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To Denise Shannon






All I want is a room somewhere

Far away from the cold night air

With one enormous chair

Oh, wouldn’t it be loverly?

Someone’s head restin’ on my knee

Warm and tender as he can be

Who takes good care of me

Oh, wouldn’t it be loverly?

—FREDERICK LOEWE, MY FAIR LADY, “WOULDN’T IT BE LOVERLY?”








PROLOGUE The Community Christmas Talent Show


A WOMAN TIPTOES OUT onstage, sideways, like a crab. The audience applauds. She’s wearing a funny hat shaped like a pastry tart, an old-fashioned wasp-waist jacket, a long skirt, and sensible shoes. And she’s carrying an umbrella. An open umbrella indoors? Doesn’t she know it’s bad luck?

She closes it. Her smile is coy and flirtatious. Tendrils of gray hair peek out from the edges of her dark wig. Her heavy makeup makes her look like a clown-faced Mary Poppins.

I recognize her from somewhere, but the wig and makeup are confusing. The audience knows. They’re laughing. They love it.

She stands at the microphone and waits, as if for an orchestra to start up. There is no orchestra. She’s on her own. She frowns. She seems distracted, totters a little. Is she ill?

She begins to sing. Her voice is wobbly but clear. A good church-choir soprano, a cappella and very slow, like a record played at the wrong speed, threatening and dirge-like:


“All I want is a room somewhere.”



Seven words. That’s all it takes. My adrenaline spikes. I lay both hands flat on my belly.

Stay calm. Stay calm. Stay calm.

It’s not Mary Poppins.

It’s Eliza Doolittle. Eliza Doolittle from My Fair Lady.

I recognize her. I should have known right away. Why didn’t I? Because it’s too perfect. Too strange. But it’s true. She’s singing the last song I want to hear, the song I heard in my head all last summer.

Why does Eliza Doolittle need an umbrella? And why is she singing so slowly?


“Far away from the cold night air.”



I’m struggling to put the fragments together. I’m missing the piece—the critical piece—that might solve the puzzle.

Earlier, in the Nativity pageant, there was… the girl and the baby. The baby looked at me. He knew he’d seen me before.


“With one enormous chair.”



She reaches into a huge carpet bag slung over one shoulder and pulls out a doll. It’s a baby doll, with a frilly bonnet and a bow around its neck. A black bow. She turns it to face the audience, but the doll has no face, just a jagged wound surrounded by a stained white ruffle. Its face looks as if it’s been chewed off by an animal, leaving two ragged holes, extruding stuffing, where its eyes should have been.

I feel as if someone’s pushing me into a gigantic armchair. I’m a child, a child’s doll, drowning in the upholstery. Struggling to breathe. I’m Alice in Wonderland, shrunk to the size of a mouse.

She points the doll at me, then dances it in the air in time to her slow, menacing song.

I’m having a waking nightmare. I’m not myself. What does myself even mean?

I watch myself—I watch her—doing things I would never do.

I jump up. My chair scrapes, loud.

Everyone turns. Let them look.

It’s my house.

The theater is inside my house.

I live here.

I stand facing the stage.

Eliza Doolittle is looking at me. She knows that I know. She waves the doll in my direction.

Something terrible is happening. But why is it happening to me?

Someone is dead or about to be dead.


“Oh, wouldn’t it be loverly?”



She stuffs the doll back in the bag and opens the umbrella again, raises it, and twirls around. She misses a step, almost trips, catches herself. When she stops, she’s staring out at the audience. Staring at me.

I hear someone scream. Who?

It can’t be me. I never scream.

It’s me.

I turn. Who hears me? Who can help?

Faces float around me like headlights in the dark, like bulbs on a Christmas tree. They drift in and out of focus, a theater full of worried strangers wondering what to do about a massively pregnant woman, standing there.

Screaming and screaming.






Chapter One THE BIRTHDAY


Six months earlier: June

EMMA AND BEN are celebrating her thirty-fifth birthday at Ray’s, their favorite restaurant, in a newly gentrified section of Crown Heights. Ben orders a half bottle of wine. Emma takes one sip from his glass and gets a contact high. She was never a big drinker, but she’d liked sharing a bottle of wine with Ben and doing shots with friends. She’d forgotten that first hint of a buzz, how everything gets more interesting, how softly the restaurant noise begins to hum beyond their circle of light.

Since she was a teenager, she’s spent so much effort on not getting pregnant, it came as a shock when she changed her mind and then it wasn’t automatic. Nothing, nothing. Two miscarriages and then, just when she and Ben were about to ask around about a fertility doctor, the little stick turned pink again.

Both of them think but don’t say that this baby might never have siblings. But who knows? Maybe they’ll like being parents. Maybe the second one will be easy.

Emma’s annoyed when Ben orders swordfish, which she can’t share because the mercury content is so bad for the baby. Her doctor was clear about that. Ben’s a good person, he loves her, he’s smart and decent and fun. One in a million. So what if he wants swordfish?

Ben catches a glimpse of her fleeting discontent. She’s glad she’s married to the rare guy who actually pays attention.

He says, “Wait no. I’ll have the chicken. If I get the chicken, will you have some, Emma?”

The idea of chicken is slightly sickening, but Ben’s thoughtfulness pleases Emma. “Go on. Get the swordfish. I’ll get the pasta. I’ll have plenty of food.”

“If you’re sure,” says Ben. “Okay, back to plan A.”

Emma orders pasta with fresh peas, mint, and bacon.

She wants all the bacon but eats half.

“I should have told them to hold the bacon.”

“Enjoy yourself, Emma. Live large. It’s your birthday. Relax. It’s not like you’ve been eating bacon every day. Or ever, lately.”

Nothing makes Emma more tense than being told to relax, but her vague discomfort vanishes when, over the delicious fresh corn and maple ice cream, Ben tells her about the house.



NEITHER BEN NOR Emma is doing exactly what they’d wanted or planned to do with their lives, but they like what they’re doing, so fine. They’d both changed direction before they met, so they can’t blame each other for making them give up their dreams.

Ben had wanted to be an actor, but he’s become a theatrical producer. This year, his hard work has paid off. No Regrets, a hip-hop musical based on the tragic life of Édith Piaf, is a Broadway hit.

