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Chapter One

AFTER THE ARGUMENT with my mom, everything started spinning. Tilt-a-Whirl vertigo. Hoping a prescription for glasses would make the world appear the way it should again, I made an appointment with the optometrist for the morning of Friday, March 17, 2006.

The receptionist led me to a small examining room down the hall. The doctor had me read the eye chart, then asked me to identify a series of letters through various lenses. He dilated my pupils and checked the backs of my eyes. My vision, he declared, was twenty-twenty.

“Then why does everything keep spinning?” I asked.

“It’s probably neurological. You’d have to get more tests to know.”

I walked back to campus wondering what kind of disorders he had in mind. Turning off Waterman Street, I passed through the brick archway leading into Brown’s campus. Students were streaming to and from class, pouring out of buildings, playing Frisbee on the muddy quad. My cell phone started ringing and I hoped it was my mom calling me back. Normally I talked to her a few times a day. I thought of her as my best friend as much as my mother.

But everything had changed three months earlier: New Year’s Eve, my twentieth birthday. I’d chosen to spend the night with college friends instead of with my mom, and it had cost me. She’d thrown me out of her apartment the next day, and our argument had ended in my father’s driveway, where she stopped the car only long enough to toss my clothes onto his lawn and tell me that this was what I’d wanted. Since then she hadn’t answered my phone calls and I’d seen her only twice.

My sophomore spring had been marked by mysterious bouts of vertigo. I kept hoping my mom would stop being so stubborn and just call me back. I reached for my phone as I cut across the quad toward my art history class, which started in five minutes.

My brother’s name appeared on the caller ID.

“Have you talked to Mom today?” Brad asked.

“No, why?”

“Her boss called and said she didn’t show up for work.”

“Maybe she went to New Hampshire. I have class now.”

“You have to get home.”

“Seriously?”

But he didn’t have to tell me twice. Immediately I knew something was wrong. My two older brothers and I always knew where our mom was. We talked to her morning, noon, and night; even at work, she never silenced or shut off her cell phone. While we were growing up, she’d attended every sporting event and school function, juggling a full-time teaching job as a divorcée with primary custody of my brothers and me. Until our overblown argument on New Year’s Eve, she’d been completely dependable and I could always reach her.

She was never late. If she needed to call in sick, she did so by six a.m. This was the first time in fifteen years that her boss had to dig up her emergency contact info, which listed Barbara Ann—our mother’s closest friend from the Massachusetts suburb where we’d grown up—as the person to call if something was wrong. Barbara Ann had called Brad, who immediately called our older brother, Chris, and me.

“Go now, Lindsay.”

My family refers to me by my full name only when there’s a problem.

“I have to take an exam at one. I’m leaving as soon as I finish,” he said.

A junior at Cornell, Brad was sequestered in upstate New York and his drive home was at least eight hours. I could make it from Rhode Island to Mom’s apartment in Massachusetts in two and a half hours by train. Considering I didn’t have a three-hour economics midterm to suffer through first, I knew I better get going.

Students strode by me as I stumbled to a nearby bench. I could feel another round of vertigo coming on, the ground swooping up to meet the sky. The four barrels lining the path started to spin: Trash, Paper, Bottles, and Mixed Containers. I shut my eyes to still the chaos. I gripped the edge of the bench and waited for my best friend Cassidy to meet me before class, like always.

“What’s wrong?” she said. “You look sick.”

The bells rang out, signaling twelve o’clock classes.

“I can’t go to class.”

“Why not?”

The last of the stragglers disappeared into buildings around the main green as I told her about my mom not showing up for work. We hurried off toward our dorm. Cassidy and I had met a year and a half earlier in an art class. She’d arrived from Vermont with a unicycle and an old guitar, which was enough to impress me. Sophomore year we were sharing a dorm room and trading thrift store T-shirts and beaded necklaces.

I threw my toothbrush and a change of clothes into my backpack. Cassidy looked up the train schedule online.

“The next one leaves at one thirty. C’mon, you should eat first,” she said.

We went to the dining hall and I got my usual meal of salad and Diet Coke. The students around us were maddeningly carefree with their soft-serve cones and their campus newspapers. Instead of waiting around for the train, I felt like I should be hitting the road immediately, borrowing a friend’s car or hitchhiking. I stabbed a fork at my lettuce as the dread in my stomach turned to nausea. Cassidy kept saying it would all be fine. I pushed my plate away and looked up at the oversize clock on the wall. I wanted to believe her, but the minutes were moving toward one o’clock impossibly slowly.

