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PRAISE FOR


Such Good People


“Intricately plotted and deeply moving, Such Good People is a poignant examination of family, friendship, and the secrets we keep to protect those we love. Blumenfeld writes with nuance and compassion—this novel will linger in your heart and mind long after you finish the last page.”


—Alyson Richman, USA Today best-selling author of The Time Keepers


“Such Good People is a masterfully crafted, nuanced, and riveting story about the lengths we go to for the people we love. Blumenfeld’s richly developed characters come to life and will stay with you long after the story ends. A thought-provoking, perfect book club pick. Don’t miss this one!”


—Elyssa Friedland, USA Today best-selling author of Last Summer at the Golden Hotel


“Such Good People is the moving story of lifelong friends managing the ripple effect of one fateful decision. Do the mistakes of our past define us? Is it enough to be a good person when the odds are stacked up against us? Blumenfeld writes a pitch-perfect, thoughtful tale of friendship and loyalty. A thrilling exploration of humanity and sacrifice with characters you can’t help but fall in love with. This one truly shines.”


—Rochelle Weinstein, USA Today best-selling author of This Is Not How It Ends


“Such Good People is one of those multidimensional must-reads that wins both as a page-turning legal story about social injustice, prejudice, and redemption and an emotional, character-driven tale of love, family, and lifelong friendship. Fans of Tayari Jones’s An American Marriage, Rebecca Searles’s In Five Years, and Allison Larkin’s The People We Keep will devour Amy Blumenfeld’s latest triumph. Such Good People is Such a Good Book!”


—Samantha Greene Woodruff, author of The Trade Off


“Blumenfeld’s latest is as poignant as it is absorbing. An expertly crafted and wildly engaging exploration of the depth and resilience of human relationships. As main characters, April and Rudy each try to climb their way back from one tragic night in their youth, but their connection to each other is the focal point and crowning glory of this finely woven story. Such Good People makes for Such Good Reading. It’s a must!”


—Jacqueline Friedland, USA Today best-selling author of Counting Backwards


“An unputdownable story of lifelong friendship, family loyalties, personal ambition and the choices we make along the way. Blumenfeld’s writing is engaging, nuanced, and sharp. Her complex characters and captivating story will stay with you long after you finish this book.”


—Rachel Levy Lesser, essayist and author of Life’s Accessories: A Memoir and Fashion Guide


“Amy Blumenfeld’s second novel is a thoughtful story about old friendships, the bonds of family, and long-buried secrets. Such Good People will leave readers wondering: Can you ever outrun your past? And even if you can, at what cost?”


—Brenda Janowitz, author of The Audrey Hepburn Estate


“This beautifully rendered, heartfelt novel examines the bonds of family and lifelong friendships through a timely and insightful lens. Such Good People is such a good read!”


—Jane L. Rosen, author of On Fire Island







PRAISE FOR AMY BLUMENFELD’S


The Cast


“In The Cast, Blumenfeld deftly reminds us how friendship and love, when cultivated over decades, can transcend even the darkest moments. A heartfelt, moving page-turner.”


—Fiona Davis, best-selling author of The Address


“This is my favorite novel of 2018. Your heart will grow after reading this story about the healing power of friendship.”


—Norah O’Donnell, Senior Correspondent, CBS News


“A dazzling debut that challenges the boundaries of longstanding friendships. You’ll laugh, you’ll cry, you’ll relate. But most of all, you’ll wish it would never end.”


—Emily Liebert, USA Today best-selling author of Some Women


“In her captivating and wholly engrossing debut, Blumenfeld pulls the reader in from the very beginning. She deftly handles the perspective of multiple characters, as well as writes about complicated issues with levity and grace. This well-told story is timely and relatable and leaves the reader wondering how she would handle similar situations.”


—Susie Orman Schnall, author of Anna Bright Is Hiding Something
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For my parents.


The best good people I know.
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April


NOW


From a thousand feet above ground, the city streets are a grid of magnificent milestones. As April leans her freshly highlighted caramel tresses against the lapel of Peter’s blazer, she gazes across rooftops and scattered patches of green intrigued not by the beauty of Chicago’s lakefront metropolis, but by the narrative before her. How fitting, she thinks, to see life scrawled out like a signature from atop the John Hancock building.


Down below stands the Drake Hotel, where they wed over a decade earlier. A few blocks away is Northwestern’s Prentice Women’s Hospital, where she delivered all three of their children. Out in the distance are the Garfield Park Conservatory and Notebaert Nature Museum—school field trip destinations where she’d been a parent chaperone. And there on the left, jutting into Lake Michigan along Navy Pier, is the iconic Ferris wheel—site of the sunset jaunt Peter had insisted upon the day they moved to Chicago. Newly engaged, madly in love, and utterly besotted by the romance of driving eight hundred miles in a U-Haul to plant roots in an unfamiliar town, Peter believed riding a gigantic circle would be their perfect opening ceremony. “We’ll have highs and we’ll have lows,” he’d said, pulling her close as they ascended into the sky, “but we’ll sit side by side and take in the view together.”


As they peer out the restaurant’s floor-to-ceiling glass panes awaiting their table, Peter’s familiar scent—Right Guard antiperspirant mixed with a woodsy cologne she’d impulsively picked up at the Sephora checkout line—wafts through the linen fibers of his jacket. Somehow, the fragrance heightens her senses and enhances the romance of the moment like a well-curated movie soundtrack. “I can’t believe it’s really happening,” she whispers. Peter kisses her head and wraps his arm around her back, just as he did that night on the Ferris wheel.


“Excuse me, Mr. and Mrs. Nelson?” comes a voice from behind. April and Peter pivot to find a young waiter with clasped hands and enviable posture pointing to a two-top in the corner of the room. “Your reservation is ready. Please, follow me.”


April places her suede purse beside a small bud vase and the waiter chivalrously holds the back of an upholstered armchair as she descends into the seat. “Swanky!” she mouths to Peter from across the table and bounces her eyebrows up and down.


Peter grins. She knows he appreciates her steadfast unaffectedness and how she remains the same grounded girl from Brooklyn’s Avenue J despite their many years of midwestern comfort.


The waiter hands a leather-bound wine list to Peter, clears his throat, and deferentially offers a slight bow. “I’ll be back in a moment with your dinner menus, but, um, I’d just like to say, it’s truly an honor, sir.”


Peter immediately stands and extends his right hand. “Aw, thanks. The pleasure is all mine . . .” he pauses, searching for a name tag on the waiter’s lapel, “Justin.”





