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  Chapter 1


  Four seasons aren’t enough to please some New Englanders. The administrators of Henley College, in Henley, Massachusetts, gleefully wedged in a fifth this year—our first ever January Intersession. Four weeks of classes, three credits each, and thirty-one days of bracing the winds on an icy-cold campus.


  Brilliant.


  “You know you love teaching, anytime, anywhere, Sophie,” more than one of my friends said every time I whined about the extra load.


  “Yeah, yeah,” I admitted, acknowledging that I couldn’t get enough of class prep and student interaction.


  But now, two weeks into the so-called term, a pipe somewhere in the nether regions burst, and the heating system went out in Benjamin Franklin Hall, home to the mathematics and science departments. After shivering through my nine o’clock calculus class, I carried my mug of coffee and laptop into the faculty lounge, hoping someone had started water boiling on the hotplate. During my free hour, I could give myself a steam facial and warm up at the same time.


  I wasn’t the only one with that idea. I set my computer down and joined two other department chairpersons—the tall, heavily mustachioed Ted Morrell, from physics, and the much smaller, strawberry blond Judy Donohue, head of biology—standing at the side table, where the hotplate occupied a prime position. I squeezed between them.


  “I can’t teach maxima and minima in a freezing classroom,” I complained to Ted, the most senior faculty member in Franklin Hall. “What good is having a physicist in the building if you can’t fix the plumbing?”


  “I’m on it, Sophie.” Ted saluted and smiled. He spared me his standard speech about the difference between science and technology. According to Ted, physicists were busy trying to understand the universe; it was the engineers who were responsible for fixing its leaks.


  It sounded like a cop-out to me.


  No one wanted to argue with Ted, however, since he was our go-to guy for any computer problems in the building. In deference (or not) to his age, we called him our One-Hundred-Year-Old Geek, the techie who could unfreeze your bits and bytes or recover the file you thought you deleted.


  Our laptops lined up on the conference table, the three of us engaged in a time-honored New England winter tradition, hovering over the steam from two pots of boiling water, talking and drinking our coffee in a half bent position while the bubbles gurgled away. I hoped someone would join us who needed boiling water for tea so I’d feel less wasteful and environmentally unsound.


  This morning we also eyed a pink pastry box next to the hotplate. It was the chemistry department’s turn to supply goodies today and a chem major had delivered the box earlier. Ted patted his flat stomach, making a calculation before indulging, then went for a cruller. I followed his lead, promising myself an exercise routine soon, and broke off a small piece of cinnamon twist.


  Judy sucked in her stomach, then let out a breath and admitted, “I pass, because I just walked by a hunky, very buff guy in the basement fixing our heater, and I might want to go back and introduce myself.”


  Ted and I pretended not to get the connection.


  To add to the January woes, parking on campus had become a nightmare. Large vehicles and heavy equipment for the renovating and reopening of our carillon facility had taken over the lots on the east and north sides of the Administration Building. Besides the bell tower, the landscaping at the back of Admin was also getting a make-over.


  Franklin Hall had its own lot next to the tennis courts at the other end of campus, but the displaced cars had moved in on us. This was as good a time as any to gripe about it.


  “Someone was in my spot today,” Judy said. “A dirty old blue Citroen.” She brushed the front of her spotless wool jacket, as if she’d inadvertently leaned on the scruffy vehicle.


  “Probably someone from the French Department,” Ted joked, halfway through his cruller. “But where else are they going to park?”


  “Anywhere but my spot,” Judy said, stomping her feet. For circulation or for emphasis? Probably both. “They could at least remove some of that equipment that they’re through with. I’ll bet they’re never going to use that backhoe again.”


  “It’s all for a good cause,” I offered, and hummed a few notes of the Westminster Chimes. Thanks to a generous donation from a group of alumnae, Henley College’s Music Department would once again have a full program of carillon studies and regular concerts.


  “Listen to Ms. Arrives-at-Dawn Knowles,” Ted said, flicking a crumb of powdered sugar from his mustache. “You still have your spot.”


  “That would be Dr. Arrives-At-Dawn Knowles,” I teased. “But you have a point.”


  Usual construction delays and a late December snow had slowed the carillon project, but the remaining work was fairly weatherproof and we were promised a concert in the spring.


