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For my sisters





Prologue



They stand at the quarry’s edge: Joan, Anders, and their youngest girls, Eve and Eloise, who will not go to bed. The water below them is black and looks thick as tar; reflections of light from the house are wavering rectangles on its surface: window, window, door. Now and then, debris will bob through the light. An empty beer can. A flip-flop. A plastic bag.


“A bubble,” Eve says suddenly, and Joan has seen it, too, a single bubble breaking through the surface. “A bubble!” Eve says again, louder this time. She looks at her parents, demanding, expectant.


Joan touches her daughter’s arm. “Shhh.”


Behind them, in shadow, a handful of policemen lean against an ambulance and mutter, not about the tire marks that lead right to the quarry’s edge, not about the gasoline slowly spreading across the surface of the water, not about flip-flops or beer cans. Joan hears the words cheese steak, and cold one, and then a snuffle of muted laughter. She grits her teeth and digs her elbow into Anders’ side. “This is taking forever,” she whispers.


“Shhh,” Anders hushes her.


“But no one is doing anything.”


“What can they do, Joan? All anyone can do at this point is wait for the divers.”


“It’s been an hour and a half.”


“And it’s nine o’clock, and the dive team is coming from Beverly.” Anders looks at his watch. “Give them time.”


“Time,” Joan murmurs. She shifts her weight from one foot to the other. The day as it had passed seemed nothing but a blur of last-minute packing, of traffic jams and drive-throughs and tollbooths and endless highways that in her mind as the day of departure neared had come to symbolize escape. Now, though, looking back, Joan remembers the day as a detailed series of moments that at the time she hadn’t known she was aware of, and this sudden clarity both surprises and unnerves her, as if these details were presenting themselves now for a reason, for examination.


There is an image in her mind of Eloise standing inside their house in Maryland, silhouetted by the stark sky outside, her little face pressed against the screen door as she watches Anders load the car. Their summer things had been piled on the porch above the driveway, and Anders had carried them down to the car, box by box, bag by bag, one load at a time. All that is left to be carried to the car, in this image, is a dry-cleaned suit, hanging against a column of the porch.


There is an image of Eve sitting sullen on the steps with headphones on, her hair with a hot pink streak that last week was red, the bangs she’s growing out hanging in her face.


There is an image of the Sherpa cat bag by the door. Two bright green eyes blink slowly in its darkness.


There is an image of mist rising from wet pavement.


There is an image of traffic shimmering on the highway, Anders’ hand draped over the steering wheel, and her daughters in the backseat of the car, side by side despite Anders’ attempt to separate them with a duffel bag, which Eve had pushed into the window seat. That was still Sophie’s seat, the girls had said, and both refused to sit there.


Thinking back on the day like this, this morning and Maryland seem like a lifetime ago. Today, as Eve has reminded them several times, is the summer solstice, the longest day of the year; truly, to Joan, it has felt like it.


“Bubble!” Eve says, pointing. “If someone’s down there, time is running out!”


“Evie,” Joan says. “Hush!” though the same has occurred to her, too.


“You hush,” Eve says, and she swivels on her toe. Joan watches her go: she stalks toward the policemen leaning against the ambulance. The doors of their cruisers, which they have driven onto the grass, are open, and radio voices crackle from within. Eve passes through the beam of the headlights and then pauses before the policemen, as if considering whether to speak to them. But she continues past, around the quarry toward the house, which is a large, dark shape among the trees, only a few of the downstairs windows aglow. They hadn’t yet even made it upstairs. Their car is parked beside the house, its tailgate open and the inside lights still on. She imagines she can hear the chirpy ding ding ding of the open door starting to whine as the battery slowly dies, but she is too tired to really care. Anders had been just about to start unloading an hour or two ago, after they’d finally arrived here for the summer, when Eve had called out from over here, where Joan is standing now. Someone drove into the quarry! she called, and of course it had seemed unlikely, impossible, even, but then Eve pointed out the tire tracks that ran over the lawn, and the bubbles, and the things slowly surfacing even as they watched from the shore: a gas can, beer cans, a piece of Styrofoam.


Eve disappears into the shadows by the house, and Joan returns her gaze to the quarry. Another bubble surfaces.


