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 To Ted, as always


With love








 Before you embark on a journey of revenge, dig two graves.


—Confucius








 It was as if time had stopped when the body was dragged from the ocean.


The intervening years erased, the clock frozen on the moment that shattered the tranquility of their sleepy hamlet all those years ago.


Folks rushing to the beach the minute the news hit.


The onlookers gathering at the shoreline, awaiting their first glimpse of the victim, same as back then.


Not that everyone remembered.


Some folks had died. Or moved away. For those who remained, it was too long ago, and memory being what it is. Or never was.


Stories changed. People changed. What happened back then filtered through the distorted lens of grief.


Regret.


Anger.


And guilt.


Of course, there were differences between the two tragedies.


The time of year, for one thing.


Back in ’84, it was one of those nights you waited for all summer.


Stars filling the sky. The moon casting a shimmering golden light on the ocean.


Waves lapping gently on the shore, a perfect backdrop to the most anticipated event of the season. The beach packed with people, mostly  teenagers on the cusp of adulthood. They were among the first to reach the scene.


In contrast, tonight was dark and cold.


No stars in the leaden sky, a harbinger of the storm predicted to arrive tomorrow.


The holiday season had just ended, leaving everyone with nothing to look forward to but the rest of the long, bleak winter.


That didn’t stop townsfolk from bundling up and coming out in droves, despite the inhospitable weather.


A hush fell over the crowd as the medical examiner made his lumbering way across the snow-covered sand. The same forensics expert who gave the official cause of death in the ’84 case, now four decades older and slowed by arthritis and gout.


Gasps of recognition went up and down the beach when the waterlogged corpse was laid on the sand and everyone got a look at the victim’s face.


A face many thought they’d never see again.


Which only deepened the mystery and set minds racing about the meaning of this shocking turn of events.


Questions once again on everyone’s lips.


Questions that had never been answered.


All these years later, no one really knew what happened up there.


The best anyone could say for sure was that when the night was over, somebody was dead.


And now death had claimed another one of their own.


The crowd parted to make way for the chief of police, who’d just pulled up in his four-wheel Jeep.


 In 1984, he’d been a wet-behind-the-ears sergeant who many had thought was in over his head. Community outrage pressured him to make an arrest, and he lacked the experience to deal with a violent crime in what had always been a peaceful fishing paradise. Before then, the worst crime that summer was someone stealing a bicycle off of someone else’s front porch.


A few pointed out that, in the same year, there was the tragedy of the four fishermen lost at sea after their boat went down, never to be found.


But that wasn’t murder, at least as far as anyone knew. It wasn’t the deliberate and savage snuffing out of the life of one human being by another.


The murder was never solved.


Depriving the town of justice.


And closure.


Leaving a black stain on their community.


As the medical examiner and the chief of police conferred over the corpse, a silent question rose up from the crowd.


Would this new tragedy finally bring resolution?


Or bury the truth forever?
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 Six Months Later . . .
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The clanging in her ear was loud enough to wake the dead.


Except that he wasn’t ever going to open his eyes again.


She was at the front of the church, the organ shrilling, the casket before her closed so that no one would have to see his broken bones.


But all she could think as she stood there in her Sunday best, grief squeezing the breath out of her chest, was that it was such a big coffin for such a small body.


The echoes of the organ faded as she came fully awake. Though a part of her was still back at the funeral.


She hadn’t had that particular dream in a long time.


Linda reached up and grabbed her cell off the nightstand.


The tiny screen was dark.


It wasn’t her phone.


The sound came again, reverberating through the house.


It was the front door.


She swiped her phone. When the screen lit up, she looked at the time.


A few minutes after six.


 She hadn’t slept later than four-thirty in years.


The bell pealed a third time. Louder. More insistent.


She shook off the last remnants of sleep.


Who the hell was invading their privacy this early on a Saturday morning?


She turned to her husband.


But Guy’s solid form wasn’t under the blanket with a pillow over his head, his way of blocking out the world.


His side of the bed was empty. The blanket was turned down, the sheets Guy often left in a tangle at the foot of the bed neatly tucked in with the hospital corners she unfailingly made each morning; a carryover from childhood. There wasn’t even the slightest indentation in the pillow to indicate that his head had rested there.