“So, I, uh, I just wanted to let you know, sir, that it would be a thrill for me, really, if, say, you ever need a clerk or an intern or someone to get your coffee or file papers or pick up your dry cleaning . . .” He chuckles as his shoulders rise to his earlobes. “You’re an inspiration, Mr. Nelson.”


“Oh, come on now, that’s very kind. Let’s just take it a step at a time, shall we? The chickens haven’t hatched quite yet, if you know what I mean,” Peter says, knocking his knuckles against his forehead. “There is that minor issue of winning the election, so first things first. But I appreciate the support.” He punctuates this with an elongated wink.


April knows being on the receiving end of sycophantic gestures is nothing new for Peter. He has garnered respect and admiration from others his entire life. In fact, the very first anecdote Peter’s parents ever shared with April was how they recognized his leadership skills in second grade when he acquired sixty-five signatures from fellow students to petition the school board to sell cocoa with marshmallows in the cafeteria. He successfully argued that if faculty members at their Newton, Massachusetts elementary school could enjoy a cup of coffee in the teachers’ lounge, then students were entitled to a warm beverage during the bitterly cold New England winters, too. The “Cocoa in the Caf ” story had become family lore, and his parents got plenty of mileage from it at cocktail parties. But April is confident that for Peter, getting those signatures wasn’t about being a leader or yearning to be seen and heard; it was purely about righting a perceived wrong and giving a marginalized group their due. It was all about empathy and action. No ego. That was his pixie dust at age seven, and it has remained to this day.


“Well, best of luck, sir. I’ll be rooting for you.” The waiter beams and then shifts his glance to April. “I’ll go fetch those dinner menus now.”


April takes a long sip of water until the waiter is out of earshot. She knows Peter’s a gem and deserving of the admiration as well as the promising recent polls, yet she can’t resist the urge to gently rib him.


“Well, I’d say you’ve attained a solid C-list reality star status, Mr. Nelson.” She smiles, raising her glass to toast. “I wouldn’t put you on the B-list quite yet, but you’re getting there.”


Peter lets out a lengthy sigh. “This whole thing is completely surreal, you know? Good surreal, but still surreal.” He fidgets with the utensils at his place setting and adjusts them into perfect alignment.


“Oh, honey, I’m so proud of you,” April says, sliding her arm past the oil and vinegar bottles and reaching for his hand. “No one deserves this more than you.” She interlaces her fingers with her husband’s and rubs her thumb back and forth against his skin.


April can feel him staring at the burgundy polish on her nails and watches as his eyes drift over to the delicate diamond band encircling her finger. He smiles at her ring, his mind seemingly lost in his internal world, but she knows exactly what he’s thinking.


“Man, was it pouring rain when I found this puppy.” He chuckles, caressing the stones with the pad of his thumb.


April nods. She’s heard the story about a million times. It was one of his favorites to tell—how the rain assaulted the sidewalk when he emerged from the subway station in New York’s diamond district, how he sought refuge in a jewelry store near the corner of 47th Street and 6th Avenue to stay dry, how the chatty woman behind the counter pumped him for details about his bride, and how he acquiesced, despite his typically private nature. He didn’t intend for the truth to sound so melodramatic. He certainly wasn’t one for histrionics. But the facts were the facts. “I moved to New York to change the world,” he told the clerk. “But it turns out, my world changed because I moved to New York.” He pulled one of the clerk’s business cards from a stack on the glass counter, flipped it over, and quickly jotted down those exact words. He knew they’d be perfect for the moment he got down on bended knee. This was the story he told April every year on the anniversary of their engagement. She could recite it verbatim.


“You know what, babe,” Peter says, enfolding April’s hands between his own, “tonight’s about us. The next few months will be absolutely crazy with the election, so let’s forget about work, the kids, your parents, everything. It’s just you and me, kid. Old school.”


April can practically feel her eyes sparkle. “Old school,” she repeats with a laugh, and marvels at the fact that after all these years her husband still feels like a new addition to her life.


“Champagne?” she asks.


He shakes his head. “Nah. Too soon. It ain’t over till it’s over.”


“Absolutely.” She chides herself for overlooking how presumptive a flute of even Prosecco could be for someone as superstitious as Peter. “Why don’t you pick?” she suggests, handing him the cocktail list.


While Peter scrutinizes the libations as if they were a front-page article in the Chicago Tribune, April gazes at him and lets out a little sigh. This is not an unusual occurrence. With his perfectly styled salt and pepper hair, cleft chin, and trendy tortoiseshell eyeglasses that skew both intellectual and middle-aged hipster, April never tires of her view. She even finds the mild scoliosis that rounds his shoulders and causes a small hump beneath his gingham button-down shirts to be sexy. And that night, like most other times, she gets lost in the scenery.


The waiter makes his way back to their table with two dinner menus tucked beneath his arm. As soon as he begins reciting the specials, April hears the cell phone buzz in her purse. It doesn’t play any of the distinctive ring tones she’s programmed for her parents’ or kids’ numbers, so she contemplates letting it go to voicemail. As she reaches into the bag to lower the volume, she notices a 718 area code. She tenses and picks up instantly.





“Hello?” She can feel her heartbeat quicken. As the only child of aging parents, an incoming call from any New York area code is a catalyst for full body perspiration.


“Yes, hi, I am looking for April Zagoda,” says the voice at the other end of the line.


April jolts upright in her chair. She hasn’t heard her maiden name used in over a decade. Her arms begin to tingle and her free hand forms a tight fist. She rises from her seat and motions to Peter—who is in the midst of asking the waiter to describe the artichoke appetizer—that she will take the call from an empty corner of the restaurant’s dining room.


Oh no, this is it. This is the call. She’s a nurse or an EMT or, oh Jesus, a coroner . . .


“Are they okay?” April blurts out, her voice cracking as she navigates a maze of tables toward a quiet corner of the restaurant. “Are they okay?”


“Excuse me?”


“Where are they? Are they hurt? Sick? What’s wrong?”


“I’m sorry, I’m not sure what you are talking about.”


“My parents!” she exclaims, finding a private spot beside the large picture windows.


“Your parents? Ms. Zagoda, I don’t know anything about . . . I’m not calling regarding your parents. My name is J—”


“Oh, thank goodness,” April sighs, cutting off the caller. She closes her eyes and attempts to recenter herself. “I’m so sorry, let’s start over. How can I help you?”


“Ms. Zagoda, I’m calling from The New York Times.”


“The Times? Really!” April simultaneously feels a coil of tension release.