Cassidy reached for my hand as we walked downtown to the train station, her fingers glinting with the silver rings she always wore. My backpack thumped against my spine. I wanted to be overreacting, wanted this to be a false alarm, but something in Brad’s voice had faltered from his usual tough-guy stoicism.

I hugged Cassidy and bought a ticket for the northbound train.

“I’m sure it’s just a misunderstanding,” she called across the terminal.

The train was packed with people leaving Providence for the weekend. I took the window seat beside a blue-suited businessman and began scrolling through the contacts saved in my cell phone. Starting with the A’s and working my way through the alphabet, I called friends and relatives—many of whom I hadn’t spoken to in months, if not years—to ask if they’d heard from my mother lately or happened to know where she was. I tried to sound casual. I phoned old friends we’d sailed with every summer in Rhode Island, soccer moms from our hometown of North Andover, and the neighbor across the hall in Mom’s apartment building in Newburyport. I called information to track down more numbers. Her friends were quick to assure me that she probably just needed a long weekend away. I thanked them and moved down the list, feeling dizzy and trapped on the slow-moving train. My phone started to beep. I called my brother Chris and told him to pick me up at the Newburyport station. He’d left his office job in Boston and rushed to Mom’s apartment as soon as Brad had called a few hours earlier.

I sat pinned against the window, restless at every stop. My phone battery died halfway down the list of people who might have said, “Your mother is right here.” After an hour the train reached South Station in Boston: the end of the line. I got off and transferred to the Newburyport line, anxious to keep going. Another hour ticked by as the second train slid up along the coast, finally pulling into Newburyport. I was the first one off the platform.

Chris honked from the parking lot and I ran over and got into his Ford Explorer. He’d been pacing our mom’s apartment for the past few hours, trying to figure out where she’d gone. The driveway was empty; her car wasn’t there. Chris said he’d even called the police, but they told him a person wasn’t officially considered missing until seventy-two hours had passed, unless we had reason to suspect a crime had been committed. Even after Chris explained that skipping work was extremely unusual of our mother, the police officer said there was nothing he could do until Monday. We should try to relax; she probably just went away for the weekend.

But even as Chris told me that he’d called the police, I resisted the idea of involving them. As scary as it was to not know our mother’s whereabouts, I had no doubt that my brothers and I would find her. We knew her patterns and all the likely places she might have gone. Beyond her unswerving reliability, Mom had raised us in an air of intense privacy; as kids we weren’t supposed to tell anyone that our parents were divorced. Calling old friends to ask if they’d recently seen her made me feel like I was breaking her rules, but already I could sense that something more important had snapped.

As soon as I got in the car, Chris handed me our mom’s red suede purse, saying he’d found it in her apartment. Mom had given me this bag for Christmas two years earlier, and I’d returned it to her when I grew tired of it.

“Start looking through there,” Chris said.

“She always takes her purse.”

“I know.”

“What am I looking for?”

“Just look, Lindsay!”

At twenty-four, Chris was four years older than me, old enough to boss me around. He resembled our mom more than Brad and I did, with his narrow nose and chestnut hair, his kindness and quick temper. I started digging. Mom’s Wet n Wild lipstick was down to a dark red stub. I sifted through her drugstore reading glasses, a scattering of receipts and blank sticky notes, a handful of spare change, a hairbrush tangled with strands of dyed brown hair, a bottle of beige foundation, and her black wallet, bulging with credit cards, small bills, and creased photographs of my brothers and me. I couldn’t imagine where she would be going without all her essentials. I threw the bag on the floor and told Chris to drive faster.

A few minutes later we pulled into the driveway of the white clapboard house on High Street. Mom had been living in an apartment on the third floor for the past year and a half. I’d been preparing to leave for my first semester of college when she announced that she was done with North Andover.

“The boys are gone and you’re leaving too. Why would I want this big old house anymore?” she’d said at the time.

So Mom sold the house we’d grown up in amid talk of starting over. She rented an apartment in Newburyport, a picturesque coastal town forty minutes from North Andover, where she planned to make new friends, find romance, lose weight, and do the things that amount to a second chance. We didn’t know anyone in Newburyport and weren’t sure why she was moving to a town that would double her commute to Woburn, where she worked as a special education teacher. My brothers and I didn’t question her motives, though. With the ocean just down the road, her wood-beamed apartment seemed like a fitting place to start over. If Mom had any fears about a new beginning, she kept them to herself.

