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      Would it be better not to know? A thousand thoughts swirl through my mind as I stand here wondering whether I’m making the right decision. Not in the act itself, but in leaving my wallet—leaving identification—close by. On the one hand, I want there to be proof. On the other, I know better than anyone that the things we lose are not always better off found.

      I pace back and forth several times, wearing the grass thin under my feet, finally deciding that yes, this is the right decision. The last thing I want is for my family to go through the kind of hell they went through the last time I disappeared. If only I’d known then what I know now: it would have been better if I’d never come back.

      My watch buzzes. Sixty-eight seconds.

      Obviously, some will say what I’m about to do is selfish. They’ll say it’s like ripping the scab off a poorly healed wound, reopening it for the sake of watching it bleed. It’s true. I know this. And for that, I am deeply sorry.

      Selfish, perhaps, too. But here’s the thing: no one knows what it’s like to be me. To have to live in my skin, after…well, after everything.

      Sure, they can have their opinions. That’s fine. It’s hard to fault them because they don’t know what I know. They sit in the comfort of their homes, typing behind keyboards— armchair quarterbacks, that’s what he always calls them. They don’t know what it’s like to be hunted. And these people looking for me? They’ll never stop. They’ll never leave us alone. Not until I’m gone—for good, this time.

      It’s not like I haven’t tried hard to make it all work. God, have I tried. I failed at that, too. Same as the other two times I attempted this. I hear it’s common, and I guess that makes sense. You fail at life; you fail at death.

      In any case, everyone will be better off without me, better off without the side show our lives have become. Once I am dead, not simply gone—there is a difference—things can return to normal. A different normal, obviously. But life will go on. We like to think we are special, but in the grand scheme of things? We’re not.

      What a terribly painful lesson that was to learn. After I went missing, I thought that once I was back home, things would eventually return to the way they were before. Only it wasn’t like that at all. Life had moved on, and I learned firsthand, the world keeps spinning whether you’re there to watch it or not.

      The thunderous roar of the train in the distance causes my stomach to leap into my throat. The clock is ticking. The time for contemplation has run out. Whatever happens once I make that leap, I hope it goes quick.

      It should. This time, I have left nothing to chance. Roughly two hundred plus people commit suicide by railway every year. I’ve learned a lot in reading about many of those accounts. I’ve learned that it’s best not to show yourself, not until the last minute, so there is no time to brake.

      Forty-two seconds.

      I lay the note in the grass, along with my wallet and my sweater. I’ve read it can be comforting for young children if you leave behind something with your scent. For weeks my clothing hasn’t seen the laundry. But the sweater isn’t for the kids. It’s for him. He’ll know exactly what it means.

      Twenty-seven seconds.

      I take a step back and roll my shoulders. I try my best to ignore the quivering of my arms. My eyes linger on my wallet and sweater, and I watch as the grass swallows them. They are my last tether to this place and time, to this life, and I stare at them until they fall out of sight. The ground beneath my feet rumbles. The train's engine sounds like a car crash as its wheels roll over the tracks. Finally, the horn blares. I expect it, but still, it makes me jump.

      My watch vibrates. Twenty-two seconds.

      It’s too soon.

      I ask myself what happens if I can’t do this. What if I can’t step out onto the tracks? A better question would be: What happens if I don’t do this? What happens if I continue to put myself and my family through this nightmare we are living in?

      I know the answer to that, and it’s more horrifying than having my body ripped to shreds by a train going a hundred miles an hour.

      I watch, and I listen, and I wait. I wait to hear the brakes. I wait for the moment of impact. I wait for the moment my world comes to a stop.

      The thought of never getting to teach my son how to ride a bike makes the tears fall faster. The thought of never seeing my baby girl in her prom dress horrifies me. The thought of never again seeing my mom’s face makes me sick. The thought of never feeling the weight of his hands again makes my heart ache.

      Those things are almost unimaginable. But I’ve come to realize there are worse things. More than fearing going through with it, I’m scared that I’ll go home, and everything will be the same. I’ll go through today, and everything will be the same tomorrow. I’ll go through tomorrow, and everything will be the same the next day. And the next day.

      They’ll still be looking for me. So long as I’m alive, the threat remains. Eventually, they’ll find me, and what then?

      Eight seconds.