The show sells out every night and gets standing ovations when the chorus sings “Non, Je Ne Regrette Rien” as the two stars cross the stage, rapping about how Piaf was abandoned by her mother, went temporarily blind, prostituted herself to pay for her little daughter’s funeral, became famous, lost her great love in a plane crash, destroyed her liver and died young. As the cast takes its bows, a film of Piaf’s funeral—one hundred thousand Parisians!—ripples on the closing curtain. The audiences is in tears.

Emma and Ben were introduced by a mutual friend named Laura, who—only after Ben and Emma fell in love—realized she was in love with Ben and stopped speaking to them both. Laura’s bad behavior was just one more thing they had in common. At the beginning, they were always discovering things they both loved. Bach and Gillian Welch. The songs of Édith Piaf. When Ben came to Emma with the No Regrets hip-hop idea, she got it right away. She remembers the night he told her. High fives. Champagne. All-night sex.

One thing they’d always liked was watching old movies in bed on Ben’s laptop. Thigh to thigh, the laptop balanced, straddling them, it was hot. Their favorites were forties black-and-white detective films and anything with Robert Mitchum. They held each other during the tense parts. They laughed. It was fun.

On their second date, at Emma’s Greenpoint apartment, in bed, they’d watched the original Cape Fear, and afterward Ben told her, apropos of nothing, “There’s a saying: ‘You can’t make a living in the theater, but you can make a killing.’ ” He’d said it like a promise.

Now he’s made the killing. He’s gone into business with his college friend, Avery, and Avery’s wife, Rebecca. Last year, Ben’s father died suddenly and left him more money than anyone ever dreamed a guy who’d owned a company selling restaurant equipment could have stashed away.

Emma had wanted to be a painter. Her work—big washy landscapes based on photos she took in Central Park—was old-fashioned. No gallery was showing anything like that. She didn’t believe in herself enough to keep going. It was childish to blame her parents, but she did. Her parents always said she wasn’t resilient or tough enough to handle rejection. They probably imagined they were protecting her from some inevitable disappointment. Her mother had been a psychologist, her father a corporate lawyer. Mom had suggested that Emma might want to think about becoming a teacher.

“I hope you marry a rich guy, sweetheart” was the last thing Mom said to her, on the morning she and Dad were killed by a semi that jumped the divider on the Long Island Expressway. They were on their way to see a doctor. Mom’s personality was changing. She’d gotten forgetful and uncharacteristically short-tempered.

An uncle helped Emma sell her parents’ house in Oyster Bay, and the money paid for art school and Emma’s move to New York City.

She’d dropped out of art school before she met Ben. When he started making money, she was glad, of course. But she didn’t like the feeling of having followed Mom’s last words of advice.

Ben had asked if she wanted to start painting again. He’d support her. She knew he meant it. He would help her find a studio and pay the rent. He’d never make her feel guilty or pressured. He would really look at her work, take her seriously, notice the details she was most proud of.

But by then she’d found something she liked: a job teaching art at a charter school in Queens.

The pay was okay, no benefits, but Ben has good health insurance. She adored her students. Teaching was fun. But she didn’t love the subway commute, or the paperwork, or fighting the administration for every crayon. Her getting laid off and getting pregnant was a chicken-and-egg situation. Both things happened at once.

Someday she’ll go back to teaching, but for now she likes the idea of staying home, taking care of the baby when it comes, reading books she’s always wanted to read, maybe painting a little.

At her going-away party, the other teachers hugged her and said she could try to come back as soon as she got tired of being cooped up in the house with the baby. The moms said that. The others said “We’re so happy for you.”

The baby is due in early January. A New Year’s present, said Dr. Snyder.



BEN HAS BEEN bored at work lately. No interesting projects have come in. He’s admitted to wasting a lot of time online, checking out home rentals and real estate in places where they will never move. As internet addictions go, it seems harmless, even sweet. He’s fantasizing about their future, about places their little family might live.

They’ve talked about moving to the country after the baby is born. Their Upper West Side apartment is spacious and sunny, but it’s a sixth-floor walk-up, and Emma can’t see herself lugging a stroller up and down the stairs. Moving will make life easier, and they can afford it.

They could find a larger, nicer place in the city, with an elevator. But the country will be a clean break. Something new. Light and air and sun. Vegetables from the garden.

Ben can work half the time from home, on the computer, at least until a new project gets going. For now he can get away with spending a few days a week in the city. They’ll keep their city place, and Emma will go into town for medical appointments.

She’ll stay at their apartment during the last weeks of her pregnancy.

It will be an experiment. They can always move back to Manhattan. But what if the city turns its back on them? It’s happened to people they know. No one and nothing, not even a city, likes being left.

Until now, the move to the country had always been a vague what if. But that’s all changed.

Ben has found the house. Online.



EMMA HASN’T SEEN him this excited and happy since the night she told him she was pregnant. They’d called out for Chinese food, which they ate in bed. They watched The Maltese Falcon and hugged each other and laughed until two in the morning.

“I’ve only seen the house listing online, but Emma, it’s beautiful. It’s not just a house. It’s a mansion. Eleven thousand square feet.”

Ben’s so fired up, it’s warming the air between them. She can’t help remembering that night he told her about the Piaf play. His eyes glittered then, too. It’s as if he’s looking into a crystal ball, seeing the future. Their future.

“It’s twenty miles from Luxor, one of those ghost towns in Sullivan County. The house has been empty for more than a year, since the death of the last of three ancient sibling hermits who let the place fall down around them.”

“Okay, that’s creepy,” Emma says.

“I know,” says Ben. “But listen. It gets better. Before the hermits, it was a rest home and dry-out clinic for actors and actresses, directors and producers, Broadway stars who’d had nervous breakdowns or were drinking themselves to death. Rehab, we’d say now. One of the photos in the listing… Emma, there’s a theater, a half-ruined abandoned theater, inside the house. The residents put on plays to amuse themselves and speed their recovery.”

“Is that in the listing?”

Ben hesitates, just a beat. “No… I figured it out. Why else would they have a private theater?”

“Our own theater…” Emma tries to imagine it. A scene from a Russian movie… red velvet curtains…

“So, I called the Realtor.” Ben pauses, maybe to see if Emma’s annoyed that he’s taken things this far without consulting her. Actually, it’s fine with her. A phone call doesn’t mean much, and she’s been preoccupied lately.

According to Ben, the Realtor admitted that the house has a kinda dark backstory? That’s why it’s such a fabulous deal, plus the fact that, well, frankly, to be honest… the place needs serious work?