*  *  *


THE tire tracks that lead directly to the quarry’s edge run between two trees so closely spaced together that Eve would never think a car could fit between them, but the tracks are there, and recent; the flattened grass seems to have lifted itself a bit in the short time since she first noticed them. Eve squats before the larger of the trees, where each summer she and her sisters have upon arriving at the quarry carved their initials and the year. After they arrived tonight, as her father began unloading the car, Eve had gone directly to the tree, as if she thought that perhaps she would find this year’s date already carved, Sophie’s initials fresh in the bark. As if she thought that somehow Sophie would be waiting there inside the house for them.


But of course Eve had found on the tree no new markings other than a nick where she now imagines the side-view mirror bumped against the tree as it passed, and then she had noticed the tire tracks, and followed them to where they ended at the quarry’s edge. No one believed her until they saw the tracks for themselves, of course, probably because they didn’t want to. She wasn’t surprised.


She traces their initials from last year with her finger now. It had been raining when they carved them, she remembers, and the bark had been slick. Sophie had gone first, and then she’d guided Eloise’s small hand with her own. Eve, when it was her turn with the knife, had managed to cut her finger, which though it didn’t hurt her began to bleed so heavily and immediately that Sophie had ripped a strip of material from her frayed cutoffs to wrap around it. Eve can see her sister clearly in her mind’s eye, her thin shoulders hunched as she tied the denim as tightly as she could, her inqusitive expression when she was finished, asking Eve with her eyes, is this all right? Sophie hated pain, her own or anyone else’s.


Eve examines her finger now, the pale indentation of the resulting scar, then stands up. Across the water, her parents and Eloise stand staring into the water, backlit by the headlights of the cruisers. The policemen behind them are vaguely familiar to Eve from encounters in past summers: the breakers-up of beach parties, the dispersers of crowds of kids gathered in the parking lot of the 7-Eleven. Those are the kinds of things they are good at, Eve thinks bitterly; when it comes to anything serious, like cars in quarries, they stand around uselessly waiting for someone else to do the dirty work. She casts an anxious glance in the direction of the driveway, wishing the divers would hurry up and get here.


Eve sighs, returning her attention to the tire tracks beneath her. She follows them back from the trees away from the water to where they disappear on the driveway, which leads out to one of the many dirt roads meandering around the various quarries on Cape Ann, theirs only one of the many silent scars of the granite days, filled with the rain of years, sometimes hundreds of feet in depth. She and her sisters have spent many summer hours on the sunbaked slabs along the quarry’s edge, hazarding gruesome guesses as to what over the years may have accumulated in the deep. Now, their worst imagining has come true, and Sophie isn’t even here to witness it.


Eve wanders down the driveway away from the house, and turns onto the road. She is barefoot, as she makes a point to be in summer, and though the grass of the lawn had felt cool and smooth beneath her feet, she walks gingerly on the road, wary of the pebbles and sticks that have not yet toughened up her soles. Only yards from the house, she finds herself in total darkness. It is not that there are no moon or stars, tonight; as she’d stood at the quarry’s edge moments ago she had noticed Cassiopeia reclining on the horizon, and above it, the moon, and she’d wondered whether it was on the wax or the wane—and she should know this, she thinks now, widening her eyes against the darkness, blinking as if to blink it away. Sophie knew this. But it is one of those things that Eve herself can never remember. When the moon is facing left, is it growing, or has it already been full? She looks up; she can see nothing through the canopy of trees.


Tonight is the shortest night of the year, today the summer solstice. It is Eve’s favorite day, because it’s the longest, and it marks the start of summer, but it carries with it also just a tinge of sadness, because from here on out the days are only going to get shorter, start their slip-sliding decline into winter. This year, the actual solstice, the very moment the sun climbed to its farthest point north of the equator, and, for just a minute, stood still, was at 7:09 p.m. Eve had been anticipating the moment all day, urging her father to drive just a little faster so they’d get here in time to see it, but then, amid the excitement over the tire tracks and the stuff in the quarry and calling the police, she’d entirely forgotten. And now she’s going to have to wait a whole year to have the chance to see it again. She sighs now with frustration, annoyed with herself for being so easily distracted.


It is dark, but she knows this road by heart; she doesn’t need light to walk it. She imagines to her right the boulder that years ago someone painted as a frog, to her left the rusted chain that marks the entrance to a path through the woods. Soon, she knows the road will curve to the right and begin to slope downhill, past the Bakers’ driveway and the edge of the Carvers’ lawn. Eve pauses in the darkness when she hears the growing sound of an engine. The divers, she thinks, pleased at the thought of intercepting them and immensely relieved that they are finally here, but the headlights growing out of the darkness are accompanied by the sound of thudding music, and Eve steps out of the road, into a safe nook between a triangle of trees. Teenagers, she thinks nervously, as if the carload of kids had earned the title through something other than age. She herself will be fifteen this summer, but would never consider herself a teenager in that way.