      Down the tracks, an oncoming train screams. The whistle shrieks. The train is gaining speed. I feel its heat and its stench deep in my throat. I feel the horn blasting, feel myself shrinking as I stare into the fiery heart of the engine, screaming as it nears. This is it. I take a step forward. I'm walking, and then I'm running.

      Suddenly, I’m standing in the center of the tracks, trying to remember if it's better to lie down. No, I want to die on my feet. It feels like a statement, even if it doesn’t matter to anyone but me.

      I hear the echo of the brakes. I hear the rumble. I hear the horn, and then the whistle, and then I am screaming, screaming as I hear the squeal of metal on metal, the howl of the wind as it passes me.

      All I can see is the train.

      All I can feel is the heat from its engine.

      All I can hear is the rumble.

      All I can smell is the exhaust.

      All I can taste is the terror.

      Hot blood whooshes through my ears, mimicking the sound of the locomotive. Everything in me screams: Move. Get off the tracks.

      But I don't.

      I can't.

      I know I am going to die, but that’s not the saddest thing. The saddest thing is I can't recall the last time I've felt so alive.
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      My eyelids feel like sandpaper, and my mouth tastes like a sock. I am barely conscious. But I hear him clear as day. “Wake up, sleepyhead,” he whispers, kissing my neck.

      I roll over and groan. “What time is it?”

      “Time for you to get up.”

      “I don’t want to,” I say, clutching my pillow. It’s warm and welcoming, and he’s desperately trying to shimmy it out from under my head.

      “Come on,” he tells me triumphantly. He playfully swats me with the pillow he’s just snatched. I hate it when he wins. Especially in the morning. “Get up.”

      “Noooo,” I moan, burying my face in the sheets. Anything to avoid opening my eyes. The morning sun is shining brightly through the blinds, but it feels like I’ve just drifted off to sleep. How can it be morning already?

      “Come on, love, it's almost seven,” he says. “Are you feeling okay?”

      The realization hits me as I recall the email still marked unread in my inbox. The truth is I’m not feeling okay. I lost a major brand deal yesterday. The news came out of nowhere. They just didn’t feel that we were in alignment any longer. That was the way they put it, but of course, they left out the part where I’d rejected the account manager’s sexual advances at a publicity event last month. He was drunk, and I brushed him off. Not that I would have changed anything, but I didn’t think I’d lose the account over it. Not only have I not gotten up the nerve to tell Tyler, I’ve hardly accepted the blow myself. And it is a blow. Particularly to our bank account. I’m going to have to think of something, and quick. Worse, two days ago, I was so close to my goal of three million followers. We had all the strategies in place to hit our target. And then, wham, I go and mess it all up with a post about having help around the house. It wasn’t meant to be offensive, it was about not being able to do it all, but as it turns out, that’s not why people follow me. They need to believe. It took a loss of 14k overnight for me to learn that lesson.

      “Hailey?” he says. “I asked if you’re okay…”

      I grunt in response, noting the concern in his voice. Still, I’m not ready to face him. One look at me and he’ll know. My mistake could bury us.

      He leans over and pulls down the sheets, exposing my nakedness.

      “Mmm,” he murmurs. “You’re so hot.”

      I feel exhausted, almost delirious as he lowers himself onto the bed. He kisses my stomach, working his way upward, and I begin to wake up.

      I reach down and grab his head, guiding him south. He works his magic, sending a jolt through my body. His mouth feels so good I almost forget how tired I am. “Oh, fuck!”

      Tyler thinks I am speaking about him, not to him, but I’m not. I’ve just remembered that I'm supposed to take muffins to school for Mason. And I forgot to pick them up yesterday.

      I sit up abruptly. “Fuck. I forgot the muffins.”

      “Muffins?” he asks, perplexed. “That's what’s going through your mind?”

      Actually, no. I’d been timing everything down to the minute, mulling over whether I'd have enough time to make coffee and have a shower if I let this continue on, and that's how I arrived at the realization about the muffins. “Yes,” I tell him.

      He looks up at me, a mixture of confusion and heavy defeat in his eyes.

      “I mean...no.”

      I glance at the time on my phone and then jump up, but my legs tangle in the sheets. I fall out of bed, landing on my ass, my head bumping the nightstand. “Ow! Damn it…”

      He looks at me with a furrowed brow. “Are you sure you’re feeling okay?”

      “I’m fine,” I say, rubbing my head. “I have to run to the store.”

      He looks at me dubiously. “Right now?”