Ben makes a silly face when he imitates the Realtor’s Valley Girl upspeak.

“She actually said, ‘Bring your architect!’ She sounded like a twelve-year-old. Everything was a question. Not the sharpest crayon in the box. But Emma… our own theater. How amazing is that?”

Ben orders coffee, Emma asks for peppermint tea, and as they wait for their drinks to arrive, Ben keeps imitating the squeaky-voiced Realtor. “Okay, I’ll be honest? I mean… you’ll find out sooner or later? My company could get, like, sued if you, like, have a problem?”

Ben is still an actor at heart. For a moment he is the girl Realtor. Emma blinks. He’s Ben again.

“Find what out?” The waiter brings Ben’s coffee and Emma’s tea. She stirs a half teaspoon of sugar into it, then, guiltily, a half teaspoon more.

Ben says, “When the doctor who ran the show-biz rehab clinic died—his wife passed away some years before—the house went to his nephews and niece, two brothers and a sister, one whose face had been burned off in a fire. Each one crazier than the next. The siblings lived there, and, one by one, died there. Nobody knows what went on in that house, but it was definitely dark.”

The Realtor—Lindsay something, Ben has forgotten her last name—said she was not going to speculate. “Like maybe there are bodies buried in the cellar?”

“Let me get this straight,” Emma says. “She was trying to sell this house?”

Ben laughs. How handsome he looks in the golden light.

“Maybe she was joking,” he says. “Or covering her ass.”

The house has been on the market awhile. It’s cheap, it’s a deal. But it’s a project. More than likely, a gut renovation. Lindsay had shown it “maybe twice.”

“In other words, never. Not once. No one will go near the house. No one but us.”

Emma thinks, It’s crazy, all right. But as Ben talks, she can feel her resistance fading away. It’s so important to him, and she does want to see the house. At least take a look. Maybe this could be great. A challenge, that’s for sure. Mostly she just likes the sound of Ben saying No one but us.

“I kind of love the idea of it,” she says.

Who wouldn’t? Most people wouldn’t. She and Ben would.

“A house with a theater,” she says. “It’s so… romantic. So nuts. It’d be so like us.”

“Exactly,” Ben says.

He orders a grappa that Emma covets. Well, maybe just a drop on her lips, for old times’ sake.

He goes on about the house and its history. The light in his eyes is the same light that Emma feels shining in hers, or is hers a reflection of his? It really is a terrible idea. But it might be a dare they have to take. They’d be daring themselves and each other. And the whole logical, sensible world.

Ben takes out his phone, scrolls till he finds the listing, and hands it to Emma.

Emma swipes through the photos. “It looks like a set for a low-budget production of The Phantom of the Opera.”

“Crazy,” said Ben. “Am I right?”

Everything that might keep a sane person from considering the project is precisely what attracts them. The crazy idea makes them happy, grateful they’ve found each other. It’s partly why Ben loves her, and Emma wants him to love her. She needs him to love her and the baby. She’s read about men who feel excluded from the close bond between a mother and child. She doesn’t want that to happen to them. She feels certain—fairly certain—that it won’t.

The lights dim, sparklers blaze, the waiters sing. Emma’s forgotten this part. The surprise cake. But it was inevitable. Embarrassing, but fine.

Ben joins in. He can actually sing. Happy birthday, dear Emma. He grins at her, his eyes bright with love. Emma feels it all through her body. No one tells you that pregnancy will shoot you up with weird aphrodisiac hormones.

“I love you,” says Emma. “Let’s check out the house. How soon can we go see it?”






Chapter Two HOUSE-HUNTING


June

ROUNDING A SHARP curve, Ben clutches the steering wheel, and Emma sees, through a clearing in the woods, a girl standing in a field.

She’s knee-deep in the wild grasses, near enough for Emma to see but too far away to see clearly. A few trees with yellow-green leaves fringe Emma’s view. The girl’s face comes in and out of focus. Emma probably wouldn’t have noticed her if Ben wasn’t going so slowly around the corkscrew curves in the rutted driveway.

A baby straddles the girl’s hip. Seven months old? Eight? Emma’s been paying closer attention to babies lately, but she can’t always tell. Something about the way the girl stands—feet apart, hips swayed back—reminds her of Depression-era photos, those hollow-eyed moms and kids. The girl’s pale hair is lanky, ragged. Her shapeless white dress glows with a ghostly sheen. Her age is hard to tell: maybe a womanly thirteen, maybe a childish twenty.

Their eyes meet across the distance. They see each other: Emma knows it. Even the baby seems to be staring at Emma, or maybe just at the moving car. Emma’s read that babies can’t see very far. But somehow she is sure that this one can.

The road turns, and when it turns back again, the girl has disappeared.

The car skids on a slick of mud, and they come heart-stoppingly close to running into a gigantic oak, growing right by the side of the road, directly on a curve. The branches overhang the blacktop, and the gnarled burls overhang the edge of the roadside.

Emma says, “What an amazing tree!”

Ben says, “That amazing tree almost killed us.”

It would be easy to miss the curve and hit the oak. Really easy in winter. It seems like a bad sign. The road doesn’t want them driving up it. The tree is blocking their way. Emma thinks of saying that to Ben, but she hesitates, knowing he’d say she was being irrational.

She can’t help herself. “Do you think this driveway is a bad sign? Like maybe the house doesn’t want us here?”

“Of course the house wants us,” says Ben. “It knows we’ve come to save it.”

How did the girl and the baby get here? There’s not another car anywhere around. The only way in or out is along this driveway. There are no neighbors, no one—according to Ben—for miles.

Another sharp curve in the road pitches Emma against Ben’s shoulder.

He puts his arm around her, then slips it out from behind her back and puts that hand back on the wheel.

“Easy,” he says. “Hold on. Be careful.”

“I… don’t know,” she says. “Are you… sure about this?”

“Our own theater, remember?” says Ben. “Anyhow, we’re just looking, right?”

They’re here to look at a house. Emma needs to pay attention. Forget the girl and the baby.

They’re just looking.



ALL THE WAY up from the city, Emma and Ben have been so anxious it’s made them giddy. It’s partly because they suspect that buying this house would be a giant mistake. It is cheap, but it needs a ton of work, and they know there’s always more work than you expect. All that square footage and fifty acres in the middle of nowhere. That’s probably why they’ve been entertaining themselves by trying to remember every film about a happy urban family who buys a country house with an evil past, vengeful spirits bleeding through the walls, and a dead girl inside the TV. It turns out they’ve seen a lot of them, if they think back far enough.

