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Chapter 1

[image: ]


The man I'd saved three years ago was standing in my doorway holding a coffee, and he had no idea who I was.

This was, I want to be clear, not how I'd pictured it.

I'd pictured a lot of ways. Mostly in the shower. Some involved a rainy street. One involved me being taller.

None of them involved the Zamboni closet.

"You're the data person," Cole Hartigan said.

"Tess Calloway." I stood up too fast. My chair rolled back and smacked the radiator. "Director of analytics."

He looked at the chair. Then at me. It wasn't a hello look. It was how you look at a part you have to special-order.

He'd gotten older. Gray at the temples, no beard, same shoulders. The right knee was still doing that thing where he kept his weight off it and pretended he wasn't.

I knew about the knee. I knew his turnover rate on left-side retrievals. I knew that three years ago, in March, somebody with no return address and a very bad idea had mailed forty-one pages to the league office so he wouldn't get hung out to dry over a blog post.

That somebody was me. He did not know that.

Do not say anything, I told myself. Do not say one single word that starts with I.

"Workload numbers," he said. "Every skater, last three seasons."

"Last season's clean. The two before that have holes. The old feed dropped games."

"How many holes?"

"Eleven in year one. Six in year two. I flagged them."

"Flagged how?"

"Footnotes. Letters, not numbers. (a) means estimated, (b) means—" I stopped. Too much. Way too much. "Anyway. Letters."

He nodded once. Slowly.

I'd like to tell you that meant nothing.

* * *
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Some context, since I'm already behind.

Cole Hartigan was the head coach of the Port Dellar Freighters as of nine o'clock that morning. September second. Before that he'd been the Freighters' captain, then their coach for fourteen months, then a guy who walked out in the middle of a season, three years ago, with a blog calling him a cheat.

I did not think he was a cheat. I had the math.

I'd run nine games for a stranger on the internet who said Cole was throwing them. Nine games. That's not a pattern. That's a coin landing wrong. But nobody reads a coin, they read the headline, so I sat in a library in Evanston, Illinois, at a computer with a sticky E key, and I wrote forty-one pages about why the headline was wrong.

Page thirty-one had a sentence I was far too proud of: A sample this small cannot convict a man.

He'd already quit, back in February. Five weeks after my envelope landed, the league closed his case. "Inconclusive." Not cleared, not guilty. Just a door left open. He walked through it all the way to Thunder Bay, Ontario, and I never heard another word.

Nobody knew who'd held the door. It was the one clean thing I'd ever done.

And now he was four feet away, and I wanted to tell him so badly my teeth hurt. Just to watch his face.

I put both hands flat on my desk instead. Like I was holding it down.

* * *
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There was a second problem. It started at 8:02 that morning, when Frankie Doyle called me into his office and shut the door.

Frankie never shut the door. Frankie was our general manager, fifty-two years old, built like a fire hydrant that had learned to yell. He ran the entire hockey operation out of an office with one window and a free calendar from a bait shop. September was a walleye.

He shut the door. He sat. He stared at the walleye.

"Somebody in this building is selling our lineups," he said.

"Selling them."

"To a betting board. Hours before we post them. Somebody puts up who's scratched, who's tired, who's hurt, and by the time the books move, the guys who run the books already know." He chewed a Tums like it owed him money. "League traced it back. First one was in March."

I waited.

"You started in March," Frankie said, to the walleye.

"Frankie."

"I'm not saying anything."

"You're saying something to a fish."

"I'm saying I can count." He finally looked at me. He looked worse than I felt, which I would not have thought possible. "If the Gazette gets this, Lakeshore Credit Union walks. That's four hundred grand. Then Peg Alder starts asking what else she can cut, and the first thing on her list is people like you."

"People like me."

"People who don't skate."

I said I understood. I said I had nothing to do with it. I said it in a voice so calm I checked it afterward, like you check your pockets for your keys.

He said, "I know," and then he said, "I think," and then he looked at the walleye again.