      “I forgot I’m supposed to take muffins for Mason's class,” I explain.

      “So?” he says, like this is a ridiculous diversion, the kind only married people with kids can understand. “We're in the middle of something. Can't you do it later?”

      “No, I can't do it later!” I say, pulling on my robe and tying it tight. I rush out of the bedroom, my hair wild and messy, my face flushed.

      “What time would later be, anyway?” I call over my shoulder.

      “Seven-thirty?”

      “No, I’m supposed to have them there by eight,” I say. “I’m cutting it close as is.”

      “I’m sure it will be fine,” he tells me from behind. He makes his presence known with a heavy sigh.

      “I have a feeling eighteen kids expecting a treat and their teacher would disagree with you. Not to mention the embarrassment Mason would feel.”

      “People make mistakes, Hailey. You improvise.”

      “What does that even mean?”

      “It means you don’t have to try to be so damned perfect all the time. Quit letting strangers dictate your life. Who cares what they say? Who cares what they think?”

      “I care.”

      His eyes crinkle in that familiar way. “Yeah, well,” he says motioning toward his body. “It’s you who ends up missing out.”

      “I love you. But you don’t know what you’re talking about. And besides—our son is not a stranger. His teacher and classmates are not strangers.”

      He readily acquiesces, wrapping his arms around my waist. “Okay,” he says, nuzzling his face in the crook of my neck. “You win.”

      “It’s not a contest, Tyler,” I say, turning to face him. “It’s parenthood.”

      His eyes narrow, digging into mine as he gazes. Stern features and dark eyes are a stark contrast to his actual personality. One sideways glance and he’s been known to send the neighborhood kids off in tears. “You want me to go instead?”

      I don’t think he means it as a question, but that’s how I take it. It was a bit of a trap, and he fell right in. “Would you mind?”

      “Yes, but I know that's not the answer you're looking for.”

      “Tell you what—I’ll handle breakfast and then I’ll even get everyone out the door,” I say, though he knows as well as I do that this is no trade. I do it every morning. He has a commute. Mine is just down the hall.

      He nods, his eyes softened by a touch of appreciation. “Deal,” he says.

      He kisses me then, his lips seeking mine. I let him in, despite my better judgment, and we pick up where we left off. His hands find their way under my robe, tugging at the tie until it comes undone. He slides the robe off my shoulders and lets it fall to the floor, his eyes hungrily roaming over my body. He reaches for me, pulling me close as his mouth finds mine again.

      We're lost in each other, tangled up in the moment, when there's a loud crash down the hall. It sounds like someone dropped a tray of dishes. We both freeze, listening for any follow-up noise, but there's nothing.

      “Oh look,” he says. “The little angels are awake.”
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      “All right, guys, let’s get ready for school,” I call over my shoulder as I watch Tyler reverse down the driveway. The kids have already wandered down the hall, sleepy-eyed and a bit grumpy. In other words, it’s another morning.

      After posting several images to my stories, one of the sunrise with an inspirational quote about living in the moment, and another of my matcha tea, both of which were meant to look like they were taken this morning, but were clearly not, I turn on my heel and clap my hands as to say chop, chop. No one looks up. Their noses are glued to the screens of their devices, ignoring me with the same frequency that they ignore each other. I hate that we didn’t hold out longer—and set better rules around screen time, especially—but it’s the only way we can get any peace.

      “Hello!” I yell at them. “Earth to Mason!”

      “Pot meet kettle,” Lily says, mocking her father’s voice.

      “Mason!” I shout, ignoring her. He’s sitting at the bar, throwing Cheerios into the air. A few make it into his mouth, but most of them land on the floor at his feet.

      I scoop up a handful and toss them in his direction. “I can’t afford to feed the floor, young man.”

      “Mom!” he whines. “You made me lose my game.”

      And you made me miss an orgasm, I want to say, but I bite my tongue. Considering that they have already managed to make a disaster of my kitchen—forgetting to shut the refrigerator is the latest hassle—it might be best if I keep my mouth shut.

      So instead of saying anything else, I turn away and make a mental note to get one of those devices that allow you to communicate your needs without speaking—some version of Siri or Alexa. Tyler refuses to allow them in the house.  He says they’re all spyware.

      I say at least then I could give commands while putting out little fires everywhere. I probably would have even remembered the muffins, if I’d been able to shout them onto a magic list, and then we’d both be a little happier right now.

