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    Chapter 1


    Later, in weaker moments, Lovell Hall reminded himself of the logical fallacy that young scientists so often committed: Post hoc, ergo propter hoc. After this, therefore because of this. Of course, without certain information—and in the face of other unfortunate realities—the timing of that evening with his wife was impossible to ignore.


    On the way home from his office in Cambridge, he had come to a stop in traffic with little more to look at than the back end of a maroon Dodge minivan and the rusted undercarriage of a semi. He was hungry. He was dizzy with hunger. This was the wrong day to have skipped lunch; he would probably miss dinner with his family again. And he had vowed to Hannah to make it home in time, for once. He had even left Mass Environmental before five. But because the universe had a way of conspiring against him, specifically when it came to being the husband that Hannah wanted, here he was with his car idling on high, here he sat mumbling obscenities about the minivan and the other commuters who drove instead of taking the train (his own office was nowhere near a train station), anticipating her barely muffled wrath when he got home.


    When he finally opened the front door of his house an hour and a half after he had left Cambridge, he dropped his jacket at the foot of the stairs and went toward the kitchen. “I’m ravenous,” he said to Hannah as he helped himself to the soupy dregs of spaghetti at the bottom of the bowl. The two kids cleared their plates. She rose to collect the other dishes and glasses around him on the table.


    “Route Two was a parking lot,” he told her. “There was an accident near the prison.”


    “Oh,” she said.


    It was a windy October weeknight, 2007, a howling, warm night, and the chimes on the back porch banged out their high notes. “I didn’t have time for lunch today,” he said. He glanced down at the puddle on his plate. “This is deceptively good.”


    “Deceptively?”


    He set down his fork. “I did everything I could to make it home in time, Tu.” Tu had been shortened from Tulip long ago. She turned on the faucet. He thought to say what he should have said the moment he saw her: “I’m sorry.”


    Maybe she had not heard him talking with the water on. She was wearing the black stretchy pants and the moss-­green top that she always wore. Her coffee-­colored hair ran in lazy waves down her back to just below her shoulder blades.


    “You look pretty,” he tried, probably in vain. He used to say this sort of thing to her all the time. It was the truth, no matter what old clothes she wore or her state of mind—or the filament that had gotten worn and stretched and by now just barely kept her and Lovell together. She was tall, one of the few women he had met who came within a foot of his own absurd height. She was lean but also soft, with a dancer’s long neck and pale gray-­green eyes and deep dimples. Still, seventeen years after she had first shown up at his apartment in Brighton with a bouquet of irises, the delivery girl for Fanciful Flowers, she was able to simply stand here and take his breath away. I am married to an objectively beautiful woman, he thought.


    Was it shallow to reel in the presence of a woman’s beauty? A little primitive?


    When he had finished his dinner, Lovell brought his plate to the counter. “Go, I’ll get the rest of the dishes,” he said.


    “Thanks.” She went for the ratty yellow dish towel to dry her hands. He reached for the small of her back, but she was already off.


    For years now, she had been quick to leave a room once he had entered it. Sometimes she grew jittery even when she had to stand near him; he tried but failed to remember when this had started. There may have been no sudden onset—he had to admit that there may have been the thinnest thread of chilliness when they first met years ago. He may have found it a turn-­on, a challenge or something like that.


    The phone rang. Hannah answered it in the next room. Lovell finished the dishes and flipped through the mail. There, beneath the water and cable bills, was their second notice from NSTAR, this time all in red type. She was the one who took care of paying the bills. Annoyed, he propped it in a little tent at the end of the counter where she would see it.


    He rooted around in his briefcase for his laptop. The radiosonde data had come in yesterday from Pago Pago and his new column at Weather magazine was due tomorrow and he had hardly begun. A climate scientist at a foundation that studied the impact of humankind on the planet, Lovell researched the link between global warming and hurricanes. He gave himself a half hour at the computer now, no more, and then he would spend some time with the kids before they went to bed. He could work on the column tomorrow if he got to his office a little early.


    As it too often did, the half hour became almost two hours, and now he and Hannah stood on either side of their bedroom, Lovell peeling off his white undershirt and she rummaging around in her dresser drawer. He watched her tug at the neck of her old sweater as if it were itchy or too tight. She finally wriggled out of it and tossed it on the floor.