That was my morning.

And then at 9:00 the guy I'd secretly saved walked into the Zamboni closet.

* * *
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I should explain the closet. It had been a storage room for Zamboni parts until March, when Preston Hale, our VP of hockey operations, hired me and said, "We're a bit tight on space."

One window, which looked at the Zamboni door. One whiteboard. One radiator that knocked like a guy who wanted to be let in. I'd stopped hearing it in April.

Cole crossed the room and read my whiteboard for a long time. Play-by-play data, tracking where the feed had it, travel miles, rest days. A curve I'd fit myself at my kitchen table with a heating pad on my back.

"What's this?"

"Fatigue model. It doesn't tell you who's good. It tells you who's cooked."

"Cooked."

"It's a technical term."

He didn't laugh. But something happened at the left corner of his mouth, and it was gone before I could file it.

"It says Moreau's cooked by November."

"Thanksgiving. If he plays sixty of seventy-two."

"Or I rest him."

"Then you need a backup who isn't scared. You've got Foss."

"Is Foss scared?"

"He's twenty-two. His save percentage on the second night of a back-to-back is .921, and he doesn't know that, so yes."

"Which road trip hurts us most?"

"Duluth to Kenosha. Same night, seven hours on a bus, four-thirty puck drop the next day. We went one and five on that leg over three years."

"Because of the bus?"

"Because of the bus, and because nobody wrote it down." I tapped the board. "Now it's written down."

"Send me everything."

"Hale gets the PDF, so I'll—"

"Hale gets the PDF," said a voice in the hall, "because Hale does not do dashboards."

Preston Hale appeared in my doorway in a navy suit, which on a Tuesday in a hockey rink is a choice. Forty-one, great hair, leather portfolio. He put a hand on Cole's shoulder. Cole shifted half a step, and the hand slid off like it had never been there.

"Cole! You found our wizard." Hale beamed at me. "I hired her in March. Best call I made all year."

He smiled the way you smile at a stock that came in over projections.

He'd called me in February, the week after I left Kestrel Sports Analytics with a banker's box, a ficus, and no plan. I've read your work, he'd said. Which work? All of it. I took that as a compliment. It was February. Nobody else was calling.

"Tess, send Cole whatever he wants," Hale said. "I'll keep my PDF. Five-thirty on game days, like always."

"I'll read the web version," Cole said.

"It has three decimals," I said. "The PDF rounds to two. Frankie said three looked like homework."

"Two is plenty," Hale said. "Nobody needs the third one to make a call."

"Three tells you if it's close," Cole said.

"Yes," I said.

It came out way too fast. He looked at me. Two seconds. I counted.

Then he set his coffee on my filing cabinet, still full, and said, "Thursday. Nine. I want the whole thing on one page."

"One page."

He left. The limp went down the hall with him, and I could hear which foot was which.

Hale stayed in the doorway. "Tough read, isn't he? Don't take it personally. If he's short with you, tell me and I'll smooth it over." He knocked twice on the frame. "I'm here to help."

I'd heard Preston say I'm here to help maybe thirty times since March. He said it the way other people say bless you.

He went off after Cole. I sat down. The chair hit the radiator again. I didn't fix it.

* * *
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Here's the other thing. The embarrassing one.

Five years ago I was twenty-four, a statistics intern with a lanyard that said INTERN in case anyone had doubts. The official scorer had credited an assist to the wrong defenseman. I caught it on page six of a sheet nobody planned to read, and I walked the corrected copy down to the locker room hallway, because nobody else would.

The captain was standing there with his skates hanging off one hand. He read the page. Cole Hartigan, twenty-nine, bad knee, no idea who I was.

"Good catch," he said, and went inside.

Two words. I'd been carrying them around for five years. That is a lot of mileage on two words.

His coffee had stopped steaming on my filing cabinet. I didn't throw it out. I'm telling you that now so you understand what kind of person you're dealing with.