  In spite of the inconvenience of the parking situation, most faculty and students were thrilled about the restoration and upgrading of our carillon. Comprising fifty-three (formerly forty-eight) bells, the instrument was housed in a tower attached to the sprawling, English Gothic Administration Building. It was hard to believe that the present construction zone, with ugly equipment, scaffolding, and black and yellow caution tape, would soon give way to beautiful music from the tower.


  Judy shook the box of pastry for a better view of the bottom layer, then succumbed to a piece of Danish that had broken loose. “I know, tsk, tsk,” she said, as if someone had reprimanded her. “You’re being so good, Sophie.”


  “Uh-huh.” I didn’t share my reasons for holding back—there were more goodies in my immediate future, and I wanted to save my appetite. I planned to share cake with my class after my eleven o’clock seminar, then enjoy lunch with my boyfriend, search-and-rescue hero Bruce Granville. Medevac pilots didn’t often get a regular lunch hour, so I’d jumped at the chance to meet Bruce downtown.


  “We don’t have our parking lot back, but at least the excruciatingly dull special faculty meetings are over,” Judy said.


  I nodded, recalling endless hours of meetings to decide details that should have taken five minutes each. Should we charge admission to climb the tower for a tour? (No.) For attendance at a carillon concert? (No.) Should the players be called carillonists or carillonneurs? (The former.) Whose names should be inscribed on the new bells to be installed? (Big donors, of course.) Which shade of gray should we use for the walls, “sea salt” or “samovar silver?” (Who even remembers the final decision?)


  “Notice, no one in administration ever mentioned the reason the carillon program was cancelled to begin with,” Judy said.


  “Knock, knock, Doctors?”


  Our longtime, diffident janitor, Woody, stood at the door, his smile broader than usual. He knew we’d be pleased to see the load he was ready to pull into the room—a gray metal cart with two shelves full of small space heaters.


  Three variations of enthusiastic thanks, plus a round of applause caused a light flush to appear over Woody’s face. We invited him to share the wealth of sugar in the pink box.


  Woody scooped up a jelly donut and placed it to the side on a napkin. “For after I set these up,” he said, pointing to his cart. “Thank you, Doctors,” he added.


  “Thank you, Mr. Conroy,” Judy said, but I was unsure whether he’d recognized her tease. We’d long ago stopped trying to coax him into using our first names.


  Five minutes later, life-giving warmth radiated from the coils of a heater at the back of the room.


  We moved from the hotplate and arranged chairs around the heater, while Woody cleared the way for a second unit at the front of the room.


  Judy’s earlier comment came back to me. “What do you mean ‘the real reason’ for closing the tower?” I asked her. “I thought it was sealed off because of some building code violation and we didn’t have the money for retrofitting.”


  Judy pointed to our colleague from physics. “Ted would know better, but what I heard was that twenty-five years ago, toward the end of the spring semester, a student jumped from the tower. A sophomore French major, right, Ted?”


  Ted nodded, frowning, closing his eyes.


  I drew in my breath. “A student jumped from our tower? That’s why the tower was sealed off?”


  I looked at Ted for more information. He’d been at Henley forever, an icon in horn-rimmed spectacles. I’d lost track of how long ago we’d celebrated his thirtieth anniversary. But Ted wasn’t in a sharing mood today. He opened his laptop, finished with the tower conversation.


  Even with the new source of heat in the room, I felt a chill. Maybe because of the horrible image now in my head. A girl falling from the tower, hitting concrete, breaking bones, bleeding …


  I thought back. I’d been born and raised in Henley, but twenty-five years ago, I was a college student on the west coast. Had I been so self-centered that I wouldn’t have paid attention to such dramatic news in my hometown? Granted, it was three thousand miles and more than half my lifetime ago, and it made sense that my mother wouldn’t have wanted me to focus on it. Still …


  I finally caught my breath. “How come you knew this and I didn’t?” I asked Judy.


  Though Judy was five years my junior, we’d joined the faculty the same semester, fifteen years ago. She’d arrived straight out of grad school, skipping the phase I’d been through, where you try gainful employment in industry before giving in to your first love, teaching.


  “I heard bits and pieces my first year here. I haven’t thought about it in a long time,” Judy said.


  “They quit having all those live music concerts and we put in that electric system. Nobody was supposed to talk about it,” Woody said, packing up his toolbox.


  “A very good idea,” Ted offered, without lifting his eyes from his keyboard.