      An ear-shattering shrieking intrudes on my planning.

      “What's wrong?” I ask, turning to my daughter. For a second, I’m concerned that she’s grabbed my phone. I know there are at least a handful of highly inappropriate pictures in my DMs and possibly some that are violent and graphic in nature, as well. I usually go through and delete and block them first thing, but this morning has been chaotic. Sometimes I let Tyler handle it, but the last time really rattled him, and it turned into an argument. With nearly two million followers across several platforms, there are bound to be some creeps among them. When I told him as much, he only shook his head and said there were easier ways to make a living.

      “I can't find my shoes,” Lily cries, a pout on her face, and I’m so relieved it’s only shoes that I’m not even annoyed.

      I’ve planned for this. What she means is that her shoes are not where she left them. Lily doesn’t react well when things are not as she expects them to be. “They're next to the door, sweetie.”

      I watch, partially holding my breath as she pulls them out from her cubby in the mudroom.

      She stares at the shoes and then lifts narrowed eyes to mine, and I exhale, knowing it’s futile. “I thought you were going to wash them,” she says, holding them up for my inspection. “You promised!”

      “I forgot,” I say with a hint of remorse—more for my sake than hers. “You're right,” I tell her, taking them from her chubby fingers. “You can't wear these. They're filthy.”

      My daughter needs things to be a certain way, and I have failed her. “I told you! You never listen,” she says, sounding very much like her father. She watches me pack her lunchbox, inspecting my every move. “Why can’t you ever listen?”

      There’s the part of me that takes Lily’s special needs into account, and then there’s the other part, the mother, the fighter, the part that knows she must be strict despite Lily’s differences. The world will not cater to my daughter’s whims, special needs or not.

      “I’m not arguing with you,” I say. “Put on your boots. We're leaving.”

      She stomps defiantly over to the door and grabs her boots from the shoe rack then throws them on the floor next to the door.

      “You're slinging mud everywhere, Lily,” I say, crossing the kitchen. “Great. Look. Now we have mud all over the floor.”

      “I hate you!” she shouts.

      “I hate you too,” I mumble under my breath. I don't mean it, of course, and neither does she. Instantly, I feel terrible. I’m supposed to be the one who keeps it together, who sets the example, and yet, I’m no better than my six-year-old. I glance at myself in the mirror, noting the bags under my eyes, wondering if I have any of those cooling eye patches left under the sink. I can’t go to work looking like this. My face is my work.

      “I’m sorry,” I say, even though I know she didn’t hear me. She’s currently stomping around the kitchen and screaming. “I’m just tired.”

      Last night was a particularly bad night for her. The man came again. For weeks, she’s insisted that a man sits in his car in front of our house.

      “This man,” I said last night, so exhausted I was willing to play her game. “He wants to do bad things to our family?”

      “Not to our family,” she says, shaking her head. “To you.”

      “To me?” My breath caught. “Why?”

      “He thinks you’re not a good mommy.”

      “Did he tell you that?”

      She sighed heavily. “He never talks. You know that.”

      Did I know that? I don’t know. Tyler thinks we shouldn’t indulge her, but her nightmares have been more and more frequent, and I’m at my wit’s end. We all are.

      We’ve tried everything. I’ve checked outside her window at all hours. I’ve asked the neighbor for footage from his security cameras to show her. There’s nothing there, nothing to see, but try telling Lily that. For her, these dreams are real, and nothing I say will change that. I don’t know what else to do. I refuse to medicate her, and we’ve exhausted all other options.

      “I was so scared, Mommy!” she sobbed into my chest when I came bursting into her room in the middle of the night. “He just stood there, staring at me. He drew it on his marker board.”

      “His marker board?” I said in disbelief.

      “Yes! It’s just like the one Mrs. Davis has.”

      “What did he draw exactly?” Lily’s pediatrician mentioned that starting kindergarten can be overwhelming; that this change could explain the sudden onset of nightmares.

      She looked up at me and shook her head in frustration— like she didn’t want to tell me. “It was more with his mind. You know how sometimes you know what I’m thinking?”

      “Sure.”

      “It was like that.”

      “What else, Lily?” I asked, somewhat confused.

      “I told you. He’s going to hurt you because you're a bad mommy.”

      I hugged my daughter tightly, trying to block out the fear that was creeping up my spine. “Did he draw—did he tell you anything else?” I asked, my voice trembling.