Guy never came to bed last night.


She felt the first stirrings of alarm.


When she swung her legs over the side of the bed, the room spun. She took a breath, fought back a wave of nausea. As she reached for her robe, she forced her mind to replay last night’s timeline.


When she pulled into the driveway, at a little before nine, the windows were dark.


Her first thought was that he’d gone to bed early.


The house was empty.


Maybe he’d gotten tired of having dinner by himself and gone out. It was date night, after all.


She’d spent most of the evening in an empty courtroom, standing before twelve vacant juror seats and practicing her summation, something she’d been doing since her early days at the Manhattan District Attorney’s office.


 So where was he?


The doorbell rang again.


Her heart beating erratically, Linda went to their bedroom window, which overlooked the front of the house, and peeked through the blinds.


There were two of them. A man and a woman.


In plain clothes, but she knew.


She was hit by a fresh wave of panic.


Police at the door never meant good news.


She ordered herself to calm down. But her brain didn’t listen, her mind, as always, going to the dark place.


Something had happened to Guy.


As she slowly descended the stairs, she thought about all the ways it could have played out.


The most obvious was that he’d gotten into an accident on his way home from the train station. Another driver cut him off, which always infuriated Guy, and he fell victim to road rage. But that would have happened last night. Surely she would have been informed before now?


Unless—


On the bottom step, she stopped.


He wouldn’t.


Would he?


All these years of watching him like a hawk, unable to take a relaxing breath until the date had passed.


Except that this year was different, wasn’t it?


How could she have failed to see this coming? If Guy had done something terrible, it was her fault. All the late nights, knowing the pain and loss he was reliving.


 What about her pain? Her loss?


Fragments of the dream sliced through her mind.


Did that matter now?


As she stepped into the entry hall, she thought she knew now how the families of victims felt.


She took a deep breath. Mentally tried to prepare herself. But how do you prepare for something like this?


With every nerve in her body screaming Don’t!, she opened the door.











 Two Weeks Earlier . . .
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The 8:04 was pulling into the station.


When the train stopped, the lines of commuters surged forward in perfect synchronicity, gliding across the platform as one.


The same dance they’d been doing for decades.


Guy tucked his newspaper under his arm and hitched his book bag higher on his shoulder as he moved with the other passengers toward the train doors, giving a nod here and a smile there as he spied those who’d shared his daily ride for years. With a few, he was on a first-name basis, exchanging meaningless pleasantries. Usually about sports, a subject he couldn’t care less about, despite his father’s endless efforts to turn his only son into an athlete.


When the doors opened, it was every man and woman for themselves.


Once aboard the train, Guy was shocked to spot an open window seat. The coveted aisle seats were already gone of course, leg room at a premium aboard the early-morning express into Grand Central. A window was the next best thing, a hell of a lot better than the  cramped middle seat where he’d been forced to sit on more than one occasion.


He moved quickly, elbowing his way past passengers on the hunt for seats until he reached the third row. The man in the aisle seat barely glanced up from his phone as Guy slid past, thinking as he had countless times before that people rarely communicated anymore. Knowing he was in the minority, out of touch with reality despite the fact that he often did the same thing to avoid having to engage. He usually found that having his head in a book or a newspaper in front of his face were just as effective and made him feel that he was doing his part to help stave off the demise of the printed page.


After Guy settled into his seat, he unfolded the newspaper and opened to the local section. He’d barely gotten through the first article when the words on the page started to blur together. He leaned back against the headrest.


At night, he’d fallen into the habit of staying up late reading in his study, only to startle awake, the book open in his lap.


After going upstairs and getting into bed, careful to not disturb his sleeping wife, he’d lie there. Heart pounding. Mind racing. Asking the profound, disturbing questions that seemed to plague him more and more lately and always seemed to come in the dead of night.


Like what the hell he was doing with his life.


Commuting every day to a job he’d begun to hate more and more.


Feeling trapped. Wondering if this was it. All there was.


He heard the doors closing. As the train started to move, the motion of the wheels lulled him.


He felt his lids growing heavy.


His eyes drifted closed.


 He was standing in front of a door. He wanted to move, but it was as if he were frozen in place.


“Excuse me.”


Guy opened his eyes.


A woman was standing next to his row.


