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            Chapter 1

         
         
            Kimball

            “Do you remember me?” she asked, after stepping into my office.

            
            “I do,” I said, before I could actually place her. But she was familiar, and for a terrible moment I wondered if she was a cousin of mine, or a long-ago girlfriend I’d entirely forgotten.
            

            
            She took a step inside the room. She was short and built like an ex-gymnast, with wide shoulders and strong-looking legs.
               Her face was a circle, her features—blue eyes, pert nose, round mouth—bunched into the middle. She wore dark jeans and a tweedy
               brown blazer, which made her look as though she’d just dismounted a horse. Her shoulder-length hair was black and glossy and
               parted on one side. “Senior honors English,” she said.
            

            
            “Joan,” I said, as though the name had just come to me, but of course she’d made this appointment, and given me her name.

            
            “I’m Joan Whalen now, but I was Joan Grieve when you were my teacher.”

            
            “Yes, Joan Grieve,” I said. “Of course, I remember you.”

            
            “And you’re Mr. Kimball,” she said, smiling for the first time since she’d entered the room, showing a row of tiny teeth, and that was when I truly remembered her. She had been a gymnast, a popular, flirtatious, above-average student, who’d always made me vaguely uncomfortable, just by the way
               she’d said my name, as though she had something on me. She was making me vaguely uncomfortable, now, as well. My time as a
               teacher at Dartford-Middleham High School was a time I was happy to forget.
            

            
            “You can call me Henry,” I said.

            
            “You don’t seem like a Henry to me. You still seem like a Mr. Kimball.”

            
            “I don’t think anyone has called me Mr. Kimball since the day I left that job. Did you know who I was when you made this appointment?”

            
            “I didn’t know, but I guess I assumed. I knew that you’d been a police officer, and then I heard about . . . you know, all
               that happened . . . and it made sense that you were now a private detective.”
            

            
            “Well, come in. It’s nice to see you, Joan, despite the circumstances. Can I get you anything? Coffee or tea? Water?”

            
            “I’m good. Actually, no, I’ll have a water, if you’re offering.”

            
            While I pulled a bottle of water from the mini fridge that sat in the south corner of my two-hundred-square-foot office, Joan
               wandered over to the one picture I had on my wall, a framed print of a watercolor of Grantchester Meadows near Cambridge in
               England. I’d bought it on a trip a number of years ago not because I’d particularly liked the artwork but because one of my
               favorite poems by Sylvia Plath was called “Watercolor of Grantchester Meadows,” so I thought it would be a clever thing to
               own. After I’d rented this office space, I dug out the print because I wanted a calming image on my wall, the way dentists’
               offices and divorce lawyers’ always display soothing art so their clients might forget where they are.
            

            
            Joan cracked open the bottle of water and took a seat as I moved around my desk. I adjusted the blinds because the late-afternoon sun was slanting into the room, and Joan was squinting as she took a long sip. Before I sat down myself I had a brief but vivid recollection of standing in front of my English students a dozen years ago, my armpits damp with anxiety, their bored, judgmental eyes staring up at me. I could almost smell the chalk dust in the air. 

            
            I lowered myself into my leather swivel chair, and asked Joan Whalen what I could help her with.

            
            “Ugh,” she said, and rolled her eyes a little. “It’s so pedestrian.”

            
            I could tell she wanted me to guess why she’d come, but I kept quiet.

            
            “It’s about my husband,” she said at last.

            
            “Uh-huh.”

            
            “Like I said, it’s probably something you hear all the time, but I’m pretty sure . . . no, I know that he’s cheating on me. The thing is, I don’t really care all that much—he can do whatever he wants as far as I’m concerned—but
               even though I know he’s doing it, I don’t have proof yet. I don’t really know.”
            

            
            “Are you thinking of filing for divorce once you know for sure?”

            
            She shrugged, and that childish gesture made me smell chalk again. “I don’t even know. Probably. What really bothers me is
               that he’s getting away with it, getting away with having an affair, and I tried following him myself, but he knows my car,
               of course, and I just want to know for sure. I want details. Who he’s with. Well, I’m pretty sure I know that, too. Where
               they go. How often. Like I said, I don’t give a shit, except that he’s getting away with it.” She looked over my shoulder
               through the office’s sole window. When the light hit it in the late afternoon you could see just how dusty it was, and I reminded
               myself to wipe down the panes when I had some spare time.
            

            
            I slid my notebook toward me and uncapped a pen. “What’s your husband’s name, and what does he do?” I said.

            
            “His name is Richard Whalen and he’s a real estate broker. He owns a company called Blackburn Properties. They have offices in Dartford and Concord, but he mainly works out of the Dartford one. Pam O’Neil is the Dartford office manager, and that’s who he’s sleeping with.” 

            
            “How do you know it’s her?”

            
            She held up a fist and stuck out her thumb. “First, she’s the only really pretty employee in his office. Well, pretty and young, which is the way Richard likes them. Second, Richard is a liar but he’s not great at it, and I accused him of having
               an affair with Pam and he couldn’t even look me in the eye.”
            

            
            “Have you accused him of having affairs in the past?”