Growing up, The New York Times was the preeminent news source in April’s household. Her father had the paper delivered to their home and would get his ink-stained hands all over her parents’ white Formica kitchen tabletop. The fingerprints drove her mother crazy, but the routine of watching her dad come home from work, strip down to his sleeveless white ribbed undershirt, put a Welcome Back Kotter rerun on TV, and run his fingers along the newsprint was one of her fondest childhood memories. Her parents even kept a stack of Sunday magazines in a round wicker basket on the floor beside the toilet in their tiny, carpeted powder room.


“I’m assuming you’re calling regarding my husband’s election,” April says. The thought of Peter being featured in The Times is almost as exciting as an election victory. “Before I put him on though, may I just ask, how did you know? I mean, I didn’t realize people back home cared about local Chicago politics. Is this for the National News page? Did one of Peter’s old colleagues in New York tip you off?”


April knows she’s rambling, but she can’t help it. Journalists make her uneasy.


“So your husband is running for office,” the woman on the other end says matter-of-factly.


“Yes. State’s attorney. Basically, what New York City would call the district attorney. He’s been a litigator forever, as I suspect you already know. He just won the primary so now we’re gearing up for the election.”


“Fascinating.”


“Yes.” April closes her eyes to visualize the bulleted list of publicity talking points Peter’s campaign manager had recently emailed her. “It was sort of unexpected, actually. When our kids were little, we volunteered a bunch. Wanted to meet other young families in our community, so we doled out food at a soup kitchen on Thanksgiving, delivered care packages to homebound elderly, organized a toy drive every December for children at the Ronald McDonald House in Chicago. We even helped clean up an old, abandoned lot and plant grass to create a greenspace and ball field.”


“That’s lovely . . .”


“You know what’s funny? The more we volunteered as a family, the deeper our roots grew in the neighborhood, and the more invested Peter became in local politics. He was elected Alderman in our ward a couple of years ago and is now ready for the next step—state’s attorney. I may be biased, but with his stellar record in New York and in Chicago, and his amazing heart, he really is made for this job.”


“Mmmm,” the reporter says. April can hear keyboard typing in the background.


“I’m sure you’d like to speak with my husband. He’s right here, I’ll put him on . . .” April starts walking back across the room to the table where she can see Peter studying the dinner menu.


“Actually, Ms. Zagoda,” the reporter says. “I was calling to speak with you.”


“Me?” she says, still baffled as to why this woman is not referring to her as Mrs. Nelson.


“Yes. I was wondering if you have a comment regarding Rudy DeFranco’s release from prison?”


April stops mid-stride. Acid rises from her gut, as if the mere utterance of Rudy’s name has eroded the lining of her esophagus. She does an about-face and returns to her spot in the corner of the room.


Several seconds of silence follow.


“Ms. Zagoda? Are you there?”


Shut your damn mouth, she cautions herself. Just shut your mouth.


“Ms. Zagoda, do you have anything to say regarding Rudy DeFranco?”


“Who are you? How did you get this number?” April snaps, her friendly demeanor vaporized.


“Ms. Zagoda, it has been many years since Rudy DeFranco was imprisoned for the death of Bailey Jameson. There must be something you have to say now that he is being released.”


How the hell do I gracefully get out of this?


“Ms. Zagoda? I know you are there.”


Breathe in, two, three . . . April shuts her eyes.


“Any comment, Ms. Zagoda?”


Out, two, three . . . Images of Rudy’s face, their childhood neighborhood, the handcuffs, the courtroom all flash across her mind like the grainy old slideshows her grandfather used to project onto his basement walls.


“Ms. Zagoda. How does it make you feel that Rudy DeFranco did time while you—”


April grits her teeth and interjects, “No. Comment.”


“But look at your life and look at his. Ms. Zagoda, you must have something to say.”


“My name is April Nelson,” she pauses to let oxygen rise through her nostrils, “and I have no comment.” She exhales and taps her iPhone to end the call.


April gazes out of the large windows overlooking her adopted city while she holds the silent phone against her ear to maintain the appearance that she’s still conversing.


“Compartmentalize,” she whispers aloud, and pledges to uphold a cheerful façade throughout the meal for the sake of her husband’s sanity, as well as her own. Neither one of them can afford to crumble. She visualizes how the next hour will play out. She will order a glass of cabernet. She will listen as Peter speaks excitedly about the final weeks of the campaign. She will mention the beautiful book projects her first-grade students recently completed and acknowledge her good fortune to work at a school that feels more like a cocoon than a full-time job. She will remark how thoughtful it had been of her principal to reschedule the annual meet the teacher event so April’s allegiances to her employer and husband won’t conflict the evening before Election Day. And, most of all, she will ignore the blaring siren that has just gone off inside her body. She will disregard the uptick in her pulse, furtively glide her drenched palms along the edge of the tablecloth, and summon the strength to pretend that her marriage, children, career, friendships, and all she holds dear will not break at the same moment as the reporter’s story. She can do this, and she will.


April stares out at the skyline—at all those landmarks dotting a map of the beautiful life she has created—and with all that she has, she straightens her posture, attempts another cleansing breath, and returns to her husband at the table.


Dinner is served.
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Rudy


NOW


Rudy sits on the floor of his cell, organizing the lower shelves of a metal locker when the announcement comes over the PA.


He has just returned with his latest commissary haul—a bag of Cool Ranch Doritos, a travel-sized digital clock, and a pair of Reeboks. Each month his family wires cash via Western Union to his spending account, and every other Sunday he fills out a form with commissary requests. In the thirteen years he’s been incarcerated, the bulk of Rudy’s purchases have consisted of stamps, stationery, underwear, toothpaste, and toothbrushes. Occasionally he splurges on ice cream or chips, but generally, he is frugal. The fifteen cents an hour he earns cleaning stalls doesn’t go very far. He’s still got two years left on his sentence and wants to be prepared for the inevitable rainy days.


The Doritos this month are undoubtedly an indulgence. He considers it a birthday gift to himself. The clock and sneakers, on the other hand, are necessities. The commissary desk clock he bought when he was first locked up has recently bitten the dust and, in its absence, Rudy has found himself feeling increasingly unmoored. Tracking time is crucial when doing time. The ability to see hours and minutes tick away provides a sense of placement, and without it, Rudy finds he can easily grow confused and unsettled.