  “Yes, sir, Doctor,” Woody said, taking Ted’s message to heart, and, I guessed, wishing he’d never contributed to the conversation.


  “The real answer to your question, Sophie, is that everyone knows you’re no fun when it comes to keeping gossip alive. That’s why no one brought it up with you.”


  I didn’t know whether to say “Sorry” or “Thanks.”


  Ted gave Judy a disapproving look, and she quickly explained. “I didn’t mean that this was gossip. It must have been an unimaginable tragedy for her family, of course. For everyone at Henley.”


  Judy had a way of being flip that annoyed Ted, the straightest arrow in the building, at least once a day in my experience, but we both knew she never meant disrespect.


  The natural questions were swimming around in my head. Who was the girl? Why did she jump? How did her family handle it?


  I didn’t have to ask. Judy tuned into my vibes. “The girl was from an influential family in Boston.” She snapped her fingers, remembering. “Her father was a high profile lawyer, if I recall correctly, and headed to Washington. The first rumors were that she was depressed over a boyfriend who’d just dumped her. But they never did verify that she was depressed or that there even was a boyfriend.”


  “Maybe she was flunking her classes?” I offered, knowing how high the stakes were for some students.


  Ted cleared his throat. “No one really knows why anyone does anything,” he said, in a sweeping pronouncement. “What does it matter, anyway?”


  “I just found it strange that so many rumors persisted, even after the suicide ruling,” Judy said.


  “You think the boyfriend was a cover story?” I asked. “There was another reason she jumped from the tower?”


  Judy shrugged. “Anything is possible. There could have been more to it. Something embarrassing to the family. I’m pretty sure the girl’s father was running for office. Sometimes that alone is enough to doubt what you see in the press. The girl—”


  “Kirsten Packard,” Ted interrupted. “The girl was Kirsten Packard, and her father was in the state’s attorney general’s office, running for election as US attorney, which he won. He served his country in that capacity, and died a few years ago.”


  There was a finality to Ted’s tone. He might as well have said, “Zip it,” or, more suited to him, “Now can we please drop this topic?” But Judy, who never met a rumor she didn’t like, wasn’t finished.


  “I even heard that someone might have been up there with Kirsten,” Judy said. “In the tower. And that’s why the Packard family wasn’t eager to have an investigation.”


  As much as I sympathized with Ted, I couldn’t resist. Trying to establish a reputation to match Judy’s? I hoped not. “So she might have been pushed by this other person?” I asked.


  Judy raised her eyebrows and gave me a slight smile, as if to commend me for guessing what she had in mind.


  We both turned to look more closely at Ted, Woody having slipped out by now.


  “You were on the faculty back then, Ted. What do you think?” Judy asked.


  “No comment,” he said, and continued to work at his keyboard. He acted as uncomfortable as if he himself had been in the tower with Kirsten that day. But the look was more that of sad father than of a witness to murder.


  “I don’t get it,” I said. “Why would a parent not want an investigation if they suspected their daughter was murdered?”


  “Politicians, you know,” Judy suggested, shrugging. “It’s all about image. A murder investigation digs up all kinds of things besides a murderer. Family secrets and skeletons. Maybe the girl … Kirsten … was into something that got her killed. Suicide is neater. Well, not neat, but you know what I mean.”


  “Right,” I said, as if either of us was an expert in the matter. “One more question, Ted. Did you know Kirsten personally?” I asked.


  He took a deep breath and gave a slight, slow nod. “I didn’t have her as a student. She majored in romance languages, I think. But her roommate was a physics major so I’d met Kirsten once or twice.”


  Ted stood and walked to where the coffee urn and the hotplate kettles were both going strong. He refilled his mug with our less-than-gourmet coffee, carried it back to his seat, and bent over his keyboard again.


  I was curious to know why Ted didn’t leave the lounge and the conversation that seemed so distasteful to him. Maybe he wanted to keep tabs on the wild imaginings of his colleagues. Was he protecting the victim for some reason? Though he claimed not to know her, he certainly would care about the image of the college where he’d spent the better part of his adult life. Or maybe he simply couldn’t face the even colder office wing of the building.


  “Let’s lighten this up a bit, shall we,” Judy said, surprising me. “Give us a puzzle or a math riddle, Sophie.”


