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To Sadie Johnson,
beloved niece since 22:22, 02/02/02—
Sadie Sue, this one’s for you








Truth, that lasting joy, fills in all that is missing.


Auguste Rodin










After




Black, Maybe?


Two days after a snowshoeing couple literally stumbled across Joy’s body in the woods at the edge of the pond, the police came to ask Harper questions. It was the first Sunday in December, and her father had gone to work as he often did on the weekends—“to catch up,” he always told them, but Harper believed it was just an excuse to get himself out of the house. There was nothing to catch up on. He supervised production at a jigsaw puzzle plant.


The officers rang the doorbell just before noon. “Get that, will you?” her mother called from her bedroom. “I’m in the middle of a thought.” Harper waited for her brother to go to the door, because he was closer, but he muttered “You do it” and she knew he was afraid to leave his game, so she went to answer the bell herself. When she called back upstairs that it was the police, her mother said to wait a minute, then came down in jeans and a misbuttoned cardigan, her face streaked with makeup she’d obviously rubbed on without looking.


“I’m not sure I want you to talk to my daughter when my husband isn’t here,” she told the interim chief, who had been on the news so often in the past month, since the night they’d conducted the first dive to search for Joy under the ice at Elbow Pond.


“She’s not in trouble, Mrs. Grove.” The chief was standing closer to Harper than to her mother, and his eyes were so blue that Harper thought he must have worn tinted contacts. Armstrong, Harper remembered his name was. The eyes made her just as nervous today as they had the first time, when he came to interview her about Joy’s disappearance. “We’re just trying to piece together what happened that day.”


“I thought you already talked to her about that.”


“Some new information has come to light,” said the other officer, whom Harper remembered from the day they came to arrest Zach Tully at school. He was even older than the chief, and he offered her a lemon drop as he took one out for himself.


Harper declined the candy and told her mother it was fine, she wanted to help, and she sat down on one end of the couch, gesturing for the men and her mother to take seats, too. She could tell that Truman was listening from the dining room—he slapped the cards down on the table more softly than usual—and she could tell that the officers noticed the condition of the tree in the corner, which had been up since before Thanksgiving. Their mother always got what she called an early dose of the Christmas spirit, and every year she managed to persuade Harper’s father to find a tree lot that would sell to them before it officially opened. She spent the whole afternoon decorating, and by the next morning she seemed to have forgotten all about it. The tree was always ready to go out the door in the middle of December, but they kept it around until after New Year’s, when her mother would finally allow the rest of them to undecorate, and her father and Truman carried it to the curb.


Before the questioning could begin, a sudden, random piano chord made them all turn toward the sound in the corner across from the tree, where an old upright sat against the wall. Her mother sucked her breath in and put a hand to her heart. “Get off,” Harper said sharply to the cat, who’d caused the disturbance by jumping onto the keys. Chip leapt down and scrabbled out of the room.


In some ways Harper was sorry the cat cooperated; she would have liked to stall further, if she could. The chief began asking Harper the questions she remembered from the day after Joy disappeared. She grew confused, unsure as to why he wanted her to repeat what she’d told him then. The familiar flush of embarrassment—from not knowing the right thing to say, or from saying the right thing the wrong way—began at her temples, spread down her cheeks to her neck and beyond, to the point that she imagined her lungs and legs bloomed as hot and red as her face. It made her look as if she were lying, she knew. Or at least holding something back.


They asked what she’d seen. She pulled her favorite afghan around herself and watched another needle fall from the dark and dying tree. “I already told you.” Saying this gave her an unfamiliar thrill of defiance and she waited for a rebuke, but the chief only shifted in his seat. Harper elaborated, “Kids skating, mothers standing around.”


They weren’t writing anything down, as Armstrong had the first time. “We’re talking about what you saw at the shack,” the officer sucking the lemon drop said, and though she sensed he was trying to hide his impatience, she heard it come out in a little cluck of his tongue.


She wanted to say Why are you treating me this way? But instead she just blushed some more and said she was sorry.


Armstrong waved at his partner to shut up. He leaned closer to Harper on the couch, and in a tone they all recognized as self-consciously casual, he asked if she had noticed a man with a mask.


“A mask?” All she could think of was Eric Feinbloom trying to pull off the Joker costume at the Halloween party. He’d tried so hard it made Harper’s heart hurt.


“You know, a ski mask. Black, maybe?”


She hesitated. “Black mask or black man?”


He hesitated back. “Both.”


Why that moment before he answered? she wondered. Were they trying to trick her somehow?


But then she saw Lemon Drop touch the gun at his hip (was it a habit, or did he really think he might need to use it, here in their living room?) and pull back in his seat a little. A meek signal to his superior, she thought—they’re not supposed to feed people clues. She had watched enough police shows to understand that.


“There was a black man,” she said.


“Was it this guy?” The chief reached into his pocket and pulled out a photograph.


“Yes,” she answered. “That’s him.”


Armstrong asked, “Where was he?” and she saw that they were both trying not to act too excited, which caused the confusion to swell around her like a steadily rising sound. “In the crook? Where we found her?” Everyone who’d grown up around there would know what he was talking about—the crook of the elbow that gave the pond its name.


“No. He was outside the shack, in his car.”


“Just sitting there?”


She nodded.


“And he had a mask on?”


She sensed her mother’s eyes on her, fresh with a focus Harper hadn’t felt in a long time. She nodded again, understanding that she’d just crossed a line she had not seen coming. Before now she’d never known how good recklessness could feel.


“What did the mask look like?”


Harper’s mother leaned forward and said, “You already said it was a ski mask. Is this really necessary?”


The chief ignored her, not even turning her way. “Did he stay there?” he asked Harper. “Or did he drive off?”


“Drove off.” She felt relieved to say it; this part was true. In a louder voice Harper’s mother said, “Are you almost finished? She just found out her best friend was murdered. Hasn’t she been through enough?”


Again the little electric thrill to Harper’s heart. And again Armstrong persisting as if he hadn’t heard her. “We understand there was an argument,” he said to Harper. “Before you went up to the shack to use the pay phone. Can you tell us what it was about?”


She shook her head. “No,” she said in the small voice she hated but couldn’t seem to grow. This was where she would fail them, she knew. This was where they would get mad. She knew the answer all too well—the argument she remembered better than she wished to—but something (loyalty to Joy? Did it matter if you were disloyal to someone who was dead?) kept her from telling them what she’d seen and heard.