    They had not made love in over a year, and not for lack of trying on his part. Lovell had no idea how to turn things around at this point. They had never been the sort of couple to go at it every night, but this was an eternity, even for them.


    Janine, who would be fifteen in a month, was still sawing out arpeggios on her viola next door. It had to be ten thirty or eleven.


    Ethan appeared in the doorway in his robot pajamas. “I can’t sleep,” he said, gesturing to Janine’s room. He was eight. “And the Mekenners’ dog won’t shut up again.” This had become his nightly refrain, his attempt to stall bedtime.


    “I already talked to Janine,” Hannah said. “And sweetie, there’s not much we can do about King.” She was a good mother. She was patient when Lovell was not, anticipatory of needs and emotions that he could never predict.


    Ethan replied, “You could call them.”


    “It’s late,” Hannah said. “I’m sure they’re already asleep.”


    “So their asshole dog gets to wake up everyone else in the neighborhood?”


    “Ethan,” she said. “Stop listening to your sister. The mouth on her.”


    Behind their backs, Hannah herself could sound like a sailor.


    “He does have a point,” Lovell said. “King’s barks can really get under your skin.”


    “How about one of you go ahead and pick up the phone?”


    “Tu,” Lovell said.


    After Ethan slunk out of the room, she said, “Remember he has the orthodontist tomorrow. We find out if he’ll need braces. God, I hope that doesn’t bring back his stutter.”


    “Mm.” Lovell did not remember any mention of braces.


    She shot him a look—she had finely tuned radar for his not listening.


    He considered reminding her of the many legitimate things that occupied him, the slew of deadlines he faced at work, the fact that this was hurricane season, that his colleague Lucinda was out all week and so he would have to cover three meetings with Ford and Chrysler over the next two days alone. But he said only, “We got another notice about the electric. We’re three weeks late.”


    “I know,” she said as she slid a sweatshirt over her head.


    He waited for her to say more, and when she did not, he let other infractions pour out: the towers of recycling on the back porch, the missed tune-­up for her car. “Tu, this is the third time this year that you forgot the electric. They could shut us off.”


    “Yeah.”


    “That’s three notices,” he repeated. She worked at most ten hours a week at the flower store. Nothing that should have bothered her did. Nothing got through to her these days.


    She stretched her head from side to side, maybe working out a kink in her neck. She gazed out the window as if taking in the enormity of the starry sky.


    “Is your life so busy that you can’t remember to pay the bills? Can you tell me just what you do all day, every day?” He had finally said what he had only thought so many times.


    She stood there in her faded Boston University sweatshirt, receiving what he had just said. “Fuck you.”


    “Yet something else you don’t do.” He moved toward the bathroom, dumbfounded. It seemed as if he had just fired a gun that he had thought was not loaded.


    “Lovell,” she called from the next room. “You say that to me and then you go and fucking hide? At least have the balls to look at me afterward.”


    Here it was, her own sailor mouth.


    Something—a shoe?—hit the door behind him just as he pulled it shut. A glass bottle broke across the tile floor. He looked and saw that it had been a bottle of Coco perfume. She was wearing perfume again? Chanel had to go for a hundred bucks an ounce. She did not possess one shred of financial responsibility. She had been raised by a nanny in a waterfront estate on Martha’s Vineyard. She had spent her birthdays at the Ritz in Boston or the Plaza Hotel (“You probably never read Eloise when you were little”). She had attended tony, off-­island boarding schools. But twelve years ago, her father’s business partner was convicted of embezzlement and the sailboat manufacturing company he and her father owned was liquidated. Donovan Munroe had to sell their property on the Vineyard and their brownstone in Boston, among other assets. He and Lydia moved from Edgartown into a three-­bedroom Cape in Vineyard Haven. They had to stop sending Hannah money every few months, sizable checks that would arrive ostensibly for her birthday or Christmas or “a little summer fun.” But she had viewed the situation with wide-­eyed curiosity. Here was an opportunity for her parents—and she and Lovell, since they relied heavily on those checks at the time—to try out interesting new stores and restaurants, to warm their cold hands over a blazing fire in the living room at night, to learn to knit and sew their own clothes. Janine was a toddler at the time, and Hannah began knitting small blankets for her, thick, fuzzy hats, mittens, and socks. As their savings dwindled, Hannah agreed to apply for a part-­time job at the flower store in town, where she still worked all these years later.