I picked up my phone to text someone. I scrolled. There was a dentist. There was my landlord, Mr. Pruitt. There was a number in Toledo, Ohio, that I'd never deleted, because deleting it felt like a decision.

I put the phone down.

"Tess."

Frankie filled the doorway Hale had just left. He'd followed me back from his own office, which he never did, with a fresh Tums going.

"He treat you okay?"

"He wants one page."

"He'd want one page from God." He sat on the corner of my desk. It made a noise. "Listen. League's sending an investigator. Integrity Office. Lena Okafor. She's going to want you first."

"Why first?"

"Because the leaks started in March, and so did you." He held up a hand. "I'm not saying it's you."

"You said that already. To the fish."

"I'm saying she's going to count better than I do." He stood. The desk sighed with relief. "Don't talk about it. Not to Cole. Not to Hale. Not to your cat."

"I don't have a cat."

"Then that's one less thing."

He went out, chewing. I listened to him all the way down the hall.

Then I got up and shut my door.

I never shut my door. Nobody ever came to my door.

I stood there with my forehead against it and thought: three years. Three years of keeping one thing clean, and the man was already in the building, and somebody was selling the team, and every arrow on the board was about to point at me.

The radiator knocked.

"Not now," I told it.
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Chapter 2
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The server locked me out at 5:40 that Wednesday.

IT had pushed some patch, and every password in the building expired at once. A gray box popped up on my screen that said CREATE NEW. I stared at it like it had asked for a kidney.

"Locked out?"

Preston Hale was leaning in my doorway. He'd taken his jacket off, which on him looked like a major life event.

"I'm on the admin list," he said. "Let me help."

"It's a password. I can do a password."

"It's a password until it's your Friday." He came around and stood beside my desk, not behind it, and looked up at the ceiling tiles. "Go ahead. I'm not looking."

There's exactly one phone number I know by heart. The Sandpiper Motel, Toledo, Ohio. My mother answered that phone for eleven years. Sandpiper, this is Joanne.

I typed it with a capital S in front and an exclamation point at the end, because the box wanted a symbol.

"Done."

"Perfect." He pushed off the desk. "And Tess? Don't put it on a sticky note."

"I'm not an animal."

He laughed and left.

I wrote it on a sticky note. Green. I pressed it flat under my keyboard with my thumb.

I lose things. It's documented.

* * *
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At 6:10 my phone buzzed. Tracewell Pro: your subscription has renewed. $310.00.

The Freighters' data budget was zero. I want you to sit with that. Zero dollars. Peg Alder, who owned the team through some kind of family trust, believed a spreadsheet was a type of bedsheet.

The league feed gave me scores and shot counts. It did not give me shift lengths or tracking. Tracewell did. So every month I paid for it, on my card, in my name, and told no one.

Here's the math, because I did it every night like a rosary:

Salary, $78,000. Rent, $850. Student loans, $41,000, minimum $436 whether I ate or not. And behind all that, the other number. Eighteen thousand dollars, owed to a hospital in Toledo that had never once been confused about who was paying. Ten years of payments, and the balance had barely moved. The interest ate every one.

My mother died when I was nineteen. The hospital did not send flowers. It sent a statement.

At Kestrel, my old job, nobody paid for data. Kestrel owned the pipes. They also owned Section 7, clause (c), which said that using their tracking data outside the firm meant immediate termination and liability for damages. I'd read that clause the way you read the warning on a ladder.

Then I'd climbed the ladder anyway. Every page of the forty-one.

If Kestrel ever matched my file to their feed, I'd owe them more than I owed the hospital. This was a thing I thought about at 3 a.m., like other people think about whether they left the stove on.

I closed the renewal email. I opened the one-pager.

He'd said one page. I wrote it four times. Draft one was two pages. Draft two was one page in a font I will never forgive. By eleven that night it was one page, one table, five lines of text, and three footnotes. (a), (b), (c).

I didn't think about the letters. I never do.