            
            “The thing is, I don’t think he has had an affair in the past, not a real one anyway. He does go to this bullshit conference every year for real estate brokers
               in Las Vegas, and I’m sure he’s hooked up with a stripper there or something, but that’s not really the same as an affair.
               And I’m kind of friends with Pam, that’s the thing. When she first got the job at Blackburn I invited her to my book club,
               which she came to a bunch of times, although none of us thought she really read the books.
            

            
            “I was nice to her. I even introduced her to the guy who does my husband’s investments, and they went out for a while. I took
               her out for drinks at least three times.”
            

            
            “When do you think the affair started?”

            
            “I think it started around the time Pam stopped texting me, which was about three months ago. They’ve made it so obvious it’s
               like they want to get caught. You must see this stuff all the time?”
            

            
            It was the second time she’d mentioned that, and I decided not to tell her that it wasn’t something I saw all the time because
               my only regular clients were a temp agency that employed me to do background checks, and an octogenarian just down the street
               from my office who was always losing her cats.
            

            
            “My guess is,” I said, “that they are trying to be secretive and failing at it. Which probably means that your husband, and Pam, as well, haven’t had affairs before. The people who are good at hiding secrets are the people who have practice at it.” 

            
            She frowned, thinking about what I’d just said. “You’re probably right, but I guess I don’t particularly care one way or another
               if my husband is cheating on me for the first time. I don’t know why I feel this way but, honestly, it’s Pam that is pissing
               me off a little more than he is. I don’t know what game she thinks she’s playing. Hey, did you keep teaching after the seniors
               graduated early that year? I know you didn’t come back the next year.”
            

            
            It was an abrupt change of topic and for that reason it made me answer honestly. “Oh, God, no,” I said. “I don’t think I could’ve
               ever walked back into that school. I felt bad about it, but there was only about two weeks left anyway.”
            

            
            “You never taught again?”

            
            “No, not high school. I do occasionally teach an adult ed class in poetry, but it’s not the same thing.”

            
            “The basketball player,” she said, and her face brightened as though she’d just won a trivia contest.

            
            I must have looked confused because she added, “It’s all coming back to me, now. For the last month of classes you had us
               read poetry because you knew we wouldn’t be able to focus on full books.”
            

            
            “Right,” I said.

            
            “And we read this poem about a kid who used to be—”

            
            “Oh, right. John Updike. The poem was called ‘Ex-Basketball Player.’ I haven’t thought of that for—”

            
            “And you got in a fight with Ally Eisenkopf because she said you were making up all the symbolism in it.”

            
            “I wouldn’t call it a fight. More like a spirited intellectual debate.” And now I was remembering that day in class, when the lesson plan was to dissect that poem line by line, and I’d drawn a map on the chalkboard that located the gas station described in the poem, and the street it was on. I was trying to show how a relatively simple poem such as “Ex-Basketball Player” by John Updike could be as carefully constructed as a clock, that every word was a deliberate choice for both the text and the subtext of the poem. The students that were paying attention had rebelled, convinced I was reading things into the poem that didn’t exist. I’d told them I found it interesting they could believe that someone could go to the moon, or invent computer coding, yet they couldn’t quite believe that the described location of the gas station in a poem was a metaphor for the stalled life of a high school basketball champion. 

            
            Ally Eisenkopf, one of my more vocal students, had gotten visibly upset, claiming I was just making stuff up, as though I’d
               told her that the sky wasn’t blue. I was very surprised that Joan remembered that particular class. I told her that.
            

            
            “I have a good memory, and you were a good teacher. You really made an impression on me that year.”

            
            “Well,” I said. “You and no one else.”

            
            “You know that Richard, my cheating husband, went to DM too.”

            
            It took me a moment to remember that DM was what the kids called Dartford-Middleham High School. “No, I didn’t know that.
               Did I have him in a class?”
            

            
            “No, you didn’t have him in one of your classes. No way did he do honors English.”

            
            I was surprised that Joan had married a high school boyfriend. The towns of Dartford and Middleham might not be as ritzy as
               some of the other towns around them, like Concord, or Lincoln, but most of the kids from the public high school went on to
               four-year colleges, and I doubt many of them married their high school sweethearts.
            

            
            “Were you dating him back then, in high school?”

            
            “Richard? No, hardly. I knew him, of course, because he was a really good soccer player, but it was just random that we got
               together. We met in Boston, actually. I lived there for a year after college, and he was still at BU and bartending in Allston.
               That’s where I lived.”
            

            
            “Where do you both live now?”

            
            “In Dartford, I’m sorry to say. We actually live in Rich’s parents’ house. Not with them. They live in Florida now, but they
               sold us the house and it was such a good deal that we couldn’t really pass it up. I suppose you’ll need to know our address
               and everything if you’re going to be following Rich?” She pulled her shoulders back a fraction and raised her head. It was
               a gesture I remembered.
            

            
            “You sure you want me to do this for you? If you already know that he’s cheating—”

            
            “I am definitely sure. He’s just going to deny it unless I have proof.”

            
            So we talked terms, and I gave her a rate that was slightly less than I should have, but she was a former student, and it
               wasn’t as though I didn’t have the time. And she told me the details about Richard’s real estate office, and how she was convinced
               that the affair was only taking place during work hours. “You know it’s the easiest profession for having affairs,” she said.
            

            
            “Empty houses,” I said.

            
            “Yep. Lots of empty houses, lots of excuses to go visit them. He told me that, a while ago, when two of the agents in his
               company were sleeping with one another, and he had to put an end to it.”
            