She stands in the shadow of the front-most tree so as to remain unseen as the car passes, its headlights bright and blinding, illuminating things in flashes as the car lurches over ruts: an overhanging vine, a roadside rock, a cracked and dried-out puddle.


Things are soft in the red glow of fading taillights, and Eve steps out from between her trees. She squints at that rock across the road in the dimming light and steps closer. Three cigarettes lie side by side on the rock, unsmoked. Though not a frequent smoker, she gathers them greedily—they are a rare find—and she has just put them carefully into the front pocket of her shirt when again headlights loom in the darkness.


*  *  *


“THEY’RE here,” Anders says, both he and Joan hearing the sound of the divers’ truck before its beams come up the driveway. He offers Joan Eloise’s hand and all the sleepy weight attached, and she leads their daughter around the quarry to the house, blinded for a brief moment by the divers’ high beams as they pass. She gestures into the light with her free hand, a vague salute, and for some reason, the image of herself squinting and waving, Eloise in tow, now lines itself up with the other images of the day, the only one in which she is a subject.


She puts Eloise to bed; thankfully despite her adamance earlier in the evening that she not miss out on anything, she’s too tired to put up a fight. Probably the mere possibilities of what might be dredged from the quarry’s depths are terrifying enough; though she acts tough, Eloise is easily frightened, and has sense enough to know when to shut her eyes to things. Don’t leave the house, she implores her mother from beneath her sheets, and Joan promises that she won’t, and the fact of it is that she is glad not to go back, not to have to stand there wondering if Eve is right and there is some poor soul who died down there tonight. Though of course she’s wondering anyway. She watches the scene unfolding across the quarry from afar, in brief glimpses as she unloads the car, bringing in their summer things and piling them in the house, where the furniture is still covered with sheets. The policemen across the water are faceless figures from this distance, the divers bizarre, black, rubber-limbed creatures lowering themselves into the dark water. She doesn’t need to be any closer; Anders and her imagination will fill in the details, both wanted and unwanted, she is sure of that.


Despite the strangeness of this situation, the potential horror, Joan feels oddly detached from it all, even resigned. As they drove the final miles of their journey late this afternoon she had laid out the evening in her mind, the quarry still the refuge at the end of those symbolic highways, a place of normalcy. They would unload the car first. They would strip the sheets from the furniture and open all the windows to air out the house. While she unpacked their clothing, Anders would go into town and pick up a pizza for dinner, and he’d go to the grocery store for the basic things: milk, juice, water, something to eat for breakfast tomorrow. Eve, perhaps, would take Eloise down to the beach.


But then, only moments after they’d arrived, her plans had derailed; somehow, she was unsurprised. Nothing surprises her much, anymore. There is a car at the bottom of their quarry, possibly—likely—with a body inside. And perhaps this happens often—maybe there are cars in quarries all around the cape. They have had no dinner, aside from the saltines and peanut butter she gave to Eloise before putting her to bed, which were leftovers from the car ride. The bags are still packed, and the kitchen is empty. Nothing has gone as planned or imagined, which has only served to reaffirm her sense that it is better never to plan or imagine anything, better never to count on the future.


Sophie died on a Tuesday. The following weekend was Columbus Day weekend, a long one; she and Joan were meant to fly to Boston, rent a car, and drive a loop through New England, touring colleges. Instead, they held her funeral. For Thanksgiving, they had had plans to go to Joan’s cousin’s house in Delaware for a family reunion, which under the circumstances they abandoned, and for Christmas they were going to drive to Anders’ sister’s house in Vermont and ski, which they also failed to do. Joan had vaguely counted on going shopping with Sophie for a prom dress sometime in the spring, had counted on going to her soccer games, and taking her to see the World Cup in June, had counted on watching as graduation caps filled the air, so many black shapes against the sky. There are many things that she hadn’t realized she was vaguely counting on; she has gone through the months since with the sense that she took a wrong turn somewhere, or that in some parallel universe another version of herself is leading the life she had expected.


She brings the last load in from the car: her computer and notes, though she hasn’t written much of late. She had always considered herself lucky to be a novelist, to make a living writing books, but lately she has not been able to find much sense in it. It seems there is enough in the real world to worry about without creating a second one to fret over as well. She doesn’t have the energy left to care about that second world, into which she has come to think she invested too much of herself over the years. Indeed, she’d been neck deep in the final edits of her last book when Sophie died, and up at night thinking about her characters and their problems rather than her own living children.