“Really? Why not?” It was a new line of questioning. The first day, when he believed along with everyone else that Joy had drowned, the chief had asked just a few things, acting as if Harper’s answers weren’t important. Now that they knew she’d been murdered, he paid more attention. “Was it about drugs?”


When she looked down at her lap and shook her head again, he sighed. “We were hoping you might do your best to come up with something to help us. If you don’t mind my saying, you don’t seem all that sad about this. I thought she was your best friend.”


Was. Was your best friend. Of course he used the past tense because she was dead, but he didn’t know that the past tense had begun before that.


“Did anyone threaten her? Maybe one of the other girls?”


In her memory, Harper heard Try again, you’ll be sorry. “No. Not threaten.”


Her mother told the officers, “I think that’s enough now.”


They stood and said thank you. In the dining room, Harper heard the familiar sound of Truman scooping up his cards in frustration, because he’d lost again. She watched the officers from the window, grateful that they’d come in a regular car—“unmarked” was the word, she knew from TV. She hadn’t helped at all, she was sure, except that they’d seemed to like it when she agreed with them that she’d seen the black man wearing a mask outside the shack that day.


“Do you want to go somewhere?” she said to her mother. “Maybe Christmas shopping?” Since you’re awake, and dressed, and upright? She knew better, but asked anyway.


“Maybe later.” Her mother gestured toward her bedroom. “I was just trying out a new idea. I should get back to it.” It, Harper knew, was the notebook she kept on her nightstand, which she filled with scribbles before transferring them onto her laptop. In November she’d joined an online group of people who all wanted to write a novel in a month, and except for the night Joy disappeared, she spent most of her time working on what she called a literary thriller, only to throw the notebook away a few days after Thanksgiving and send Truman out for a new one.


“I think I might be on to something this time,” her mother added, heading up the stairs. Truman had dealt himself another game. Alone in the living room, Harper began to straighten the star at the top of the tree, then gave up and let it droop back to its original crooked position. If no one else cared, why should she?




Condition White


Tom kept the sound on the TV muted because next to him Alison was asleep when the news came on. In the middle of the top story (BREAKING was all the crawl said, as if the item were so momentous it defied detail, which, as it turned out, it was), he made a sharp movement in the bed and Alison woke up murmuring, “What?”


She was already agitated because it was Sunday night, and though she’d been teaching for three years now—not to mention in the same classroom she and Tom had shared for homeroom all through high school—the beginning of a new week always made her nervous. She just wanted to stay home and bake holiday cookies, she said. (“What the hell is a holiday cookie?” her father had asked, and Alison told him it was more politically correct than Christmas. “Oh, for sweet Christ’s sake,” Doug groaned, giving her remark a dismissive wave, and Alison laughed with affection.)


“Hold on,” Tom told her, turning up the volume.


“What is it?” She struggled to raise herself, her flannel nightgown bunching around her chest above the growing moon-bump of her belly. Squinting at the screen, too lazy to grab her glasses from the nightstand, she said, “What is that?”


He shushed her, and they both listened to the end of the report. “That’s not Joy they’re talking about though, right?” Alison asked.


But it was. The girl everyone assumed drowned on Friday the 13th of last month had, in fact, been murdered. The victim of a homicide: autopsy results showed she’d actually died of strangulation, after which the killer dumped her body in the woods.


Tom had almost recovered from the first surprise—where she’d been found. If Joy Enright had never been under the ice, as they’d first thought, what was it that had grabbed him when he went diving for her that night? They’d called it a rescue mission, though on the boat, they all knew the goal was to bring up a body. The ambulance standing by was ready to pull out under Condition White (meaning no need to hurry), not toward the emergency room but the morgue.


But he’d failed at the job, panicking when he thought he felt a hand closing around his wrist. Abandoning the search and telling them all he’d found nothing down there.


By the time he got home that night after finishing all the paperwork, Alison had already heard. “I have her. She’s one of mine,” she whispered, as if she could somehow soften the truth by not giving full voice to the words.


Tom loved how much his wife cared about her students, referring to them as if they belonged to her. Her devotion extended beyond the classroom. Once a week during her lunch hour, she ran an informal discussion group for kids whose parents drank too much or in some other way were falling down on the job. She attended their pep rallies, their field hockey and soccer games. It was not lost on Tom that the compliment Alison seemed to value most was any variation on “I guess the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree.” How often had he heard her say that her own mother was her role model? He always did his best to look pleased rather than dismayed.


“She’s the smartest kid in school,” Alison added, the night they all thought Joy drowned.


Was she the type who would run away? Tom asked.


“Run away?” Though it was close to midnight, Alison had pulled ice cream from the freezer and started eating it straight out of the container as they turned on the little TV in the kitchen to watch the rerun of the late news. Ice cream was her treat to herself when she was pregnant, and it was sometimes hard for Tom to believe how fast she could go through a carton. “I thought they said she was in the water. And they found her scarf.”


“That’s what they thought, because of the ice break. But maybe she fell through and then managed to pull herself out. Maybe she’s hiding somewhere—embarrassed, scared, I don’t know. It’s possible.” How much he would have liked to believe this, that Joy had never actually been under the ice, and that what he’d felt gripping him around the wrist was a vine or a strong slug of mud.


“She didn’t run away,” Alison had said. “I get why her mother wants to think that, though.” She nodded toward the screen, which showed Susanne Enright, her face contorted in tears, issuing an appeal to anyone who knew anything about what could have happened to Joy. “Let’s face it—she’s a floater.” A cop’s kid, Alison used the cop’s term for a body that rose on its own gases or surfaced in a thaw. And as with a cop, Tom knew, something allowed her to separate the lingo she used from the person she was applying it to.


He’d thought Joy was a floater, too. But three weeks later, here were the news people, telling him that his wishful thinking might have been right: the police now believed that after being murdered, the girl had been in the woods the whole time, despite the fact that the ground had been searched. Instead of hidden under the surface, she’d been right in plain sight, or what should have been plain sight. It happened: sometimes what people were looking for was right in front of them, and they missed it because they were paying attention to something else. In this case, it could have been because the original reports put her under the water, and most people—even the searchers—assumed she was there.


“No.” Alison was watching through her glasses now, her hand pressed to her heart as she spoke directly to the TV. “She wasn’t murdered; she drowned.”


He’d always loved this, too, about his wife: her knack for feeling what it was like to be inside other people. Sometimes she couldn’t shake what took hold of her when she observed or heard about someone suffering, even if she didn’t know the person and even if it was far away in the world.


