where he is from?


  I knew Maine was the best place because of the stories Henry told. He lay around my apartment, hand behind his head and T-shirt riding up to expose a trail of fur, and he spun me stories. Back home, someone found a yellow diamond the size of an egg in a shark’s belly. Back home, the old woman who ran the lighthouse could be seen drinking coffee with the ghost of her dead husband at night. Back home, there were moose the size of Mack trucks. Back home, everyone owned land. Back home, everyone knew each other and said hello.


  I’d jump on him, clumsy because I am tall and sometimes forget what to do with my limbs. I’d pin him there and say, It’s not really like that, though, is it? Did all that really happen?


  Sure it did, bub, he’d say, and swat me on the butt. Then I’d settle into the crook of his arm and make him tell it all again. Menamon sounded magical. For months I demanded these stories over and over. Soon I could imagine Menamon so completely that I knew it was the right place to live. I practically lived there already.


  Let’s go there, I said.


  I throw off my blanket. I can barely hear the ocean from here, but the steel bell buoys ring out a baritone song, one note for each time the waves rock the buoy. It’s a deep, echoing sound I found haunting until Henry explained that the noise is meant to let ships know they’re too close to shore when visibility is bad. I thought that was nice. Dong, dong, you’re too close. Dong, dong, it’s all right, just turn away, we’re watching out.


  I listen and stare at Henry’s back. He is teaching me these things he already knows so that I can make a home here. I reach out and run my fingers over his back so just the finger pads are touching. Henry is still, but I trail my fingers between his shoulder blades that just barely protrude, like vestigial wings. I follow the vertebrae of his spine down to the small of his back where the bones disappear beneath the surface.


  “Were you drawing a sailboat?” Henry asks.


  I wasn’t, but suddenly I wish I was. “A sailboat would be like this,” I say, and trace a boat body shaped like lemon wedge. I add a tall mast and two triangular sails. They would be white, if they weren’t invisible. I move my finger in a curved but unbroken line along his lower back.


  “Those are the waves,” he says. “I can feel them.”


  “Yes,” I say. “Those are the waves.”


  2
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  Quinn


  I went to find my father because my mother was the most beautiful dead woman I knew and I thought someone should tell him she was gone. If he had plans to make amends, I figured he should know it was now too damn late.


  Not that I thought he had plans.


  Listen, between Mom’s hospital bills and my college tuition, we broke even. I got a mediocre journalism degree. She got the best care the state of Connecticut could provide and a weeping willow planted over her plot. I asked her, Couldn’t we get a nice dogwood or maybe a cherry? A weeping tree seemed maudlin.


  She said, Won’t you cry when I’m gone?


  I said, Well, yeah, but could you stop being so goddamn macabre?


  She said, I’ve indentured a tree to do the grieving so you won’t have to.


  Okay, I said, okay. We’ll get a willow.


  Do you have any idea how hard it is to find a cemetery that will let you plant a tree over someone’s grave?


  I know three things about my father:


  1. He used to be a folk singer.


  2. He named me Quinn, after the Dylan song about the Eskimo (just what every little girl dreams: igloos, pigeons, and shitty acoustics).


  3. He was born in Menamon, Maine. He moved back there to live between gigs ever since he split from my mom, right after I was born. Carter and Marta were believers in loving free and easy. No papers between them. Just me.


  MY MOTHER’S OBITUARY ran in the local paper. It was the normal rigmarole about her being an art teacher and a mother and dying of cancer, but the last line was the kicker: Marta Winters is perhaps best known as the “whiskey-eyed dame” in Carter Marks’s 1960s anthem, “Leave Your Shoes Behind.”


  That line was removed by the obituaries editor twice during revisions and both times Marta insisted it be put back in. I know, because I was the obituaries editor. Twenty-two-year-olds with journalism degrees often get their start in obituaries, or so I was told by the Fairhaven Hour. I think Marta wanted that last bit included because she hoped Carter would take notice. Like he’s reading the Hour. Like anyone reads obituaries.


  After she died, I found a note she’d left me. I braced myself. I assumed it would be a teary missive full of loving words and advice for the future. But when I tore open the envelope it wasn’t even a letter. It wasn’t typed or signed or dated or any of the things a deathbed mother-daughter letter should be. It was a scrap of yellow-lined paper and she’d scrawled on it, so sloppy it seemed like an afterthought: Go see your father, please. I put the note away in Marta’s sock drawer, shoved between the balled woollies and bright hippie stripers. She’d never before suggested I
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  Leah


  There are dead bees on the windowsills of the Menamon Star office. Their legs stick up in surrender. I have been here five minutes and already I can tell, this is the kind of office where even the vermin have given up.