    Lovell stared down at the shards of glass. It felt as if thousands of mites had gotten into his blood and were now nipping at him from the inside, making his heart pump at hyperspeed. It was impossible to stand still. His veins were hot.


    “Every day you become more of an asshole,” she called. “Lovell.”


    He had to steady himself.


    “Lovell?”


    When he returned to the room, she sat at the center of the bed, her legs crossed and her sweatshirt stretched around her knees. She looked almost nervous. “What were you doing in there? What the hell was all that?”


    He would deal with the broken perfume bottle later. “Nothing,” he said.


    “It sounded like something.”


    “I just said it wasn’t anything.”


    “You talk to me like I’m a bratty child,” she said. She drew a shaky breath. “That’s what you think I am—a spoiled brat.”


    He knew what she was doing—trying to deflect blame and distract him from the matters at hand. “Let’s not have another argument about how I do or do not talk to you. Let’s go over the fact that you can’t even handle paying the bills. You forget to take out the trash. Are you depressed or something?”


    “Something?” she repeated. “Do you hear how belittling you are?”


    “Are you even listening to the words that I am saying? Or just the—what, the cadence of my voice?”


    “The cadence says plenty.”


    He hauled off and kicked the bottom of the bed frame. She reached to steady herself as the bed jerked backward, waiting for him to do something worse. Janine hurried past in the hallway. He went to slam the door shut.


    “Hannah,” he began, tensing his leg again.


    Now she looked afraid. They had gone beyond their limits. He had certainly gone beyond his. In the past, he had thrown a book or a pen at a wall and stomped around rooms, but now he was somewhere new, some menacing place with no walls or doors, no windows or light. “Listen,” he said, perhaps afraid himself. “I want to understand. I really do. Why is everything so hard for you? I mean in terms of work and daily life and even us. I genuinely want to know.” It was not ideal to conflate all their problems this way—money, sex, moods, life—but he could not help it. They had become indivisible.


    Her fear looked to be dissipating. “Obviously,” she said, “you think I should work more hours. Forget about the fact that I can’t stand that goddamned store anymore. I’ve worked at some florist for the majority of my adult life, and at this point I can’t think of one good reason why.”


    She had said this sort of thing countless times before. She seemed to blame him for her own failure to choose a more meaningful career.


    “What job would you rather have?”


    “If I knew, don’t you think I’d be doing it? I’m almost forty. I can’t exactly dream up some new life and, poof, just start over.” She swept her hand across her forehead as if she were onstage. “Oh, my whole life feels like an epilogue right now.”


    This was rich. “Who really says that? Some woman in a cheesy movie? A character in a goddamned novel?”


    Hannah made a gusting sound, as if she had been punched in the stomach.


    “You have to decide to make it better. Right, Tu? No?” She had never had to work for anything. She had never been tasked with propelling her own life anywhere. She complained incessantly about what little work she actually did. Maybe he had reason to sound indifferent. “You just make a decision and go with it.”


    “How do I do that?”


    What was he supposed to say now? My whole life feels like an epilogue. Didn’t her life include him? He just shook his head.


    “Thank you, as always, Lovell, for your stunning compassion and understanding.”


    He was not about to let her continue playing the martyr. “Chanel? Really?”


    “Keep it down. You want the kids to hear you?” she said. She had a point. The kids had heard plenty tonight—and over the years. “Wait, is that what you dropped? Or did you do something to it? You did something.”


    “We are not people who can afford Chanel.”


    “Oh God. It was my only perfume. Sophie bought it for me the last time they went to Paris to visit her parents.” Sophie Vallard, her college roommate, had grown up in France. “Why am I justifying anything to you?”


    “And you call me belittling?” he said, burning inside. “You’re the one who secretly looks down on me. You’re the one who’s the almighty princess here.”


    “Yeah? And you are a big fucking loser.” She rose and took a step toward the bathroom. “No, you know what? You broke it, you clean it up.” She reached for a pillow and held it to her chest. She kept her eyes on the mattress. She appeared to be deciding on the best way to continue—or whether to continue at all. She stood and walked out of the room.