      Lily shook her head. “Just that he was going to make me sorry I was ever born.”

      I didn’t know what to say, so I said nothing. I tried to help her go back to sleep, and eventually all of my back rubbing and lullaby singing worked and she dozed off. But not me. Even after I went back to bed, I had a hard time getting what she’d said out of my mind. I ran through all of the worst-case scenarios. What if I couldn’t stop these nightmares? What if Lily never gets to live a normal life? What if we couldn’t fix this? What if the doctors are right? What if medication is our only option? What if I am a bad mother? What if this is all my fault?

      What if? What if? What if?

      I can’t say I found any answers in all of that tossing and turning and lost sleep. In fact, I’m staring at her now, her fingers stuck in her ears, wishing I could hit the rewind button. I would have taken a half a melatonin tablet and worried about everything else later.

      “What'd you say?” she shouts, bringing me fully into the present moment, reminding me to make a better choice next time. “I can't hear you!”

      I ignore her and search for my keys, instead of going to battle. Mason ignores the both of us, but in the end her shouting gets the better of me and I raise my voice.

      “I said I’m doing the best I can, Lily!”

      It’s never good for her to begin the day like this. I try again. “I said I’m tired. And I'm sorry. I'll wash your shoes tonight, okay?”

      “I don't care about the shoes,” she huffs, stomping off to her room. “I just wish you'd listen.”

      I can feel my body tensing up, building up to an explosion, and not the kind I was hoping for earlier.

      “What?” I call out, my voice cracking.

      “I don't like this!” Lily shouts from her room.

      “What don't you like?”

      She reappears, poking her head around the corner. “I don't like the way you treat us. You never listen.”

      “I listen.” I take a deep breath in and let it out. “Remember what Dr. Scholtz said? Always and never are seldom correct.”

      “No, you don't. And you're always working!”

      Now I know she is mimicking her father. Tyler doesn’t mind the fact that I work. It’s not like it’s a choice; our family depends on the income. But in times like these, when sleep is scarce and stress is high, I know he resents that I can’t be the kind of mother to our children that he had growing up.

      “You shouldn’t work so much,” Lily says, folding her arms across her chest. “Then you could wash my shoes.”

      This is my daughter. She deals in absolutes. “Someone has to pay the bills around here. Someone has to buy you those shoes. ”

      “Oh, and you know what else?” she says striding into the kitchen, one hand on her hip, all sass. I try to think of what I was like at her age, but I can't relate. Lily's childhood and mine were worlds apart. “I just don't like it when you talk to me like that.”

      “Like what?”

      “Like I'm a kid.”
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      “What’s taking so long?” Lily demands, frowning. Her ringlets bob and sway as she talks, and her blue eyes are hard and fierce.

      The three of us are sitting in the car in the driveway, waiting for Tyler to return with the muffins.

      “I told you, honey,” I say. “Daddy said traffic is bad.”

      “Someone didn’t plan this well.” Mason looks up from the tablet he has been engrossed in, his blond hair tousled by a brisk autumn breeze.

      “I forgot,” I tell him. “That’s not the same thing.”

      He looks up at me with contempt. He has my blue eyes, my full lips, and my narrow nose. “You said you wouldn’t forget again,” he says accusingly.

      While I’d like to say he sounds like his father, we all know I’m the planner in the family. Tyler works hard. He’s a terrific husband and an incredible father, but it’s me who holds everything together. Tyler is allowed to forget. With me, there is no room for imperfection. This is the point Mason is trying to make, even if he doesn’t yet have the words to convey it.

      “We’re going to be late for school,” Lily whines, tugging at the sleeve of my shirt.

      “We’re not going to be late.” I pick up my phone to try Tyler again, because of course we’re going to be late. If we’re late again, this is going to be the straw that broke the camel’s back. The kids’ school has a three-strikes-and-you’re-out policy when it comes to tardiness. They can afford to; they have a waitlist a mile long. We cannot afford to test that policy—we need this school. Lily benefits from the small class size. My husband swears they’d be okay in public school, but they’re so overcrowded. I can’t imagine how that would set Lily back. Plus, all their friends are at West Hill Prep.

      Movement to my left startles me, causing me to fumble my phone, which tumbles to the floorboard. When I look up, there’s a looming figure standing at my window, his nose practically pressed against the glass.