  Charley is in a backroom office. A scrappy redhead raps on her open door to let her know I am here. Charley knows I am here. The redhead walks past me to the copier. On the breeze of her motion I smell last night’s booze. She sits down at a desk that seems more appropriate for an antiques shop than an office.


  “You smell like gin,” I tell her.


  She looks at me. Her eyes are pinkish around the rims, like a rabbit my class used to have in school. She’s wearing a blue-and-white-striped button-down with the cuffs rolled up and too-big, straight-legged jeans. “What kind?” she says. Her cheekbones are high, a note of distinction in an otherwise ragamuffin exterior.


  “Gordon’s, maybe, but I’m only saying that based on looking at you. The smell could be Tanqueray. Could be Beefeater.”


  “Who are you?” she says, but then Charley emerges.


  Back in her office Charley makes a big show of actually looking through my clippings. I feel nervous, which is laughable, but the real joke is that I want this small-time job as badly as I did my gig at the Gazette, and I’m afraid Charley won’t give it to me. She lights a Marlboro, on which she takes long puffs. I can’t believe her slowness. I think of all the competitive editors back in New York who would piss themselves laughing if they could see me right now. But why do we New Yorkers always think we have the best of everything? Only in New York. Only in New York. Only in New York, my parents told me. But one day I started wondering, Is that really true? Is all this New York hustle really that important?


  The key to not blowing your life apart is not asking too many questions. But once I started, I couldn’t stop—and then there was Henry. Standing there in the bar near my office downtown, the one I went to on bad days, not the celebrating pub two blocks the other way where I might see people from work. I was staring at the back of Henry’s neck and waiting to order something truly potent to make the day slip away. His neck was so deeply tanned I knew he worked outside. He smelled of pine and soap, and when he turned he caught me behind him, leaning in too close. What, do I smell or something? he said. We sat in a vinyl booth.


  Hours later, I said I hoped I wasn’t keeping him from anything. He probably had somewhere else to be, I said. Everyone in New York has somewhere else to be. Henry said, Where would I be going? He rolled his shoulders to crack his neck and relaxed into the booth. He had tussled sandy hair, and a knobbled nose, and even though he was so young, he had white crow’s-feet by his eyes from being sunburned while squinting. I could see that boring tattoo on his arm, and when he smiled he had a snaggletooth. He had stillness, Henry. He wasn’t rushing away anywhere.


  I sit with Charley now, and I see this too is a family trait. They can sit quietly, these Lynches, for what seems like an eternity.


  Charley stubs out her cigarette in a coffee mug. “You’re hired,” she says. “Report to the redheaded felon out front.”


  I’m so relieved I almost laugh. It may be small, but I don’t even care, I’m just so happy to be back on the beat.
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  About the book


  The Story of Lavender and Leopold


  WE WERE SMALL, my sister Leslie and I. We were five and eight and on Nantucket for the summer. My family used to go there “before it was spoiled,” which is what everyone calls the time that begins with the moment they themselves start spoiling a place.


  But it was magical. Everyone wore cutoffs. No one wore shoes. The outdoor shower ran hot and we ate steamers and drank the broth from a mug, and afterward we went to the penny candy store, which smelled like Pixy Stix dust, and bought fudge and crystals of purple rock candy that we sucked on for hours even though they were jagged in our mouths. We were always sunburned at first, and after that we were naked and brown. There were small scurrying sand crabs that tickled your fingers if you stuck your hands in the sand. If you were as small as we were, you could catch just about any wave and ride it to the shore. On stormy days, when there were small craft warnings, we watched the churning sea from the window and did puzzles inside. The ocean smelled strongly of salt and dark plant matter. Everything was sticky and sandy and warped.
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  Me with Leopold, before I realized he was dinner.


  The writer Aleksandar Hemon once said that we make “retroactive utopias” out of places and homes we wish we could return to. Places to which we know there is no way back because they are only half real anyway. I think there’s something to that. How much of those summers do I really remember? How much have I imagined?


  It was a less than utopian day when my parents decided that we would eat lobster for the first time. When they brought home four live creatures in a rustling sack. When they decided that it would be fine for Leslie and me to pick out which lobsters would be ours and play with them all afternoon in the lead-up to their becoming our dinner.