There is a scratching at the door; Joan looks up at the noise and sees through the screen on the dark porch two green eyes: Seymour. She opens the door; the cat darts inside as if chased. Joan steps out just as a neighborhood dog disappears into the shadows behind the house, the jingle of its collar fading into the distance. She leans in the darkness against a column of the porch, slips off a sandal, and scratches at her ankle with her toe; there are mosquitoes. She hears a shout from across the water. A dark, rubber-clad head surfaces, a bright headlamp attached, and then another and another, and then something else: a body, Joan is sure, though she had hoped and hoped that the car in their quarry was empty, a piece of junk abandoned like so much other junk, put into neutral and pushed. If there is a God, Joan thinks, he treats the world with the same irony as a writer treats her world; it is awful, she thinks, to find herself a character.


*  *  *


ANDERS watches as the divers leave the dead man on a sloping slab of granite, head side down, while the paramedics get the stretcher. The cops have mounted a powerful light to the roof of one of the cruisers, lighting the whole scene like a movie set. Anders stands near the ambulance, at the edge of the light, his hand on the back of Eve’s neck. Nearby, he can hear two of the divers talking about the stuck seat belt, and how they’d had to cut through it with a knife. Apparently it’s a pickup truck down there, nose down between some rocks. The third diver is sitting on a rock off to the side, his head in his hands.


Eve had escorted the divers in. When their truck finally pulled up the drive, Anders was surprised, when a door opened, to see his daughter emerge. He’d thought she was still beside him at the quarry’s edge; he hadn’t realized after Joan and Eloise had gone inside that aside from the policemen a few yards back he’d been standing there alone. The divers followed Eve up the grass to the quarry’s edge. Anders was also surprised at the sight of them. They were wearing cargo shorts, T-shirts, and flip-flops; they were just regular guys, not one of them more than thirty, and they looked almost as if they’d been interrupted from a baseball game or a night at the bar. Anders thought there must be some mistake. He realized he’d half expected them to show up in wet suits and flippers, their air tanks already strapped to their backs. He’d expected divers, not people. They stripped down to the bathing suits they wore beneath their shorts and then pulled on their wet suits wordlessly; they looked afraid, and Anders didn’t blame them. He didn’t envy them their task.


Now two paramedics wheel a stretcher across the grass and collapse it beside the dead man. Silently, they slide a board beneath him, and they seem to Anders as careful with him as they would be if he were alive. They fasten him to the board with straps and hoist it onto the stretcher. When the ambulance had arrived with the policemen earlier tonight, Anders had wondered what the point was, since if anyone was in the quarry, surely they were dead, even as Eve kept pointing urgently to bubbles gurgling to the surface, signs of life! It had already been two hours, at the least. Anders gazes at the dead man now. He is young, like the divers, certainly no more than thirty. He is wearing khaki pants and a white T-shirt that is ripped in the armpit, no shoes. He has been maybe three days without a shave. Or he had been three days without a shave until he died, whenever that was. Anders rubs his chin vigorously; his own stubble is about three days old.


The dead man does not look asleep, as Anders imagined he might have, as other dead people he has seen have looked—his mother, and his father, who had passed out of this world as Anders watched, both of them softly overcome by a quiet stillness. What Sophie looked like he does not know, and it is not something he and Joan have talked about. Joan had had to go identify their daughter’s body alone, while Anders was stuck in the airport in Rome, waiting. He had stared up at the armed guards patrolling on the balcony above him, the melodies of his students’ songs repeating in his head as even at that moment they sang in St. Peter’s Basilica without his direction.


No, this man does not look asleep, but decidedly dead. His skin is a faint blue, and his lips are very dark. His left eye is open just a bit. There is a leaf in his hair. Anders had watched as the divers swam the dead man to the quarry’s edge, had seen that floating leaf catch in the dead man’s hair. This is a detail he will have to remember to tell Joan. He studies the dead man carefully, wondering if he might be familiar in some way from summers past, trying to place him in the land of the living: in the aisle of the grocery store, or pumping gas at the Shell station downtown, or pouring a beer at their favorite local bar. It’s surprising how easy it is to do, animating this lifeless form before him, and he is struck by the familiar bewilderment he feels of late whenever he considers the line between life and death, how permanent, yet how fine.


It is so much harder, he thinks regretfully, to imagine where the living go on the far side of that line—into the nothing where Sophie has forever disappeared.