That's the thing about habits. They're what you do when you stop watching yourself.

I hit send at 11:48. He didn't answer.

I checked my phone eleven times. It's fine. It's a normal amount.

* * *
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Thursday, nine a.m. The video room.

It used to be the pattern shop, back when the Foundry was an actual foundry and made actual things out of iron. Now it had folding chairs, a coffee urn labeled FOUNDRY (HOT), and a projector with a dead pixel in the upper left corner. The pixel sat on every slide like a mole.

Twenty-three men in sweatpants. Cole at the back by the door, arms folded. Pete Ruiz next to him, holding a clipboard he didn't look at. Second row, a kid with a notepad writing down every word I said: Milo Brandt, twenty-one, defenseman, one bad month from getting waived.

I had the clicker. My palms were dry. I'd made sure.

"Three slides," I said. "Rest, travel, shift length. It's not a verdict. It tells you who's cooked before the game does."

"Cooked," somebody said. A few guys laughed.

I clicked. Rest days by player. Brandt's bar sat near the bottom in red.

"Rookie's tired," a voice said.

"Brandt's had nine rest days in the last fourteen," I said. "He's not slow. He's short on sleep. Different problem."

Milo wrote that down. His ears went pink.

Next slide. Shift length after back-to-backs.

Brett Vasko tipped his chair back on two legs. Twenty-four. Thirty-eight goals last year. The kind of jaw that has never been told no on purpose.

"Spreadsheet's got a slide with my name on it."

"It's about shift length."

"I scored thirty-eight."

"You did. After back-to-backs, your third-period shifts run nine seconds shorter. You come off before the whistle."

"That's called changing on the fly."

"It's called being tired. That's fine. That's what the slide is for."

Somebody in the back snorted. Vasko didn't laugh. The chair came down.

"You ever play, Spreadsheet?"

"No."

"Then how would you know?"

"I don't." I clicked. His shifts, one bar each, stepping down like a staircase. "The tracking does."

"Kid." That was Gus Novak. Tank. Left wing, thirty-five, sitting in the back with a bag of frozen peas on his shoulder like it was part of the uniform. "I've been rolling my eyes at your third periods for two years. She just put a number on it."

"Nobody asked the old guy."

"Old guy's the one who'll be skating next to you when you finally catch your breath."

Pete Ruiz cleared his throat. "Respectfully," he said, to Cole and not to me, "we've been doing fine with eyeballs for thirty years. My eyes have a perfect record."

"Your eyes had Moreau playing sixty-one games last year," I said.

I heard it leave my mouth. I could not call it back.

A couple of guys went quiet. Pete's neck turned a color.

Cole said nothing.

He was looking at the slide. Not at me, not at Vasko. At the staircase. He looked at it for exactly one breath. Then he unfolded his arms, slowly, like it cost something, and said, "That's all. Skate at eleven."

They filed out. Vasko went last. He stopped at the coffee urn and filled a cup with nothing, just to give his hand a job.

"Spreadsheet," he said. It wasn't a greeting. It was a label, stuck on.

"Brett."

He left.

I stood at the projector with the clicker in my hand. The dead pixel sat on the empty screen.

That went great, I told myself. Fantastic. Nobody threw anything.

* * *
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The corridor behind the pattern shop is bare concrete with an old crane rail still bolted to the ceiling. The Foundry keeps it for "atmosphere." Walking under it makes me feel like a casting.

Footsteps behind me. One heavier than the other.

"Calloway."

I turned around. Cole had my page in his hand, folded once down the middle. He'd printed it. Nobody prints anything.

"Footnote (c)," he said. "Bottom of the page."

"Yes."

"Letters. Not numbers."

"Yes."

"Who taught you to write like that?"

My mother's motel ledger. (a) plumber. (b) plumber again. (c) cash, no receipt, don't ask. She kept it in a green binder behind the front desk, and I learned to read on it.

"A textbook," I said.