The Reeboks are a different story. They aren’t a delicacy like the chips or a grounding force like the digital clock. Owning a pair of quality sneakers is an insurance policy. Good shoes are in high demand and low supply, but every once in a while, a shipment will arrive, and those days always feel like Christmas morning. This delivery is a particularly bountiful one. There are five styles of sneakers on the commissary list and each has a fan base. Certain inmates prefer the high-tops, some just care about the label, but all yield tremendous value in the prison’s black market. Items are bartered all the time: clean socks for fresh produce, a good sweatshirt for a six-pack of room-temperature Pepsi. You never know when you might need to cash in on a favor, so having a pair of brand-new leather Reeboks secured in your locker is the equivalent of keeping a gold bar in your back pocket. Plus, sneakers are practical. They offer more physical stability and protection than the ubiquitous soft-toed slip-ons. In fact, some inmates even wear sneakers in the shower if they sense an impending brawl. One time, a prisoner wearing slip-ons reprimanded another inmate for talking too loudly in the phone bank. When the man didn’t heed the request to lower his voice, the convict sauntered back to his cell, swapped his rubber shoes for sneakers, returned to the phone bank, and sucker punched the loud talker in the gut. That was one of the first lessons Rudy learned as a newbie inmate: Request sneakers, and when they arrive, keep them safe so you can either wear or trade them when needed.


Just as he’s shifting some canned goods in his locker to make room for the new kicks, Rudy hears a garbled version of what he thinks sounds like his name echoing throughout the halls.


“Did you hear that?” Rudy asks, turning to cellmate Billy, who is lying on his thin unmade mattress, arms folded across his chest. His eyes are shut, but he isn’t asleep.


“Hear what?” Billy mumbles.


“My name. I could have sworn it sounded like my name.”


Billy grunts his disinterest and flips over to face the cell wall.


Rudy moves toward the door so he’s closer to the hallway speakers. The garbled message is repeated, and this time, there is no doubt it is his name. “DeFranco report to the office.”


Rudy’s heart flutters as adrenaline courses through him. What did I do? What did I do? he agonizes while haphazardly shoving cans of tuna fish, mouthwash, and a spiral notebook back into his metal cabinet. As he fumbles with the lock, he tries to think of some indiscretion, a recent lapse or perhaps an offense he could have committed, but none come to mind.


As he waits for a guard to unlock his door, Rudy runs his fingers through his shaggy brown hair and stares through the barbed wire around the slit of his window to the electrical fence beyond.


Moments later, the guard appears. “You’re up, DeFranco,” he bellows, holding open the cell door.


Rudy nods and proceeds through the doorway, wiping the sweat on his palms against the sides of his starchy brown jumpsuit.


As he follows the guard down a hall and up a flight of stairs to the warden’s office, he continues to rack his brain for any misstep on his part. Again, he fails to come up with anything he might have done wrong. Never, in over a decade behind bars, has he been punished. Quite the opposite, in fact. He’s been a model inmate—promptly reporting for work, always following rules, respecting authority, keeping to himself.


When the guard knocks on the warden’s door, Rudy instinctively straightens his posture and clears his throat as they await the signal to enter.


“DeFranco,” the warden sighs from behind his desk. He seems burdened by simply uttering Rudy’s surname. The room reeks of cheap air freshener, as if the warden cleared out a car wash’s supply of rearview mirror deodorizers and hid them throughout his office. The man does not make eye contact. Instead, his gaze remains fixed on a stack of forms piled in front of him and licks his thumb and forefinger each time he flips a page to add his ball-pointed blue squiggle of an autograph.


Rudy stands in front of the desk, shoulders back, chin up, legs planted firmly on the floor a foot apart. “Yes, sir,” he says steadily, trying to ignore the rapid thumping in his chest.


“Your number’s up, DeFranco.” The warden shakes his head in disappointment and glances up at Rudy somberly.


Rudy’s mind flashes to a solitary confinement cell. He’s heard horror stories of inmates being sent to the hole and can’t imagine what he’s done to deserve such punishment, but he’s long past believing in appropriate outcomes. Prison is a world of its own and the fate of inmates is often subject to the whims of those in positions of authority. He knows he didn’t deserve to go to jail to begin with, so the prospect of solitary confinement, while wholly unjust, would not be out of the realm of possibility given the outrageous trajectory of his life.


“Excuse me, sir?” Rudy’s voice cracks. He immediately coughs to mask the squeak—just as he’d done as a pubescent teen—but the coverup is as ineffectual in his thirties as it was at thirteen.


The warden’s eyebrow lifts and his mouth curls into a half-smile. “Gotcha.” He chuckles louder than necessary and wipes his nose with the back of his hand.


Rudy recognizes this behavior. He has seen it many times before. It is the self-righteous air of someone drunk on power.


“You’re outta here, DeFranco. Two weeks. Got your marching orders right here. Gotta say, you’re one of the better ones. If it had been up to me, I woulda gotten rid of that Billy guy in your cell. Man, he’s a lazy fuck. But you? You’re a good worker. No complaints about you. Maybe that’s why the bosses are cuttin’ the strings with you coupla years early. Guess sometimes it works out for the nice guys.”


The warden extends his arm toward Rudy and waves the signature pages in the air as if he’s dangling a treat in front of a dog.


Rudy stands frozen in place. He opens his mouth to speak, but nothing comes out. He’s unsure if this is a prank—if the people monitoring the prison security cameras are sitting back with a bucket of popcorn cackling at his gullibility.


“Well, you wanna go or what? Happy to keep you here if that’s what ya really want, DeFranco.” He snickers, pulling the papers back toward his chest and then extending them out again toward Rudy, teasing him with the prospect of freedom like it is all just a childish game.


Rudy steps forward and reaches for the documents. He wonders if his drenched hands will saturate the pages and render them void.


“Sign at the X on pages three, four, and six,” the warden directs.


Rudy reads every word and signs his name in all the appropriate spots. His mind floods with questions about how this all came about, but he’s too afraid to ask.


Lay low, he tells himself. You’ll get the details later. This is the first stroke of luck in thirteen years. Get out before it changes.


“Thank you, sir,” Rudy says as he hands the documents back to the warden. “Don’t really know what to say other than thank you.”


“Stay outta trouble, DeFranco,” he says, his eyes glancing at something on his desk.


“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”


The guard escorts Rudy back to his cell. After the cuffs are removed from his wrists and the cell door is closed, Rudy makes a beeline for his metal locker, retrieves a sheet of his best stationery from the top shelf, and begins composing the letter he has waited thirteen years to write to April.
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April


NOW


“You okay?” Peter asks, looking over the restaurant’s dessert menu. “You seem distracted.”