  This is a favorite family story. It is mostly substantiated by fact. It is also the product of the four of us, my mother, father, sister and me, telling it to each other again and again. How did it happen? Was it like this? Yes, it was. Remember? Oh yes, we remember.


  It was an era of purple for Leslie, so she named her lobster Lavender. I named mine Leopold. Who knows why. It sounded courtly and dignified, I think. We took the lobsters out to the lawn and watched them crawl lurchingly through the grass. We stooped close over them, encouraging them on their way. Good job! Yes, very good!


  We brought them inside and put them on the braided living room rug. We talked to them. We discussed the details of their friendship and possible romance, but no, really, they were just friends, didn’t we think?


  This was certainly not humane. But neither was what happened next.
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  Leslie, listening to what Lavender has to say. She has just learned that we planned to eat Lavender and is very, very sad.


  It’s not that we hadn’t known the lobsters were on the menu. We had heard our parents say, We are having lobster for dinner. And yet we had not understood that this meant killing them. That this meant the end of our play. That this was where food came from, really.


  My mother had the grim job of explaining this to us. My father had the grim job of lifting the lobsters from our hands and tossing them into the pot.


  We cried, of course. We sat in the corners of the room, our hands balled, saying, We do not want to eat them! We won’t! We won’t eat Lavender and Leopold!


  We were in our nightgowns by then and we pulled the fabric over our knees and tucked our heads against them and sniffled purposefully, waiting our parents out.


  Our parents, however, were craftier than that. Fine, they said. Then we will eat them all.


  They set the table. There was corn and butter in ramekins and elaborate metal instruments for the cracking of shells and dislodging of meat. My father brought the lobsters out on plates, placing one at each of the four places. My mother lit the candles. They sat down to table.


  Are you sure? they said.


  We were sure.


  We looked at each other. Weren’t we?


  Our parents were lobster-eating pros. Oh, they said as they ate, this is delicious. So good. There’s nothing like it.


  My sister looked at me. Was it delicious?


  She tiptoed over to the table and took her seat. She looked at my father.


  He cracked a claw for her. She picked it up with her fingers and dunked it in butter and put it in her mouth.


  I held out a little bit longer. I wanted the moral credit for not eating the lobster. But I wanted to eat my lobster too.


  A little bit longer, but not much.


  I joined them. I made a big fuss about how terrible this was and how I was only doing this because they were doing it and so forth.


  Mmmmm, my parents said.


  My sister poked my father. He cracked her another claw.


  [image: ]


  Me and Leslie, the following summer. By this point we are heartless lobster-eating pros.


  I dissected poor old Leopold into parts. I cried upon his shells. I ate him all.


  He was delicious. [image: ]


  Quinn’s Songbook


  “No Medicine”


  Capo III


  GCGGCG


  You thought I was a train, come barrelin’ down the tracks


  EmGCDG


  I thought your heart was a white, white bird, But when it flew off it was black


  GCGGCG


  You thought I was a fighter, You thought I was a saint


  EmGCDG


  Your face it looked like broken glass when you realized I ain’t


  Chorus:


  G


  And honey


  EmBmCG


  There’s nothin’ to be done for that, No medicine I can give


  EmBmC


  Can’t patch up what’s broke too bad, some ills you have to live with


  Cadd9GCadd9


  AndI’vebeenliving


  Cadd9GCadd9


  I’vebeenliving


  Cadd9GCadd9


  I’vebeenliving


  F


  With broken pieces


  Am


  Of my own


  CG


  And no medicine at all


  GCGGCG


  You thought I was a horse, come breakaway from behind


  EmGCDG


  I thought you’d of left this town by now, and shown how bright you shine


  GCGGCG


  You thought I was a doctor, could fix us up with glue


  EmGCDG


  But I wouldn’t touch a single of the cracks that show what’s broke in you


  Chorus:


  G


  And honey


  EmBmCG


  There’s nothin’ to be done for that, No medicine I can give


  EmBmC


  Can’t patch up what’s broke too bad, some ills you have to live with


  Cadd9GCadd9


  AndI’vebeenliving


  Cadd9GCadd9


  I’vebeenliving


  Cadd9GCadd9


  I’vebeenliving


  F


  With broken pieces


  Am


  Of my own


  CGCG


  And no medicine, at all


  GCG


  FAm


  Be my medicine


  Cadd9GCadd9


  Andwewillweather


  Cadd9GCadd9


  wewillweather


  Cadd9GCadd9


  wewillweather


  AmC


  itall


  GC


  GC


  “What Bird”


  Capo III


  Intro:


  G6Cmaj7G6Cmaj7G6Cmaj7Cmaj7Cmaj7


  G6Cmaj7


  What bird is at the window? A sparrow or a lark?