    Every molecule of rage flew away from him. He wanted to take back all that he had said.


    He went to the window to see whether she was now in her car, peeling out of the driveway, but both of their cars sat side by side in the darkened driveway, unoccupied. He waited a moment to see whether she would appear below, but she did not, and so he went to lie down.


    He faced Hannah’s pillow, bunched into a ball in its ivory case at the far corner of the mattress. The poison that they kept stored away inside themselves, this toxic stew that had expanded for years, had finally boiled over and out.


    He had suggested marriage counseling maybe six months ago. “Couples’ therapy?” Hannah had asked with a sour look. She had been to therapists before, someone while at Boston University, then another therapist in Cambridge soon after she and Lovell had met—and he had thought the timing of those particular sessions strange. “Don’t take it personally. And anyway, he asks me all the same questions I ask myself. When I say that I don’t know, he just asks me why not, and it goes on and on like that, pretty much nowhere.” “But that was years ago,” he had said. She did not seem to know who she was anymore or, perhaps worse, who she wanted to be. “You need to figure out what you want out of life,” he had said. She had replied, “So you’re saying that I’m the only one who needs help?”


    Janine pushed the door open an inch and leaned her face forward. She peered around the room. Her hair sat in a brutalized tangle at the top of her head. “You all done?” she asked.


    “Yes,” he said, unable to face her right now. “Let’s get you back to sleep,” he managed. If he was able to seem calm and steady, she might believe that he was.


    “I wasn’t sleeping,” she said, keeping herself behind the door as he approached.


    “Of course not. I’m sorry. That was no good.” He had learned that the more he tried to explain away their battles to her, the worse they sounded.


    “Where’s Mom?”


    Hannah slept in Ethan’s room whenever he had trouble sleeping, which was most nights. “Probably in your brother’s room.”


    Janine stepped carefully around the door and in front of him. “Is she OK?” His daughter could be surprisingly maternal toward Hannah.


    “Your mother’s fine,” he said automatically. “I’m fine too,” he added, not that she had asked.


    He followed her to her bedroom. He tucked her in, although she flinched at his touch, and then he sat beside her on her mattress. At last she closed her eyes.


    He stayed a moment, looking down at his daughter, the wisps of light hair across her temple, her lips barely parted as she lay there on her side. She may not have been sleeping, she may have been pretending, but he did not say anything. He was grateful that she allowed this right now, that she was letting him just stay here and look at her.


    THE EARLY DAYS. Those first few months of friendship when all that he knew of Hannah Munroe fit inside a daydream. She had grown up on Martha’s Vineyard and now lived alone in one of her parents’ two off-­island homes, a four-­bedroom brownstone on Clarendon, where a tree-­size grandfather clock stood guard just inside the front door. She kept a rosewood box of Burdick’s honey caramel truffles on her coffee table at all times. She collected antique glass perfume bottles that were rounded and spiny, swirled with primordial indigo and deep, opaque emerald. She was passionate about the Red Sox but hated the Patriots and football in general. She gave the impression of a swan: regal but fragile, lovely and thoughtful and capable of sudden wildness. She was the most feminine, self-­assured, compelling female that he had ever met.


    She called him one night with a ticket to a game against the Blue Jays the next afternoon. “My friend just backed out. I’d have called you sooner,” she began.


    He immediately accepted, and because she had a car and he did not, they agreed that she would come pick him up before the game.


    The next afternoon, she arrived at his apartment in Brighton wearing a ski jacket, her neck swaddled in a lumpy, hairy scarf. Her nostrils were pink and inflamed and she sounded congested. Had he missed it over the phone? He led her inside and offered to make her some tea. “We don’t have to leave this second, do we?”


    “No.” She shrugged. “Not just yet.”


    He hung up her jacket while she unraveled her scarf. He filled a mug with water and put it in the microwave. They sat across from each other at the wobbly card table in his kitchen. Down the hall, his roommate, Paul, labored with his trombone scales, unable to reach the higher notes.