“Is this seat taken?”


She was indicating the middle seat, where Guy had tossed his book bag after settling in at the window. He murmured an apology and removed the offending bag, trying to shake off the last vestiges of sleep.


The man in the aisle seat—no longer glued to his phone—shifted his body to allow her to pass. Something he hadn’t done for Guy. Why would he? As she settled into her seat, the man was still eying her in the way a man looks at an attractive woman.


She was attractive, in a red dress that set off her dark hair, which was swept back in a loose bun at the nape of her long neck.


Guy realized he was staring. He tried to cover his embarrassment by asking if she had enough room. Which was a stupid question given that she’d already lowered the armrest that separated their seats. She nodded, and he quickly glanced away. When he chanced a look back, the woman was rummaging in her bag and the man in the aisle seat had gone back to studying his phone.


Guy retreated once again behind his paper, but he was distracted. As the train picked up speed, he glanced at his own phone. He was surprised to see that fifteen minutes had passed since they’d left the station. More than half the ride was over.


He could have sworn he’d heard the doors closing as he started to nod off.


So where had the woman come from?


 Another car. That must be it. She’d probably been moving from car to car until she found an empty seat.


Maybe she was new to commuting. Which made sense because he didn’t recall having seen her before.


And she was someone he would have remembered.


She was sliding something from her bag.


It was a book. Not a device, but an honest-to-God physical book. Guy couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen anyone reading an actual book on the train. Ironic, given what he did for a living. Out of habit, he craned his neck to see the name on the spine.


And received another pleasant jolt.


This wasn’t just any book. With the exception of himself, he didn’t know a single person who read the classics anymore.


As if sensing his gaze, she turned back to him.


Her eyes were a deep, dark brown, with golden flecks in the center.


“Have you read him before?” Guy asked.


She shook her head. “I have to admit, it’s a bit of a slog. Maybe because I’m a slow reader. But I figured I had to start somewhere.”


Guy nodded. “Dostoyevsky has always been one of my favorite authors. Crime and Punishment is his masterpiece. All that moral ambiguity. The Brothers Karamazov will give you a run for your money, although some find the story’s theme of patricide is hard to take. After you finish reading this one, you should tackle War and Peace. Many believe Tolstoy was the greatest Russian writer who ever lived. Did you know he died at a train station?”


He paused for breath.


It occurred to him that she might prefer a female author.


 He’d always been partial to Jane Austen.


And Virginia Woolf.


His mother’s favorite.


The woman was looking at him.


“Sorry. I didn’t mean to go on.”


“I didn’t mind.” She cocked her head, a smile once again teasing at the corners of her lips.


Guy wondered if she was flirting.


“You must be a writer.”


He should have seen that one coming.


After a long moment, he nodded.


It wasn’t a lie. He did write for a living.


Even if he no longer lived to write.


“I’m impressed,” she said. “I’ve never met a real writer.”


Guy had no response for that. He waited for the inevitable next question.


Have you written anything I might have read?


Nothing that anyone would have read. He pictured the pile of unpublished manuscripts gathering dust in his attic.


“I could never write a novel.” She smiled again, indicated the book that still lay unopen on her lap. “Tell me more about Dostoyevsky.”


“Sure.” Guy marveled at the dexterity with which she’d steered the conversation away from his failed writing career.


He started talking, warming once again to his favorite subject. He spoke about the themes in Dostoyevsky’s novels. About retribution and guilt. About fathers murdered by their offspring. About tragedy and loss and suffering that were an inescapable component of the human condition.


 She never interrupted as he spoke, her eyes fixed on him as if she were truly interested in what he had to say.


When the train pulled into Grand Central, they both rose from their seats at the same time. He hadn’t realized how tall she was until he stood. She was only a few inches shorter than his five-foot-ten.


There was an awkward moment as they stood there. The commuter who’d sat in the aisle seat was already headed for the open doors.


The woman started to move out of the row, then turned back to Guy. “I enjoyed our conversation. I feel like I learned something. You really know your stuff.”


He tried to shrug it off, but he felt a warm glow inside. “I’ve been reading the classics since I was a kid.”


“I can tell.” Her eyes were still on him. He found it hard to look away. For a crazy moment, it felt as if they were the only two people on the train.