He nodded, like that answered something. He folded my page into thirds, put it in his back pocket, and walked off, favoring the right knee.

I stood under the crane rail and thought: he put it in his pocket.

Then I thought: do not make that mean anything.

Then I went back to my closet and made it mean everything for about twenty minutes. I'm only human. I'm a human with a very small office.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3
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Game days started at 7:10 for me. Coffee, a granola bar, and a sticky note on my monitor that said the same thing every time.

15:00 draft. 17:15 lock. 17:30 send. 18:30 lineup posted.

That was the machine. At three, the model ran a draft. At 5:15 I locked the final. At 5:30 it went out as a PDF to Frankie, Hale, and Pete Ruiz. Cole and I read the web version. The PDF rounded to two decimals. The web version kept three. At 6:30 the team posted the lineup, and after that nobody cared what I thought.

That was the whole job. Make a number, hand it over, watch other people ignore it.

Opening night was October 10. Kenosha Barons, at home. The Foundry holds 4,800 people and smells like popcorn, wet brick, and the bleach they use on the benches. I love it. I'm not sure why. Probably a trauma response.

Preston Hale left at 5:15, same as every home game. Portfolio under his arm, tie straightened with two fingers. Suites, sponsors, free shrimp. I'd stopped noticing by April.

At 5:15 I locked the model and carried the tablet down to the screening room. Cole had asked for the final in person. He didn't trust a number he hadn't watched get born.

Tank was already in there with the peas on his shoulder, watching Kenosha tape with the sound off.

"Spreadsheet. Come to tell me I'm old?"

"Your workload index is a hundred and four percent of baseline."

"That's a compliment."

"It's a warning."

"At my age, same thing."

Cole sat in the third row with his elbows on his knees and took the tablet. He read slowly, lips pressed together. I've seen people read their own wedding vows faster.

"Brandt," he said.

"Scratch him. Rest days, and his edge work's been off for two weeks. He's not hurt. He's cooked."

"He'll hate it."

"He's twenty-one. He hates everything."

"Walk me through it again."

So I walked him through it again. The clock over the screen said 5:21 when he asked for Brandt's number a second time. I know because I was watching that clock like a hawk, waiting for the send. That's the only reason. I'm telling you now because it matters later and I don't want you to think I'm sneaky.

"Fine," Cole said. "He sits."

"You going to tell him why?"

"In words. Out loud."

Tank lifted the peas off his shoulder, looked at them, and put them back. "He's going to cry."

"He's not going to cry."

"Two bucks."

"You're on."

Tank didn't smile. He did something with his eyebrows that counts.

* * *
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At 6:05, Frankie came through the door with his phone in his fist like a hand grenade.

"Somebody put tonight's scratches on the Slapshot Exchange."

The Slapshot Exchange is a betting forum with a purple logo and the manners of a bar fight. Frankie held up the phone. The post had been live for ten minutes and then deleted. All he had was a cropped screenshot.

PD SCRATCHES + WORKLOAD — FREE.

Brandt out.

A username made of numbers. A timestamp: 5:44.

Nobody moved.

"Brandt's out," Frankie said. "That's what your model says."

"That's what the model says," I said. "Not what the lineup says. The lineup isn't posted for another twenty-five minutes."

"The books don't care about the difference. They care who's skating."

Cole stood. "Who's seen the final?"

"Everybody who's supposed to," Frankie said. "That's the problem."

He said it flat, to the whole room. He didn't look at me.

I'd have preferred if he'd looked at me. I want that noted.

"Post the lineup early," Cole said.

"And tell the world we panicked?"

"Tell them the lineup is the lineup."

Frankie chewed. The Tums cracked like a knuckle. "Post it. Twenty minutes early. I'll deal with the league."

* * *
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We lost 4–2.

I watched from the analytics seat at the end of the press row, which is a folding chair with a laptop and a view of the left blue line. Vasko scored on the power play in the second. Kenosha got two in the third. The second one was a long shot Moreau should've had. He knew it. He sat on the ice for two seconds afterward like a man checking his pockets.