    Hannah’s hair pooled onto her shoulders and ran over her small breasts, down over her stomach, stopping at her waist. She had these light-­filled eyes, and a black eyelash clung to the side ridge of her nose. She made considerable attempts to sniff back all that was inside her sinuses.


    He went to find a box of tissues, and when he returned he asked, “You sure you’re up for a baseball game outside?”


    “I’ll be fine. The season’s almost over—we have to go. Thanks,” she said as she reached for the box. In vain she tried again to release the blockage. She wadded up the dry tissue and stuffed it in her pants pocket. She asked, “Have you ever been in love?”


    Her crazy questions—always non sequiturs—still blindsided him. “I’m not sure. I don’t think so.”


    Paul groaned and started again at the beginning of his scale. The microwave beeped and Lovell found a box of Lipton that Paul’s mother had left on her last visit. Lovell set the mug down before Hannah and she brought it to her mouth for a dainty sip. The table tottered beneath her arm and she wrapped her fingers around the mug to protect the tea or her lap. He found an empty box of Frosted Flakes with the recycling, folded it into awkward fourths, and jammed it under the shortest table leg. Once he took his seat again, she looked off beyond him.


    “So, what exactly does it feel like?” he said at last.


    “Oh, you’d know.”


    “That’s what they always say—‘you just know.’ ”


    The trombone grew louder, a whiny, embarrassing little brother in the next room—I’m here, I’m here, I’m here.


    “The first night I met him, we slept together,” she said. This jerk named Doug Bowen had been her fiancé just a few months ago. She talked about him a lot. “And the next night too. I probably shouldn’t admit that.”


    How to respond? Anyway, Lovell had a chemical oceanography paper due the next day. He should have been finalizing his isotope indicators. Proofreading. He had a hundred things he should have been doing other than sitting here with this girl.


    “You’ve never done that? Slept with someone right away?” She made one last heartbreaking attempt to breathe through her nose.


    He had, but he didn’t think it was love, nothing like that. “What’s the right answer?”


    “There’s no right or wrong.”


    “I guess there was this one girl and we almost did. We got really close,” he said. “But I didn’t want to hurt her later on, so I held off. I mean we both did.”


    “Ah, the right answer anyway.”


    He watched her guide the tea bag around the water by its paper tag. He was a gawky, long-­limbed PhD candidate from semirural Maine. He was allergic to shellfish, and in his rare free time he did little other than monopolize his roommate’s Nintendo. She was light years out of his league.


    “Now the wrong answer,” she said.


    “Yes, we went ahead and slept together, but I didn’t really love her.”


    “Tell me more.”


    “She—” he began. A section of his chest withered. He felt protective of it. “Naw.”


    “No?”


    He shook his head.


    “Good for you.” She nodded. “Really. It’s none of my business.” She finished her tea and drew a deep breath, this time through her mouth. She sat up straighter and looked at him anew, as if only now realizing that he was in the room with her, Lovell and not someone else. “You’re a good person, aren’t you?”


    “I try,” he said.


    She studied his face, side to side, up and down. “I could use a good person. I need someone good in my life right now.”


    “Good,” he said sadly. He had landed on that brotherly side of the spectrum.


    “Oh.”


    “ ‘Oh’ what?” His face was hot. It was too late.


    “Nothing,” she said carefully. But she half smiled—embarrassed? Maybe, hopefully, intrigued? “Are we ready to go?”


    LOVELL CHECKED ONE more time to see whether both cars were in the driveway. When he saw that they were, he headed downstairs for his laptop and answered some work e-­mails. There would be no point trying to fall asleep after this night. He skimmed the newspaper, considered finding his banjo, which he had not played in a few years. He flipped through some magazines.


    He eventually made his way back upstairs and into bed. Later he heard the Mekenner kid on his bike outside and the smack of newspapers landing on driveways, as well as the sound of the milk truck screeching down Winter Street, that compact, joyless, bovine woman (Hannah’s term—it made him howl) who left bottles of organic milk on people’s porches once a week.


    In the morning, Hannah remained steely for the brief time that he saw her before he had to leave for work. But she allowed him to give her a quick kiss good-­bye, and he hoped this might be a precursor to a truce.