“The Amityville Horror,” says Emma.

“Does The Exorcist count?”

“That’s not a haunted house, it’s a demon girl.”

“Worse,” Ben says. “You can get the demon out of the kid, but you can’t get the blood out of the walls—”

“It can be done,” says Emma. “But it’s harder. You need a specialist exorcist.”

She loves it that they can still amuse each other, even if their laughs sound a little hollow. A little forced. Well, sure.

The traffic on Route 17 clears up, the stores and strip malls thin, and they’re on the road, in open country. There are trees to look at! It’s beautiful! They’re in nature!

In the silence that falls, Emma is somehow sure they are both thinking the same thing.

Buying the house would be a giant mistake. But there’s something weirdly sexy about making a giant mistake together. So what if Emma is pregnant? It’s as if they’re driving off a cliff, hand in hand, like two lemmings, like Thelma and Louise.

They have enough money. If they hate it here they can flip the house and go back to the city. They would never admit this, but now that they are… comfortable, they need to believe they are still the brave young couple who met and fell in love. The slightly edgy rebels. Or maybe Emma needs to pretend to believe it. She needs to pretend for Ben’s sake, and sometimes for her own, that having a baby won’t change her from a person into a mom.

Pregnancy has already changed her. She’s more fearful than she used to be. Also, more superstitious. She notices black cats, doesn’t walk under ladders, throws salt over her shoulder. Will she teach her child to be suspcious? It seems like bad luck to imagine that far into the future. Sometimes, like now, she can’t imagine. She just can’t picture how it will feel: another person with them in the car.

Ben says, “I’d love to see The Shining again, wouldn’t you? Let’s see if we can stream it. We could watch it in bed. Like the old days.”

Old days? It hasn’t been so long. Things only changed when Emma got pregnant and sleepy. So far Ben has been sweet about telling her, in the morning, what she slept through. But The Shining? Now? When they’re thinking about buying a house in the middle of nowhere? Ben’s got to be kidding.

Emma says, “This might not be the ideal moment to watch a family moving into a giant house—”

“Hotel.”

“Fine. A giant hotel that drives the dad so crazy he tries to axe-murder his wife and kid.”

“Sorry,” says Ben. “I thought—”

“Plus. it’s terrifying. I’m not sure the adrenaline would be great for the baby.”

“Forget it,” says Ben. “It was just an idea. There’s other stuff we could watch.” He sounds so disappointed. And surprised.

“No, we could watch it. We could, Ben. We could watch The Shining… I didn’t mean…”

This is exactly what she didn’t want to become, didn’t want to sound like: the cool person Ben married transformed into a quivering, pregnant wreck. Anyhow, she and Ben have watched The Shining a half dozen times. She wouldn’t want to watch it even if she wasn’t pregnant.

“Never mind,” says Ben. “We don’t have to watch the goddamn Shining.”

Emma wants a do-over. Can’t they go back to joking about The Exorcist?

“Sorry, Emma. This driveway is a bitch. We’re going to have to get someone to plow this in the winter.”

He sounds as if they’ve already decided to buy the house. Was that another thing Emma missed?



THE DRIVEWAY IS scary. Emma tells herself to stay focused. It’s as if she needs to keep them on the road by the sheer power of her concentration.

How did the girl and the baby get there? And how did they disappear?

“Who was that?” Emma says.

“Who was what?” Ben is an excellent driver. Calm. It’s one of the things Emma loves about him. She hopes all this bouncing around isn’t harmful for the baby. She knows better than to say that.

“We’d need four-wheel drive,” he says. “Or a pickup truck. A pickup! Finally!” He takes one hand off the wheel and fist-pumps the air.

Finally? How could Emma not have known about his secret desire for a pickup? Maybe every man has it, like a late-onset gene. Don’t ask where they’ll put a baby in a pickup truck.

“Didn’t you see her?” Emma says.

“I saw us not slamming into that tree.”

“A girl and a baby were standing out in the field.”

“Now you’re scaring me, honey,” says Ben. “There was no girl. No baby. There couldn’t be. We’re beyond the middle of nowhere. You could scream and nobody would hear you. Joke. You do realize you dozed off for a few minutes?”

She’s been doing that lately. Taking little catnaps. Her eyes get so heavy they close on their own. Dr. Snyder has reassured her that being tired is normal. Plus, she’s given up coffee.

Another curve, then another. It seems unlikely that she could sleep through this. Could pregnancy make you hallucinate? That must be way down the list of symptoms. She’ll google it later, even though she swore to stop googling every twinge.

There’s probably no internet service out here: another serious problem. Did Ben even ask the Realtor what fixing that would involve?

As soon as the driveway straightens out, Ben takes his hand off the wheel and reaches across the console and takes Emma’s hand. She loves it when he does that, loves that he’s still doing that after five years of marriage, and now with her being pregnant and their maybe buying a house, settling down and growing up in all the ways they swore they never would.

Before Ben decided that social media was a huge distraction and waste of time and closed all his accounts, his Twitter handle was PeterPan87. The house is part of that. Fixing up a huge old house is a young person thing. A never-grow-old thing. Ben’s three years older than she is. They’re on the cusp of middle age.

Ben likes the house’s dark, theater-connected history. He’s talked about it almost nonstop since Emma’s birthday dinner. Despite the wife, the baby on the way, their newly easy life, it makes him think he’s still a pioneer, a bad-boy rebel. He still has the vision, the energy—the balls—to make this happen, to take a weird piece of theater history and make it his own.

Fixing up the house would be the opposite of why most people move to the country—for peace and quiet. He wants things to be less peaceful, more complicated. As if a new baby won’t make it complicated enough. He wants the most difficult, magical thing. A haunted mansion with its own theater.

Emma wants to be comfortable and safe. But despite the inconvenience and the risk of a major renovation, the idea of the house is exciting.

She’s never stopped being interested in Ben, in how his mind works. In his Don Quixote pie-in-the-sky maleness, to which she feels a little superior, a little more… grounded. But she loves the feeling of surrender, of seeing where something takes her. It’s a little like sex. She trusts Ben. She loves him.

They are in this together.