            
            I got more details from her, then let her know I’d work up a contract and email it to her to sign. And as soon as I had her
               signature and a deposit I would go to work.
            

            
            “Keep an eye on Pam,” she said. “That’s who he’s with, I know it.”

            
            After Joan left my office, I stood at my window with its view of Oxford Street and watched as she plucked fallen ginkgo leaves off her Acura before getting inside. It was a nice day outside, that time of year when half the leaves are still on the trees, and half are blowing around in the wind. I returned to my desk, opened up a Word document, and took notes on my new case. It had been strange to see Joan again, grown up but somehow still the same. I could feel myself starting to go over that period of time when I’d last known her but I tried to focus instead on what she’d told me about her husband. I’d tailed a wife once before, but never a husband. In that previous case, just over a year ago, it turned out the wife wasn’t cheating, that she was a secret gambler, driving up to New Hampshire to visit poker rooms. Somehow, this time, I thought that Joan’s husband was probably exactly who she thought he was. But I told myself to not make assumptions. Being at the beginning of a case was like beginning a novel or sitting down to watch a movie. It was best to go in with zero expectations. 

            
            After locking up my office and leaving the building I was surprised to find it was dusk already. I walked home along the leaf-strewn
               streets of Cambridge, excited to have a paying job, but feeling just a little haunted by having seen Joan again after so many
               years.
            

            
            It was mid-October and every third house or so was bedecked with Halloween decorations: pumpkins, fake cobwebs, plastic tombstones.
               One of the houses I passed regularly was swarmed with giant fake spiders, and a mother had brought her two children, one still
               in a stroller, to look at the spectacle. The older of the two kids, a girl, was pointing to one of the spiders with genuine
               alarm and said to her mother that someone should smush it.
            

            
            “Not me,” the mom said. “We’d need a giant to do that.”

            
            “So, let’s get a giant,” the girl said.

            
            The mother caught my eye as I was passing and smiled at me. “Not me either,” I said. “I’m tall, but I’m not a giant.”

            
            “Then let’s get out of here,” the girl said, her voice very serious. I kept walking, thinking ominous thoughts, then disregarding
               them, the way I’d taught myself to do.
            

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         
            Joan

            Before Joan even realized that Richard was at the Windward Resort, she’d met his cousin Duane. It was her first night at the
               beachside hotel in Maine, a Saturday in August, buggy and hot, the start of a two-week vacation with her parents and her sister.
               Joan was fifteen.
            

            
            Duane had sidled up to her as she was taking a walk along Kennewick Beach, trying to get away from her family. He was a muscular
               teenager, probably a senior in high school.
            

            
            “Hey, I saw you at the Windward,” he said. “Didja just get here?”

            
            She’d seen him, too. In the lobby, sitting on one of the couches outside of the dining room, his legs spread apart. He had
               bad posture and a low hairline that made him look a little like a caveman.
            

            
            “Yeah, we got here today,” Joan said, still walking.

            
            “Sorry about that. This place kind of sucks. Full of old people.”

            
            “It’s not so bad,” Joan said, even though she basically agreed. “This beach is pretty.”

            
            “Yeah, the beach rocks. I was just talking about the hotel. I mean, once it’s nighttime there’s like nothing to do. Hey, slow
               down, you’re walking so fast.”
            

            
            Joan stopped and turned.

            
            “I’m Duane,” the kid said.

            
            “I’m Joan.”

            
            “Look, like I was saying there’s nothing to do at night, so I just wanted to tell you that a bunch of us are going to be down
               at the beach around ten having a little bonfire. It’ll be cool if you showed up. Or not.”
            

            
            “Who’s going to be there?”

            
            “There’s this pretty cool kid named Derek. He’s a busboy here but a waiter over at the Sea Grill. He’s hooked me up with beer
               a bunch of times, and some pretty sweet pot. Honestly, there’s like no one cool here. I have a cousin but he’s practically
               retarded. Just thought you looked cool and like you might like to party.”
            

            
            “Well, maybe,” Joan said. “Is it just going to be you and this guy Derek?”

            
            “Oh, no,” Duane said, shaking his head. “There’s some girls who are in a rental house down the beach. There’ll be there, too.”

            
            “Well, maybe,” Joan said again.

            
            “Sweet,” Duane said. “Like I said, around ten o’clock, and we’ll have a fire going.”

            
            She hadn’t planned on going, but Duane had been right about there being nothing to do at night. After a disgusting dinner
               in the dining room—baked fish and scalloped potatoes—her parents were sitting in the lobby listening to some old geezer on
               the piano and her sister, Lizzie, had gone up to their room to read. At ten o’clock her parents had gone up to bed, as well,
               and Joan was still in the lobby, flipping through a magazine. She decided to walk down to the beach, at least say hi. Maybe
               Duane wasn’t as big a douchebag as he’d seemed.
            

            
            She left the resort and crossed the sloping lawn that led to Micmac Road, crossing it to get to the beach. Even though the day had been hot, it was pretty cool now, and Joan was glad she was wearing her thickest sweatshirt. The beach was dark and quiet, but Joan saw the flickering light of a bonfire about two hundred yards away and made her way toward it, her feet sinking in the soft sand. When she got close to the fire she could tell it was just two guys there, and she could smell pot on the breeze. She almost turned around right then, but Duane spotted her and leapt up, jogging to where she was. 