Tom knew that as she listened to the news report, she did not want to have to imagine her student enduring an assault before dying. In the old days, she would have told him this; she would have wanted to talk about it. But with each miscarriage she’d begun saying less and less, and though he’d done his best to put off realizing it as long as he could, he’d understood for a while now (even before what she did to him at the end of October) that if something didn’t change—and soon—they might never find their way out of the trouble they were in.


He decided not to correct her about the manner of Joy’s death. What was the point? Watching the familiar footage of Susanne Enright begging the public for information about her missing daughter, he recalled the day he’d gone to the family’s house, at Susanne’s request, two days after Joy had last been seen. Susanne appeared not to have slept at all, and her speech came out slow and uncertain, as if she were trying to find the right words in a language she’d only just learned. How would she absorb the shocks she was suffering now? The first had been the discovery of the body two days ago—a blow in itself, of course, because it was obvious that she’d been trying her best to believe that her daughter was still alive. Now that she knew Joy was not only dead, but murdered, how would she react?


Beyond that, who could have done it? Who would have strangled a teenager in a random encounter, after she stalked away from her friends in a fit of fury? No one could have anticipated her behavior that day, or where she’d end up at the moment she encountered whoever killed her.


No, it was more likely that someone had been following her, watching. Waiting for the right moment to pounce and grab. Maybe he (it was always a he) hadn’t meant for her to die. Maybe he just wanted to scare her for some reason. But why?


The anchorwoman reported that Interim Chief Douglas Armstrong had begun a preliminary investigation, and it showed him speaking at a news conference from the six o’clock broadcast. Even though Doug had been in the position for five months, Tom found himself still doing double takes when he saw his father-in-law on TV; the dark cloth of his uniform showed up his blue eyes brighter than in real life, even on the small screen. “Police are looking for a black man seen in the vicinity of Elbow Pond the day Joy Enright disappeared,” the anchorwoman said, her face and voice containing that solemnly ominous tone they all used when they wanted to make it seem they felt personally affected by the stories they read from their scripts. “The man is not being sought as a suspect at this time but as a person of interest.”


A black man seen in the vicinity of Elbow Pond. The words rose to jab Tom under the ribs, and he shoved the covers aside.


“What?” Alison murmured.


“Nothing. You should get some sleep.”


“How can I do that?” She gestured at the TV.


“Just try.” He came back toward the bed and tried to speak in as calm a tone as possible, with all the movement inside his chest.


His impulse was to call Doug right away, but he remembered the first rule he’d been taught in the rescue-dive class: Stop, think, and breathe. Everything he hadn’t done the night the call came in and he was sent down to find the girl. Acting on instinct could lead to freezing, or “passive panic,” if a diver fixated on a single, ineffective plan while overlooking the obvious better ones. He stood in the kitchen, gripping the counter, and after a few minutes, he realized his training had paid off. Instead of picking up the phone, he went out to the truck, where he’d left his notebook in the glove box. Then he headed to wake up his father-in-law, whom he knew would be happy to see him—for once—when he saw what Tom had to offer.




Monday, December 7


I know I shouldn’t care, especially given where I’m sitting, but it matters to me. They keep calling it a journal, smirking as if I’m some teenage girl mooning over a crush. A commonplace book is what my notebook would have been called in the old days. A commonplace book is what I keep.


But it has been confiscated. They’ve given me this pad and a cheap, blunt-pointed pen (Liberty Mutual/We’ve Got You Covered) to use while I’m confined here. I am not technically allowed a writing instrument, the guard told me—I might use it as a weapon on him, my lawyer, or myself—but he is kinder than some of the others, and the fact that I’m an art student (which probably means to him that I am gay) seems to make me less of a threat, despite the reason I’m here.


In my own book, the one they took, I write something every day, even if it’s as mundane as the words Nothing to note. I like the discipline of it, which I know can only help me in my work. Then there are the events I want to remember, and I might spend an hour recording those. Don’t skip the details, Grandee told me when she gave me that first notebook right after my father died, containing my first homemade bookmark. Don’t just write this happened today, or that happened. You think you’ll remember, but trust me, you won’t.


I also use the book to make notes about things I read and to copy down quotes from the great artists (my favorite being Alberti’s assertion that painting makes the absent present and the dead almost alive). It contains the draft of my Artist’s Statement for Souls on Board. I can’t afford to lose anything in there; I want my own book back.


The pad they gave me is a poor substitute for the quality Leuchtturm notebooks I choose for myself. But since I have nothing to do but sit in this holding cell with the man introduced to me as Drunk Dave, who is using a coverless paperback copy of The Clan of the Cave Bear as a pillow, I might as well document the events of today. For all I know, these notes will be confiscated, too, but if they’re not, I’ll have them to look back on. Not that I can imagine wanting to anytime soon, but I might as well, in case.


This morning after my swim, I went up to my attic studio and tuned the radio to Rochester’s classical station. Though we are a hundred miles northeast of the city here, I can usually get it to come in. Someone told me once that hearing a good performance of classical music should make you feel like the top of your head is coming off, and that is how I judge what I listen to. Sometimes I picture the woman who is my mother—Linda Martin—playing the piano at the Eastman School of Music, where my father met her, with the expression of intense absorption I feel in my own face when I’m painting. In front of my easel, I might look up and find that three hours have passed, without my being aware of the world. The space I occupy in that time is reflected in the canvas; my thoughts are shapes and colors, instead of words. I don’t feel hunger, thirst, or any other biological needs; I don’t, with my brush in hand, inhabit a body. Especially this past summer, in the days after Grandee died, I was so grateful to know I could achieve such a state that I almost wept.


In the past few months, since Susanne put an end to things for good, I’ve felt desperate to find that internal place again. But the desperation gets in the way of my simply being able to settle in. (“Desperation is the worst perfume,” Grandee used to tell her single friends who were looking for husbands, and though I have heard the phrase many times in my life and recorded it in my commonplace book, only now do I understand from the inside what it means.)


This morning I had not even had a chance to open my paints when I heard the knock downstairs at the front door, which I mistook at first for the sound of my landlady’s son loading lumber into his truck. When the knock turned into a bang, I went downstairs, pulling a sweatshirt around my GOT ART? tee-shirt, and saw two police officers standing on the stoop. I knew they were officers not because they wore uniforms but because of the smug set of the men’s mouths, which caused my throat to clench. When I opened the door and the younger, Hispanic-looking one spoke my name, I felt the room close in.