ONE LAST TURN and there it is, a gigantic three-story Victorian hunting lodge with a sweeping tiled roof and four triangular turrets, one on each corner. Dusty mullioned windows line the facade. In front of the house is a huge porch that curls around, above a foundation wall of rounded river stones, practically boulders. The house goes on forever with its slightly serpentine curves.

“Can you believe this? Are you seeing what I’m seeing? That’s what I’m talking about,” says Ben.

“Why are you whispering?” says Emma.

The house is much larger and grander than in the photos. It could be magnificent. It is magnificent.

Ben says, “We agreed. If we don’t like it, we fix it up, flip it. Ka-ching. It’s an investment.”

A tree has fallen through the porch roof and crashed onto the floor. Emma sees that, and at the same time she sees what the house could be. What the house is now.

For a moment she has the strangest thought: She’s glad her parents and Ben’s are gone. Buying this house is exactly the sort of thing your parents tell you not to do.

And they’d probably be right.

Is it bad luck to think that?

Just because she’s pregnant doesn’t mean she isn’t brave. Her parents got that wrong. Maybe she wasn’t brave enough to hear some snotty art-gallery intern enjoy telling her that the gallery wasn’t showing work like hers, but she’s brave enough to move into a haunted wreck in the middle of nowhere.



MINUTES AFTER THEY arrive, Lindsay—Emma assumes it’s Lindsay—drives up in a new Prius. Slight and doll-like, with blond blown-out curls, Lindsay slides out of the car. Her filmy, short, flowered summer dress hikes up over her perfect tanned legs.

She looks like a dandelion, thinks Emma, but a dandelion with a steel stem. Where does that thought come from? Why is Emma feeling mean-spirited? It’s not like her to distrust another woman just because she’s young and pretty.

Halfway through her long, vigorous bony handshake, Lindsay catches Emma looking at the hiking boots that only a young person with great legs could get away with. How did Emma expect a country Realtor to dress? Like a weather forecaster at a local TV station.

“I’m so glad you guys are wearing sneakers,” Lindsay says. “I meant to tell your husband, but I forgot? God knows what you’ll find. Mud. Raccoon poo. I know I don’t sound like a Realtor? But I believe in honesty. Saves everyone trouble in the long run, right?”

Her voice matches Ben’s imitation, though not as high and reedy, and she speaks in sentences, not questions. Okay, half sentences, half questions.

Lindsay flashes them a winning smile: a country girl trying to please. Emma and Ben try to make their faces do something appropriate.

They appreciate her being up-front about the house’s problems. They believe in honesty too.

“The house is a train wreck, but a supercool train wreck. Ridiculously beautiful if you like that grand-hotel/haunted-mansion horror-film kind of thing. Like, you know, The Shining. The scariest movie ever, right?”

“That’s such a coincidence,” Ben says. “Emma and I were just talking about The Shining.”

“Scariest movie ever? Nightmares for weeks? All right then,” Lindsay says. “I told your husband the background stuff, some anyway.”

“He told me,” Emma says. “Thanks.”

“So, okay, we’re all on board here? You can see what is there. And what isn’t. Can I be totally honest?”

Ben and Emma nod. How can they say no?

“Add seventy-five thousand onto whatever renovations you might be thinking. I’ll let you guys do the walk-through without me. I know it’s not like TV shows where the Realtor trails the couple, telling the camera how hard it is to make two people agree when one wants modern and one wants vintage, and the wife wants the double sink.”

Emma says, more sharply than she means, “This is not about a double sink.”

“Oh, no. Gosh, I didn’t mean you. You guys are way too cool for that. Just be careful. We really don’t want anyone, like, falling through a floor?”

Emma says, “I’ll be careful. I’m pregnant.” Why did she say that? Maybe because it seems like something you say when you’re house-hunting. You’re not just buying a home for yourselves but for a growing family.

“I know you are. That’s so great.”

“You know?” Emma doesn’t show all that much under her baggy lightweight hoodie, but she looks down at her belly as if to make sure.

“Your husband told me on the phone. He’s so proud and excited.”

Emma’s supposed to smile and not be annoyed at Ben for blabbing their personal information to a stranger. She’s supposed to be proud that Ben is proud. And besides, Emma just blabbed it before she knew that Ben already had.

“Then you guys need to be extra careful. Don’t trip over anything. Really.”

“We’ll be cool,” promises Ben.

“Go for it,” Lindsay says. “Take as long as you like.” She’s talking to Ben, in a low voice, as if she’s talking about sex and not a house tour. Take as long as you like. Corny, but whatever. Let her flirt with Ben. Lots of women do. He’s a rich producer, and he’s good-looking, though maybe not what a girl like Lindsay would think is movie-star hot. If they move here, they will never have to see her after the closing.

Ben grips Emma’s elbow as they walk up the front stairs. They step lightly across the half-ruined veranda. By the time Ben unlocks the front door with the key he’d gotten from Lindsay (a good sign, the house hasn’t been standing open), they feel fairly sure that the floors won’t collapse, though the fallen-in porch roof doesn’t inspire trust.

It’s like a house in a dream. In fact, it is the house in a recurring dream Emma has every so often. The houses in her dreams are always different, yet she knows she’s been there before. The rooms ramble on, long corridors open up into vast domed spaces, like the naves of churches, then into rooms like wood-paneled saunas, then into modern rooms with dazzling light.

“I’ve dreamed about this house,” Ben says.

“Me too.” Emma can’t remember if she ever told him that. She tries not to tell him her dreams. She doesn’t want to bore him.

Unlike the shadowy house in her dreams, the real house is surprisingly light inside. The thick dust glimmers, motes sparkle in the air. In the front hall a double staircase spirals up to the second floor, creating a huge violin-shaped space beneath a leaded glass skylight, high above.

“Jesus,” says Ben. “It’s the freaking Borromini Chapel.”

Ben’s told Emma about the Church of Sant’Ivo, the seventeenth-century architectural wonder in Rome. In fact, he’s told her so often she feels as if she’s been there. She knows that its beehive space makes you feel as if your soul is being sucked upward out of your body.

“Better than Borromini,” says Ben. “That skylight looks like it’s in good shape.”

“This is so beautiful,” says Emma.

Ben says, “I should be checking for water damage, but I have to say, I’m sold.”

Emma says, “Let’s assume there’s major work. That way we won’t be surprised.” She’s imagining living here. They haven’t even gone past the front hall. But she gets it. She sees it. She’s been here in a dream. If not exactly here, then someplace like it.