He looks up from the dead man across the quarry toward their house. The windows are all lit now; the porch is dark but for the glowing tip of a cigarette: Joan, who smokes only when she’s anxious. After the divers arrived and Anders wordlessly handed over Eloise, Joan had tapped her chin nervously, a superstitious tick that annoys Anders only because it makes him nervous, too, even when of his own accord he wouldn’t otherwise be. He had thought that certainly whatever car was at the bottom of the quarry was an empty one, an old one; it is as if Joan worried this young man into it.


*  *  *


ELOISE has been in bed for as long as it has taken to count to 4,873 before she hears a series of car doors slam and the light that has been casting looming shadows across her wall is finally shut off. Her jaw aches from clenching, and she knows that her fingernails will have left little moon-shaped marks where she has had them dug into her palm. It’s hard to stop herself from counting now, as hard as it had been earlier to get herself to start, afraid that if she did not the fear that had left her voiceless might also force her mind to freeze and forget to tell her heart to beat.


The porch light outside turns on, and just as quickly off; she hears the screen door downstairs open. She waits for the usual sound of the springs slamming it shut, but it doesn’t come. Her father must have caught the door behind him, and shut it quietly. Though he was probably trying not to wake her, the slam that never comes makes her feel even more unsettled, the way she feels when she cannot find an itch. She hopes that at least he has locked the door, locked all of the doors, even though they never lock anything in summer. But someone has driven into their quarry. Someone may have died in their quarry. There could be killers in the woods. Kidnappers. Thieves. Ghosts. Sophie’s ghost, of which Eloise is ashamed to be afraid. There could be anything out in the woods. Anything, it seems, is possible.





One
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Eve sleeps badly. She wakes up maybe a dozen times over the course of the night, each time at first unsure of where she is before slowly the room comes into focus: the iron rungs of her narrow bed, its rarely used twin across the room, the old white dresser in the corner, the wingbacked wicker chair where often the cat curls up to sleep. Every time she wakes and looks at the clock, she is incredulous to find that only half an hour has passed since she last looked, especially since each half hour is filled with dreams that seem hours long at least. In one, she’s stuck in a tree that sways dangerously under her weight, threatening to break and leave her at the mercy of the bobcats that circle below, waiting. In another, she goes ice-skating in the grocery store. In yet another, she goes out with her father in a boat they don’t even have, which he crashes into rocks that she tries over and over to point out to him, but that for some reason he can’t see.


At six, she lets herself get up, amazed, horrified, and oddly thrilled to find that the events of the night before were not a dream, but beyond all that impatient to find out what exactly happened, and what will happen next. Murder, she is convinced of that. But who? And why? And under what circumstances? It occurred to her sometime between dreams last night that the man in the quarry might have been killed and dumped into the water already dead, a much more comforting alternative to the notion of him trapped down there and dying while they stood waiting at the quarry’s edge.


She dresses quickly, pulling on a bathing suit, shorts, and a T-shirt dug from the duffel she’d lugged upstairs and left in the corner of the room last night after the policemen and the divers had left. A few feet above the duffel, tacked to the slope of the wooden ceiling, are the familiar drawings of sailboats and sunsets and rainbows and trees, done by herself and Sophie years ago in now-faded Magic Marker. Eve studies these as she pulls her clothes on. What’s funny, she thinks, is that she has no recollection of making them, even though half have her name scrawled in childish letters at the bottom, and the realization makes her feel oddly disconnected from herself, or a self she used to be. She finds herself wishing that someone, sometime, had taken the drawings down; she’d like to put up a Grateful Dead poster, or a poster of the constellations, or maybe a tapestry. Now, of course, it’s too late.


Dressed, she hurries downstairs and outside to examine last night’s scene by day. She pauses on the porch, which is still empty of the wicker furniture and the low-slung hammocks waiting to be brought out from the garage. The porch looks much larger to Eve, bare. Bird droppings have accumulated at the base of one of the columns. She looks up; there’s a nest in the rafters. She can just see the edge of it, a crude, sturdy arrangement of straw and twig and dry leaf. Woven among all this, Eve notices a short, blue length of the same sort of string she used to make bracelets out of when she was younger. No bird appears to be home.