She smiled, then turned and walked out of the row.


Guy followed her off the train and into the terminal. He was about to ask her name, but she was already moving past him.


Disappearing into the rush-hour throng.
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Where the hell was it?


It was supposed to be on Track 110.


It was always on Track 110.


Guy raced back upstairs, scanned the board. And there it was: The 5:52 to North White Plains . . . Scarsdale . . . on Track 116.


He checked his phone as he ran back downstairs.


5:51.


Sixty seconds to make the train.


When he arrived at the track, the last few commuters were boarding. Guy couldn’t believe his luck when he spied an aisle seat. He made a beeline for it, beating out another commuter with the same idea.


He deserved it after the day from hell he’d just had.


It wasn’t as if he’d set out to deliberately hurt anyone. He didn’t even realize he’d dozed off until his assistant gave him a sharp nudge in the ribs. He startled awake, disoriented and not sure where he was—the first time that had happened—until he saw the associate publisher glaring at him across the conference table.


 After the meeting ended, his boss called him into her office, where she told him that this was his second warning.


He didn’t remember getting the first.


As the train left Grand Central, Guy stretched out his legs and tried to relax. But he was still seething.


It had been demoralizing enough being passed over for promotion last month. He should have been the new marketing director. Not some entitled kid who’d been with the company a paltry five years. He should have been the one in the coveted corner office instead of his dark, depressing cave with its view of an air shaft.


After all the time and loyalty he’d given them, this was how they rewarded him?


He should quit. Something he should have done a long time ago.


The pocket of his jacket buzzed.


He must have forgotten to take his phone off vibrate when he left the office.


He slid it out.


There was a voicemail.


Linda was working late.


Again.


He knew what was really going on. It didn’t matter that he hadn’t missed a deadline in almost two decades, or that he had created successful ad campaigns for their biggest books.


At the ripe old age of fifty-six, he’d outlived his usefulness. He was irrelevant. Inconsequential.


A footnote in his own life.


Even his wife couldn’t be bothered to have dinner with him.


 “Hey, Guy.”


He looked up. Across the aisle, a man was waving. It was Ralph Morris, an accountant who lived two houses down from him and was in love with the sound of his own voice. Guy felt trapped; a deer caught in the headlights. He didn’t even have his newspaper to hide behind.


Morris didn’t come up for air the entire ride, keeping up a steady stream of inane small talk that set Guy’s teeth on edge.


When the train pulled into the station, Guy was the first one off. On the platform, he stopped so short another person rammed into him.


“Sorry,” the man muttered.


Guy didn’t answer. He was staring at someone who’d emerged from the last car.


It was the woman from the 8:04.


He’d had no idea that they shared the same evening commute. His mind returned to their conversation on the train this morning. Everything else—this whole nightmarish day—was wiped from his mind as he watched her hurry down the stairs.


She was headed in the direction of the taxi stand.


Which meant that she didn’t have a car.


Guy wondered where she lived as he started walking. It had to be one of the three towns that fed into the Scarsdale line, all of which were within a twenty-minute ride of each other.


Should he offer her a lift?


Even if it cost him some extra time, did it matter? It wasn’t as if he had anyone waiting for him at home. Just another night alone with the TV and reheated leftovers.


 A driver had just gotten out of one of the cabs. He was holding open the passenger door.


Guy watched her get into the taxi.


Too late.


He’d missed his chance.
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He awoke to the pungent aroma of brewing coffee.


Despite a familiar feeling of exhaustion from another fitful night, Guy threw off the blanket.


When he’d left the Scarsdale station last night, he’d felt restless and unsettled, unable to bear the thought of another night alone. Instead of driving home, he stopped at a local restaurant and ended up having dinner at the bar.


Which only made him feel worse.


Next to him on neighboring stools were other solo patrons, several of them making conversation with the bartender out of loneliness or desperation. That depressed the hell out of him, and he felt a craving he hadn’t experienced in a long while. He left half his meal, eying the bottles behind the bar as he paid his bill. He was about to call over the bartender and order a shot, but he’d promised his wife.


And Guy took his promises seriously.


In the kitchen, Linda was standing at the stovetop with her back to him.


 Guy couldn’t remember the last time his wife had cooked breakfast.