The theater is as big as a ballroom. The floor is polished dark wood. A chandelier with half its crystals missing tinkles like wind chimes in the draft.

On one end of the room is a stage, behind which is a theater set, painted with topiary trees, flower beds, and statues, like a French garden, like the grounds of a royal palace. There are several uneven rows of folding chairs, and more chairs stacked against one wall.

Ben bends over and grabs his knees as if he’s out of breath. Then he stands up and says, “Emma, I’m blown away. Who has a theater in their house? I’ll bet there’s no place like this in the world. And this is happening. To us. It’s real. We could have it.”

Emma’s never heard him sound like this, not even when he told her about the Piaf play.

The walls are bright red, pocked with white plaster splotches. There is a row of sconces just above eye level, ceramic hands holding glass globes made to look like flames.

Emma says, “Look! The Beast’s palace.”

In Cocteau’s film, Beauty and the Beast, Beauty arrives in the Beast’s palace and finds herself in a corridor lit by disembodied hands holding candelabras. Emma and Ben streamed the film, on Ben’s laptop, in bed, soon after they moved in together. Neither remembers who persuaded the other to see it. They agreed it was like having the same dream: a woman, a beast, a hall lit by disembodied hands.

“We’ll both be Beast,” Ben says now.

“We’ll be Beauty,” Emma says.

“You will.” Ben takes her hand.

Down the hall is the pantry, long and deep, shelves interrupted by high rectangular windows.

Ben says, “It’s like some postapocalyptic Downton Abbey.”

“Remains of the Day meets Blade Runner,” Emma says.

Painted battleship gray, the cupboards are filled with crockery, bowls and vases, platters large enough for Thanksgiving turkeys. Emma’s afraid to pick anything up, or even look closer. But she can see that it’s all beautiful china from the forties and fifties.

There’s a store in their neighborhood that sells stuff like this, in large lots, sometimes in barrels, but expensive. And here it is, a houseful. The real thing, untouched.

“Do those dishes come with the house?” Emma’s voice is shaking with desire.

“We can ask,” says Ben. “Look. A fifty-year-old can of tomatoes.”

“Botulism,” says Emma.

“We can Botox each other,” says Ben. “And stay young forever.”

“Two vampires,” says Emma. “The Addams Family. Morticia and what’s-his-name.”

“Gomez. You know that, Emma. I know you know that.”

“I used to,” Emma says with a shrug. Did she? Did she ever?

They walk through the pantry into the kitchen.

The first thing—the only thing—Emma sees is the vintage stove.

It’s enamel, the beautiful, pale toothpaste-green color that kitchens used to be. There are four gas burners and two ovens with beautiful chrome handles.

Once, after Emma had dropped out of art school and was waitressing and moving from cheap apartments to cheaper apartments, she saw, in an antique shop, a stove from the 1930s.

Of course, she couldn’t buy it then. She didn’t have the money even if she’d had a real kitchen or a permanent place to live. But she’s longed for it ever since.

When she pictured a life in the country, she imagined cooking on that stove. It’s still one of her most cherished and comforting fantasies, whenever she lets her mind wander to something guaranteed to calm her and cheer her up.

And here it is. The stove she’d fallen in love with all those years ago. Maybe she dreamed about houses like this, but this is the actual stove of her dreams.

Did she tell Ben? She can’t remember. Pregnancy’s playing wicked tricks on her memory. Does Ben understand the crazy coincidence? He’s glancing around the kitchen. She can’t catch his eye.

“The stove!” she says. “Did I ever tell you how I saw one just like it, years ago? Do you realize how amazing this is?”

Ben’s hardly listening. “The stove? I wonder if it still works.”

He doesn’t know. She didn’t tell him. It is a crazy coincidence. She doesn’t want to tell him now. She doesn’t want him to think she’s the kind of person who falls in love with a stove. Question: Who buys a house because of a stove? Answer: Emma.

“It’s a beauty,” he says. “But let’s leave it open whether we want to keep it or maybe get a brand-new Viking.”

“I want that one,” Emma says.

“Okay, fine,” says Ben. “Then that’s the stove we’ll have.”

She flips the light switch, and a neon coil stutters on, over the table. The light buzzes, and so does the giant housefly that flings itself against the bulb until it drops onto the peeling linoleum floor.

“This place is a train wreck. Lindsay was honest, all right.”

“Easily fixed,” Ben says. “Cosmetic. The structural stuff is what—”

“Even the structural stuff can be fixed.”

They’re daring each other to go for it, rise to the challenge, take the bait of the house.

Emma says, “This place is too beautiful to let go. A theater, Ben.” She imagines their kids, their future kids and their kids’ future friends, putting on plays for their proud parents.

Let’s go upstairs. She imagines saying that on warm summer nights after they’ve eaten the wonderful meal they cooked in this kitchen. The baby will be asleep. They’ll finish their wine and go up the staircase hand in hand and go to bed and… what? Lately she sometimes fears that Ben is losing interest in her. He wants her less often than she wants him. Supposedly Elvis Presley never had sex with Priscilla after she got pregnant with Lisa Marie.

Laughing, they separate and each take a different side of the staircase and meet on the landing above. They walk along the corridor as if they’re expecting something to jump out at them and say boo. Some of the bedrooms are very small and furnished with metal cots and ripped mattresses spewing stuffing. Stained lace doilies are draped over the bedstands.

One of the bedrooms is palatial, with a soaring ceiling and tall French doors looking out the back of the house, onto a field with a view of the Catskills. The doors open onto a balcony.

“The master,” says Ben.

“Got that.”

“Waking up here… Imagine…”

“I know. Though we’d better get the porch checked for structural damage.”

“We will,” Ben says. “Meanwhile, the baby will have twelve bedrooms to choose from.”

“I was thinking we’d put it in the one right next to ours.”

“Duh-uh. I was joking. Promise me you won’t lose your sense of humor when you become a mom. I’ve seen it happen to women who used to be funny and then…”

Not me! Emma wants to say. But why should she reassure Ben? He should be reassuring her.

Emma says, “You do know that moving here would be insane with the baby coming and—”

Ben’s already in the hall. “Watch out.” He opens a trapdoor in the hall ceiling and grabs the pull-down stairs that lead up to the attic.

Emma is proud of how strong he is. And how considerate. When the trapdoor releases a dust cloud, he tells her to stand back.

Ben says, “Are you sure you want to go up there? It could be nasty.”