“We have a warrant,” added the older of the two, whom I recognized from his constant appearance on the news since Joy’s disappearance and especially since her body was found over the weekend. Cerulean is the color of the chief’s eyes; I identified it from the artist’s color chart inside my mind. “To search the premises.”


“For what?” I’d been expecting them to say I was under arrest, not that they were looking for something. Stalking is a crime, isn’t it? (I’d never thought of it as stalking when I sat in Grandee’s car outside Susanne’s house trying to summon the courage to get out, go up to the house, and talk to her, but I knew what her neighbor, who’d “caught” me out there idling, must have thought, and must have reported to the police.)


“You can read it if you want.” The chief held up the piece of paper like a challenge or a taunt, but I shook my head and told him that it was fine for them to come in, the way Grandee taught me to do if I ever got pulled over or stopped on the street by the police.


“You’ll be careful, right?” I asked. “A lot of what’s here are my grandmother’s things.”


Instead of answering, Armstrong told the Hispanic officer (who stood only as high as Armstrong’s shoulder) to go upstairs and search. “Be careful of his grandmother’s things,” Armstrong called after him, giving a scornful snort.


The chief and I stood in the living room without speaking, listening to the partner as he clomped around upstairs. After a while he came back down carrying my commonplace book, saying that was all he’d turned up. I told him there was nothing in there they wanted, they were just notes to myself. The chief said, “What’s the matter, afraid we’ll read something in your diary you want to keep secret? Like when you got your first period?” He ordered the other officer to put it in a bag, then told us to wait there while he searched the kitchen.


We heard him yanking cupboards and cabinets in the next room. He said, “Jesus Christ, bring him in here,” and the Hispanic one indicated that I should precede him. Armstrong held up a black ski mask by the eyeholes and said, “What the fuck is this?”


“That’s not mine,” I said, but when the chief whistled and said, “Bingo,” my response was lost.


Armstrong slipped the mask into a bag and told his partner to finish the search. “Hey,” the partner said, after unfolding a piece of paper from the junk drawer. When I remembered what was on it, I felt a punch from inside my chest.


“Who’s this a sketch of?” Armstrong held the sheet up in front of him. Though I know it’s a cliché, the only phrase I can think to describe what was on his face at that moment is sheer delight.


“Nobody,” I said, recognizing even as I said it how stupid it was to lie. I am good at what I do, and I knew they recognized the face as Joy’s.


“Holy Christ,” Armstrong said. The sketch seemed to please him even more than the mask. “We got you.”


They told me I was coming with them. I asked if I was being arrested, and the chief said, “What do you think, douchebag?” before putting on the cuffs and leading me outside. My landlady, Cass, was watching from behind her own door on the other side of the house, and she told me to call her if I needed anything. Armstrong muttered that there was nothing she or anybody else would be able to do for me, but this was likely only for my benefit; I don’t think Cass heard him.


I waited for them to read me my rights, but they did not. I knew it would be wiser not to talk, but I couldn’t resist asking during the short drive, “Aren’t I supposed to know why you arrested me?” (Looking back, I see that I was still allowing myself the delusion that it was related to stalking, even though stalking was not what I’d done.)


“That’s only on TV.” The Hispanic officer didn’t turn around in the passenger seat as he answered. “But hey, as long as you’re wondering, let’s see—how ’bout we call it murder? Does that work for you?” He gave an obnoxious laugh in search of the chief’s approval and got a sideways smirk in return.


The word made my gut go cold, and I clenched my jaw thinking I might puke. The anger I’d felt being led to the car in handcuffs slid straight down to fear. I wanted desperately to say something—to defend myself—but I knew there was no point. Only in that moment did it penetrate, what I had been denying to myself because it was too much to comprehend: the officers’ visit to my apartment, and my presence in this car, was related to Joy’s death.


And if Susanne didn’t know already that they suspected me, she would find out any minute. Of course she knows by now. I can’t even tbring myself to imagine what she feels.


At the police station, which before today I’ve only ever seen from the outside, they fingerprinted me and took my picture. (Mug shot, I reminded myself as it was happening, feeling glad for the first time ever that Grandee is not still alive; she said to me more than once that she never wanted to see my face in a mug shot on her TV, and when I asked, Why would I have a mug shot? she saw that she’d insulted me, but instead of apologizing she said, You know what I’m talking about. And, of course, I did.)


After the processing, a woman sitting at a computer recited questions—my name, my date of birth, where I worked. “I’m an art student,” I told her, and she said, “Well, la-di-da” before asking me which school. She was angry at me, I could tell. I could only imagine how she would have reacted if I’d said I was an artist. What I felt coming from her was my first real clue (it went buzzing through my blood) that I was in more trouble than I’d let myself believe. They took my keys, my wallet, and my pen.


I asked when I would get these items back; the pen was a gift from Grandee when I graduated from college. The woman at the computer only sneered and gave a signal to the chief that she was finished with her part.


Armstrong came over to the desk and told me to stand up. “We just need you to clarify some things, okay?” he said, and the counterfeit warmth in his voice grated me more than when he’d called me a douchebag.


“I think I’ll wait till I have a lawyer.” I tried to make my own tone sound pleasant in return, as if we were two guys just shooting the bull about which team had the better quarterback. I asked if I could make a call, and the chief swore as he turned to tell the woman at the desk to let “the ass-wipe” use the phone.


In that moment I was glad that instinct is not visible, because my instinct was to call Susanne. And how wrong, how offensive I knew that would be to these people, who saw in the hands I offered up to them for the cuffs not hands that worked so precisely and painstakingly to make art but hands that would strangle a teenager, choke the life out of a child. A girl I spent time with and liked, the daughter of someone I loved. Not past tense: love. Why would they suspect me? Even if they knew about the stalking, how did they get from that to murder?


But things had shifted out of the realm of logic and into a territory I know all too well, though I often pretend not to. The police brought that mask into my house. The joke Susanne and I shared—It’s because I’m black, isn’t it?—isn’t funny now, not that it ever really was.


More than anything I want to talk to her, tell her myself what’s happening. She knows I am innocent. Doesn’t she? She herself sent me after Joy that day. Make sure she’s okay, okay? The idea that she might see merit in my arrest, might consider even for an instant that I could be responsible, is too much for me to bear. When they handed me the phone, I dialed Violet, in Brooklyn, instead.


When I told her why I was calling, she was silent for a moment before uttering a long, drawn-out Shit. Then she told me to sit tight and said she would be there with a lawyer in the morning. “You don’t have to do that,” I told her, only then realizing that if she didn’t, I’d have to get the court to appoint someone to defend me. Violet told me not to be an idiot, then asked how they were treating me.