Don’t say a word about the reporter’s phone call, she cautions herself. “Oh, I’m fine,” April lies, flashing a reassuring grin. “Just thinking about the kids. I didn’t hire a babysitter. I figured the girls are nearly eleven now, they’re old enough to watch their brother for a bit, but I have a hunch the condo may not be standing when we get home.”


“Maybe we should get the check, I’ve got a pile of work to do anyway,” he says and raises his hand to grab the waiter’s attention.


She can’t get home soon enough.


As Peter scrolls through his phone in the back of the Uber, April stares out the window, gnawing on her bottom lip as they drive along Lake Shore Drive toward the South Loop. She doesn’t notice the cityscape through the glass, or the whizz of passing cars, or even the heat blowing onto her face through the back seat vent. All she can hear in her head is the tinny theme song of Mister Softee’s ice cream truck—the soundtrack of her early childhood.


She closes her eyes and is transported back to Brooklyn’s Avenue L playground. She’s running toward the tallest, most glittery silver mountain she’s ever seen. She zooms past the swings, circumvents the seesaw queue, and delightedly waves to her mother who is reading on a nearby park bench. But as she extends her arm to grasp the metal slide’s banister, April suddenly stops short. There’s a boy, about her age, wrapping his palm around the handrail on the left just as her fingertips lay claim to the one on the right. He is clad in denim overalls, nearly identical to the pair she is wearing, except hers has a daisy stitched on the front pocket. Though they’ve reached the slide’s ladder at the exact moment, no words are exchanged. There is no tantrum. No battle. No stepping over the other’s feet to climb first. Just a silent stare-down during which April surmises that his eyes look like gigantic brown M&Ms.


“Rudy, honey, let the pretty girl go first,” a woman’s voice rings out.


The boy immediately releases his grip and moves aside to allow for April’s ascension.


She climbs slowly, carefully, employing a one-rung-at-a-time approach before settling in at the summit.


“Hey,” April calls, craning her neck to look down at the boy at the base of the ladder.


“Yeah?” he squints, hand at his forehead to block the sun blazing behind her.


“Come. We’ll go down together. I’ll wait for you.”


This is her most prominent childhood memory, the one accessed so frequently it’s as if her subconscious has unlimited membership to a streaming service. It’s also the one that triggers the most dichotomous emotions she’s ever known—an amalgamation of tenderness, joy, devastation, and gut-wrenching guilt.


When the Uber stops, April’s eyes jolt open and she returns to the present.


“Ape, you coming?” Peter asks. He’s standing on the curb, holding the rear door open.


“Yep! Must have fallen asleep there,” she says, shimmying out the back. “I think I’m going to zonk out the second my head hits the pillow.”


April and Peter are greeted by the aroma of homemade chocolate chip cookies as they enter their condo. The enticing scent reminds her of a conversation she’d once had with a real estate broker who swore that baking prior to an open house would guarantee a sale. “Always stick a dessert in the oven right before a prospective buyer walks in,” the agent insisted. “One whiff of apple pie or brownies from the kitchen, and they’ll think, ‘This is where I belong! Where do I sign?’”


Though olfactory manipulation is a questionable sales tactic, April knows there’s truth to the power of warm confections, and this night is no exception. The fact that the entirety of her two-thousand-square-foot loft smells of cocoa and butterscotch is precisely what she needs. She doesn’t care that cracked eggshells are strewn across her granite countertops, or that a glob of gravity-defying dough is protruding like a wart from her twelve-foot ceiling, or that she can hear the crunch of sugar granules every time she steps on her hardwood floors. Coming home to three children who just spent their Saturday night competing against one another in a bake-off is a dream. The scene is as heart-warming and adorably chaotic as a Nancy Meyers film. If she were a prospective buyer, she would undoubtedly close the deal right then and there.


After planting kisses on each of their children and petting their dog, Bocce, who is contentedly curled up atop an ottoman in the living room, Peter retreats to his “campaign headquarters” (a.k.a. the guest room) and April checks to make sure the kitchen appliances are turned off. The girls are conscientious tweens but have been left in charge without a babysitter just once before this evening. When all is clear, April makes a beeline for the master bedroom. In a singular fluid motion, she removes the silver hoops from her ears and punts her patent leather pumps into the closet as if they’re little footballs. Still dressed in the ivory ribbed turtleneck, black miniskirt, and opaque tights she’d worn to dinner at the Signature Room, she crawls beneath the down comforter on her mattress and shuts her eyes.


She can’t get the oddly familiar voice of the Times reporter out of her head.


Do you have a comment regarding Rudy DeFranco?


The question quickens her pulse and constricts her chest—physiological keepsakes returning like muscle memory after years of dormancy.


She curls into a tight fetal position beneath the duvet, hugging her knees against her breasts.


I have more to say than you could possibly print, she thinks. Why didn’t he tell me he was coming home? Why am I learning this from a fucking reporter? And how the hell did this woman get my number? I’m unlisted!


April’s eyes sting with tears.


Okay, what are you feeling right now? Name your emotions, she instructs herself as if she were talking one of her elementary school students down from a tantrum. Is it fear? Confusion? Elation? Anger? Dread? A tidal wave creeps up from the depths of her chest into her neck. She cups her hands over her mouth and presses her face into the mattress to muzzle the unstoppable wail.


“Mom?” Attie, one of her twins, hollers from the other end of the loft.


April quickly wipes her face with the edge of her white pillowcase, smearing black mascara and eyeliner everywhere. “Yes?” she bellows back through a crackling voice.


“Can we rent a movie on Amazon Prime?”


She clears her throat. “What movie?”


At that moment, Simon, her seven-year-old, pummels through the doorway of her bedroom and slides across the floor as if he’s stealing a base in his little league game. She can hear the doorknob strike the wall behind it and already knows without looking that it has left a dent in need of repair.


“Tell Attie no! Say no, Mom! I’m begging. I don’t want to see their dumb movie from like a hundred years ago.”


“What do your sisters want to see?” she asks, extricating herself from beneath the comforter. She steps out of bed and heads to the en suite bathroom. She needs to wash her face. The kids can’t see her cheeks tear streaked like this.


“Some stupid thing about cutting school. The Avengers is so much cooler.” Simon clasps his hands in prayer beside the bathroom door. “Please!”


It’s nine thirty and April isn’t in the mood to play referee. She pats her face dry with a washcloth and shuffles down the hall to the family room sectional sofa where Attie and Rosie are snuggled, each with their own oversized cable knit blanket. Ferris Bueller’s Day Off is on the screen.


“It’s a classic,” Rosie says, smiling sweetly at her mother. “My friend said it was filmed on her grandparents’ street.”