Most mornings, she was already dressed and packing up her briefcase when he came downstairs. She’d give him a quick kiss before heading out the door.


Lately, it felt more and more as if they were ships passing in the night. Two people who happened to live in the same house but no longer had anything in common.


Linda turned around when she heard him come in.


She looked especially pretty today in a powder-blue suit that matched her eyes.


“Sleep well?” she asked as she slid bacon and eggs onto two plates, the eggs over easy the way he liked them.


“Okay.” The yawn he tried to stifle belied his response. He felt her eyes on him as he helped carry the plates and two steaming mugs to the table.


Last night, he’d been reading as usual when he heard her car pull into the garage. It was after nine, the latest she’d come home yet. Linda seemed preoccupied when she walked into the study, giving him a quick kiss good night and telling him not to stay up too late. As he listened to her upstairs getting ready for bed, his mind spun different scenarios.


He studied her across the table now as she sipped her tea, on the lookout for anything out of the ordinary.


There was the suit, for one thing. He didn’t think he’d seen her wearing it before.


The blond hair she usually wore in a ponytail was loose today, flowing in soft waves to her shoulders.


She was wearing makeup.


And was that a new perfume?


 “I’m sorry for all the late nights,” she said, as if sensing his thoughts. “But you know how crazy it is when I’m on trial. Especially when I’m prepping witnesses. And they’re usually not available until after the work day’s over.”


“I understand.”


Did he? Now that he thought about it, he couldn’t recall having spent so many nights alone before. In fact, in the not-too-distant past, Linda used to seek his advice, especially when she was writing her opening and closing statements to deliver to the jury.


Guy couldn’t remember the last time she’d asked his advice. About anything.


“What’s happening at work?” Linda asked as she folded her napkin on her lap.


“Nothing special.”


She didn’t say anything. What response could she give? He put down his coffee and started eating. But he could feel her censure. Feel her judging him.


She knew about the promotion that had never materialized. Had shared his disappointment and commiserated with him at the time. Now what was he supposed to tell her? Not only was it doubtful that he’d ever advance any further, but he was probably going to end up getting fired.


While his wife’s star was rising, his had fallen several leagues below sea level.


He didn’t tell her any of that. The last thing he needed was her pity.


They ate in silence. Not the companionable silence they used to share, but one that felt fraught with things unsaid.


After almost thirty years of marriage, that was a motherlode.


 “Guy.”


He knew that tone. Had he done something wrong? Failed once again to meet her expectations? An errand he forgot? A chore he’d neglected to do? Maybe it was his imagination, but lately it seemed as if she was critical of everything he did.


“You don’t have to keep working there, you know. You could—”


“Do what? Look for another job? Who’s going to hire me at my age?” He put down his fork. He’d lost his appetite.


“I was just—I only meant—” She shook her head. He’d rarely seen her at a loss. She was always the commanding, in-control prosecutor. She lowered her voice, almost as if she were apologizing. “Maybe you could start writing again.”


Guy stared at her. Was she out of her mind?


He hadn’t written anything in years.


That train had come and gone.


“Can we please change the subject?”


“It’s not as if we need the money.”


Another blow to his ego and what was left of his manly pride. “And let my wife support me?”


“Forget it. I’m sorry I brought it up.”


So was he.


Another silence fell.


He pushed away the plate of half-eaten food his wife had gone to the trouble to prepare. And instantly regretted his sharp words.


“I’m sorry, Linda.”


“I was only trying to help. I just wanted to make sure you’re—that everything’s okay.”


 Now he understood. It was because of the approaching anniversary. This was the time to tell her that he was having the dream again. But that would only make her worry more. And she had her own issues.


“I’m fine.” He gave her what he hoped was a reassuring smile. “How’s the trial going?” He figured that was a safe topic, one his wife always enjoyed talking about.


Because she loved her work. Unlike him.


Her eyes searched his face, as if she didn’t believe him. Then she picked up her mug of tea, frowned because it had gone cold. “We’ve got six more witnesses before the case goes to the defense. Defendant’s going to take the stand. Not that it’s going to make a difference. There’s too much evidence against him. I don’t think there’s a single juror who believes he didn’t do it.”


“Do you ever wonder if they’re innocent?”


This was a discussion they used to have frequently. And one reason he wasn’t completely enamored with what his wife did for a living.