            
            “Oh, fuck,” he said, his voice too loud. “You came.” He turned back toward the fire, laughing, and shouted to his friend.
               “Told you she’d come.”
            

            
            Joan decided to hang out with them for five minutes, nothing more. The bonfire was really just a few pieces of smoldering
               driftwood, and she could barely make out what Derek even looked like. He was a dark figure crouched on a washed-up log, wearing
               a baseball hat. Duane offered Joan a seat on a small plastic cooler, then handed her an open can of warm beer. She thanked
               him and took a sip. Duane snapped a lighter and took a hit of pot from a glass pipe, then offered that to Joan. “No, thanks,”
               she said.
            

            
            “Don’t smoke?”

            
            “No, not really. I’m a gymnast.”

            
            Both the boys burst into laughter after she said that, and Joan almost got up and walked away, but something stopped her.
               Instead she said, “What’s so funny?”
            

            
            “It’s not funny. It’s hot.” This was from Derek, his face still hidden underneath the shadow from the brim of his hat. His
               words were raspy and slurred.
            

            
            Duane kicked out, hitting Derek in the shin, then said, “No, you’re a good girl. I get it. Is your team any good?”

            
            Joan talked a little bit about her freshman year as a junior varsity gymnast while she finished her beer. At one point she watched as Duane turned and stared intently at his friend Derek, who got up, mumbled something about taking a leak, then disappeared into the darkness. The fire was now almost completely out, one piece of driftwood pulsing with a little bit of orange light. Duane said, “You look cold,” and slid next to her on the cooler, draping an arm around her shoulder. 

            
            “I’m actually fine,” Joan said, and Duane laughed like she’d just told the world’s greatest joke. She knew what was coming
               next but was still a little jarred when he pulled her in closer to him and pushed his mouth up against hers. For a moment
               she just went along with it—mostly because it was easier—but then he grabbed her hand and put it in the crotch of his shorts,
               and Joan said, “Hey,” twisting away from him and standing up. The cooler upended, and Duane landed on the sand.
            

            
            She thought he’d laugh, but instead he said, “What the fuck, Jesus,” jumping up and swiping sand off his shorts and legs.

            
            “I gotta go,” Joan said, and started walking away. There were dim lights in the distance on the other side of the road, and
               they were blurring in her vision because she had started to shake.
            

            
            Duane caught up with her and grabbed her arm. “No, stay awhile,” he said. “Don’t be a tease.”

            
            Joan’s heart was now thudding in her chest, and she felt a little distant from herself, the way she sometimes felt right before
               doing a routine in a competition. A voice inside of her was telling her she should just make out with him some more, maybe
               jerk him off, and then he’d let her go home, but instead she said, “Let go of me.”
            

            
            “Like this,” Duane said, and squeezed her arm, digging his fingers in. She cried out, and he let go of her, and Joan turned
               and ran, her legs feeling heavy in the soft sand, her eyes filling with tears. She only looked back when she’d reached the
               road, and Duane hadn’t come after her. Still, she ran the rest of the way back to the hotel, heading straight up to the bedroom
               she was sharing with her sister.
            

            
             

            “Hi, Joan,” came the voice, almost obscured by the steady breeze coming off the ocean.

            
            She was prostrate on a large, pink beach towel, and jerked around nervously, expecting to see Duane. But it was a pale, lanky
               boy looming above her. “It’s Richard, from school,” he said. “We were in Mrs. Harris’s social studies class together.”
            

            
            “Oh, hey, Richard,” she said, recognizing him, and shifted onto her back. It was funny he’d identified himself as from that
               class, since they’d both grown up in Middleham, gone all through elementary and middle school together. Still, she didn’t
               think that they had ever spoken in all those years. It was strange to see him in Maine.
            

            
            He shifted uncomfortably, wearing a black T-shirt and a pair of worn, green bathing trunks that were cut unfashionably short.
               The high sun moved behind a wispy cloud and she could see him better, his eyes seeming to rest about one foot above her head.
               “What are you doing here?” she said.
            

            
            “My aunt and uncle and my cousin come here every summer for a month, and I’m staying up here this year with them.”

            
            “For the whole month?”

            
            “I’ve already been here two weeks, so two weeks more. Yeah. How about you?”

            
            “I got here yesterday with my parents and my sister. We’re here for two weeks. At the Windward.”

            
            “Oh, yeah. Me, too,” he said. He looked back over his shoulder as though judging the distance from the resort, but didn’t
               say anything. Joan was as far down the beach as she could get, hoping to avoid Duane, even though she knew she’d run into
               him eventually.
            

            
            “It’s gross there, isn’t it?” Joan said.

            
            “Is it?” He looked down at her for what felt like the first time, and Joan felt as though his eyes had landed somewhere around her chin. At least he wasn’t staring at her in her bikini, although she did suspect maybe he was working hard not to; she was pretty sure that Richard, known primarily as either Dick or Dickless since the fifth grade, had maybe never even talked to a girl. 

            
            “It smells,” she said, “and the food is disgusting. The only thing good about it is that it’s close to the beach.”

            
            “There’s a pool,” Richard said.

            
            “You go in there?”

            
            “I did once, but there was a bunch of little kids and I thought that maybe they were peeing in it.”