  I snapped to it. “Of course,” I said, and scanned my mental list for a puzzle I hadn’t already told them. The first riddle that came to me was a cute entry that I’d seen in the kids’ section of one of the magazines I submitted puzzles and brainteasers to.


  “How many eggs can you put in an empty basket with a six-inch square bottom, three inches high?” I asked.


  Judy made a pshaw sound. “You’re off your game, Sophie. The answer is, only one. After that the basket’s not empty. And those dimensions are to throw me off. Like a red herring in a mystery.”


  Judy was right all around. Not just about the number of eggs and the clever distraction, but about the fact that I was off my game. My heart wasn’t in it. It was heavy with the thought of a student in distress.


  Unless the corollary legend was true and someone had pushed Kirsten out the tower window. Another horrible scenario.


  Ted clicked away, neglecting to offer his usual challenge to me with his own joke. An electron walks into a bar … Judy’s laptop bonged awake. The coffee klatch had come to an end.


  In my office, I sent a quick text to Bruce confirming our lunch date and gathered my class materials. At the last minute, I picked up my down jacket, in case Woody hadn’t yet set up a heater in the classroom.


  I heard a noise behind me and turned to find Judy in my doorway.


  I invited her in, but she declined. “I know you’re on your way to class, but I had a thought.”


  I cupped my ear. “I’m listening.”


  “Fran would have been here at that time. Twenty-five years ago.”


  Not a thought. More of a fact. Fran Emerson, my colleague in the Mathematics Department, had been at Henley at least as long as Ted. She was off this semester, teaching in Rwanda on a Fulbright.


  It took a minute, but I got it. “You want me to call Fran in Africa and ask about a twenty-five-year-old event?”


  “Would you?”


  “That’s a crazy idea.”


  “Just a thought,” Judy said, as she turned and walked away.


  “Crazy,” I called after her.


  “Curious,” she said, her voice echoing after her. “Scientists are curious.”


  “Yes, but biologists are crazy.”


  I walked down the hall to my classroom, Kirsten Packard’s death still weighing on me, almost as if she’d been my own student.


  Most faculty members who’d been around awhile and were even the least bit approachable had at one time or another counseled a student who was on the edge. I certainly had. It was a sobering, frightening experience. Though Kirsten’s death had occurred a long time ago, it pained me to acknowledge that one of us had failed to save a young life.


  I hoped my current students were all in a happy state, glad to be alive.


  And that no one was out to get them.


  I stood in the doorway before entering the room and pulled out my smartphone. I clicked on the world clock.


  Almost eleven o’clock in the Commonwealth of Massachusetts. Nearing five o’clock in the evening in Rwanda. Not that I needed to know.


  Curious, crazy mathematicians.


  Chapter 2


  My second class of the day was a history of mathematics seminar, one that I’d led for the last few regular semesters. The sessions provided an opportunity for me to call attention to often little-known pioneers in obscure fields. And to throw frequent parties.


  If I had any notoriety on the Henley College campus, it was as the driving force behind the combined lecture-cum-birthday parties for the Franklin Hall departments. Every week, we honored a worthy contributor in mathematics, physics, biology, or chemistry—which, by the way, was the order of the floors in the building, bottom to top.


  Though they hated to acknowledge it, the Chemistry Department was closest to the roof for safety considerations, as the department most likely to explode. That was also the reason we monitored the kinds of demonstrations chemists were allowed to bring to the parties. No nitroglycerin for the presentation on October 21, Alfred’s Nobel’s birthday, for example.


  In my mind, the ideal party, like today’s, honored a female mathematician and featured an undergraduate presenting a paper on her work. The ideal party also came with cake.


  Jenn Marshall, a sophomore math major, was the seminar leader for today. She was already in the classroom, setting up her props. I stepped over to help her with an easel and a large poster. As the two of us petite women juggled with the ancient, low-tech instructional aids, I compiled a mental wish list for that big donation that might come someday from a satisfied, highly successful Math Department alum.


  “Sorry we had to abandon the seminar room,” I said. “It’s always nicer when we can sit around the table, but I thought a smaller room with direct sunlight might be warmer.” I saw that Woody had been here with his magic appliances, and added, “And the space heater will do more good.”


  Jenn nodded and mumbled something like, “It’s okay.”


  Moving a couple of chairs around, I spied her backpack in the corner of the room.