    He turned his thoughts to all that lay ahead of him at his office: the numbers from Pago Pago would screw up his estimates of potential intensity and of tropical cyclones, as well as his data proving that increases in sea surface temperatures had to be associated with spikes in potential intensity. Hurricane Katrina had garnered him and his theory some attention, but there were still plenty of naysayers in the government. Lovell arrived at Mass Environmental and the day began.

  


  
    Chapter 2


    Thirty hours after he had kissed Hannah good-­bye and headed off for work, Lovell waited, his chest pounding, on the front steps of a brick bunker, where by a set of automatic glass doors he met Bob Duncan, a short, doughy detective with sprawling black eyebrows and a crushing handshake.


    “You’re not a small man,” Duncan said, looking up at Lovell’s face.


    “My parents are both tall.” At six feet five inches, he heard this sort of thing all the time, but it sounded kind of different now.


    He followed the detective into an overheated office barely large enough for its desk and two metal chairs. Lovell had contacted the police himself this morning and reported her missing. He had had no idea what else to do. Should he have come out and told the kids that she was quite likely in the process of leaving him? She had taken off once about a year ago and spent the night at her sister’s, although she did return early the next morning, before the kids woke.


    Duncan had already spoken with Janine and several of Lovell’s coworkers and Ethan and one of his teachers, who had seen Hannah yesterday morning. Lovell knew that the detective had talked to Sophie, whom Hannah had called that morning, and even a neighbor, who had confirmed that Lovell’s car had remained in the driveway during the nights before and after she went missing. Wasn’t interrogating the neighbors and the rest of them a little much? A thought materialized: What if one of them had heard his and Hannah’s exchange? What if the kids had said something to Duncan?


    The detective had called about an hour ago and had asked Lovell to come down to the station and bring one of Hannah’s hairbrushes, “one full of hair, if you’ve got it.” Duncan said that a bracelet, maybe hers, had turned up. A hairbrush? A bracelet? Lovell had thought that this was beginning to sound more like an investigation than a search effort.


    Now Duncan said, “Just so you know, we found the bracelet on a beach in South Boston.”


    “Southie?”


    “Yep,” he said. “Carson Beach. Be right back . . .” He left Lovell alone.


    Lovell dropped his eyes to the eggplant-­colored carpet. The room was still. He had the sensation of standing alone in the eye of a storm. Every second of this grew stranger and more unnerving. He thought for some reason of Boston University and Doug Bowen. Neither had anything to do with South Boston, as far as he knew.


    Lovell had given Hannah several bracelets over the years. Had she gone for a walk and, thinking back on that last night, decided to heave one of them into the ocean?


    Duncan returned and handed Lovell a heavy plastic bag with a bracelet inside. The silver links, the small amber beads. He had gotten her this one for their last wedding anniversary. Lovell’s mouth went dry. The detective waited, his thumbs dug into his pants pockets.


    Lovell set the bag on the desk. “Yes,” he finally said.


    “Any reason she might have been in Southie?”


    “I was just trying to figure that out. We don’t know anyone there.”


    Duncan made his mouth impossibly small and clapped his hands together. “One of the girls at the flower store? Hannah called her to say she was running late for work because Janine was home sick.”


    “Janine wasn’t home sick,” Lovell said.


    “We know. Hannah made the call from Boston,” the detective said. “You look a little sick yourself, Mr. Hall.”


    Lovell blinked. “Please call me Lovell. I have no idea where my wife is right now. I’m standing here in a police station identifying her bracelet. So yes, I don’t feel so well. Do you have people searching South Boston?”


    “Can you give me your best guess why Hannah might have driven herself to Carson Beach?”


    “I honestly—I’m telling the truth—I have no idea,” Lovell said. The argument might explain some part of what was going on right now but certainly not everything. “I assume you checked with her sister? Her parents?”


    “We did.”


    “I know you talked to her friend Sophie. None of them knew anything?”


    “Not a thing.” Duncan cleared his throat. “Jeez, you really are tall. I guess Hannah’s tall too for a woman, but not as big as you are.”


    Lovell almost wished this man would come out and accuse him of something.


    If he admitted that they’d had an explosive exchange the night before she left, if Lovell admitted that Hannah may well be off somewhere planning her next move, deciding whether to even stay married to him, the police would probably halt their search. If they had even begun it. He would rather have them drag her back home to him than leave her alone out there, pissed off or defeated or distressed and vulnerable in some place that might not be all that safe.