            
            Joan laughed, then turned her head because she could see a group of kids coming down the beach. No, not kids, maybe college
               students. And Duane wasn’t one of them. One of the girls was smoking a cigarette, and Joan could smell the smoke on the air.
            

            
            “I guess I’ll see you around,” she said to Richard, who seemed to be watching two gulls squawking at each other near the grassy
               part of the beach that separated the wide expanse of sand from the road.
            

            
            “Oh, yeah,” Richard said, and moved off down the beach. She watched him for a little while, then flipped over onto her stomach,
               and stared at the corner of her towel, at the few flecks of sand that had crept onto it. She closed her eyes but kept thinking
               about the sand, finally shifting over enough so that she could swipe them off the towel.
            

            
            That evening, sunburned and starving, Joan was keeping her eye out for Duane in the large dining room of the resort. The buffet that night was lasagna, either meat or veggie, and salad, and garlic bread. She’d spotted Richard, her awkward classmate, across the room, sitting at a table with a tall, skinny woman with curly hair and a fat, older man who was wearing shorts and white socks pulled up to his knees. What had Richard told her? He was there with his aunt and uncle and a cousin. She wondered for a moment if that cousin might be Duane, and as though she’d conjured him with her thoughts, Duane suddenly appeared, lumbering between tables and arriving to sit with Richard and the two adults. Even seeing Duane from a distance made Joan feel ill. It was strange to think that skinny, nerdy Richard was related to a meathead like Duane. 

            
            “I can’t believe how much sun you got, sweet pea,” Joan’s mom said for the second or third time.

            
            Joan pressed a finger into her forearm, watched her reddened skin turn briefly white then red again. “It’s a base,” she said.
               “If I have to be here for two weeks then at least I’m going to get a wicked tan.”
            

            
            “It’s so bad for you,” Lizzie, her sister, said. Lizzie had just finished her freshman year of college, at Bard—she and Joan
               were exactly four years apart—and now Lizzie was suddenly a feminist, and a vegetarian, and concerned about things like getting
               a sunburn.
            

            
            “You went to Florida last summer, and I didn’t even recognize you when you came back you were so black,” Joan said, knowing
               she was talking too loud, but still annoyed when her mother shushed her.
            

            
            “And now I probably have cancer again,” Lizzie said. “You should try to learn from my mistakes, Joan. It’ll make you a better
               person.”
            

            
            Lizzie was smiling now, trying to make up to her sister, but Joan frowned. “Daddy, what do you think? You’re a doctor.”

            
            Her father, drinking a coffee, blinked rapidly and pulled himself back into the conversation. “I’m a dentist, Joan. Think
               about what?”
            

            
            “Think about me getting a good tan this summer.”

            
            “Sure,” he said.

            
            “Just do me a favor,” her mom said. “Slather yourself with aloe tonight and promise to wear at least thirty-something SPF
               tomorrow, okay? It does look really red.”
            

            
            “It feels fine,” Joan lied. Ever since her shower her skin was starting to hum all over, and even though she knew she couldn’t,
               Joan had felt like she could almost sense a burning smell coming off her.
            

            
            “Did you know there’s a library here?” Lizzie said, clearly trying to change the subject, and for that, Joan was thankful.

            
            “Is there?” her mother said.

            
            Joan’s parents and her sister all began talking about the books they were planning on reading during their vacation while
               Joan pushed a hard crust of garlic bread around her plate.
            

            
            Joan was keeping her eye on the table where both Duane and Richard sat. She wondered if Duane was scared of running into her,
               if he wondered whether she’d told anyone how he’d acted. But he didn’t look nervous from across the room. He was slouched
               in his chair and kept looking at his watch. After about five minutes he got up and walked out of the dining room. Joan kept
               watching the table. Richard got up and went back to the buffet to look at the desserts. She found herself standing, then walking
               over to the buffet, as well.
            

            
            “What is that?” she said, when she’d gotten close enough to Richard so that he could hear her.

            
            “It’s rice pudding,” he said. “But there’s also chocolate cake.”

            
            “Was that your cousin at the table with you?” Joan said.

            
            “He was there a moment ago. That’s my aunt and uncle there now.”

            
            “What’s your cousin like?”

            
            “Who, Duane?”

            
            “Yeah.”

            
            “He’s maybe the worst human being I’ve ever met.”

            
            “Really?” Joan said, not really bothering to hide her excitement. It was what she’d been hoping to hear. “What makes him so
               terrible?”
            

            
            “Pretty much everything. Why are you asking? You want to meet him or something?”

            
            “I already met him. Yesterday.”

            
            “You did?”

            
            “Yeah, he invited me down to the beach for a bonfire at night and I stupidly went.”

            
            “Did he attack you?” Richard said, as though he were asking her if she’d had dessert yet.

            
            “Oh my God,” she said, her voice rising in pitch reflexively, but then, whispering, she said, “He kind of tried, but I got
               away.”
            

            
            “Yeah, I figured he probably would the way he talks about girls. You’re lucky, I guess.”

            
            A large, bearded man was now across from them on the other side of the buffet, meticulously touching the rim of each dessert
               plate before selecting the biggest piece of cake.
            

            
            “I should go back to my table,” Richard said.

            
            “Okay. Maybe I’ll see you at the beach tomorrow,” she said.