“Okay.” I could feel through the phone that she didn’t believe me. “Well, you know.”


“Shit,” she said again. She told me to try to sleep, she would see me tomorrow, she had to make some calls.


So I came to this cell, a ten-by-twelve room with benches along the walls and a single stained toilet in one of the corners. The guard from the front desk brought me dinner—the same microwave mac and cheese I nuke for myself a couple of nights a week—and, when I asked for it, this pad and the cheap pen, which will go dry long before I run out of things I want to write with it.




Until We Meet Again


I’m telling you, he’s not the one,” Susanne whispered to Gil, as he pulled to a stop at the light. As long as she’d known him he always just bombed through a yellow, but he was more careful now. Not taking any chances. “You need to listen to me.”


“Ssh,” he said, because the news report wasn’t over yet.


“Don’t ssh me.”


“Shut up!” His own whisper was fierce, whipping at her across the space between them as he reached to turn up the volume. They were on their way to the funeral home, and when he asked her, “Radio?” she said “No,” but he either hadn’t heard her or hadn’t comprehended, and he turned on the news despite the fact that they already knew what the voice would say.


A local man, Martin Willett, had been arrested for the murder of Joy Enright. Officers had taken him into custody after executing a search warrant at Willett’s home and finding a ski mask, among other items police believed might be related to the crime. Willett had been held overnight in the Chilton jail and was scheduled to be arraigned the next morning.


The police chief had visited them three days in a row: Yesterday, to tell them about the arrest. The day before that, to tell them that Joy’s death was a murder. Two days earlier, that her body had been found, though they were withholding this fact from reporters until they could determine a cause of death. The first time, Susanne went to the sink and vomited; afterward, there was nothing left to purge. “No, no, no,” Gil had said each time, even going so far as to place his hand on the chief’s chest and push him slowly toward the wall. The first time, the chief flinched. After that, he just let Gil do whatever he wanted.


When Armstrong named Martin as the man they’d arrested, Gil’s fingers turned to fists. The sight made Susanne double over again, and clutching herself she thought of Martin’s fingers—around a brush, on her body. When they were alone again, Gil placed his hands on her shoulders, and she thought he might shake her—she wished he would—but instead he just leaned in close and whispered, “Look what you did. He killed her. Look what you did.” The whisper made it even worse than it might have been; she wished he had shouted instead. After he left without telling her where he was going, she ran to find her phone, then remembered she’d erased Martin’s number. When she finally found it and dialed, it went to voicemail. She tried three more times, left no messages, thought of contacting Violet but realized she didn’t know her last name. When Gil came home, Susanne was still slumped on the floor in the kitchen, and they both knew he would step over her without speaking.


Twenty hours later now (twenty hours neither of them could remember), Gil stabbed the car radio off only when the announcer moved on to something else. “Susanne.” Gil hardly ever said her full name, the way Martin always did. For a moment she thought with a clutch of dismay that her husband must know this somehow, then realized it was impossible. “They found a ski mask.”


“I know,” she murmured, looking out at the gray sky, gray snow, gray street. Impossible to tell him that Martin had gone to the pond that day at her own request. “But there’s some other explanation. It wasn’t him.”


When he took a turn too fast, she sucked in her breath and began rummaging through her purse. In the past three days she’d taken to carrying a plastic bag around with her because the nausea was constant. The only relief came when she slept, and that had been only a few hours. So far, even when her stomach pitched the worst, nothing had actually come up since the first time. But it made her feel better to be prepared in case.


“We should go to the arraignment,” Gil said. He rubbed his chin on the collar of his coat, a gesture she’d come to think of as one he turned to for comfort, like a child with a blankie.


“No. I don’t want to.”


“Why not?”


“What’s the point?”


He sucked in his own breath as he stared straight ahead, and she wondered if nausea on its own could be contagious. “We need to see him. We owe it to her.” Neither of them had been able to speak Joy’s name since she’d gone missing, nearly a month ago now.


“They’re arraigning the wrong person. When they figure that out and arrest the right person, then I’ll go.”


Gil muttered something in reply that she couldn’t hear. She could tell he’d forgotten the exchange they’d just had when he pulled into the funeral home parking lot, turned the car off, and sat there still looking straight ahead, still with his hands on the wheel. “You okay?” Susanne asked, understanding as they both did that okay was a relative measure now.


They got out of the car, and though the lot had been shoveled and sanded, Gil came around to take her arm as they began the walk across the ice to the entrance. Susanne couldn’t tell whether her husband was holding her up, or vice versa; most likely it was a system of mutual support. Team Us, only minus the third member. Once they stepped in the door, they’d have to plan Joy’s service.


Ever since Joy started kindergarten, Susanne had dreaded taking her off to college when the time came, having to leave her behind. Now there was nothing she wouldn’t give to anticipate that pleasure.


GOOD-BYES ARE NOT FOREVER, said the sign on the funeral-home awning, followed by UNTIL WE MEET AGAIN.


Usually Gil moved at a faster pace than Susanne could keep up with. It was how he could fit so many jobs in a day, he used to say.


But now she felt his hesitation in every step they took together, and their progress across the ice was slow. No wonder, Susanne thought—there was no difference between this and walking up to the hangman’s noose.


Families often like to write the appreciation themselves, the funeral director told them as they discussed the arrangements.


That’s what it always said in the paper, that people were making arrangements for the ones they’d loved who’d died.


But what “arrangements” did Joy need now? Cremation or burial, that was it. Though Susanne and Gil had specified cremation for themselves when the time came, they couldn’t bring themselves to order it for their child. At least with a burial, they would always be able to imagine she’d just faded into the earth.


When Susanne had spoken to him on the phone, the funeral director told her that he wouldn’t recommend a viewing, and she kept herself from asking why. Gripping her husband’s arm as they climbed the sanded steps, she faltered, hoping he would pause and give her the time they both needed before they went in. But if he noticed her stalling he ignored it, and pulled her like a punishment into the perfumed hall.


What’s the appreciation? Susanne asked, and next to her Gil clarified: Obituary. Hearing him say it made her wince, and she understood why the mortician had used the other word.


Also—here the man hesitated again (and to Susanne it seemed less like genuine reticence than the practiced rhythm of giving the grieving those details they needed to know)—some people like to bring in objects to be buried, or placed in the crematory, with their loved ones.


An object? Like what? Susanne was the one who asked again, and again Gil was the one who gave the answer: Like a stuffed animal or something. Right? and the funeral director nodded and said it was, of course, up to them.