April runs her fingers through her tween’s long ponytail—the silky texture and style an exact replica of her own from childhood. “That’s certainly possible. I think it was shot in the northern suburbs.”


“So who wins?” Simon asks, cutting to the chase.


“That’s for you guys to decide,” April responds as she swipes a cookie from the plate on Attie’s lap. She can tell she’s disappointed all three of her children with this response. “Figure it out. You’re all very bright and know how to be fair. I’ve had a long day.” April kisses each of their foreheads and retreats down the hallway past Peter, who is gesticulating wildly on a Zoom meeting in the guest room. She’s relieved to see he’s busy; she has no idea how to tell him about the call from the Times.


April quickly changes into pajamas, shuts the lights, and returns to bed, cocooning her entire body beneath the linens. The intimate space and absence of light reminds her of the forts she and Rudy constructed as children—how they’d throw sofa cushions and garbage bags onto the floor, grab flashlights and snacks, and play for hours in their own imaginary world. A smile spreads across her face as she recalls how those forts once inspired Rudy’s grand idea of building a tunnel between their homes. They grabbed toy beach shovels and a plastic bucket in the shape of a crab and started construction by digging up April’s backyard. It didn’t matter that his apartment building and her house were separated by a major thoroughfare and a maze of Con Edison utility pipes; they were confident it was doable. When Barbara Zagoda gasped upon seeing her decimated property, Rudy sprang to his feet and motioned with his chin for her to meet him in the driveway for a private conversation. There was such an urgency and gravity to his demeanor, April didn’t want to let on that she could hear every word from only a few feet away.


“Look, Mrs. Zagoda,” he said, sliding his hands into the pockets of his shorts. “I just want to make sure you know, in case of emergency and what not, I can use this tunnel to get to April at any hour in case she needs me. Things come up all the time. Day and night. I want to be on call for her, you know?”


“Are you nine or forty-nine?” Barbara sighed.


April glanced over and could see her mother unfolding her arms which, a moment earlier, had been pretzeled tightly across her chest.


“We’ll grow new plants, don’t worry about that,” Barbara said. “But y’know what you can’t grow, Rudy?”


He shook his head.


“Kindness. And you’ve got that in spades. You remind me so much of your dad.”


Even at that young age, April concurred with her mother’s assessment. Rudy certainly resembled his father, Eddie DeFranco, an apartment superintendent who responded to handyman emergencies on a daily basis for the tenants of their building. Eddie was on call around the clock and made a point of telling residents he was at their service no matter how big or small the job, no matter the hour. In fact, April was at their apartment one Christmas when the landlord gifted Eddie a new uniform with the moniker “Super Super” stitched in red thread above the chest pocket.


Given his father’s heroic status and epithet, Rudy’s obsession with Superman was no surprise. In fact, when she and Rudy dressed up as superheroes, he’d knot a twin-sized bedsheet at the base of his neck and run zigzags up and down the sidewalk pretending to rescue people in need. April, on the other hand, would retrieve a green plastic “flying saucer” sled from her parents’ garage, hug her knees to her chest, and cover herself with her “magic shell.” She’d proudly claim to possess a trifecta of superpowers—invisibility, invincibility, and invulnerability—but often felt a tinge of guilt for choosing skills that prioritized self-preservation while Rudy consistently ranked the well-being of others above all else. Benevolence was in his nature, but it was also how he was nurtured.


With a cheek pressed against her mattress and a seven-hundredthread-count sateen top sheet covering her body like a corpse, April silently mouths the questions that cross her mind. Why’s he getting out earlier than expected? Is he going back to Brooklyn? Who’s picking him up? What’s he gonna do when he gets home? Who’s gonna hire him? Wait, is he even allowed to leave the house? How soon can I see him?


April yearns to visualize the future. His future. Their future. If only she could flip ahead in the script. Act I of their lives started out great but tanked just before the interlude. It’s been a very long intermission, she thinks. What if the actors have changed? In truth, she’s different. And perhaps her greatest fear is that Rudy will be, too.


The air beneath the sheets has grown stuffy. April pokes her head and arms out and stares straight up at the ceiling fan. Should I tell Peter about all of this? she wonders. Maybe, but not yet. I need more information first. He’ll have questions and I won’t have answers. It’ll be too much of a distraction for him right now. I can wait to share the news. She reaches for the cell phone on her nightstand and notices an incoming text:




Georgia: Hey babe, just confirming yoga tomorrow morning? Still good?





She responds as if everything were normal.




April: Yup! See you bright and early [image: ]





“Shit,” she groans. Typically, Sunday yoga with her girlfriends is a highlight of her week. Peter takes charge of breakfast and the kids’ morning routines and she has a few hours to recharge on her own. But right now, she can’t imagine having the wherewithal to leave the bedroom, let alone chat with friends or contort her body to resemble a triangle. She places the phone face down on her nightstand and attempts to fall asleep.


Though both her eyes and the bedroom door are shut, she can feel the reverberations of the base from the surround sound speakers playing the kids’ movie down the hall. She can smell the aroma of freshly brewed coffee, which means Peter has just made a new pot and that this will be a late work night. Between the ambience in their home and the cacophony in her head, there’s no way she’s easing into a peaceful state.


“Forget it,” she mutters aloud, surrendering to the impediments. Once again, she reaches for her phone, but this time, she types in a Google search:




How to inform your husband you’ve secretly been in touch with your incarcerated best friend for the last thirteen years





She shakes her head, mocking her own entry, as if she were delusional to even tap the letters on the keyboard and think it would yield sage advice. She deletes the search history and types in Rudy’s name instead but doesn’t hit “enter.”


Do I really want to go down this rabbit hole? she wonders. Do I really want to be flooded with old trashy stories and undoubtedly a shit ton of misinformation? It’s late. I already know I’m going to need every ounce of energy I can conserve. This is not a good idea. I’ll hear from Rudy soon enough. Better to get legitimate information direct from the source than be fed lies off the internet. Shut off the phone, April. Go to sleep. Now.


She acquiesces, shoves a set of foam noise plugs into her ears, hopes Peter will see the kids to bed, and eventually drifts off.


April arrives at the yoga studio the following morning as her friends are unrolling their cushioned mats parallel to one another on the hardwood floor.


“Hi, hi, hi!” April makes her way around giving each woman a quick peck on the cheek before settling into her usual spot beneath the window, the farthest location from the essential oil diffuser she abhors.