            
            “Oh, yeah,” Richard said, almost as though he weren’t really listening to her, and then went back to his table with a bowl
               of rice pudding.
            

            
            That night, lying in bed, Joan couldn’t sleep. Her whole body felt as though tiny pins were being poked through her skin,
               and she was too warm. Lizzie had spent all night reading a book called White Teeth in bed, wearing headphones, while Joan had flipped through channels trying to find something to watch. There were only about
               twelve channels here, three of them showing baseball games. She ended up watching the Julia Roberts movie where she runs away
               from her husband. When it was over it just started up again, and now she was wide awake in her bed. Lizzie was asleep.
            

            
            She kept thinking about the close call the night before with Duane, but also Richard. Even though he’d grown up in the same
               small town as she had, she probably hadn’t thought once about him since that time in middle school when she’d walked into
               Mr. Barclay’s science class and Mr. Barclay was handing Richard a stick of deodorant. It was not a total surprise. Richard
               basically wore the same shirt to school every day, and he reeked. Joan had run to lunch and told everyone at her table what
               she’d seen, and for a while everyone called Richard Old Spice, which was probably an improvement on Dickless.
            

            
            After eighth grade all the Middleham kids went to the Dartford-Middleham High School, and Joan barely saw Richard anymore. He’d grown a ton between middle school and high school and looked less like that scrawny kid with clothes that didn’t fit and a homemade haircut. He was still a complete freak, though. It was strange that, right now, he felt like an actual friend in this place. They had stuff in common. Not just that they grew up in the same town and went to the same school, but it turned out that they shared a common enemy. She was hoping to find Richard tomorrow, and get more information about Duane. 

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         
            Kimball

            The night after seeing Joan Grieve Whalen again I went online and studied her husband’s company’s extensive website. Blackburn
               Properties had photographs and profiles of the brokers, the agents, and the office staff. Richard Whalen’s profile picture
               had been taken outside on a sunny day, some sort of parkland behind him. He had short cropped gray hair and the kind of raw
               but handsome face that looked as though he spent time on boats. In the short biography that accompanied his picture he mentioned
               his hobbies were paddleboarding, freshwater fishing, and road biking. There was no mention of a wife.
            

            
            Pam O’Neil, the woman Joan was convinced was sleeping with her husband, listed her hobbies as horseback riding and boogie
               boarding. She had long blond hair, and very white teeth, although it was possible the picture had been touched up. She looked
               as though she was in her mid-twenties, about ten years younger than Richard Whalen or Joan.
            

            
            I tried to imagine the two of them together, and it wasn’t particularly hard. My guess was that if Joan thought they were having an affair, then they were having an affair. Smoke and fire and all that. I tried to form a plan in my mind, the best way to move forward on this case, but found I kept thinking about Joan instead. And not the Joan who had been in my office earlier that day, but the Joan who had been in my classroom fifteen years earlier when I’d been a first-year teacher. 

            
            The thing about my year at Dartford-Middleham High School was that I was full of unspecified dread long before James Pursall
               brought a gun into my classroom. It began during Christmas break, when I’d been prepping furiously to teach my classes the
               upcoming spring semester. The previous fall I’d been a student teacher, my host a veteran teacher named Larry O’Donnell, who
               liked to go over lesson plans down at the Bullrun pub when it opened at five p.m. The good thing about Larry was that he didn’t
               seem particularly interested in sitting in on my class, observing me, then hitting me up later with the multiple things I
               did wrong. But that was also the bad thing about Larry. While I was teaching, he was in the supply closet, napping.
            

            
            My hardest classes were the two sections of American lit for sophomores. It was a pretty routine curriculum, covering Walt
               Whitman, Mark Twain, Emily Dickinson, Hemingway, Fitzgerald. The kids were unimpressed, and it turned out I was a less than
               stellar disciplinarian. I spent most of my time each class trying not to turn my back on them for even a few seconds. My third
               class was senior honors English, the class that Joan Grieve was taking. The kids were essentially respectful, and there were
               even a couple of them who seemed to enjoy reading and talking about books. Most of the kids, however, just thought the class
               would look good on their college applications. They were well behaved but absent.
            

            
            By early December I was looking forward to the semester being over, counting the days, and wondering if I’d made the correct career choice. Then one afternoon, just after my last class of the day, when I’d been erasing the chalkboard and mentally replaying the class that had just ended, Larry O’Donnell and Maureen Block, the English department head, came in to see me, shutting the door behind them. They asked me if I’d noticed that Paul Justice, one of the veteran teachers, hadn’t been in for a few days. I had noticed, but hadn’t thought too much about it.
            

            
            “He’s not coming back,” Maureen said. “And I’m not sure, but I think we’ve dodged a major bullet. The girl who made the complaint
               said she’s not going to the police.”
            

            
            “Oh,” I said.

            
            “Larry has kindly offered to take over Paul’s freshman classes for next semester, but that means someone has to keep going
               with senior honors, plus Paul’s composition classes. We were hoping you might consider helping us out.”
            

            
            “Oh,” I said again.

            
            They gave me a night to think about it, and Dagmar, my girlfriend at the time, convinced me that it was too good an opportunity
               to pass up. “They’ll offer you a full-time job at the end of the year,” she said. “It’s a good school.” Dagmar and I had met
               at the same master’s program out in Western Mass and she was teaching middle school in the Hudson school system. I had a sudden
               vision of the two of us fixing up a farmhouse in Central Massachusetts, and spending our lives complaining about grading papers.
               I couldn’t quite decide how I felt about that.
            