Cole stood behind the bench with his arms folded and never raised his voice. He changed lines three times in the third. I checked the minutes on my laptop. Every change landed within thirty seconds of where my model would have put it.

I didn't tell anyone. I'd love to say I didn't enjoy it. I enjoyed it a lot.

* * *
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Frankie called at 9:40.

"League's monitor flagged the line. Our moneyline moved twenty cents in the half hour before puck drop. Somebody knew something. It went up to the Integrity Office."

"Okafor."

"She's flying in Tuesday." Chew. "Don't leave town."

"I live here."

"Don't leave the building."

"Frankie. The post was up ten minutes. It said Brandt out. That could've come from—"

"I know." The chewing stopped. "That's why I'm calling instead of kicking your door in. Go home, Tess."

I went home.

* * *
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Tanner Street. A double with an upstairs apartment, a landlord named Mr. Pruitt, and a radiator that didn't knock, just clicked, like it was thinking about it. I parked the Civic behind his truck.

The Civic is a 2009. The check-engine light had been on since the first snow of the previous winter. I'd covered it with a strip of electrical tape. It's a solution if you don't look at it.

At eleven o'clock I taped twelve sheets of printer paper to my kitchen wall, edge to edge, like a crazy person in a movie. I wrote the dates.

March 14. March 28. April 2. Nine games between March and the end of last season. Oct 10 made ten.

Next to each date I wrote where I'd been.

The building. The building. The building.

Of course I'd been in the building. It was my job. It was also the worst alibi in the history of alibis.

I made toast and didn't eat it. At two I added a column for who else was in the building. Everyone. At 3:30 I added a column for who had the PDF.

I got as far as the first name and stared at the pen like it had turned on me.

I'd slept two hours in the last forty-one. The number on the wall wasn't going to change if I closed my eyes. It wasn't going to change if I didn't. I knew that. I started a second sheet anyway.

My alarm went off at six. I hadn't been to bed.

* * *
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The lobby of the Foundry on a Saturday at 7:05 a.m. is a cold, quiet place. The Reed Cup photo hangs over the trophy case: twelve men in wet jerseys, none of them Cole.

A woman was sitting under it.

Gray wool coat, short twists, leather folder on her knees, steel thermos at her feet. She was reading something on her phone with one thumb, in a slow level line. She looked like she'd been sitting there longer than the building had existed.

She stood when she saw me.

"Ms. Calloway?"

"Yes."

"Lena Okafor. Midwest Pro Hockey League, Integrity Office." She didn't offer a hand. "I was due Tuesday."

"Frankie said Tuesday."

"Mr. Doyle will be annoyed. I changed my flight." She put the phone away. "I'd like to start with your logs. Login history, exports, server access, all of it. Before I talk to anyone else."

"Before I've looked at them."

"Before anyone has."

She held out her hand, palm up, like the logs were something I could just put in it.

I did what any normal, well-adjusted person would do when a federal-sounding stranger asks for her entire digital life at seven in the morning.

I said, "Do you want coffee?"

"I have a thermos," Lena said.

Of course she did.
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She wanted my office. Not a conference room. Mine.

"I like to sit where the person sits," Lena Okafor said. "Things look different from the chair."

I gave her the chair. I took the folding stool I keep for visitors, which has never held a visitor. She put the steel thermos on my filing cabinet, next to the paper cup Cole had left there. It was five weeks old. The coffee had grown a skin.

She looked at the cup. She didn't ask. I respected that more than I can say.

She had a laptop that wasn't the league's, a yellow legal pad, and a pen with the clip chewed flat. She wrote in block capitals, slowly. I read them upside down. It's a skill. You pick it up in a motel office, watching guests fill out registration cards.

"Start with March."

"I started in March."

"I know. Start with how."

So I told her. Hale's call in February. Four years at Kestrel, a contract house in Chicago that built models and sold them to teams. "Your name isn't on anything," I said. "After four years I wanted my name on one thing."