  G6CDG


  Not an owl for sure, no. It’s hours past the dark


  G6Cmaj7


  What we get into last night? How’d you get here with me?


  G6CDG


  We said we wouldn’t do this. I made you promise me.


  G


  Chorus:


  CDEm


  But I don’t care


  CDAmF


  ’Cause I’ve looked everywhere for you


  FC


  Or someone like you


  G6Cmaj7


  So I could go get coffee, While you read the news


  G6CDG


  I’d come back and you’d tell me all about it, just like we used to do.


  G6Cmaj7


  But what’s the point in pretending it won’t turn out just the same


  G6CDG


  You and me drunk and screaming in the alley, me trying to forget your name


  G


  Chorus:


  CDEm


  But I don’t care


  CDAmF


  ’Cause I’ve looked everywhere for you


  FC


  Or someone like you


  Bridge:


  EmCG


  So next time I see


  AmEm


  You standing cross the room there lookin’ sweet


  B7EmA7D


  Maybe you won’t see me, we’ll be happier, we’ll be free


  G6Cmaj7G6Cmaj7


  G6Cmaj7


  What bird is at the window? A sparrow or a lark?


  G6CDG


  Not an owl for sure, no. It’s hours past the dark


  “Saint Rosalind”


  Capo V


  A7sus4GA7sus4G


  If you hop a tall fence, electric in your mind


  A7sus4GCAm


  You’ll see Saint Rosie of the high watts, Saint Rosalind


  A7sus4GA7sus4G


  If you find a tin box, buried, lost to time


  A7sus4GCAm


  Might be Our Lady of Penobscot’s, Saint Rosalind’s


  F


  (But) I’ve been trying to find her


  C


  Jukebox songs, reminders


  G


  Rosie, Rosie, why’d you


  A7


  Have to go, and leave us here, on our own


  F


  ’Cause this town ain’t the same


  C


  You sent us up in flames


  GA7


  Oh, Rosie, Rosie, tell me you’re comin’ home?


  CCC


  ’Cause if you don’t


  G


  I don’t know


  GGG


  (Repeat two times) [image: ]


  Praise


  “This big-hearted story about small-town Maine captivated me from the first page. Filled with humor and poetry and complicated characters who love foolishly and too much, The From-Aways is about putting down roots and gazing up at the stars in a place where the rhythms of life are as constant and yet unpredictable as the surf on the shore.”


  —Christina Baker Kline, New York Times

  bestselling author of Orphan Train


  “In The From-Aways, CJ Hauser introduces us to Menamon, Maine, a town of wisecracking fishermen, activist waitresses, and secret fathers, with such deftness we immediately know and care for it like locals. At its heart, The From-Aways is the story of a hesitant friendship between Quinn, a Bernstein looking for her Woodward, and Leah, a newcomer to Menamon and her marriage to one of its prodigal sons. These compelling, unlikely women rub the sorry states of their lives together to ignite a breathless chain of events that whips clean through to an explosive conclusion that resonated with me for days. I loved spending time in Menamon, and was sorry when I had to go.”


  —Marie-Helene Bertino, author of Safe as Houses

  and 2 A.M. at the Cat’s Pajamas


  “The From-Aways is populated by twentysomethings running from and in search of family, by people passionately in pursuit of home. CJ Hauser has written a wise, lovely, luminous novel about love and work and leaving New York. It will make you want to get out your lobster pot and set forth for the coast of Maine.”


  —Joshua Henkin, author of The World Without You


  “I first read CJ Hauser’s work a few years ago and was immediately pulled in by the wit of her prose, her sharp dialogue, and her honesty in portraying the journey of young women trying to find their place in the world. With her enchanting debut novel, The From-Aways, CJ Hauser delivers on her promise of being a writer to root for, a writer to watch, a writer to read.”


  —Vendela Vida, author of The Lovers and

  Let the Northern Lights Erase Your Name


  “CJ Hauser’s debut novel, The From-Aways, is as charming, salty, and fresh as its setting in small-town Maine. Through her spunky heroines, Leah and Quinn, who have both come to Maine to find roots, Hauser tells an affecting story about lobsters, loyalty, and love.”


  —Elliott Holt, author of You Are One of Them
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