“Not a chance,” she said now. “Speaking of which, I’d better get going.”


Guy helped her clear the table, then loaded the dishes and cutlery into the dishwasher while she got her things together.


After they’d kissed goodbye and Linda left the house—she really did look especially attractive this morning—suspicion once again reared its ugly head.


That would explain the late nights. The distance he felt between them.


He thought about their conversation at breakfast. The things left unspoken.


 Like the fact that maybe she was tired of having a failure for a husband.


Hadn’t he caught her looking at him sometimes, seen his lack of achievement reflected in her eyes? Remembering how, once upon a time, he’d read aloud to her from the current novel he was writing. On his way to becoming his generation’s next modern classicist.


He’d been deceiving himself.


But if his wife really was having an affair—he felt a stab of jealousy at an unwelcome image of that PI who worked with her—wouldn’t he have sensed it before now?


Or was it true that the husband was always the last to know?
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The train was pulling into the station when Guy drove up an hour later.


And the lot was full.


He could park on the street, but then he’d risk getting a ticket.


Did he have a choice? He couldn’t be late. Not after his boss had given him two warnings.


Three strikes and you’re out.


He was sorry he hadn’t handed in his resignation yesterday. But then he’d have to look for another job. He’d meant what he’d said at breakfast this morning. No way was he living off of his wife.


That would be the death knell for his marriage.


After Linda left this morning, he’d gone downstairs into the finished section of the basement that his wife had converted into her home office. He went through her desk, searching for proof that she was having an affair. He didn’t know what he expected to find and again felt guilty for his suspicions. By the time he realized he was on a fool’s errand, it was later than he’d realized.


The train doors had opened.


 The lines of commuters were moving up.


Now he’d have to take his chances and pray that no traffic cops came by.


His car keys jingled in his hand as he sprinted for the train. Why was he still holding them? Did he forget to put them away? Or forget to lock the car?


He glanced over his shoulder as he ran.


A car with the familiar Scarsdale Traffic logo was pulling up next to his.


He turned back to the train.


The last few commuters were getting on.


As he ran, he weighed his options. Missing his train versus the cost of the ticket.


No contest.


He looked back.


The cop was getting out of his car.


He ran up the stairs leading to the platform, still looking over his shoulder—Fuck the ticket!—and barreled into someone.


She stumbled back, her bag sliding from her shoulder.


“I’m so sorry,” Guy said. “Are you—”


He stopped midsentence. He felt as if the wind had been knocked out of him.


It was her.


The woman from the train.


“Hi, again. No, it’s my fault. I was late and—uh-oh. Guess we’d better make a run for it.” She looked at him as she secured her bag over her shoulder. “Are you coming?”


The train doors were closing.


And then they were running, side by side, making it aboard with seconds to spare.
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They stood in the well by the doors, swaying a little with each movement of the train.


The woman turned to look at him. “I thought yesterday was bad. But today.” She shook her head. “Is it always this crowded?”


Guy nodded. “Especially the eight-oh-four. Especially midweek. And a lot of people get on at Scarsdale.”


“Guess I’m going to have to get here earlier.”


He remembered how she’d come into his car looking for a seat yesterday morning. So he’d been right about her. “You just started commuting?”


“Guess it shows, huh? How about you? Doing this a long time?”


“Too long.” Almost twenty-nine years, he realized with something of a shock, starting with his first job at a small, family-owned publishing house.


“I’m starting to know what you mean.”


“It’s not so bad.” Guy couldn’t believe he was defending his daily commute. “But you need a plan.”


“A plan?”


 “If you want a seat. Like everything, there’s an art to it. The eight-oh-four is the most popular time, as you can see. Express all the way from here to Grand Central. You miss the train, you have to get the eight twenty local. Adds at least fifteen minutes to the ride. The next express isn’t until eight thirty-six. So the first thing you have to do is get here at a quarter of. Not five of, not ten of. Not even twelve of.