On the way home he said, “So what do you think about an object going into the—in with her?”


She shrugged. “I don’t know. Nobody would see it, right?”


“Right. It would just be for us, to know it went with her. Whatever it was.”


“I guess if we could find something, I wouldn’t mind her having something she liked.” She knew this was ridiculous; Joy could no longer have anything, the same way she couldn’t like or know. She understood that it was only to make themselves feel better that she and Gil entertained the idea. And yet if it did so, even in the tiniest measure, what was the harm?


They divided up the job of searching for something they might put in the casket. Gil volunteered to look in Joy’s bedroom; Susanne didn’t think she could cross that threshold yet. She said she would walk through the rest of the house, and they’d meet in the living room with any of Joy’s possessions they thought she might “want” as company through eternity.


In the kitchen, her eyes moved first (as they always did) to a charcoal drawing Joy had done four years earlier in a Saturday-afternoon class at Susanne’s school. For an assignment on diminishing perspective, she’d painted the convenience store at one end of Elbow Pond, in the viewer’s distance, a tapered triangle of water leading to the small, dilapidated building everybody in town called “the shack.” Lucas Hannay, who taught the class, told Susanne he couldn’t believe the drawing had been done by a thirteen-year-old: it was better than anything he’d seen by a master’s student all year.


But now Susanne couldn’t remember when she’d last seen Joy pick up her pencils. She’d asked a few times, but Joy always shrugged and said “Whatever,” as if that were an answer.


Susanne left the drawing on the wall; there was no way she would sacrifice it to the ground. She moved into the hallway and began rummaging through the mail basket, picking out the envelope from the College Board. This was not something to put in the casket, but she wondered if it would do to mention—in the appreciation—that Joy had gotten a perfect score on her SATs.


No. The time for bragging was past. Besides, in the basket right next to the College Board envelope was the citation from the Chilton police, which Susanne had found in Joy’s jacket after they brought her home following her arrest the week before she disappeared.


No, not disappeared. Before she died, Susanne reminded herself. For almost a month she’d allowed herself to think there was a possibility she would see her daughter again, but after the most recent visits from the police chief, there was no way to sustain that fantasy.


And not only had she died rather than having run or been taken off somewhere—still to return or be returned to them—she had been murdered. And Martin—Martin!—had been accused of doing it. In the day since Doug Armstrong notified them of his arrest, Susanne barely allowed the fact to penetrate the haze of shock she still felt from the first news that her daughter was dead. The chief had told them without elaborating that the police felt confident in their “good evidence” against the suspect they had in custody. “Locked up,” Armstrong added, as if anticipating their need to be reassured on this point.


Susanne had never seen the actual jail at the Chilton police station, but she imagined it was not a place she would want anyone she cared about to spend any time in. She and Gil had been to the station with Joy the night she got processed after the nursing home raid. Joy’s name had been kept out of the news because of her age, though because Chilton was such a small town, the arrest was almost general knowledge. Despite Joy’s insistence that it was a mistake—or not a mistake, she corrected herself, but a setup—Susanne and Gil had grounded her and confiscated her cell phone.


That was another thing Susanne was forced, now, to live with; if Joy had had her cell phone with her that day, would she have been able to call for help? Susanne hadn’t agreed with Gil that taking the phone away was the best way to punish her, but after their daughter disappeared, she did her husband the favor of not reminding him that it had been his idea to deny her that privilege.


She went to the door of Joy’s bedroom empty-handed. “Anything?” she asked, seeing Gil just standing there in the middle of the room, looking as if he didn’t know where or how to begin. When he shook his head, she took a breath and stepped in to join him. Immediately she felt the simultaneous sensations of comfort and longing (the air in here still smelled faintly of Joy, or did it? Was that possible?), nostalgia and grief. She could tell her husband felt it, too—it was what had stopped him in his search.


A year ago, Susanne and Joy had painted this room together (only a year! Before the bottom fell out of so many things; that expression recited on the news so often, the bottom falling out, making her think of a wet cardboard box and its contents spilling through the mushy floor that was supposed to hold it all—the economy, her marriage vows, the way her daughter felt about her). When the paint dried, Susanne helped her move the furniture back in, and within an hour Joy had restored the room to the sanctuary she’d always cultivated for herself there, everything neatly in its place, including the under-bed boxes where she stored her art supplies, old toys, keepsakes, and out-of-season clothes.


On Sunday, when they learned that the autopsy showed Joy had been strangled, the police had searched the bedroom, with Susanne’s and Gil’s permission. When Gil asked why they hadn’t done so sooner, Armstrong said that since she’d been presumed drowned, there was no reason to believe a crime had been committed. They took her computer, where they found the messages leading up to her final meeting with Delaney Stowell at the pond. Gil asked when they could have the computer back, and Armstrong said after the trial, if they caught who did it. They were following up some leads, he told them, and though Gil demanded to know what they were, Armstrong put him off, saying they’d know soon enough. Martin was arrested the next day—yesterday, now.


“They did a good job,” Susanne said, meaning that the officers had managed to set the room mostly back to rights after their search. The clothes in the drawers were not refolded quite as precisely as Joy herself would have liked, but someone had made an effort. The boxes under the bed looked to be in their usual uniform rows, and though the items on Joy’s desk and bureau had been rearranged (and didn’t it mean something—didn’t it mean she was a good, attentive mother—that Susanne knew Joy kept her pens and pencils separate, her earring tree on the left side instead of the right?), they still looked like the belongings of a meticulous teenage girl.


“I suppose we could put Brown in with her,” Gil said, nodding toward the rubbed-raw stuffed bear Joy had slept with since her days in the crib, but they both rejected this idea immediately without even having to say so. Not for anything would they give up Brown, even if they’d been able to believe in the idea that Joy could welcome him now.


“I’ll keep looking,” Susanne told him. “Do you want to pick out something for her to wear?” Again: the phrase she would have used if their daughter were alive, capable of actively doing anything: wearing, choosing, looking nice. Gil took in an audible breath, went to the closet, and began sliding hangers across the rod.


Susanne opened the top drawer of Joy’s nightstand, rummaged among the various tangled cords and spare earbuds, and then gave out a cry as she felt her chest buckle. “What?” Gil said, turning. He was holding a blouse Susanne had bought for their daughter on her last birthday. “This is pretty, right?”