I took the stairs two at a time, up three flights, and reached for the spare key above the door frame. I threw open the door wanting to believe that Mom would be waiting on the other side, ready to put this whole misunderstanding behind us. The apartment was cluttered, same as always—books stacked beside the couch, an empty coffee mug on the table, and Mom’s brown corduroy blazer draped over the back of a chair. It looked like she had just run out to the store. Needed eggs, maybe milk. Like she’d be right back.

But her key chain was hanging on the hook in the kitchen, crammed with at least ten keys, including the one for the Subaru Outback she’d bought a few months earlier. I never understood why she toted so many keys—I couldn’t imagine what they all opened—but along with her purse, Mom took this hefty ring wherever she went.

“Chris, did you see this?” I said.

“She must’ve taken her spare car key.”

“Then she won’t be gone long.”

After plugging my cell phone in to charge it, I emptied the purse and made a paper trail of receipts and sticky notes, trying to retrace our mom’s footsteps. A crumpled receipt from an Irving gas station near her office in Woburn, her Visa card swiped at seven fifteen a.m. on Thursday, March 16. This implied that she’d gotten to work the day before about a half hour earlier than the other teachers, who came in at eight. My mother was always punctual and often early, but never late. Her boss was alarmed enough to dig up her emergency contact info when she didn’t show up by midmorning.

A receipt for groceries purchased at Market Basket four days earlier: milk, cheese, hummus, and French bread. Photos developed at CVS, a whole roll shot on the sand dunes of Plum Island, a barrier island between Newburyport Harbor and the Atlantic Ocean: sunsets, driftwood, and fishermen casting offshore. It all fit into her routine. I was about to give up and hurl the empty purse across the room when I noticed one more receipt, folded and tucked in an inner pocket.

“Chris—”

“What’d you find?”

“A receipt for a Budget rental truck.”

The yellow copy, dated Wednesday, March 15, made more sense to my brother than it did to me. Apparently the moving truck was all part of the plan. Mom had recently bought a house in the White Mountains of New Hampshire, fifteen minutes south of the ski condo where we’d vacationed for years. After almost two decades of working as a special education teaching associate, our mother was looking forward to an early retirement within a few years. The apartment in Newburyport was never supposed to be permanent; she was just taking some time to figure out where she wanted to settle down. Brad had planned to drive home on his upcoming spring break to help Mom transport a storage unit full of furniture to her new house. The truck was scheduled to be picked up the following week.

I had always envisioned my mother by the sea—she had dreamed of running a bed-and-breakfast on a Rhode Island bluff we sailed past every summer—but she took a turn for the mountains instead. Normally she included me in every decision, right down to making the grocery list. But things had changed since our New Year’s Eve fight. We’d barely spoken since, and I knew next to nothing about the house she’d bought. Still, I hoped that’s where she had gone.

Chris called Budget rental and learned that Mom hadn’t picked up the truck early. My next thought was that she’d gotten in her car and driven north, wanting to map out the furniture arrangement in her new house or shop at the nearby outlet stores. Maybe her cell phone had run out of battery power en route. She would plug it in and call one of my brothers or me when she got there, but the worry was in the waiting. She phoned at least one of us every morning by the time she got to work. She was my morning alarm, and instead of saying prayers at night, I talked to her.

Chris had already called 411 and requested the phone number of our mother’s future neighbors in New Hampshire. Once connected, he introduced himself and asked if they’d seen any cars in the dirt driveway beyond their barn. Any lights on in the windows? They said the property looked deserted but promised to keep a lookout. The Budget receipt implied that Mom was following a plan, one she’d eagerly shared with my brothers and the details of which she’d stubbornly kept from me in the wake of our argument. Even if I didn’t know where the house was located or what it looked like, a house in the mountains made enough sense. For the past few years Mom had been saying she needed to simplify. Glancing up at the wooden plaque above her bedroom door that said just that, I held on to the yellow scrap of paper as if it were proof that everything was still moving toward a straightforward explanation.

There was also the possibility that she hadn’t gone north yet. Maybe she was just playing hooky and would come walking into the apartment any second. She would apologize for making us worry and relay an amusing story about her day off. Since this seemed just as likely, we decided to wait it out. Instead of chasing after her, it made more sense to remain at home base and wait for her to come back.