Eve drops her eyes from the nest to the quarry, a deep, misshapen pool about three hundred feet in length and half as wide. The water had seemed so black, last night; this morning, it seems to have no color of its own. It is instead a perfect mirror of the sky, of the rocky ledges that contain it, of the slender trees that grow stories high at its edge. In the far corner of the quarry, where on ordinary days blown leaves and bits of grass collect, drawn there by some mysterious current, a slick of gasoline has gathered, leaked from the pickup truck that even now sits somewhere at the bottom. The beer cans and the gas can and the other debris that had surfaced last night float there, too. It seems strange to Eve that no one has collected this stuff, as evidence, strange that they have not roped off the quarry with crime scene tape, or stationed officers to keep watch. As far as Eve could tell, no one last night did much of anything except stand around and wait for the divers to bring the body up from the quarry floor—the body that as they waited might still have been a living person.


She takes the porch steps two at a time down to the grass, which is still wet with dew. Blades of it catch in her toes as she makes her way to the edge of the driveway, where she first noticed the tire tracks last night. The tracks on the grass are barely visible now, but Eve can still just make them out, leading up onto the grass from the driveway, and then across the lawn about twenty unwavering meters to the quarry’s edge. Eve walks in the middle of the tracks, scanning the grass for any sort of clue as to what might have happened: a cigarette butt tossed out the window, a candy wrapper, anything. She pauses when she comes to the tree where her and her sisters’ initials are carved, where the truck left a nick as it passed. In the daylight, she is even more amazed that a truck was able to maneuver between this tree and the next one over.


Eve frowns and follows the tracks up a small slope of grass to the ledge from which the truck plunged into the water. This strikes Eve; it’s the quarry’s tallest, about ten feet in height, and the one she and Sophie have always jumped from for the greatest thrill. She gazes across the water toward where the gasoline and debris have drifted; aside from these things, it’s almost as if nothing happened here at all. A row of lilies send up unbloomed stalks, their spider leaves dangling over the quarry’s edge, and leaves drift as they always do among the insects on the water’s surface. She wonders, if the incident had taken place a few months earlier, whether anyone would have ever known. The gasoline might have gradually disappeared. They might have thought the garbage was just that: beer cans left behind by partiers one winter night. They might have gone swimming this summer just yards above a dead body, strapped into his truck.


She leaps down onto a lower ledge—the ledge where they laid the dead man last night—and touches the rock’s surface tentatively, as if it might hold some memory of the body, those clammy limbs. She realizes that this is how she will always think of the ledge from now on—the ledge where they laid the dead man—though she has sunbathed on it hundreds of times, and eaten picnic lunches there, and it is also the spot where she had her first kiss, with Evan Arnolds four summer ago. She peers down into the water; at first, she sees nothing but darkness, but then she can just make out a vague, wavering shape in the depths, like a large, white jellyfish; it calls to her irresistibly. She looks across the quarry toward the house, wooden and rambling. Sunlight glints on the windowpanes. Soon, if they’re not already, her family will be getting up. She strips down to her bathing suit, and before she has time to think herself out of it, think of what else might be down there and what exactly she’s diving toward, she flings herself headlong into the water.


Beneath the surface, the water seems to eat up even light; the sunlight, which above was bright with early morning, here is a struggling yellow haze. It isn’t that there is murk in the water, none of the wavering bits of algae that float in a lake, no specks of dirt. The water is perfectly clear; Eve has collected it in glass jars, looked at drops of it under a microscope, and it is even more clear than water she collected for comparison from the sea. It is something invisible, she thinks, that breaks the sunlight down, or maybe what it is is visible darkness. Eve swims down, holding her arms at her sides so as to make herself as streamlined as possible; she lets her feet do the work. The water, which on the surface was so warm it seemed without temperature, grows colder and colder as she descends. She swims past a jagged ledge, and then a crevice where two boulders come together, and then another ledge, keeping her eye on the vague white shape, and she is just about to run out of air when the thing is finally within her reach. Without ascertaining what it is, she snatches it from where it sits half on an underwater ledge, half fluttering in the depths. She can feel that it’s fabric of some sort, heavy in her hands as she swims for the surface as quickly as she can.


She bursts into daylight, gasping for air. After the silence underwater, the sounds around her now seem magnified: the water dripping from her ears and hair, the intake of her breath, a dog barking in the distance. She swims to the quarry’s edge, grasps the ledge, and spreads the white thing out. It is a man’s T-shirt, dripping, stained, and heavy with water. Beneath the cartoonish image of a pint of beer, faded lettering reads: I Get My Kicks at Vic’s.