She wrote that down. She didn't nod. Most people nod when you say something true. It took me ten minutes to understand she just wasn't going to.

"Mr. Hale interviewed you?"

"In his office. The one with the good chairs."

"What did he ask?"

"What I'd done. What I could do. Whether I minded a small budget." I almost laughed. "I said I'd worked with less. Then I found out less was zero."

"And you took it anyway."

"I had a banker's box and a rent payment."

She turned the pen over. "Tell me about game days."

I told her the machine. Draft, lock, send. PDF to Frankie, Hale, and Pete. Two decimals. Web version for Cole and me, three. She stopped me at the decimals.

"Why the difference?"

"Frankie said three looked like homework."

"So the PDF is a rounded version."

"Yes."

"And the post on the Slapshot Exchange. Which version was it?"

I hadn't seen the post. I'd seen Frankie's phone for four seconds. I said so.

She opened the laptop and turned it around. A table, white and gray, tiny type.

"Every time your account pulled a game-day PDF out of the system since March," she said.

Most of the rows said OFFICE-ANALYTICS-01 in the device column. My desk. My machine. I knew those rows like I know my own handwriting.

Four rows were different.

She tapped the first with her pen. April 2. 17:19. DEVICE: UNKNOWN. NETWORK: FNDRY-SUITES.

The second. July 19. A preseason game. Same network. Same unknown device.

The third. October 3. Preseason again.

The fourth. October 10. 17:21.

Her pen stayed on that one.

"The final locks at 5:15," Lena said. "The PDF goes out on its own at 5:30. Six minutes after lock, somebody using your account pulled a copy by hand. From a laptop the building doesn't recognize, on the suite-level wireless. That's the box seats and the sponsor lounge. Twenty-three minutes later, the lineup's on a betting forum."

The room got very small.

"That's not me," I said.

"It's your login."

"It's my login. It's not me. I was in the screening room at 5:21."

The pen came up off the page. "You're sure of the minute?"

"I looked at the clock. I was waiting for the send." I heard how that sounded. "I mean, I always wait for it. It's the part where I stop being useful."

"Who was with you?"

"Cole Hartigan. Gus Novak."

She wrote both names. The second one in the same size as the first, the way you walk past a dog you've decided not to look at.

"Mr. Hartigan has been with the club five weeks."

"He made me explain Brandt's number twice. I had the tablet. He took it out of my hand."

"Convenient."

"That's the opposite of convenient. If I were building an alibi, I'd pick somebody who liked me."

Nothing on her face moved. Then, very slightly, something did, at the left corner. Amusement, or a muscle. I couldn't tell.

She wrote HARTIGAN — NOVAK (SCREENING ROOM) and drew a box around it.

* * *
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A person can't be in two rooms at once. That's the one law nobody argues with. You'd think that would've been the end of it.

But Lena had more pages.

"Who else knows your password?"

"Nobody."

"Where is it written down?"

My eyes went to the keyboard. I felt them go. You can't take that back.

She watched me do it. Then she stood, walked around the desk, and slid the tip of her pen under the edge of the keyboard. She tilted it up like she was checking a patient.

Green. Sticky. In my handwriting.

I'm not going to write out the real number, but it was a phone number with an S in front and a symbol on the end. Ten digits, a woman's whole working life.

Lena read it without touching it.

"That's a telephone number."

"It's my mother's motel. In Toledo. The Sandpiper."

"She's still there?"

"She died when I was nineteen."

"I'm sorry." She said it the way you say a word in a language you took one semester of. Then, to her credit, she kept going. "Does anyone here know about the motel?"

"It's on my résumé. Under experience. It's the only job I held for eleven years, so I list it."

"Who has your résumé?"

"HR. Frankie. Hale." I stopped. "Anybody who can pull a file."

"When did you set the password?"

"Wednesday. IT pushed a reset."

"Did anyone help you?"