      My knuckles turn white around the steering wheel and my breath catches. I feel my heart beating in my throat when I see it’s only the neighbor. I press the button to lower the window, embarrassed.

      “Jesus, Kenneth,” I say. “You startled me.”

      “Everything okay?” he asks, glancing around the interior of my SUV. “I didn’t mean to startle you.”

      “Fine,” I say. “Now that I see it’s you and not some crazed lunatic.”

      “Sorry,” he says with a chuckle. “I thought you might be having car trouble.”

      “No. Just waiting on Ty.”

      “Ah,” he says. “I see. Well, good…” he stammers and shifts from foot to foot. Kenneth is not normally the nervous or hesitant type, but ever since⁠—

      “Anyway,” he tells me, clearing his throat. “I hate to ask, but I have an early procedure. I was wondering if you might drive Reese to school.”

      “Sure.” I glance at his porch where his daughter is standing with her lunchbox in hand. “It’s no problem.”

      He smiles, but it doesn’t reach his eyes. “You’re a lifesaver, Hailey.”

      “We’re going to be late,” Lily tells him, poking her head around my seat. “Reese doesn’t like to be late, and neither do I.”

      “We’re not going to be late,” I repeat while studying him. He looks tired to me, as if he hasn’t slept in days—or worse yet, has been drinking too much. I start to ask if everything is okay, but I already know the answer.

      Kenneth leans forward and pats Lily’s head. “I’m sure your mother has everything under control, little lady.” He scrunches his nose to match her expression. “Besides, you’re too young to worry so much.”

      I hear the hum of an engine pull up behind me, and I spot Tyler in my rearview mirror. “Don’t call her a kid,” I say to Kenneth. “I’ve already made that mistake this morning.”

      “It’s different,” he smiles, rubbing his forehead with a knuckle. “You’re her mother, and you know how it is.”

      “Do I?” I can hardly remember what it was like to be that age.

      "Sure," he shrugs. “Mothers can’t do anything right. And they take the blame for everything.”

      I sigh deeply. My eyes shift to the ground. I feel like I am underwater, trying to stay afloat while holding my breath and treading water at the same time. “You’re telling me,” I say, shaking my head. “Who would ever willingly sign up for such a thing?”

      I watch as his face falls and feel a little guilty for my words. I have just treaded into deep water and the undercurrent is strong. “I’m sorry,” I say, placing my hand on his forearm. My neighbor Kenneth is Doctor Kenneth. Dr. Kenneth Bock of Texas Fertility Institute. His sole mission in life is to help women become mothers. Not only that, but his wife, Reese’s mother, passed away after a lengthy battle with cancer, just three months ago.

      “Don’t be,” he tells me, shaking his head from side to side. “This parenting gig isn’t for the faint of heart.”

      “True.” I look him over carefully, this man who has spent his life helping other people have babies, and I don't know what to say, so I say nothing at all until my husband striding up the driveway saves me from the awkwardness.

      Kenneth waves at Reese from the porch, and my eyes follow his. She looks like she’s having the same kind of morning as I am.

      Tyler greets Kenneth, shaking his hand. He shoves the muffins my way, kisses my cheek and says, “Gotta run.”

      “So do we,” Lily announces, smiling proudly at her father.

      Kenneth opens the door behind me and Reese climbs in.

      “Oh, hey, Kenny?” I say, motioning toward the back seat. I lower my voice to a whisper. “Lily’s been having bad dreams again.”

      Though his brow furrows, he nods. He realizes that what I’m about to say next is an understanding between parents. “Did you have a chance to check your cameras?”

      I glance in the rearview mirror to make sure I have my daughter’s attention. “Sure did,” he says, louder than is called for. The entire street could hear him if they were listening. “And nothing. Not a thing.”

      “So you didn’t see a man with a marker board parked at the curb?”

      His brows raise. Kenneth is not a very good liar. I get the sense that he’d be terrible with inside jokes. “Nope. I went back a whole month,” he exclaims. “I did see a couple of deer. And even Mrs. Levitt’s cat, although she swears she never lets it out.”

      “Huh,” I say, trying to avoid my daughter’s gaze. “Well, that’s a relief.”

      “We’re going to be late,” Lily shouts, and Kenneth pats my car door.

      “You’d better get going then,” he says and I put the car in reverse.

      “Thanks again,” he tells me with a wave. “I owe you.”
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