“Good morning, ladies,” Corinne, the instructor, croons as she straightens her posture. “Please remember to turn off all electronics before we begin.” She presses a button on a remote control that simultaneously dims the lights and cues up soothing spa music.


Though they enjoy stretching, posing, and breathing their way to a more centered existence, the best part of yoga is undoubtedly the “after party” in the studio’s twinkly-lit reception area where they dish about their lives on a wooden bench beneath an oversized feathered dream catcher. The space is filled with whitewashed plaques of motivational sayings one might find on sale at Home-Goods—“Mindset is Everything” and “Let Your Soul Shine”—and though April deems the aphorisms to wax more tacky than poetic, the room’s vibe is certainly inviting and warm. April and her friends typically linger until the students in the next class arrive, at which point they retrieve their jackets from an eggplant-colored wall cubby, fish their car keys from the depths of their tote bags, and relocate their gathering to the parking lot.


That Sunday is no different. Swigging from their stainless water bottles, key rings dangling from their polished fingers, they update one another on their personal headlines. Though there is only enough time for a highlight reel, they get the latest development with Dawn’s ongoing custody battle, the plans for Ericka’s son’s Bar Mitzvah, and learn that Nina has yet to decide if she should accept the job promotion that would relocate her family to Hong Kong or stay put in Winnetka so her kids can play varsity lacrosse at New Trier. Children, aging parents, and, of course, opinions on what April should wear to Peter’s Election Day victory party round out the conversation, but she doesn’t allow Peter’s career or her vacillation between a pantsuit and dress to dominate the discussion. She gracefully deflects, directing questions and attention to her friends.


Eventually, they boot up their cell phones, discover missed calls and texts, blow air-kiss farewells to one another, and fan out in the parking lot to their respective cars. As usual, Georgia and April steal a few minutes alone. This week’s topic is a weighing of the merits and shortcomings of an Airbnb rental they found in Lake Geneva, Wisconsin, for their annual late December family vacation. After concluding that they will move ahead and book the house, April presses a button on her key fob to remotely unlock her car door. She can never remember where she parks and uses her Subaru’s chirps as a compass. Turning her head toward the familiar sound, she notices Nina leaning against the hood of her car, hand on her heart, seemingly spellbound by her phone.


“Neen?” April calls out. “You okay?”


Nina doesn’t respond. She’s frozen in place.


April and Georgia shoot concerned looks at one another and jog over. The first thing April detects as she approaches is Nina’s severely furrowed brow and slacked jaw. Typically, very little flusters Nina. She’s a leader in crisis communications public relations, so to see the wind knocked out of her is jarring.


“What is it?” Georgia asks apprehensively.


April gently touches Nina’s forearm. “Are you all right?”


Nina pulls away. “Oh, I’m okay,” she says, the peak of her eyebrows nearly touching her scalp line. “Are you?” She turns her cell phone to April.


April looks down at the screen and just beneath a banner with the Associated Press (AP) logo are the words “Breaking News” and a headline: “State’s Attorney Candidate Peter Nelson’s Wife Linked to Homicide.”


You’re. Gonna. Pack. A. Bag.


Those are the first words April hears after seeing the headline. Though her chest rises and collapses with each breath, she is otherwise immobilized. Aside from a functioning respiratory system, the piercing chill of her friends’ penetrating stares is her only proof of life. Time is frozen on a heavily loaded pause until she determines her critical next move. What’s the appropriate response? she wonders. Do I scream in horror? Laugh at the absurdity? Is there a path of least resistance here? Is it humor? Denial? Or do I go with a full-on mea culpa where I vomit out my past in the yoga parking lot and explain to these women—the ones whose children I’ve carpooled, the ones with whom Peter and I have shared every New Year’s Eve for a decade, the ones who have all moved to the northern suburbs yet I look forward to schlepping up to see on Sundays so we can laugh over our pathetic warrior poses and maintain our bond—that I have withheld critical information about my life? But do I really owe them anything? Aren’t I entitled to privacy? And, after all, I have nothing to confess. I did nothing wrong.


Before April can formulate a plan, she is interrupted by Nina.


“You’re gonna pack a bag,” she repeats her command. “One for you and another for your kids and you’re gonna get the hell out of that condo before the press descends. Why you’re living in a South Side converted loft with a buzzer security system instead of a doorman building in Lincoln Park is beyond me, but whatever, that’s a conversation for another time. It’s unbelievable how much crap the media makes up. Fucking whores. They’ll do anything for a viral story. I mean,” Nina chuckles, “it’s not like I even have to confirm with you that this is absolute bullshit. But Ape, do you know how they could have even concocted something this absurd?”


Cars in the parking lot are beginning to blur together and April grabs onto Georgia’s arm to steady herself.


“I got you.” Georgia wraps her arm around April’s waist and pulls her close.


April’s knees weaken and a lump forms in her throat, physical manifestations of gratitude for the instantaneous support. It’s moments like these that she appreciates Midwestern manners and decorum. They may be biting their tongues and suppressing an urge to cross-examine her, but the unconditional support—or at least the appearance thereof—is precisely what she needs in this moment.


“Do you know anything about this?” Georgia whispers to Nina while rubbing circles on April’s back. “What will this mean for Peter?”


April keeps her eyes closed and does not react to the conversation around her.


“Peter and his team are going to have to figure out Peter right now,” Nina says while texting at a ferocious speed on her phone. April can hear her nails clack against the screen. “Maybe he stays put in the city to deal with this, maybe he disappears along with April and the kids. That’s up to him and his PR crew. Oh, and April can’t drive home alone right now. Georgia, can you take her car? Or give her a lift in yours? We can deal with moving the extra car out of this lot later.”


“Of course, anything.” Georgia says to April, “We’ll pick up your stuff from the city and bring you guys to my house. You can stay with me.”


Not one cell in April’s body is fighting for autonomy. The comfort of having her hand held and guided like a child is invaluable. But then, the moment she thinks of herself as a child being ushered along, her own children’s faces flash before her.


Attie.


Rosie.


Simon.


They’re the ones whose hands must be held! This isn’t just me, or Peter and me. It’s all of us. The whole family is about to get hit.


Despite the adrenaline ricocheting through April’s veins, her eyelids suddenly feel like bricks. She could fall asleep right there in the parking lot. Her face begins to tingle and the space around her seems off, as if the lighting has changed. She slowly lowers herself onto the pavement, sinking her head between her knees, like the crash position on an airplane.


“Here, drink this,” Georgia insists, uncapping a bottle and bringing it to April’s lips.