“I’m sure.”

He turns and helps her follow him up.

Bands of light filter in through the windows of the cavernous attic. Everywhere there are overflowing cardboard boxes, piles of boots encrusted with dried mud, belts and gloves white with mildew, broken furniture, sweaters chewed into lace, buttons, hair clips, ribbons, bottles with illegible labels, tennis rackets, bowling balls, garden tools, ancient telephones. Emma would have expected the smell to be awful, but it’s pleasant. Like a combination of moth balls, maple syrup, and furniture polish. She feels like the first explorer who discovered the early cave paintings. It’s like an archaeological dig. Like excavating the remnants of a vanished civilization.

A pigeon dives at them, its wings beating like helicopter blades, so sudden and violent that Emma jumps.

“Don’t be scared, Little Person,” Emma whispers.

Little Person. That’s how she thinks of the baby.

She and Ben haven’t decided if they want to know the baby’s gender. She secretly hopes for a girl. She wants to teach a girl whatever she’s learned about being one.

Maybe part of the reason they’re delaying learning if the baby’s a boy or a girl has something to do with the fact that they’ve been fighting—well, fun-fighting—about names. They can’t agree. If it’s a girl, Emma wants to call her Iris, after her favorite flower. If it’s a boy, she wants to call him Henry. Ben wants to call a girl Ruby. And call a boy Sam. Emma can give in on Sam. That was Ben’s dad’s name. But she’s holding firm on Iris.

“Don’t be afraid, Little Person. It’s just a bird,” she says now.

“It’s just meningitis,” Ben says. “Isn’t that what pigeons carry?”

That sounds like something she would have said, and Ben would have called her neurotic. She’s learned to watch what she says to avoid his gentle but still crushing disappointment. “That’s what I was wondering. About pigeons.”

Ben says, “It’s nuts here, right?”

“It used to be a mental hospital,” says Emma.

“A celebrity dry-out clinic isn’t exactly a mental hospital.”

Emma looks around at the boxes of… things. Dry-out clinic. Rehab. The word that comes to mind is asylum.

The attic would terrify a child—and upset most adults. Pigeons, mice, rabid bats, for all she knows. Even a toddler, too young to understand that all this was left by people who lived and maybe died here, would sense the terrible sadness.

Yet something makes Emma want to own it. She wants it to be hers. She wants to come up here whenever she likes. She wants to be alone here, to explore, to find out what secrets the attic is keeping. The attic is the essence of everything that attracts her about the house and everything that scares her.

It’s warmer up here. The stifling air doesn’t move. Emma feels her eyelids get heavy. She has to stop taking these catnaps. She needs to ask Dr. Snyder if there’s something harmless she can take to help her stay awake. She doubts whether there is. Anything like that would affect the baby.

She’s asleep on and off all day and awake at night. Some nights she doesn’t sleep at all. Some nights she wanders into the living room and lies on the couch and cries. Why? She doesn’t know. It’s as if she’s scared of something besides the birth.

Something that hasn’t yet happened.

Something about to happen.

Ben says, “We could open a vintage shop. Help pay off the mortgage.”

“I thought we were paying cash.”

“Jo-oke.”

“Sorry. I keep missing the punch line.”

“Don’t apologize, Emma. This whole insane project is my idea.”

“It’s both of ours. You know that.”

Emma’s attention has drifted to a box of letters and journals. Whatever these people wrote has been waiting for her to read it. If only she could take it with her now. In case they decide against the house, she could still read them. What if the place is bought by someone who tosses it all in a dumpster?

Emma can’t steal the box. Ben would have to help, and she’d have to sneak it past Lindsay. Emma looks out the window. Standing on the weedy lawn, Lindsay is slapping at something that must be biting her bare legs. As if she senses that she’s being watched, she raises her eyes to meet Emma’s, and Emma thinks about the blond girl with the baby in the field.

Leave this place, Emma thinks.

Run as fast as you can.

And at the exact same time she thinks: This is where you belong.

She wants these journals and papers. She wants to spend time here, waiting for the baby, dreaming about the future, seeing into the past. She wants to cook on that stove.

In a horror film, this would be where the young couple buys the old house, and within twenty minutes the ceiling is dripping blood and the walls are squirming like sacks of jumping beans.…

“Earth to Emma,” says Ben.

“I want it, I do, but I don’t know… Look around, Ben. It’s a lot.”

Ben says, “It’s not like we’re going to be passing this stuff hand to hand and tossing it out the window into a dumpster. There must be lots of guys around here could use a construction job…”

The good news and the bad news are the same. It’s a bad idea. And they want the house.

Ben backs down the ladder and tenderly helps Emma follow.

He says, “Do we want to see the theater again?”

“No,” says Emma. “I don’t want to see it unless it’s ours.”

They agree not to seem too excited. They can probably negotiate the price even lower.

But when Lindsay greets them on the lawn and asks how they liked the house, Ben and Emma say, at the same time, “Amazing.” They’re supposed to say, “Well… we don’t know.”

But they do know. Lindsay can tell.

Ben says, “I guess it does need a little work.” Emma laughs. Lindsay doesn’t.

“How close are the nearest neighbors?” Emma asks. Ben said miles.

“Miles,” Lindsay says. “Miles and miles.”

Emma takes a deep breath. “This strange thing happened, when we were driving here. I saw a blond girl, a teenager maybe, holding a baby on her hip. She was standing in the field.”

Lindsay furrows her brow and makes an intense show of thinking but comes up empty. Mystified. She looks at Ben. Did he see the girl? Ben shakes his head and shrugs. It annoys Emma: He’s throwing her under the bus. But he didn’t see the girl, so why should he say he did?

“I don’t know who that could have been,” Lindsay says. “I haven’t seen anyone like that anywhere near here. Sometimes the heat and humidity make everything kind of shimmery and weird? Sometimes the shadows do strange things. One day I thought I saw a billion frogs hopping on the road? I stopped and got out. And guess what?”

Does she really mean for them to guess?

“What?” says Ben politely.

“There were no frogs on the road.”

Emma saw a girl in a field, not a frog on the road. A silence falls.

“Well, then,” Lindsay says. “Why don’t we continue this conversation in my office?”

Lindsay gets in her Prius and drives off, and they follow. Lindsay drives slowly, checking her rearview mirror.