            
            I took the job, and that December, with Dagmar back in the Midwest with her family, I holed up in my squalid apartment in
               Cambridge and planned the remainder of the year with my honors class. They’d given me leeway, so I planned a whole unit on
               poetry, and one on mid-century suburban literature, thinking they might enjoy some Cheever stories, and was considering assigning
               Deep Water by Patricia Highsmith or some Richard Yates. I was reading a lot, and I was trying to write poetry, but I could feel my life unfolding before me, and it felt like a life both quiet and a little bit desperate. And once that thought got into my head, it was like catching a chill from a cold swim—I just couldn’t shake it. 

            
            I started teaching again in January, and the feeling didn’t go away. Entering the classroom each morning, after walking from
               my unreliable Omega through a dim, freezing dawn, I was consumed with a kind of existential terror at the day ahead. Once
               the day began, it was okay. There were even moments of joy. John Cheever’s “The Swimmer” turned out to be a hit, although
               the majority of the students were enraged by the ending of the story, by the way it slipped into the surreal. They were literalists,
               these affluent high school seniors, and they had one foot out of their high school towns and into prestigious colleges, then
               grad school, then good entry-level jobs in Boston or New York or Washington, DC. They comprehended suburban ennui, but they
               didn’t want to feel it.
            

            
            I wish I remembered more about James Pursall but mostly what I recall was a quiet loner who sat at the back of the room. He
               handed in his assignments, and he would comment during class discussions, but only if I called on him. He had very white skin,
               dusted with acne, and very black hair that always looked unwashed. The classroom was cold, and I remember he never took off
               his jacket, a bulky winter parka that was either navy or black. I do remember that before the shooting, I had dubbed him “boy
               most likely to go on a killing spree” in my mind, picturing compact Russian machine guns suddenly emerging from his puffy
               winter coat. But I never thought it would really happen.
            

            
            I do, however, remember Joan Grieve. She sat in the first row, made sure to comment at least once a class, and came to me after tests and essays to see if she could get me to raise her A minus to an A, or her B plus to an A minus. I knew she was a gymnast because the gymnastics team was good that year, and people were talking about them. She wore tights to class a lot, and hooded sweatshirts, and there was always a large water bottle on her desk. What I really remember about her was that she was a watcher, one of the students who kept her eyes firmly on me when I was lecturing or trying to lead a class discussion. She wasn’t the only student who kept their eyes at the front of the class, but it was still rare, most of my students staring into space or directly at their scarred and doodled-on desktops. She watched me when she wasn’t taking notes, and instead of making me feel as though I was making some kind of difference . . . If you reach just one kid . . . it made me feel exposed.
            

            
            There was one odd incident with Joan, right before the Easter break. I had handed back a pop quiz so, unsurprisingly, Joan
               came up to me after the class had ended. I was sitting at my desk chair and she was standing, but even so, her head was only
               a little higher than mine as she argued that the quiz wasn’t entirely fair because I hadn’t been clear that they were supposed
               to read all the Anne Sexton poems I’d assigned them.
            

            
            As she was talking, there was one other student still gathering her things in the classroom. Madison Brown was also a gymnast,
               plus a close friend of Joan’s, and I assumed she was taking her time in order to wait for Joan to plead her case. But once
               Madison’s giant backpack was zippered up, she slung it over her shoulder and headed for the door. Just before she exited,
               she turned and said, “Better look out, Mr. K, Joan told me she has the hots for you.”
            

            
            I rolled my eyes dismissively, hoping to alleviate the embarrassment of the moment, but when I looked at Joan her face had
               gone red. I thought at first it was embarrassment, but her eyes were on the door that had just swung shut, and I remember
               thinking it was closer to rage that I was seeing. Still, I got up to prop open the door, hearing Maureen Block’s voice in
               my head—Never be alone with a student behind a closed door—and when I came back, Joan’s face had returned to a more normal color.
            

            
            “You don’t need to worry, Mr. Kimball,” she said. “Madison is just being a bitch, pardon my French.”

            
            “I thought you two were close.”

            
            “Who? Madison and me? I mean, she’s on the team, too, but we’re not exactly close. And what she said about me . . . I mean
               you’re good-looking for a teacher, but you’re not my type.”
            

            
            I laughed. “Don’t worry about it,” I said, wanting this particular strain of conversation to end. “And just because this has
               turned awkward, I’ll cut you a deal. Write a few sentences tonight about the meaning behind ‘The Room of My Life’ and I’ll
               up your grade on the pop quiz.”
            

            
            “Thank you, thank you.” She bounced a little on her sneakers and left the room.

            
            Two weeks later Madison Brown bled out on the floor of that same classroom while James Pursall stood over her with a gun in
               his hand. I stood staring at the tableau, about three feet away, and my bones had turned to rubber, and then James lifted
               the gun, angling it toward his own chest, toward that bulky winter parka, and pulled the trigger.
            