This sensation of feeling both numb and acutely aware of her surroundings is an experience April has known only twice before. The first was Rudy’s arrest. The second was her expulsion from Rivington. Though the particulars varied—NYPD officers standing in her parents living room at 6 a.m. and university board members sitting around a mahogany conference table explaining their unanimous decision to flush her future down the toilet—the scenarios were a ripple effect of the same event. Now, as she swigs back water on the ground of a strip mall parking lot in Lake County, Illinois, all she can think is: Here we go again. It’s never going to fucking end.


“Come on, we’ve got to get you home,” Georgia says, gently helping April up from the pavement and guiding her into the car. “You need to see Peter and figure out a plan.”


As they zip along Lake Shore Drive en route to the city, April gazes out of Georgia’s passenger seat window searching for the landmarks that gauge her proximity to home. Lincoln Park Zoo, check. Sears Tower, check. Soldier Field, check. She yearns for the comfort of her children and the familiarity of their collective stuff. But as she envisions the toys, art projects, and framed photographs displayed on the fireplace mantle, her fingers instinctively curl around the seatbelt—one hand on the shoulder belt, the other on the lap—like a telepathic warning: Strap in! Your world is as fragile as those snow globe tchotchkes you picked up on family trips.


“You will get through this,” Georgia says kindly, eyeing April’s seatbelt situation. “We will get through this.”


It’s the we that does April in. The pronoun stings, the unconditional love igniting a torrent of guilt. I owe her an explanation. But I can’t. Not yet. She rolls down the window and leans her head into the wind letting her hair whip haphazardly in every direction.


When April and Peter decided to leave New York and create a new life in Chicago, they made a deliberate choice to avoid any mention of her past. They saw no reason to voluntarily raise a red flag. When they began making friends in the community, April felt disingenuous. She grew quiet whenever everyone swapped stories about college or first jobs. She’d squelch any inquiries with: Oh, I’m boring! College was what you’d expect! Nothing to report over here! The more challenging social interactions, however, were the one-on-ones like coffee dates or walks with a girlfriend. Those were the times she’d find herself closer to the edge of spilling. How will I have real friendships if I’m filtered and cagey? she’d wonder whenever she was tempted to share. But then she’d remember the bottom line—her children—and how absolutely nothing was worth the risk of their well-being. After all, if there was one lesson she’d learned in life, it was how even the best, well-intentioned people remain human. Even the good ones are fallible. If she entrusted a friend with the entirety of the Rudy story, it could ultimately harm her kids. One slip, one leak, one missing word, one skewed detail, one questionable facial expression could alter the narrative.


Early in their marriage, before the twins were born, April and Peter agreed that she had to be the one to tell the kids. They needed to hear the truth from their mother who lived the experience—not through filtered, twisted gossip. Like first impressions, there would be only one shot to properly introduce them to the Rudy conversation, and the timing and messaging had to be on the nose. Attie, Rosie, and Simon needed to be mature enough to process nuance, perception, and facts, and they believed all three should be told together. It would be unfair to ask the girls to hold such a weighty secret until their younger brother matured.


Dread swirls inside April like poison as Georgia pulls into a parking spot across from the condo. Does Peter know? she wonders. He must, the cell phone is practically an appendage. It’s highly unlikely he hasn’t received a text or email from someone. And if he hasn’t, how the hell am I going to break this to him?


All these years of deliberately muzzling herself, of putting up boundaries with friends, of waiting for the right moment to talk to her kids, it was all for nothing, she thinks. Her power usurped by a nine-word headline that is now forcing her hand; she’s been robbed. All she has ever wanted is to do the right thing—especially by her children—and she knows at this very moment, her top priority is to be a united front with Peter and talk to the kids before they hear chatter from anyone else.


“Does the building have a service entrance in the back?” Georgia asks. “I know, I sound paranoid, but do you think the guy standing in front of your building is a member of the press?”


April squints to get a clearer look at the man outside the revolving door. “No. That’s Bob in 5B. He’s harmless.”


“Guess I watch too many crime shows.”


Now conscious of her surroundings, April surveys the area. Her eyes dart to the windshields of parked cars, to the sidewalks, to the darkened area on South Wabash beneath the EL platform—anywhere someone could be lurking. When she feels safe, they walk through the main entrance.


When they arrive upstairs, the condo is eerily calm. Simon is sitting cross-legged on the couch with a cereal bowl in his lap, hair disheveled, and staring like a zombie in footy pajamas at some animated show on TV. It’s a typical Sunday morning.


April kisses her son on his head. “Hi, baby. Where’s Daddy?”


Simon shrugs and shoves a spoonful of Rice Krispies into his mouth.


April walks down the hallway toward the bedrooms, Georgia tagging behind like a loyal puppy. They peek into the girls’ shared bedroom where Attie is rubbing the sleep out of her eyes and Rosie has her nose in a book, as usual.


“I’ve got the kids,” Georgia whispers reassuringly. “I’ll get them packed up. You go find Peter.”


April continues down the corridor toward the guest bedroom. As she approaches, Peter steps out into the hall. She is about to ask if he’s seen the headline, but one look at her husband’s ashen pallor suffices as an answer.


“Peter,” she whimpers, her hand rising to cover her mouth. More than anything she craves his reassuring embrace, the bear hug that always lets her know things will be alright.


Just inches away, he stands stone-faced and silent.


“Oh, babe . . .” She extends her arms, reaching for him. But as her fingertips graze his shoulders, he spins around, returns to his makeshift office, and shuts the door.





OEBPS/images/orn.jpg





OEBPS/images/heart.jpg






OEBPS/images/ch1.jpg






OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Chapter 1



		Chapter 2



		Chapter 3



		Chapter 4



		Chapter 5



		Chapter 6



		Chapter 7



		Chapter 8



		Chapter 9



		Chapter 10



		Chapter 11



		Chapter 12



		Chapter 13



		Chapter 14



		Chapter 15



		Chapter 16



		Chapter 17



		Chapter 18



		Chapter 19



		Chapter 20



		Chapter 21



		Chapter 22



		Chapter 23



		Chapter 24



		Chapter 25



		Chapter 26



		Author’s Note



		Acknowledgments



		About the Author



		Looking for your next great read?











Guide





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Chapter 1



		Author’s Note



		Acknowledgments



		Start of Content











Pagebreaks of the Print Version





		Cover Page



		i



		ii



		iii



		vii



		viii



		ix





		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		347















OEBPS/images/tit.jpg
SUCH
GOOD
PEOPLE
A Nevel

AMY BLUMENFELD






OEBPS/images/9781684633234.jpg
AMY.BLUMENFELD