  “It looks like you finally replaced that threadbare old backpack I’ve been teasing you about. I didn’t really mean it when I asked if you’d had it since first grade.”


  I laughed at my own humor, but Jenn said simply, “I know.”


  “You must be excited about your first talk,” I said, trying another tack. “Good work on your bullets. The poster looks great.”


  “Yeah, I guess,” Jenn said, again without the enthusiasm I’d hoped for.


  “Poor departments have to make do,” I said. “One of these days we’ll have the equipment to do this electronically. But at least we got rid of our abacus.”


  Jenn barely acknowledged my final attempt at humor. I’d worried about her lately. Usually an animated young woman, ready for the challenge of a good math problem or a fun puzzle, Jenn had been dragging her thin body around the building the last couple of weeks. I chalked it up to the extra work of the Intersession.


  Jenn was a scholarship student, and like most who were on financial aid, she worked several hours a week on campus. She also loved music and had taken up the carillon as soon as she’d heard about the restoration of Henley’s program. She spent many evenings in a practice room in the tower, but she often had to travel to a church in Boston when construction precluded her entrance to our tower.


  Now Jenn looked less than thrilled about the task before her, and I wondered if she had too many commitments this year, and too little sleep. Maybe I’d take her aside later and see if I could help in any way. I could certainly extend the deadlines on her assignments and maybe talk to the other Franklin Hall faculty about easing up on her student aid duties.


  Eleven AM and the bell signaling the start of class rang down the corridors of Franklin Hall. The antique mechanical clock in its wooden frame had been in the vestibule of the first floor, the math floor, since the building was opened in the nineteen forties. Some of us thought it should be featured in the college orientation brochure along with the vintage furniture in the parlors of our Administration Building.


  My seminar students, whose number seemed to go from one to twelve in seconds, filed in and settled down for the last hour before lunch.


  After my preliminaries, including my apologies that we had to wear scarves and hats in the classroom, I took a seat. Jenn Marshall stepped up to enlighten us about Gertrude Mary Cox, born in 1900, a pioneer in the development of applied statistics.


  “Her birthday isn’t today exactly, but I thought it would be OK to have cake anyway,” Jenn began, even before mentioning Cox’s work.


  She seemed surprised that a round of Woot, Woot erupted for her, accompanying by clapping, muffled as it was by the presence of gloves on most of the hands.


  Jenn plunged in and talked about Cox’s pivotal book, published in 1950, which brought order and insight to the design of statistical experiments. Especially for a sophomore, she did a respectable job clarifying the then-new methods of increasing the accuracy of experiments and analyzing the results. My heart went out to her when she paused in her presentation to pull a pink-and-white ski cap over her long, straight brown hair. I wished I’d thought to bring a cap of my own. Jenn did well tackling various aspects of induction (“going from a small sample of something, like people, to the whole population,” she explained) and randomization (“like, close your eyes and don’t look when you choose, like a piece of candy or something,” she offered).


  During the discussion, Andrew Davies, another sophomore math major, raised his hand. “I read that the title of Gertrude Cox’s master’s dissertation was, ‘A Statistical Investigation of a Teacher’s Ability as Indicated by the Success of His Students in Subsequent Courses.’”


  Another round of woots and applause, this one aimed at me, as a dozen heads turned to their professor in the back row.


  “Sorry, Dr. Knowles, I had to mention it,” Andrew said. “Of course, we all know you’re the best and soon the whole world will know because we’re all going on to do great things.”


  Someone, namely a short, dark-haired male sophomore, was looking for brownie points.


  “Yada, yada,” I responded, then cleared my throat and gave the dude a look that I hoped said, “Thanks. Now let’s move on.”


  On the other hand, I was grateful for this cheery little respite in a competent, but otherwise lackluster seminar by Jenn. Rescuing her from a tough semester moved to the top of my to-do list.


  At one point Jenn held up a photograph of Cox. She reminded me of my mother, Margaret, who wore her hair the same way back in the day, in neat, tight rows of waves across her head, starting at the edge of her forehead. After Margaret died, I found boxes of the thin metal clips that formed those waves, more serious looking and functional than the decorative plastic versions I saw today.


  I paid as much attention as I could to the rest of Jenn’s presentation, but with thoughts of my late mother alternating with made-up images of the deceased Kirsten Packard, it was difficult. I kept trying to picture Kirsten, who would be about forty-four by now, had she lived. Gulp. My age. With relief, I tuned in again to Jenn’s unemotional recitation of Cox’s awards and a string of “first female to …” accolades.