    “Any other insights you can give us?” Duncan asked.


    “I guess not,” Lovell finally said.


    “Need you to sign this,” the detective said, beginning to shuffle through a stack of papers on his desk. He handed Lovell a ballpoint pen and a clipboard that held a triplicate form onto which his alibi had been typed. He had been at work during the time Hannah disappeared, save the twenty minutes he went out to grab lunch and the brief time later when he had to get something he had left in his car. Lovell signed his name. Duncan muttered his thanks and told him they would be in touch.


    THAT EVENING, ETHAN came and crawled onto his father’s lap on the couch, though he hardly fit anymore. “Come sit with us?” Lovell asked Janine, patting the space next to them.


    She sat across from them in an easy chair with her chin resting on her knees. She shook her head, her eyes on the floor. She had been uncharacteristically subdued since yesterday. Her tangled sand-­colored hair fell around her face and down her shoulders. With her wide jaw and thin, jutting nose, she resembled Lovell more than Hannah. Ethan had inherited his mother’s looks.


    “I’m scared,” Ethan finally said.


    Lovell wrapped his arms around his son, his heart thumping against Ethan’s narrow back. “I know.” He could not think of how to set their minds at ease.


    Yesterday afternoon, Ethan’s teacher phoned him at the office to ask why no one had come for pickup. “He’s been waiting here for an hour,” she told him. Lovell hurried to close out of a labyrinthine power dissipation model at work and, perplexed and miffed, drove during the onset of rush hour to pick up Ethan.


    Lovell threw together a dinner of grilled cheese and deflected the kids’ questions about Hannah in whatever way he could, trying to hide the wave of dread mounting within him. He surreptitiously peered around the kitchen and living room for some note or clue, a missing suitcase or toiletries. Her car was gone, her jacket and purse too, but nothing else, as far as he could tell. He assured the kids that she would show up soon or at least call, of course she would. She had probably forgotten about some old friend’s birthday, he told them, or a dinner with her sister. The two met for dinner or drinks every month or so. The kids appeared to buy it, as did Lovell to some extent after a while. “If you can, try not to worry,” he told them.


    After three games of Boggle and a repeat episode of Nova about the spread of eelgrass in some coastal California lagoon, after more secret searches of every room in the house, including their basement, he ushered the kids upstairs to bed and promised to send Hannah directly to their rooms the minute she got home so that she could kiss them good night.


    He kept his arms tight around Ethan’s now.


    A commercial for Mr. Clean was on the TV. Janine picked at a Band-­Aid around her finger. “How come it’s always women in these ads for cleaning shit?”


    “Language,” Lovell said.


    “No men clean their houses?”


    “That’s a woman’s job,” Lovell tried to joke. She saw everything in black and white, and sometimes it was difficult not to parody.


    “You’re hilarious,” she deadpanned. It was unfortunately true: he rarely picked up a mop or a broom.


    “That policeman asked me what we talked about in the car when she drove me to school that morning,” Ethan said. He wriggled free from Lovell’s arms. “And where I thought she might be, like a million questions about all the places she goes and people she sees and why—like he thought I was keeping something secret.” He went back to the beanbag that he had brought downstairs from his bedroom.


    “They did?” Lovell said. “Did they ask you anything about our family or, or about me?”


    “Just whether you guys ever fought or anything.”


    “What did you say?”


    “I don’t know.”


    Janine watched Lovell.


    “I said I guess so, that sometimes you guys argued.”


    Lovell exhaled. He supposed Ethan could have said worse. Ethan or Janine may well have heard only pieces of what was said, pieces that without context would have sounded awful. Lovell was too often mistaken by members of his family for what he was not: self-­absorbed rather than thoughtful; blunt, not honest; impatient, not logical. It was idiocy. What had Janine told the policeman? Lovell was afraid to ask her.



OEBPS/Images/algonquinlogo_pb.png





OEBPS/Images/9781616205317.jpg
“Pitlor merges a shocking crime story with an incisive portrait of a
failed marriage. The resultis @ novel that is fast-moving, emotionally complex, '
d ultimately heartbreaking.” —TOM PERROTTA
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