Brad got on the road at four, right after finishing his midterm. He had transferred from Boston College—Mom’s alma mater—to Cornell for his junior year. He called Chris and me at least ten times during his ride. We leaped for our cell phones, thinking Brad was about to say that he’d gotten hold of Mom, while he was hoping to hear that she’d just walked into the apartment. As the hours wore on, the calls became our way to keep Brad awake on his drive. After feeling exhausted for weeks, he had finally gone to the doctor a few days before. Tests revealed that he had mono, which explained his fatigue, fever, and sore throat. We were worried that he would fall asleep at the wheel and end up in a field full of cows.

On his sixth or seventh call, Brad told us to go to every gas station that Mom might stop at on her way out of town. He was hoping they’d have security cameras, hoping for a video clip showing a white station wagon pulling into the frame and a fifty-three-year-old woman pumping gas. How it would tell us what direction Mom took or where she was heading, we didn’t know. She’d bought a half tank the day before at the Irving station near her office, but we figured she’d top off if she were planning a getaway.

We left a note on the kitchen table before leaving:

Mom,

We came home to see you. Call us.

Love,

C, B, and L

Mobil, Shell, Texaco, Getty—we checked all the Newburyport stations without any luck. The pumps were old and the signs displaying the prices had not yet gone digital. The thought of security cameras in such a quaint suburb was absurd. We got on I-95 north and looked for gas station symbols on the blue service signs that lined the road every few miles. Six p.m. and the sun had set without our noticing. The interstate pulsed with yellow headlights. We followed an exit toward a Getty station and entered the adjacent convenience store, where the clerk on duty was a few years younger than me. He flipped through the day’s receipts to see if he could find one that matched our mother’s credit card number, but we grew impatient watching him dig through the fat stack of paper slips.

“She drives a white Subaru Outback. Midfifties, five-four, chin-length brown hair, probably wearing jeans, looks like a mom. Anyone like that come through?” Chris asked.

“Lots of people come and go,” he said.

“Do you videotape the pumps?”

“The tape’s locked in the office, but the manager comes in at eleven.”

“Think he’ll be able to show us the tape?”

“Don’t see why not.”

“Okay, we’ll come back then.”

“Actually I might’ve seen someone who fit that description this afternoon.”

Music to our ears. But even if our mother had passed through, it told us nothing about where she’d gone next. Still, it was something.

Chris and I got back in the car. We knew it was time to call our father. In the seventeen years since their divorce, our parents had never learned how to get along. Mom had done her best over the years to convince my brothers and me that her ex-husband was not a good man, and even less of a father.

“We have to tell him,” Chris said.

“Fine. You call.”

He was probably in the middle of dinner, but like our mother, Dad always answered the phone.

“Dad, it’s Chris. Something’s wrong.”

“What?”

“It’s our mom.”

“What about her?”

“We can’t find her.”

“Can’t find her?”

“She didn’t show up for work. We’ve been looking for her all day.”

“She’s probably up at your ski condo.”

“She’s not there,” Chris said. “Brad’s driving home from Cornell and Lindsay’s with me.”

“Call me tomorrow. I’m sure you’ll hear from her by then,” Dad said before hanging up.

Chris slammed his fist on the dashboard. “He thinks we’re overreacting.”

“What did you expect?”

Chris swallowed whatever he was about to say and looked out the window. I knew Dad wouldn’t share our immediate alarm. Our mother was hardly his favorite person. It baffled me that my parents had been married for almost two decades. Mom acted out of emotion, Dad out of logic. He was a Princeton man, an engineer, and then president and CEO of a high-tech company until selling it at the age of fifty. He had also married another woman whose name was the same as my mother’s: Michele. An unfortunate coincidence as well as a constant reminder to my mom that she had been replaced.

Dad and his new wife lived in a beachfront mansion along with their beautiful towheaded child, Maggie. At fourteen years old, I suddenly had a new sibling. In my mother’s eyes, this was against the rules. A man was supposed to have only one wife, one set of kids. Even as my mom was so keen on starting over, it seemed she had never forgiven her ex-husband for seizing his own second chance.

Dad’s version of starting over included undertaking the restoration of an enormous old house as well as an early retirement so that he could be a stay-at-home parent. When he wasn’t occupied with Maggie, Dad was building cabinets, gutting bedrooms, landscaping, and otherwise trying to restore his property to a Gatsbyesque splendor it hadn’t seen in decades. He was a Renaissance man, still as fit and handsome as he was when my mother met him in college. His eyes were the same deep blue as the waves that broke on West Beach, right outside his bedroom window. By all outward appearances, his second chance had panned out quite nicely.