  I checked the clock at the back of the seminar room. Only fifteen minutes until cake, then lunch with Bruce. Statistician Gertrude Cox would not have been proud of me today, distracted and inattentive. Neither would my mother have approved. I heard both women shout, “You’re the teacher. Focus!”


  Jenn left the room as soon as the seminar was over, passing up the cake. Thanks to me and the rest of the students, by twelve thirty, the cake was gone. The party was over, and the students drifted out. I gave as many as I could a smiling “take care” and a “good job” pat on the shoulder and headed out the door myself. If they were wondering about my extra dose of nurturing today, they didn’t say.


  The small city of Henley—population less than fifty thousand—was situated almost halfway between Boston, Massachusetts and Providence, Rhode Island. About an hour to beaches on Cape Cod (my choice of vacation spot), and a straight two-hour shot to the beginning of frigid ice-climbing terrain in New Hampshire (Bruce’s idea of fun).


  Bruce and I had been together more than five years. Our relationship survived probably because first, Bruce loved the Cape as much as I did; second, I never felt compelled to join him in any activity that required more gear than a SWAT team showed up with; and third, we both enjoyed regular trips to Boston.


  Today, however, thanks to my commitment to the January Intersession, the farthest we’d go would be to a Thai restaurant on the edge of town.


  Bruce had the day off, but had agreed to on-call status since we were grounded anyway. If the Bat Phone put out an all-hands emergency call, he’d be a no-show for lunch and I’d be on my own. I’d been present in the double-wide trailer of Massachusetts Shock, Trauma, and Rescue, widely known as MAstar, a couple of times when the compelling, ear-piercing sound rang through the so-called building. I’d watched in amazement as Bruce and his buddies stopped mid-sentence, geared up, and headed for the chopper in well-choreographed movements. It couldn’t be easy trying to sleep—or eat or talk or relax—knowing that at any moment the souped-up phone would blare out a summons to the team. Maybe to a crash scene, maybe to a simple transfer job, transporting a patient from one facility to another.


  Though I had no problem dealing with the vagaries of Bruce’s schedule, I was glad I always knew my own schedule at least a semester in advance. That was one reason I’d left a lucrative job at a frantically run software company to take up residence in the Ivory Tower.


  I carried my laptop into Pan’s, our Thai restaurant of choice, and took a seat against an interior brick wall that had been painted a shimmering gold. I divested myself of gloves, hat, coat, scarf, and extra sweater and fluffed my short hair. Without the benefit of a mirror, I smoothed my one highlight, a jagged stripe of gray hair about an inch wide that ran off center at the top of my head. The artifact had been placed there by Mother Nature herself, though many thought it was by my own hand.


  I drew a welcome warm breath. The smell of curry and a mash-up of special Asian spices told me we’d chosen the right spot for a cold day.


  “Hot lemon tea for Miss Sophie,” my favorite waitress, Toi, said. She smiled, placed the cup in front of me and padded away in tiny red slippers.


  She was out of sight before I finished my “Thank you.”


  Toi knew to let me work while I waited for Bruce. She also knew that Bruce would order a dish he’d never tried before and I, after much ruminating, would stick with the crab Rangoon. If I had to wait too long, the lovely dark-haired Toi would treat me to a small sampler plate of appetizers—crispy tofu, spicy shrimp, and a pot sticker.


  No one could call me adventuresome. That’s what Bruce was for. I’d attached myself to a guy who, after a tour in Saudi Arabia with the US Air Force, took a job that involved dodging telephone poles, satellite dishes, power lines, and trees as he soared to heights of several thousand feet piloting a rescue helicopter.


  I opened my laptop and booted it up. What to do first? Class assignments could wait. Brainteasers for a new magazine contract could wait. Even email from my best friend, Ariana Volens, who was wisely spending the two coldest weeks of the season with an aunt in Florida, could wait. The big question was, could I wait before calling Fran in Rwanda to ask her about Kirsten Packard’s fall from the tower?


  I decided to collect as much information as I could before resurrecting Fran’s memory of a terrible time. I searched on Google for the long ago student’s name and year of death. Immediately, all irrational hope vanished that my friends Ted, Judy, and Woody were somehow mistaken, or that I was, having missed the fact that they were talking about a new movie or a thriller they’d all just read.