Any second thoughts vanish as Emma turns to see the house disappear, and Ben watches it shrink in the rearview mirror. They can’t stand to leave it. They can’t bear it that the house isn’t theirs. They hate to think they might lose it. It will become the lost paradise that will haunt Emma’s dreams. It’s their house. They’re meant to live here. The rising Broadway producer and his family were destined to live in this place where Broadway stars came to make their lights shine brightly again.



LINDSAY WORKS WITH her parents. Her mom, Sally—glasses, curly gray hair—is the receptionist. Ted, Lindsay’s dad, has the ghost-town-Realtor version of the corner office. Obviously, their workplace doesn’t get lots of traffic. Ted and Sally are thrilled to meet Ben and Emma. According to Lindsay’s dad, he and “Mother” knew it would take adventurous, creative young folks like Emma and Ben to see the potential of Hideaway Home.

Ted does a funny thing with his hands, every so often wiping them on his pants, like a tic.

“Hideaway Home?” says Emma. If Ben ever calls her Mother, the marriage is over.

“That’s what the doctor named it. And maybe the three… seniors who inherited it called it that, if they called it anything. Anyhow, that’s why we turned Hideaway Home over to Baby Girl. Mother and I figured she’d connect with young people like yourselves.”

“Hideaway Home?” repeats Emma.

“It was still a rest home when I was a kid. The locals went on calling it that when the… elderly siblings took over. Seeing as those three Looney Tunes were really hiding away. Hiding out. Didn’t you tell them, Lindsay?”

“Sure, Dad. I’ve got a real estate license, remember? I didn’t want to scare them off, but I knew they’d find out. Like they just did. Da-a-a-d.”

“And then it sat empty for a while. Kids used to go there to party, including Baby Girl—”

“I never partied there,” Lindsay says petulantly. “No one ever partied there. That’s his fantasy.”

“Have it your way, Baby Girl. So what do you two think? Ben? Emma?”

“It’s… a project.” Emma is talking to Ted but looking at Ben.

“I have a gut feeling you guys are up to it. Up for it,” Lindsay’s father tells Ben. “Listen… I know this is off the subject, but… can I ask what mileage you get on your Volvo?”

“Twenty on the road, less in traffic.”

“That’s why we got Baby Girl the Prius. Save the planet for her kids and their kids. When and if she has kids. Well, anyway, nice to meet you. It’s a special property. You won’t see anything like it again. And…” He pauses for drama. “It’s a once-in-a-lifetime deal.”

Lindsay’s office smells mildly of carpet rot. It’s furnished with office-supply store furniture. An unobstructed view of the parking lot. Poor thing. Lindsay probably didn’t imagine herself working for her dad. How does Emma know? Maybe that was Lindsay’s lifelong ambition.

“So what are we thinking?” says Lindsay. “Full disclosure.” She holds up her right hand. “I was going to say ‘Girl Scout’s honor,’ but they’re making the Scouts gender-neutral. It’s ‘Scout’s honor’ from now on. Did you guys know that?”

Ben laughs. He’s either charmed or faking it, Emma can’t tell. “Scout’s honor, then.”

Emma says, “I think I read about the Scouts thing…”

“Of course you did,” says Lindsay. Is this child patronizing her? Emma lets it go. If they want this to work smoothly, they’ll need to keep it cordial with Baby Girl.

“Scout’s honor, then.” Emma gazes out at the empty lot.

Lindsay says, “I kind of like the view? In case there’s an active shooter?”

“What?” says Emma.

“Jo-king.” Lindsay directs this at Ben, which makes Emma want to kill her. “Excuse me a sec, I need to go to the ladies’. Unless you want to go first, Emma?” She looks at Emma’s belly and beyond it, presumably, at her bladder.

“I’m fine, thanks.”

Ben takes one of the uncomfortable chairs while Emma looks around. The only personal items in the room are a scatter of framed photos—snapshots of Lindsay by the ocean or on a ski slope or in a national park with her parents and a boy who—from picture to picture—grows up into her tall blond brother, always out of focus, scowling, turned away from the camera.

Several pictures show Lindsay kissing a dark-haired young woman, or the two of them leaning close, romantically, in front of various scenic red rocks and waterfalls. The happiness on Lindsay’s face in those photos makes Emma like her more, even when Lindsay returns and announces, “This is your lucky day!”

Being told it’s your lucky day is almost as bad as being told to relax.

“I checked my texts and found one from a high school friend who’s come back to town and started a construction company. Usually they do high-end period home renovations and luxury homes, but they’ve been stiffed on a job that was supposed to take them through the summer. By now all the fat jobs have gone to their competitors. All that’s left is building decks for crappy aboveground pools.

“This guy is the answer to all your problems. I mean, like… the problems you’d have if you bought the house? The problems you won’t have if you hire him. He can make it happen, and it won’t cost you an arm and a leg. Where does that expression come from?”


OEBPS/e9781982177294/fonts/ZillaSlab-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982177294/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982177294/fonts/Roboto-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982177294/fonts/Roboto-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982177294/fonts/Roboto-Medium.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982177294/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Prologue: The Community Christmas Talent Show


		Chapter One: The Birthday


		Chapter Two: House-Hunting


		Chapter Three: Settling In


		Chapter Four: Rapunzel


		Chapter Five: A Dinner Party


		Chapter Six: Dear Diary


		Chapter Seven: The Photo


		Chapter Eight: Peter Pan


		Chapter Nine: The Easy Part


		Chapter Ten: The Theater


		Chapter Eleven: Onstage


		Chapter Twelve: The Note


		Chapter Thirteen: Lindsay


		Chapter Fourteen: Ben


		Chapter Fifteen: Lindsay


		Chapter Sixteen: Perfume


		Chapter Seventeen: Emma


		Chapter Eighteen: John David, Aka JD


		Chapter Nineteen: The Locked Room


		Chapter Twenty: Emma


		Chapter Twenty-One: The Accident


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Prologue


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright








		III


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		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








OEBPS/e9781982177294/fonts/Dynalight-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982177294/fonts/Roboto-Thin.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982177294/fonts/Roboto-Light.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982177294/images/9781982177294.jpg
New York Times Bestselling Author of

A QMP!{@ favor






OEBPS/e9781982177294/images/title.jpg
ALL I WANT

a novel

DARCEY BELL

EMILY BESTLER BOOKS

ATRIA
NEW YORK LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY NEW DELHI





OEBPS/e9781982177294/fonts/ZillaSlab-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982177294/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