Chris and I drove around Newburyport for a while, checking parking lots for a white Subaru while speculating about where our mom could have gone. We went back and checked her apartment for any clues we might have overlooked. We called her cell phone several more times, but it continued to go straight to voice mail. Even though we still had at least an hour before we could view the gas station video, we got back in the car. Being on the move was easier on our nerves than sitting in the apartment; we were hoping to spot Mom’s station wagon or even pass her on the road.

But it was hard to tell what kinds of cars we were passing. March in New England meant the sun went down by six p.m. and the only light thereafter came from headlights, an indifferent moon, and a smattering of stars. Chris pulled into a liquor store parking lot off the highway. The adrenaline-pumped afternoon had collapsed into utter fatigue. Worrying was tiring. We reclined our seats, hoping to rest until eleven o’clock or until Brad called again, whichever came first. He’d been driving straight for the past six hours and had about two more to go. I shut my eyes, but I was no closer to sleep when a policeman rapped on the driver’s-side window and beamed a flashlight in our eyes. Chris rolled down the window and we both sat up a little straighter.

We knew the officer would be of no use until several more hours passed, so there seemed little point in explaining our predicament. Easier to just let him assume we were causing trouble outside a liquor store on a Friday night. We rolled up the windows and got back on the road, and for a few minutes I hated the cop, even though he’d done nothing wrong. It never crossed my mind to turn my frustrations on my mother, who had put us in this situation in the first place.

Ten thirty. We cruised through Newburyport, past the boardwalk and the waterfront restaurants, looping through the brick-faced center of town for the fifth or sixth time. Everything was closed. Coming up on eleven, we drove back to the Getty station. The same kid was sitting behind the counter, no manager in sight. Apparently the manager was taking the night off and had forgotten to press the Record button on the camera that morning. The attendant told us this without looking up from his magazine. We got back to Mom’s apartment just before midnight.

We did our best to not wake the neighbors, but the wooden stairs groaned and our footsteps echoed up through the halls. We opened the front door, willing Mom to be dozing in her easy chair, feet up on the ottoman, wineglass on the end table. But the lights were just the lamps we had turned on before leaving.

We called Brad to tell him about the dead ends we’d run into at the gas stations. He was still a half hour away, and I pictured him cruising in the fast lane, palming the steering wheel while going over the possibilities for the hundredth time: her new house, a weekend getaway, a dead cell phone battery, an explanation that would make perfect sense when she returned. Even as he told himself to stay calm, I knew he was as scared as he’d ever been, a fire-alarm fear difficult to explain to anyone but Chris and me—because we felt it too. It was completely out of character for our mom to take off without telling us. Her mood swings could be brutal, but her temper always cooled quickly, and she was nothing if not consistent in phone calls, care packages, and visits. She was the glue that held us all together.

I crawled into my mother’s bed, searching for her body’s indentation. Chris lay on the couch, a trail of receipts stretching across the floor in front of him. We called out to each other in the dark.

“She probably just went away for the weekend,” I said.

“It’ll make sense in the morning,” he replied.

Neither of us sounded convinced. I pulled the blankets up under my chin. Minutes or hours passed with the faint whoosh of cars on High Street and the dim beam of headlights across the ceiling, like signals from an erratic lighthouse. I finally fell asleep, tangled in the roses of my mother’s sheets.



Chapter Two

I WOKE AT SEVEN in the morning with the brief hope that the past twenty-four hours had all been a bad dream. Then I realized I was in my mom’s bed and not my own. I got up and pulled on yesterday’s jeans. Chris was asleep on the couch and Brad was splayed out on the floral-print armchair. Fourteen months older than me, Brad and I had the same almost black hair, thick eyebrows, and slightly sloped noses—our father’s features. At six-two, both of my brothers were too tall to sleep comfortably on couches and chairs, but being the only girl, I got the bed without question.

I hesitated for a moment before waking them. Even asleep, Brad looked exhausted. His hair was greasy, his face sallow and unshaved, his T-shirt and Carhartts rumpled and dirty. Mono was taking its toll on his rower’s body; he was looking a little skinny. I’d been asleep when he’d arrived, sometime after midnight.

“Guys, get up,” I said.