“I thought so, too. But she never wore it.” She was barely aware of thinking the words before she said them, knowing she would have to look back down and return to the shock of what she’d just seen. As Gil placed the blouse back on the rod, she reached into the nightstand drawer and drew out the homemade bookmark, bright orange fabric sewn over a cardboard rectangle. She’d seen it before, of course—it belonged to Martin.


It belonged to Martin. It belonged to Martin. She had seen it in Martin’s house; where, exactly? In which room? She could not remember.


But in Martin’s house. For a moment, she forgot to breathe.


Gil was holding up another outfit: the dress Joy had worn for her induction into the National Honor Society. After the ceremony they’d taken her to the Inside Scoop, their family tradition to celebrate every good report card, which meant that they went out for ice cream every semester. “Good,” Susanne murmured. “That’s good.”


“What?” He could tell she’d been distracted. “Did you find something?”


She dropped the bookmark back in the drawer and shut it with a bang she had not intended. “I think maybe we should just put a few charcoal pencils in with her,” she said. “You know?”


“Oh, I like that.” Gil’s face brightened the way it always did when he got excited about something; it was a moment before he remembered the context and looked sick again.


They laid the dress on her bed—they would take it to the funeral home later—and left the room. “Come on, Salsa,” Gil tried to coax the cat, but Salsa refused and jumped onto the bed, where she proceeded to stretch across the dress. Gil moved to pick her up, then stopped himself. “I guess it doesn’t really matter, right?” he said, and Susanne agreed. When she returned a half hour later to retrieve the bookmark, the cat had managed to lift one of the dress sleeves around her paw, covering that part of herself with the remnant of Joy.


Gil went into the garage to rearrange the cans of leftover paint and stain they had accumulated over the years. He’d rearranged them only two nights earlier, a few hours after the police chief came to tell them that Joy’s disappearance, which had turned into Joy’s death, had now turned into Joy’s murder.


In a different circumstance, Susanne might have followed him out—after they closed the door to Joy’s bedroom behind them—and asked, Why are you doing that now? Why are you doing it again? But instead she went into their own bedroom and closed that door, so she could only barely discern the sounds of him performing his pointless task. She laid the bookmark on the bureau and traced her fingers over its soft edges, the jolt of its discovery still ringing in her heart. Martin’s grandmother had given him the first bookmark on his birthday a few days after his father’s fatal airplane crash, when Martin was twelve. That meant he had twelve altogether, the last received earlier this year, just before his grandmother died. He kept them in a mesh spiral box next to his bed—an array of vibrant colors from her various sewing projects—but now Susanne remembered that he also had a similar collection up in the attic, his studio.


What did it mean that Joy had in her possession one of Martin’s bookmarks? And that Susanne had not known this while her daughter was alive? She could barely articulate the question to herself, let alone imagine an answer. She reached for her cell phone before knowing whom it was she was moving to call.


Doug Armstrong had instructed them to notify him of anything that might help with the case—new information or new memories, no matter how small. They could never know what might be useful, he said, encouraging them to “reach out.”


Yet something kept Susanne from dialing his number. Part of it (but only part) had to do with the fact that she hated the phrase “reach out”—reaching out was what babies did toward their mothers, and what Adam did toward God on the ceiling of the Sistine Chapel. It didn’t mean calling someone to ask a question, or for help.


She flipped through her contacts to find Tom Carbone’s number instead. She pressed the button before she could think any further, and left a message asking if he would meet her. Then she sat down on the bed and waited, listening to the faint noise of the paint cans being lifted and set down again, over and over, just outside the door.




Tuesday, December 8


I didn’t sleep at all last night. Instead, after Drunk Dave started snoring, I pulled The Clan of the Cave Bear gently from beneath his head and read it until, after bringing me a breakfast I didn’t eat, the guard came to tell me I had visitors.


It was Violet with a white woman lawyer, the daughter of the man Violet takes care of in Brooklyn. Her name is Ramona Frye: she’s about forty and what Grandee would have insisted I call “big-boned” instead of “fat.” She wore a white blouse with a black skirt, like an orchestra member. When she excused herself to use the bathroom an hour into our talk, Violet told me Ramona always wears black and white because she’s color-blind and doesn’t trust herself to match clothes. Because of this she’s seen as a bit of an oddball in New York legal circles, but Violet told me Ramona uses this to her advantage. “They think just because she’s a little quirky, she doesn’t know anything. But she does. Trust me.”


I have no choice but to trust her. Ramona’s willing to represent me pro bono, which I hate because it feels like charity. It is charity. But I don’t know any other lawyers, and I don’t have enough in my bank account to pay for one.


Ramona told me the arraignment was scheduled for ten o’clock in the town court. She sent Violet to my apartment to get some clothes so I wouldn’t have to appear in my GOT ART? tee-shirt and sweats. “We’ll know more about their case after this,” Ramona said, having scribbled some notes from what I could tell her: that they’d taken a ski mask and a sketch of the dead girl from my house, along with my journal. (I told her it was a commonplace book, not a journal, but when she asked what the difference was, I gave up and said it didn’t matter.) “Is there anything about her in there? The girl?” Ramona asked, and I had to answer yes, thinking she would ask me right then What? but she said that could wait till later.


I told her that the mask they found wasn’t mine. They planted it, I said.


“I believe you,” she said, but I couldn’t tell if this was true.


“I mean, if I had committed a crime in a mask, why would I hang onto it?”


“I know. I hear you.” She fiddled with her pen. “But they say they have a witness, maybe two of them.”


“Witnesses? Who say what?”


“That they saw you wearing a mask that day. At the pond.”


I stared at her. “That’s not possible.”


Ramona made a face I couldn’t read—disgust, maybe? If so, at what or whom? “I hate to say it, but let’s face it. You’re black. Living in a place that isn’t all that friendly to black people. Anything is possible.”


The heat that rose inside me as she spoke made sweat break out on my face and arms, even as I recognized that the room itself was cooler than it should have been. “Look,” I said, knowing I had to get it out of the way. “I was there. At the pond that day. But I wasn’t wearing a mask.”


Her eyes narrowed, and I tried not to read suspicion in them. Anticipating her next question, I saved her the trouble. “I went over to the house, and I heard Joy and Susanne arguing. Joy took off in her mother’s car, and Susanne asked me to go after her.”


Ramona held a finger up. “Don’t use phrases like ‘go after her.’”


“Okay.” I felt myself flush further.


“Why were you at the house in the first place?”


I hesitated before saying only that I had wanted to see Susanne.


“Were you sleeping with her?” Ramona did not look up as she asked me this but kept her eyes trained on the notepad in front of her.