  Pages of hits rolled down the screen. I’d ceased to be amazed at what was so easily accessible on the Internet and wished I’d had such a resource through my own school years. I clicked on the first few links and read articles from the local newspaper archives. Not much information besides what I’d learned in the Franklin Hall faculty lounge. After a “thorough investigation,” Kirsten’s fall was ruled a suicide. Her body had been discovered on the front steps of the Administration Building, at the base of the tower, in the early morning by students practicing for a race.


  I shut my eyes against the nasty image, but curiosity propelled me forward.


  I pulled together a scenario from several reports: Two freshmen roommates had been running on campus. As they approached Admin from the east, they claimed, they heard a single, brief chime from the carillon. This was verified by others in their dorm rooms. At the same time, the runners “thought they saw something drop from the tower,” then noticed “a pile of clothes or something” on the top step of the building, spilling over to the second step. They ran up the stairs to check and saw the deceased, sprawled out. Since the front door of Admin was not open, they’d immediately run back to their dorm and called nine-one-one.


  The next day, I read, Kirsten’s father, a state’s attorney, made a brief statement, expressing gratitude for the outpouring of sympathy to him and his family, and requesting that their privacy be respected. The funeral services were for family and close friends only. No special memorial was held in the campus chapel, a departure from the usual practice in a faculty or student death.


  I found no mention of a boyfriend, good or bad, and suspected his existence was born of word of mouth and in less formal areas of the media, like profiles or column pieces. Or the tabloids, I thought, and looked around the densely populated restaurant to see if anyone had read my trashy mind.


  Only one photograph of Kirsten kept showing up, what appeared to be her high school yearbook picture. I was surprised at the poor reproduction. I’d gotten used to the crisp images of current online newspapers. But Kirsten’s image had the look of a fourth generation photocopy, devoid of detail, a grainy version of a long-haired young woman wearing an obligatory drape across her shoulders, like every other girl in her class. The photo gave me no clue as to what Kirsten might have been like. I wondered what she would have looked like now, what career she might have had as a language major. A linguist for the United Nations? A teacher? A literary translator? What had the world missed?


  I made a note to check later, to search the Boston Globe and other media for wider, national coverage. I could also pull up Henley College alumnae newsletters, though I doubted any mention would have been made of the tragedy. It wasn’t exactly material for recruiting brochures.


  I complained a lot about nomophobes who couldn’t disconnect themselves from the ‘net, their phones, texting, IMing, Facebooking, but now I had to admit a video gone viral at the time of Kirsten’s fall would have served my purposes well.


  Not that I was clear on what my purposes were.


  “One thirty, Miss Sophie. A little something while you wait for Mr. Bruce,” Toi said, leaving a plate of familiar samples.


  “Mmm, shrimp. Thank you,” I murmured, but she was gone as quickly as she’d come.


  A small glitch in my screen caused my eyes to blink, and when they refocused on the article I’d been reading, it was on the word “investigation.” A duh moment. Bruce’s best friend since college, and therefore a constant presence in my life, was a detective with the Henley Police Department. Before calling Africa, I could call downtown Henley, USA.


  Detective Virgil Mitchell had left the Boston PD and come to Henley only a few years ago, but I was sure he’d have heard about Kirsten Packard. I paused, envisioning an orientation meeting where detectives new to town were briefed on every crime and tragedy in the history of the department. Unlikely. But wouldn’t an event like a campus suicide forty miles away reach Boston? If not, surely he could find out about Kirsten Packard and answer some questions for me. And If he knew already, Virge should have told me, I thought, with a mental pout. It had happened on my campus, after all.


  Which brought me back to why? Why did I care so much? Was it simply that I didn’t like being out of the loop on such a dramatic occurrence at Henley College? Was it the natural curiosity of a mathematician and puzzle maker?


  All of the above, I guessed, but there was another factor, the “unfinished” factor. I was convinced that if Ted and Judy had simply related a story with a definitive ending, no loose ends, I would have filed it away. Sad, but nothing to capture my attention. The Kirsten Packard story, however, was anything but finished in my mind. I couldn’t understand why a family wouldn’t want a full investigation into the death of a young woman. I certainly did.