“Is Mom here?” Chris asked.

“No.”

We moved quickly, tying our shoes and grabbing the car keys without bothering to brush our teeth or change into clean clothes. We didn’t have a plan, but sleeping in or sitting around would’ve been inexcusable. Chris drove while Brad and I scanned the sidewalks where our mom liked to walk along the waterfront. We checked all the likely places in town, scanning parking spots for her Subaru. The bank, post office, and library—where she often went to use the Internet—were not yet open, and we would come back to check these places in a few hours. We stopped at Dunkin’ Donuts and drove back to Mom’s apartment. Already the idea that we would spot her taking a stroll through town seemed too simple. If she were doing that, she would be on the phone chatting with one of us.

We called our mom’s old friend Barbara Ann and asked her when they’d last spoken. An hour later, Barbara Ann was knocking on the front door, her husband and three adult children in tow. As the first person notified when our mother failed to show up for work, she was as concerned as we were.

“How can we help?” she asked.

We had grown up with her kids at sporting events, pool parties, and sleepovers. Barbara Ann and her husband had always gone out of their way to make life a little easier for their divorced friend with three kids. But our latest request was a little different from giving us a ride home from soccer practice.

We split into teams. It was almost like playing an elaborate game of hide-and-seek. Chris’s team would check our grandmother’s nursing home in Natick, where Mom visited almost every day after work. Brad’s team would drive to Mom’s new house and our ski condo in New Hampshire. Barbara Ann’s husband and son were going to North Andover to scout our old neighborhood. Barbara Ann and I would search Plum Island. We were operating on the belief that hide-and-seek players usually end up in the same tried-and-true spots.

Barbara Ann drove through town and turned toward the island. The last time I’d been on this road, I was with my mom, cruising to the beach in our old Saab convertible. We had gone almost every afternoon the previous summer. The island was accessible only by one road, a single lane that wound past a few small planes at the sleepy airport, straightened out through the salt marshes, and led up and over a metal drawbridge.

My mom often drove to Plum Island after going to work and the nursing home. She’d sit and read in her beach chair or walk the shore with her camera, looking for serenity after the stress of working with handicapped young adults at her teaching collaborative. Placed at various companies over the years and most recently at a technology company called Skyworks, the teachers aimed to integrate students into the workforce. For almost a decade my mom had been working one-on-one with a handicapped student named Cynthia, who in addition to her learning disabilities was also losing her eyesight. She could perform repetitive office tasks only under the guidance of my mother.

In her early twenties, Cynthia was around the same age as my brothers and me. In the mornings they would open the office mail together: my mother with a letter opener, slicing and sliding the envelope to Cynthia, who would unfold and stack the contents, recycle the envelope, and reach for the next. Hands slicing, sliding, opening, and unfolding, “like watching a symphony orchestra,” one of her colleagues would later tell me. Cynthia was almost completely blind by this point, and my mother had become her eyes as well as her second set of hands. She could anticipate when Cynthia had a seizure coming on and would take her outside to walk around the parking lot, which more often than not would calm her down.

Worrying about Cynthia’s deteriorating condition and the monotony of her training had been wearing on my mom for years. But once she reached the island and stuck her toes in the sand, she was free. My mom had grown up sailing and passed on a love of the Atlantic to my brothers and me; every summer we’d cast off the bowlines on our old wooden sailboat, Pippins, motoring out of a marina in Rhode Island and tacking across Narragansett Bay. But as my brothers and I reached adolescence, sports and summer jobs gained precedence, and we took Pippins out of the water indefinitely.

Walking the shore of Plum Island, Mom always called me, and if I didn’t answer, she’d hold her cell phone to the waves and leave a message without saying a word. One hundred miles south in Providence, I’d press the phone to my ear, hear the dull roar of the waves, and know just where she was.

Barbara Ann and I drove toward the barren island in silence. It was the first time I had been there in the off-season. The waterways carved through the salt marsh were dotted with ice floes, and the swath of black water beneath the bridge looked too narrow for a boat to pass. Halfway into March, the island was still gripped by winter.

We rumbled over the metal bridge and past the WELCOME TO PLUM ISLAND sign. Up on the left was a boarded-up shack, wedged between the road and the mudflats. The place had been painted, patched, and finally, abandoned. Across the side hung a banner: NO EVACUATION POSSIBLE.