*  *  *


JOAN and Anders get up not long after Eve. Joan wakes up when she feels the mattress sink beneath her weight as Anders gets out of bed, as if it were a water bed. Her heart sinks in much the same way when reality floods onto the briefly, blissfully blank slate of her mind, when she remembers the truck in the quarry, the covered furniture, the bags and crates in the hallway. And of course, like every morning, Sophie. She wonders when she’ll ever shake that feeling.


She doesn’t like transitions, and as has been true every summer they’ve spent in this house, since long before the girls were born, she knows she cannot possibly feel settled here until their clothing is unpacked, their things put away, and, this year, that poor man’s truck pulled from the quarry floor. At least, she thinks, they have gotten the body out. She’s not sure she could live with that. She puts on yesterday’s clothes, which she left folded on the bench at the foot of the bed, and goes downstairs, leaving Anders in the bathroom brushing his teeth.


The first floor of the house, aside from the kitchen, is one large, open space divided into the suggestion of proper rooms by the arrangement of furniture. A couch and two large armchairs are gathered around a sturdy coffee table trunk in the evocation of a living room. A dining table resides by the large, multipaned bay window that looks out over the quarry. Bookcases line the far wall, in front of which is an Oriental carpet—the only carpet to cover the room’s otherwise bare, wooden floorboards. There are beanbag chairs and pillows on the carpet, which is where some days in the past the girls have built their Lincoln Log villages and set up their train tracks, and where on other days they have curled up to read.


Joan wanders through the room, pulling off the sheets that have covered the furniture all winter. It smells musty; the house isn’t winterized, and a good deal of moisture seems to have accumulated this year. They have been talking about winterizing the house for the twenty years they’ve owned it, but for various reasons they’ve never had it done. The house had originally belonged to an eccentric sculptor who would spend his summers here. Joan has heard he kept seals and swans in the quarry, and threw parties at which musicians performed on a floating stage. When he died, he left the house to his housekeeper, who let it fall into disrepair as she aged; by the time she died, it was in bad enough shape that Joan and Anders were able to buy it for a steal, along with several odds and ends inside—the Oriental carpet, the coffee table trunk, a gaudy set of crystal plates, all of which raise more questions than they answer about the man, and oftentimes have made Joan feel as if they’re living with a ghost. Joan had spent her childhood summers on Cape Ann in a house that her grandmother owned, and that to Joan’s dismay had to be sold upon her death to cover various debts, and so, when on a nostalgic visit here she and Anders accidentally discovered this house, Joan could hardly resist. It required a lot of work to slowly restore it, and Joan had always envisioned winterization as the point of completion to their efforts. But then one year the house in Maryland needed a new roof, and another year they thought they might be moving to London, and then they had three girls to get through school. Joan has always wanted to see the quarry frozen, a football field of smooth black ice, but she never has; the few times they have been able to come up in winter have always been too warm.


She brings the sheets to the laundry room and kneels down behind the washing machine to hook it up for the season when she hears Anders’ footsteps behind her.


“I thought I’d go get donuts,” he says.


“Oh, don’t do that,” Joan says. She is hooking up the dryer now, trying to fit the stubborn plug into its socket. “Let’s go out when the girls get up. I could use something substantial.” She crawls backward on her knees out from behind the machines and stands up, brushing her hands off on her thighs. “We could go to George’s.”


Anders helps her push the washer and the dryer back against the wall. He, too, is wearing yesterday’s clothes, Joan sees, and he has had a shave. A small white square of toilet paper clings to his neck, and something about this, the vulnerability it suggests, strikes Joan’s heart with a bolt of distress. Anders has aged since October, the manifestation of a sadness that Joan is both desperate and helpless to ease. And the facts of his graying hair, his deepening wrinkles, have propelled her imagination through the years to consider a time when she might be without him. She frowns.


“You cut yourself,” she comments.


Anders touches the spot. “Last year’s razor. Somehow I managed to forget mine.”


“I hate to think what I’ve forgotten,” Joan says. She sighs, giving the dryer a final push into place with her backside. She goes to the sink to wash her hands, which are dusty from the tubes and wires behind the machines.


“They’re coming with a towing rig later today to bring the car up,” Anders says, over the sound of the water. “Truck, rather. Apparently it was a pickup. They’re coming from Rowley, I guess.”


“Right, you said last night.” Joan rinses her hands. That it was a pickup in their quarry was one of the few things Anders had said last night, after he had come to bed. They hadn’t talked about the irony of what had happened, though it seems impossible to Joan that he hadn’t been thinking about it, too.