            
            I think the entire incident—from the moment James pulled the gun from the depths of that coat to the moment he lay next to Madison on the floor—took all of two minutes, maybe even less, but time in those two minutes moved at its own sickening pace. It was hours from the moment the gun emerged to the moment when the entire class, including me, became aware of it. I’d been talking about their upcoming public speaking assignment, where they each had to give a mock valedictorian speech for graduation. I’d been telling them that they should be creative, that I was not interested in hearing the exact same speech twenty-four times. And then James had yelled, “On the ground, everyone,” and no one moved. I thought it was some kind of joke, maybe he was demonstrating a very untraditional valedictorian speech, but then he was standing on his desk chair, the gun in his hand, and half the students dropped down below their desks, and a girl named Missy Robertson—I remember it because she’s a local weatherperson now—began to loudly sob. 

            
            “Everyone,” he said, louder this time, and the rest of the students got down on the floor.

            
            I was leaning up against the front of my desk, my usual position when I was teaching, and I remember my hands were out in
               front of me, and I said something like, “James, let’s talk.”
            

            
            It made him look at me from across the room, his eyes wide beneath the shock of greasy, inky hair. I opened my mouth to speak
               again but didn’t. I wanted to live and somehow I knew if I made another attempt to defuse the situation he was going to shoot
               me. That decision, to not speak, to keep quiet like the students on the floor, altered my body chemistry. I can’t think of
               a better way to describe it. My bones hollowed out, my organs liquefied. My chest was empty, as though I’d pulled my heart
               out of it and handed it across to James Pursall. I was frozen in place.
            

            
            He came down off his desk, and walked between the cowering students, swiveling his gun, and saying, “Eenie, meenie, miney,
               moe,” in a shaky, unreal voice, and even at the time, from back within the dusty cave where I was cowering, I remember thinking
               his heart wasn’t in it, that he’d decided in advance to try to terrorize the other students, but that he just wanted to get
               the whole thing over with.
            

            
            At the front of the room, when he was only a few feet from me, he turned around and took a few small steps, so that he was
               standing above Madison Brown, curled into a ball around the bulk of her backpack. He aimed the gun at her, then braced his
               trembling right hand with his left, and I knew he was about to shoot. I pictured myself springing from the desk I was still
               leaning against, grabbing him around the chest so his arms would point upward, shaking that gun loose, dropping him to the
               hard linoleum floor.
            

            
            Instead, I watched as he put two bullets into Madison Brown. She didn’t even move when he did it, like she was already dead.

            
            Then I watched James Pursall make like he was returning the gun into his coat, but he pulled the trigger instead, and dropped
               to the floor next to Madison.
            

            
            I’ve gone over those memories a thousand times since that day, and I no longer entirely trust the details. I realize it might
               have been worse had I tried to do more, but that doesn’t stop me from knowing, deep down, I failed in that particular situation.
               Yes, it could have been worse. But as it was, it was pretty bad.
            

            
            So it was a surprise to realize that Joan Whalen, faced with a crisis in her personal life, had sought me out as someone who
               could solve it. I’d always assumed the kids from that classroom only remembered me as a mediocre teacher, plus the adult who
               had failed them on the worst day of their lives. But somehow Joan remembered me differently. And I wondered why.
            

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4

         
         
            Joan

            After dinner on Monday night—some sort of chicken thing with ham and cheese—Joan wandered the resort, hoping to find Richard,
               while at the same time hoping to avoid his cousin Duane. She’d seen them both in the dining room, at a far table, but had
               purposefully made sure to not make eye contact with either of them.
            

            
            Ever since Saturday night, when he’d attacked her on the beach, she’d been obsessing about getting even with Duane. All through
               dinner—her parents and her sister planning tomorrow’s scenic drive—she’d plotted her revenge, acutely aware of the throbbing
               bruises he’d left on the inside of her arm when he’d grabbed her. If he ever spoke to her again she’d tell him that he looked
               like an ape and she found him physically repulsive. She imagined kicking him in the balls as hard as she could, and she even
               allowed herself images of doing worse things to him, like gouging out one of his eyes with a butter knife. Having that thought
               was a strange mix of pleasure and disgust. Joan was always happiest when she had an enemy.
            

            
            She’d looked for Richard, his nerdy cousin, on the front porch of the resort, and in the bar area, where kids were allowed to hang out and drink soft drinks. There was a game room near the dining hall, a long narrow room with a foosball table, two pinball machines, and a couple of old arcade games. No one was in there but two little boys with their father. One of the boys was standing on a stool, whacking at a pinball machine even though it wasn’t on. 

            
            Joan went back to the lobby, scanning for empty chairs. But some old folk singer had set up in the corner of the lobby, singing
               a song about margaritas, and the lobby was full. She went over to the small gift shop area and spun the rack that contained
               paperbacks, then remembered her sister saying that there was a library somewhere in the resort. She thought maybe Richard,
               if he was anywhere, might be there. She asked the girl at the front desk, who wasn’t a whole lot older than her, where the
               library was. The girl looked confused, then said, “Oh, the free library. It’s all the way up on the third floor.”
            

            
            “Is it open?”

            
            “Oh, yeah. I mean, as far as I know it’s always open.”

            
            Joan climbed the stairs to the third floor of the resort, where the reek of mold and dust was particularly strong. She found
               the library, its lights on. It was just a room, really, an old handwritten sign calling it uncle murray’s book nook, and inside the room were floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, plus several freestanding shelves in the middle of the space. In
               the two corners of the room that she could see were worn leather chairs for reading. She thought
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