Neither of us said anything as we passed. I kept glancing in the rearview mirror, unnerved by what seemed to be a bad omen. The seat belt tightened against my ribs as Barbara Ann made a hard right.

We pulled up to the entrance hut for the Parker River Wildlife Refuge, but there wouldn’t be a ranger on duty for at least another month, so we drove around the barrier without paying our dues. The bird sanctuary was all twists and turns, bordered on the Atlantic side by scrub-covered sand dunes, and by dense trees and vegetation on the bay side. The southern half of the island was a protected habitat for hundreds of species, but most of the birds had not yet returned from their winter migrations, and it felt like driving through a dried-up swamp.

Mom always chose the quiet sanctuary over the touristy upper half of Plum Island. Whenever we went to the beach, she’d make us walk for what felt like miles before we could unfold our hot aluminum chairs and spread our towels, far from the other bathers.
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Anintensely poignant memoir that examines a
‘young woman’s gricf, the complexity of family
dynamics, and what happens when one’s world
suddenly comes crashing down.

In thespring of her sophomore year of college, Lindsay
son receives a call from her brother saying that
their mother didn'c show up for work and that no one

can reach her. Lindsay and her two older brothers are

that something is amiss. Converging in Massachu-
setts, they begin frantically searching.

Missing is at first Lindsay’s page-turning account
of the carly days afier her mother's disappearance, as
it chronicles her family’s dealings with the police,
questionable sightings, wild hope, and deep despair.

¥ » g
have gone, Lindsay and her brothers hang hundreds
of lyers of her face around New England. Forcy days
into the search, they find their mother
stances far worse than anything their darkest fears
had prepared them for

In the lurry of planning their mother's memorial
and packing her possessions, Lindsay and her brothers

um-

ki

ride out the shock waves of loss by doing what needs

t0 be done and recurning to their separate lives.
Lindsay writes candidly abou the dark terror that
follows, how she suceumbs to the pain, and ultimately,
how she learns to live again.

“The balance of Misingis Lindsay’s quest to under-
stand why her mother—a passionate and caring
woman deeply encwined with her children—haslost
her life. She searches for answers through conversa-
tions with her mother’s coworkers, the police, and
her family. Photographs of her childhood summers

spent on an old wooden sailboat provide painful

insights as she traces her family’s faule lines. Lindsay

is unflinching in her scruti

not only of her parents
butalso of herself.

Readers will respond 1o this memoir not only

because it el

auniversal tale of grieving and coming
ofage bucalso because ic delves inco the tangled, o,
ful, and mysterious knot of family, where the

‘mpw truths of who we arc and where we come

from can take decades to be revealed, even to those

who have sought them maost fervently. This s a book
abou
afiermath of an unbelievable forcy days, nor only her
family’s shortcomings but also their strengths. As
she grapples with the mystery that is her mother,
Lindsay discovers a father who was once lost to her
through divorce and then returned, two stalwarc
brothers, and, of course, herself.

Searing, honest, and beautifully written, Missing
is a powerful and unforgettable memoir.

2 young woman who discovers, through the
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Massachusetts and graduated from Brown University
and Columbia University School of the Arts, where
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Harrison.com for more information.

www.Lindsay

MEET THE AUTHORS, WATCH VIDEOS AND MORE AT
SimonandSchuster.com

~THE SOURCE FOR READING GROUPS -

JACAETDESION BYASON . HEUER
PRINTED W TH .4, COPYRIGHT © 2011 SWON & SCHUSTER





OEBPS/images/back_11984.jpg
Advance Praise for Lindsay Harrison’s Missing

“Missingis a profoundly brave memoir. Harrison has scoured the painful

parts of her history to come to a complicated and compassionate
understanding of her mother's fate. The book s as gripping as it is tragic,
as movingas it is hot to the touch. I couldn’t put it down.”
—Robin Romm, author of The Mercy Papersand The Mother Garden

“Intensely personal. . . vivid on the page, [about] a mother who
desperately loved and needed her children ... A well-written account bya

youthful author who is bouncing back from grief” —Kirkus Reviews

“Lindsay Harrison and I happen to share the same last name, and
we share something more important, the untimely deaths of our mothers
when we were 00 young to withstand or even understand so profound a
loss. Missingis a meticulous chronicle of shock and grief; the story
that unfolds is one that waits for nearly all of us, an account of what we

fear and will someday face

this isn’t a book just for daughters
but for sons, mothers, and fathers, as well.”

—Kathryn Harrison, author of The Kiss