My face growing warmer, I told her, “We had been. But it was over.” I watched her write the word—over—and was shocked at how much it stung.


“Okay, you can give me those details later—when it started, for how long. So you go to the house why? You were planning to do what, before you heard them arguing?”


Again, I paused before answering. I know you aren’t supposed to hide things from your lawyer. But I could almost hear her follow-up if I told the truth. Understand that I have to ask you this, okay? Were you sleeping with the daughter, too? and even though I could honestly have answered No, I did not even want to hear the question.


Besides, another perfectly reasonable response had presented itself to me in that moment. One that no one would be able to refute. Ramona was asking about my intentions, right? And no one could see into those except me.


“I wanted to show her the sketch I made of Joy. The one they found in my drawer, the one they think is evidence of something. Susanne had asked if I’d do a portrait.”


Ramona pursed her lips as she wrote it down. “So what happened after the girl took off? You and the mother have a conversation?”


I told her that Susanne had been worried about Joy, because she’d been arrested the previous week. I told her that Susanne wasn’t sure what was going on with her.


“She wasn’t sure she could trust her?”


“I think that’s fair to say. She thought Joy was in trouble, and she wasn’t sure how much. Or what kind.”


Another scribbled note. This time I couldn’t make out the words upside down, and I hoped she’d be able to decipher her own handwriting when it came time. “So what happened then?” Ramona continued. “You get in your own car and drive to this pond?”


I nodded. “Why didn’t the mother go with you?” she asked.


“I think she was afraid it would escalate things, if Joy saw her. If Joy knew her mother had followed her.” Again, not precisely the truth. I’d been the one to suggest that Susanne stay behind, thinking that because of my conversation with Joy at my apartment a couple of weeks earlier, I might have some sway over her that her mother did not. How presumptuous I had been! Yet it hadn’t come from a delusion of power; I think I wanted only to remind myself, and perhaps prove to Susanne, that I was still important to her life, whether she knew it or not.


“Only we’re not sure what ‘things’ we’re talking about—the things that might escalate,” Ramona said. “Right?”


“Well, not at the time. She was out on the ice with some girls—on the news it said they were girls from her class—and then they had a fight. An argument, I mean.”


“This girl was doing a lot of arguing,” Ramona murmured. “And you saw her out there, arguing with her friends?”


“I didn’t know they were her friends, but yes. I couldn’t hear it, but it looked tense.”


“So you do what?”


“I didn’t necessarily think she was in trouble. I figured it was just teenage stuff. You know, high school drama. So I went into the store—there’s a little store there, what the kids call the shack—and after a few minutes I came back out and went home.”


She interrupted her scribbling to ask, “Did anybody see you inside this shack?”


I told her that I’d stared a little too long at the cashier behind the counter, and it seemed to make him angry. I told her about my short conversation with the man I took to be the owner of the place. “I’ll talk to them,” she said. “Maybe they can be useful. Did you notice anyone else?”


Not that I remembered, I said.


“Did you call Joy’s mother at any point?”


This had not occurred to me, in all the ruminating I’d done since, about that day. “Oh. Yes. Yes! I called to let her know Joy was okay. They can check those records, can’t they? Won’t that help?” I tried not to let my voice get away from me, the way it wanted to.


Ramona made a hmm noise—ambiguous at best, I thought, but then maybe she was trying not to get her hopes up, too. “Yes, they can check the records. But it won’t prove anything other than the fact that you called her, and what time. It won’t prove what you might have done after the call. It’s like what they could say about your notebook: a prosecutor could always argue you’d written certain things after the fact, to use precisely in a situation like this. As an alibi.”


Only then did it sink in exactly how much my accusers must hate me—that they could think I would murder a girl, then go to such cold-blooded, deliberate lengths to conceal the act.


“You have to do something,” I told her.


“I will.” Ramona didn’t elaborate what she would do, or how, and I forced myself not to ask, in case she couldn’t answer.


“Can you prove he planted the mask?” I asked.


“I don’t see how. Unless he confesses, or the other cop testifies. And I doubt he will. Even if he did see Armstrong plant it, cops tend to stick together. And after all, he’s the chief.” She looked back at her notes. “You and the other officer were in the living room when the chief entered the kitchen? So neither of you actually saw him open that particular drawer.”


“Right.” He got me, I thought, the same way I would if the chief had stood over me with a gun and fired into my belly.


Ramona, appearing to perceive my dismay, leaned forward and said, “Look. The mask is circumstantial. Assuming everything else they have is also circumstantial, then we have a better chance.”


I told her that everything else had to be circumstantial. Then I worried that the force of my tone might have put her off. More quietly I asked, “Nobody will be at the arraignment, will they? I mean, would Susanne—the parents—be there?”


Ramona hesitated. “They might.”


“Is it possible for me not to go, then? Can they do it in absentia?”


She rolled up the sleeves of her white blouse, and I sensed she was only making the gesture to buy time. “That would just make you look guilty. Especially if the family is there.”


She told me not to worry, but I barely heard the words. My relief when I entered the courtroom and didn’t see Susanne was so great that I forgot my fear. In the next moments the relief expanded when I saw that the judge was a black man. I sensed that Ramona felt the same, although of course I couldn’t be sure.


But then Gil Enright stood from the back row. “You sleep with my wife and then you kill my daughter?” The words were not shouted. I could barely make them out. Absurdly, I remembered what Susanne had told me once: Gil doesn’t swear, ever. He doesn’t raise his voice. Now he did not resist or say anything further when the uniformed guard took him gently by one arm and led him out. I felt more shaken than if he had run at me with a knife. But Ramona told me to pay attention to the proceedings. Worry about him later, she said.


Standing up for the other side, an assistant district attorney told the judge why the prosecutor believed there was reasonable cause to charge me with the second-degree murder of Joy Enright: I had recently been rejected by the victim’s mother, with whom I’d been having an affair. I’d been seen having an intense exchange with Susanne outside her house just before Joy went missing. On prior occasions, I had been observed by neighbors, sitting in a car outside her house with no reason to be there other than to stalk her. (Only twice, and not stalking!But by now I understood that they were allowed to get their licks in, say what they wanted to say.) Witnesses had seen me on the day of Joy’s disappearance, at the scene of her disappearance, wearing a ski mask. (Who is saying that? I wanted to shout. But I did my best to obey Ramona’s instructions and appear calm. I was taught to never show anger in front of white people, to the extent that when I’m with them, I sometimes don’t even realize I’m feeling it. But I knew it now.)
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