My mouth was already open to say no. But Preston had stood next to my desk, staring at the ceiling tiles, being decent. I'm not looking.

"Preston offered," I said. "He's on the admin list. He looked up the whole time."

"He looked up."

"He's polite."

Lena set the keyboard down. It clicked against the desk like a lid. She wrote RESET WED. HALE PRESENT. Underlined PRESENT. Then, small, in the margin, a question mark.

I read the question mark upside down and thought: she means me.

* * *
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She interviewed the entire building that Saturday. I know because I sat on the folding stool outside my own office and counted who went in.

Pete Ruiz, forty minutes. He came out the color of a brick. Frankie, an hour and ten, with the door shut. Frankie shut the door. I never got used to it.

I took my laptop to the screening room and tried to work. Page four of a Brandt rest model. I read the same sentence nine times. At one point I realized I'd been writing the date at the top of the page over and over, the way you tap a table. October 11. October 11. October 11.

At two, Tank stuck his head in. Still had the peas.

"They're asking about you."

"I know."

"She asked me where you were at 5:21."

My stomach flipped, one clean flip. "What'd you say?"

"I said you were sitting two seats from me, annoying me about my workload index." He lifted one shoulder. "She wrote it down. Real slow."

"Thank you."

"Don't thank me. I told her what I saw." He looked at the peas. They'd thawed and refrozen so many times they'd become a lifestyle. "Hartigan said the same thing, by the way. Word for word. Even the 'annoying' part."

"He did?"

"He said 'thoroughly.'" Tank scratched his jaw. "Same difference. Guy doesn't waste a word."

He left.

I sat there for a long time holding the idea of Cole Hartigan saying thoroughly to a stranger about me. It was a small word. I turned it over in my head until it wore smooth.

It didn't make me feel better. It made me feel like I owed somebody money.

* * *
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At four, Frankie found me.

He'd lost his jacket somewhere. One side of his shirt was untucked. He was chewing two Tums at once, which I'd seen exactly one time before, in March, when the Zamboni caught fire.

"Tess."

"Frankie."

"She's not saying it's you."

"She's not saying anything."

"That's what I mean." He sat on my stool. It was too small for him. He didn't care. "Okafor told me what the logs say. Four exports on your account from a machine I can't name. Your password on a Post-it. Under the keyboard. My nephew would've done better, and my nephew thinks Wi-Fi is a kind of tea."

"It was a bad call. I know it was bad. That's why I—"

"I don't care why. I care what Peg Alder reads in a report." He pressed a thumb into his eye. "You were in the screening room at 5:21. Fine. Great. Hartigan and Novak will say so. Hartigan's five weeks on the job and Novak's his buddy from the minors, and anybody with a pulse can say you three are tight."

"We're not tight."

"I know that." He sighed. "But that's what it looks like. That's the story."

"I didn't do it."

"I know you didn't do it." He said it fast. Then he looked at me, and I watched him decide to say the next part. "Do I? Think about it. Do I know?"

I waited.

"I think so. Ninety percent. The ten bothers me." He stood, and the stool tipped, and he caught it without looking. "League wants a name by the end of the month. Peg wants one by the end of the week. I'm giving you until Friday."

"For what?"

"For something that gets you out of the box. A fact. A log. A person. I don't care. Because if I walk into Peg's office with nothing, I have to hand her somebody." His voice was so gentle that it was the worst part. "And the only name on the list is yours."

"Friday."

"Friday. Or you go."

* * *
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The Foundry's parking lot has a pothole the shape of Lake Michigan. I park next to it every day, for luck.

At six that evening I sat in the Civic with the engine off and both hands on the wheel at ten and two. The tape over the check-engine light had started to curl at one corner.

I picked up my phone and scrolled. Dentist. Mr. Pruitt. Toledo.

There were four people I could've called. I went through them the way you check the doors at night. Kestrel, who'd sue me if they knew what I'd done. Hale, who I had not yet figured out was the
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