  The fact that Jenn Marshall and Andrew Davies, both sophomore math majors, were part of the new carillon program also nagged at me. I couldn’t shake an unfounded, but growing feeling that I should be worried about both of them. I’d meant to ask Ted if the late Kirsten Packard had been a carillonist. I couldn’t imagine why else she would have been in the tower the night she died.


  If Kirsten hadn’t committed suicide, maybe something about being a carillonist caused her death. Not that I had any idea what. I couldn’t stop myself from wanting to solve the mystery. If in fact it was a mystery. I had only Judy’s store of gossip to rely on—that something had been off in the medical examiner’s report. And everyone knew the flights of fancy Judy Donohue was prone to.


  Another looming question, based on reality: Didn’t I have enough to occupy my time without chasing a past event that had nothing to do with me? With Fran off teaching in Africa, and an adjunct faculty member on medical leave, I was back as chair of the department this year. The chairmanship meant an exponential increase in meetings and endless hours spent accounting for each ream of graph paper and every half-hour of student aide work. Plus, the compressed January sessions gave me two extra classes; a third puzzle magazine had asked for submissions from me; and my latest research paper sat in a file waiting for me to prepare the final version for publication. Weren’t millions upon millions of people waiting to read my paper on an approximation method for solving differential equations? In between all these projects, I had a life. Didn’t I?


  Whirr, whirr, whirr. Whirr, whirr, whirr.


  Speaking of my life. Bruce had programed my phone to sound like helicopter blades. He claimed he’d recorded the sound of the newest Eurocopter at MAstar, and I hadn’t had time to prove that he’d simply chosen “whirring blades” from the ring tone menu of his phone.


  “I’m on my way,” he said. “You okay?”


  “Ten-four,” I said, feeling jargony. “Did your number come up this morning?”


  “Yeah, but it was one of those mickey-mouse trips where a VIP needs an emergency taping up for a handball match. The rest of the crew were on a real mission, so I took the old ‘copter and drove the guy.”


  I loved that Bruce “drove” at two thousand feet in the air. If he had his way, we’d have picnics in a hovering helicopter instead of formal lunches with tablecloths and napkins.


  “Want me to order for you?” I asked.


  “I’ve been dreaming of the rice-wrapped squid and an exotic dipping sauce. Ask them to surprise me with the sauce and a side.”


  Scary. “Done,” I said.


  “You sure you’re okay?” he asked.


  “Why wouldn’t I be?”


  “Uh, I thought, you know, with the …” He paused and clicked his tongue. “… event. On campus.”


  How did Bruce know what had come up in the Franklin Hall lounge this morning? It wasn’t out of the question that Ted had called Bruce—they were gym buddies—and told him I seemed upset. But that would be out of character for Ted. And I didn’t think I’d exhibited that much upset behavior once I got over the initial shock of Judy’s revelation.


  “How did you know—?”


  Silence. The line, or the tower, or whatever was between cell phones, was dead on his end or mine. Unless Bruce had cut me off.


  No problem. I’d see him soon for a face-to-face explanation. But I couldn’t rid myself of an uneasy feeling that I shouldn’t be okay, in Bruce’s mind. Was something wrong with Bruce himself? I thought I’d heard “campus event” but between the high-volume chimes-and-string music in the restaurant on my end, and the lunchtime traffic on his, I could have misheard. Maybe he wasn’t referring to Kirsten Packard. But I’d just left campus an hour ago. What could have gone wrong?


  I tried to remember Bruce’s schedule for today. Did he have a doctor’s appointment this morning? Did he come away with bad news? Of course not. He’d texted me all through the morning, his usual practice when he didn’t want to interrupt my class with the whirr, whirr, whirr of a regular call. He’d gone to the gym, taken his car to the shop, flown a customer to a med center, come back, and headed for Pan’s. Hardly time for an x ray or a scan or a long medical consultation.


  I punched his number a few more times before settling back and waiting patiently. Or not so patiently.


  I was too jittery, wondering what was up with Bruce, to continue my research into an event that must have rocked the campus twenty-five years ago. Too mentally fractured to read and comprehend information. I pulled up the contacts list on my phone and touched the international number under Fran’s name. I heard the click over to voicemail and hung up without leaving a message. I had too complicated a question for the limits of a phone service, smart or not.


  I leaned against the gold wall and resorted to Plan B, my relax-while-playing-a-game mode. I treated myself to a selection from a bookmarked site that promised
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