“That’s not all,” Guy went on. “The other important piece of the puzzle is where you stand. You’ve seen those clusters of commuters all up and down the platform? They’re standing there for a reason. It’s where the doors open, depending which train you’re waiting for. For example, for the eight-oh-four, you have to stand about a foot to the left of where you’d stand for the eight thirty-six. There’s nothing on the platform to indicate it, you have to go by experience. If you want two seats together, you have to get here even earlier. And that’s not all. You have to stand in a specific place if you want a particular car. For instance, on my morning commute, I always sit in the first car. But for the five fifty-two back to Scarsdale, it’s the last car. It’s been my routine for years.”


He watched her face when he mentioned the 5:52, but she didn’t react. Maybe she hadn’t seen him in the parking lot last night.


“Sounds like a lot of moving parts,” she said.


“It’s not as complicated as it sounds. Once you get it down.”


She nodded, cocked her head. “I’ll try to remember.”


The train rocked again. Her hip brushed his thigh.


Guy was barely aware of time passing. It could have been minutes. Hours.


The train started to pick up speed.


They were approaching the tunnel.


Seconds later, the lights went out.


 Guy could no longer see her as the train thundered toward Grand Central.


When the lights came back on, he blinked at the sudden brightness.


The doors screeched open.


The woman hitched her bag higher on her shoulder and started to move toward the open doors. Then stopped, as if she’d just thought of something. “By the way, I’m Anna.”


It was the perfect name for her. The name of one of his favorite fictional heroines.


In fact, he’d recently finished rereading the novel, much of it during his daily commute.


She was looking at him, and he realized he hadn’t responded. “Guy,” he finally said.


Anna smiled. “Nice to meet you, Guy. And thanks for the commuting tips.”


He started to follow her toward the exit, but a passenger in the row opposite blocked his way. By the time he disembarked, the platform was a crush of people.


It was just as crowded in the terminal, but he spotted the blue dress she was wearing as she walked toward the Lexington Avenue exit.


He glanced at the big clock in the middle of Grand Central. He’d better get a move on.


Still he stood there, his gaze once again sliding to the exit.


She was gone.
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That night, Guy went over to the bookcase against the far wall in the living room, where the books were arranged alphabetically by author.


Now that he knew Anna shared a literary sisterhood with her namesake, Anna Karenina, he thought Tolstoy’s most famous novel would be the ideal book to introduce her to after she finished the Dostoyevsky.


Reading the classics was a task he’d first set for himself when he was a lonely, unhappy teenager. Many of the books were part of the collection he’d inherited from his mother.


His gaze slid to the empty space on the bottom shelf.


That particular novel by Virginia Woolf had been missing for decades.


Guy figured he’d loaned it to someone and the book was never returned.
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When he walked onto the platform Thursday morning, Anna was already in line, holding a place for him.


Guy quickened his pace, feeling a surge of pleasure at the sight of her.


The train was pulling in as he reached the line of commuters. Anna was third from the front. She waved when he approached.


“Good morning, Guy.”


“Hello, Anna.”


He liked saying her name.


After they boarded, Guy spotted two aisle seats in opposite rows. Anna had seen them too and, as if by unspoken agreement, they each took a seat so they were across from one another.


When the train left the station, she reached into her bag. He couldn’t resist sneaking a peek at her book to see how far she’d progressed.


The bookmark appeared to be in approximately the same place it had been the other day. No one ever said reading the classics was easy, but he admired her for making the effort.


 On the other hand, Anna Karenina should make for easier reading.


As the train rumbled along the tracks, he imagined introducing Anna to all the wonderful novels that had made him decide to become a writer.


He felt eyes on him.


Across the aisle, Anna was watching him. When their eyes met, she smiled.


Then she returned her attention to her book.
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Guy arrived as the 5:52 was coming down the tracks.


The evening train was always less crowded, a little past the rush hour, and he found a seat in the last car easily.


He looked around for Anna.


She made it aboard just as the doors started to close.


When she reached his row, Guy rose to his feet. The cars on the 5:52 were narrower, with only two seats across. The window seat next to his aisle seat was empty.


“We really have to stop meeting like this,” she said with a teasing smile.


After Anna was settled in the window seat, they made small talk for a few minutes. Typical back-and-forth on safe, neutral topics like the traffic and, of course, the weather—unusually warm for late May—that he’d somehow thought they’d moved beyond.


As they talked, his mind buzzed with questions he knew he had no business asking.


He, of all people, was aware of the number-one unspoken rule of commuting: never get personal.
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