She shuts off the tap and turns around. “I hoped at first when I woke up it was a dream.” She gives a laugh. “I wish.”


“Hmm,” Anders says. “Talk about a welcome.”


“What time are they coming?”


“They said between two and four. Whatever that means.”


Joan bends down to retrieve the laundry detergent from the cabinet beneath the sink, shaking her head. “The whole thing is just sort of hard to believe,” she says, standing. “I don’t even want to think about it, really. It makes me feel ill.”


“Well. There’s a book in it for you, anyway.”


Joan regards her husband reproachfully. “Maybe someday.” She wants to wonder aloud about the young man’s reasoning for driving himself into their quarry, if that’s what happened, about the family he may have left behind. She wants to acknowledge the parallels between what happened with Sophie and what may have happened here. “I’m going to run the washer,” she says instead, holding back because she is afraid of dwelling with him there too much. “Would you bring the bags upstairs, and whatever else? Then maybe the girls will be up, and we can go. I’m starving.”


Joan listens to Anders’ footsteps on the stairs as she dumps detergent into the washing machine. They are slow and plodding, ponderous. She imagines him carrying up not one or two bags at a time, but laboring up the stairs with as many duffels as he can carry at once, bending under their weight; she imagines them as physical manifestations of his sadness. She sets the washing machine running and watches water cascade over the lip of the agitator and onto the dusty white sheets, waiting until it has filled before shutting the door. She spreads her hands on top of the machine, letting its vibrations travel through her body as it begins to wash, listening to the creak of the floorboards overhead as Anders deposits a suitcase here, a duffel there, settling them in.


She is thirsty. She goes into the kitchen and takes a glass from the cabinet. The glass is dirty; there is a dead spider at the bottom, traces of dust and cobwebs. She sets this glass aside and takes another; this one, too, is filthy. She scans the glasses in the cabinet; all of them have spent the winter right-side up, the receptacles of dirt, dust, and insects.


Her automatic assumption is to blame Anders, who is usually the one to put the house away, covering the indoor furniture with sheets and bringing the outdoor furniture to the garage, unhooking the washer and dryer, and overturning the glasses in the cabinet, while Joan herself packs up their things for the trip home, strips the beds, and cleans out the refrigerator. But just as quickly as she leaps to blame him, she remembers that he hadn’t been in charge of these things last year. He’d had to go back to Maryland early for a music seminar, and packing up had been left to her and the girls alone.


She thinks back to the day of their departure, and how the oppressive heat of the week had finally given way to Sunday’s torrential rain. In her mind’s eye, she can see Eve and Sophie at either end of a wicker couch, their shorts and T-shirts pasted to their bodies. Eloise, she remembers, was upstairs howling in pain from swimmer’s ear whenever the effect of her eardrops wore off, which was frequently. The roof in the upstairs bathroom had developed a leak, and one of the car tires was flat. Joan had been hassled, cranky; Sophie and Eve were quietly helpful, tiptoeing around their mother, carrying furniture through the rain, covering their duffels with garbage bags to get them dryly to the car, performing tasks she hadn’t even asked them to do. And then Joan remembers—she had been unplugging the washer and dryer in the laundry room when she had heard a glass break. In the kitchen, Sophie had just begun the process of turning over the glasses when she’d let one slip, and this small accident was, for Joan, the final straw. She remembers cursing. Jesus Christ, Sophie, she’d said. Try to be a little more careful. She remembers angrily taking the broom from the closet to sweep up the shards of glass. It’s a glass, Mom, Sophie had said. She reached for another glass, and then she shook her head. Forget it. You can do it. And with that she’d left the room.


It was just a glass, Joan thinks now, feeling punished by the memory. At the time, there was Eloise wailing upstairs, and Anders gone, and the rain, and the roof, and the flat tire on the car. But it was just a glass.


Joan brings the dirty glass in her hands now to the sink to wash it out. At home in Maryland, these types of memories—ones triggered by objects, by certain articles of clothing, by stains on a rug or drawings on the wall—have been visited and visited again each time the object or the stain or the drawing is encountered, and finally their potency has begun to fade. In Maryland, Sophie’s absence has slowly woven itself into the fabric of reality. Not so here, Joan realizes. Here they are encountering her absence for the first time. Here they will have to endure the pain of losing her all over again.


*  *  *


EVE stands barefoot on the pedals of her bike as she coasts downhill on the unpaved road that leads away from their house through the woods toward the main road and the local variety store, where she’ll pick up the paper for her parents as she does most summer mornings, though usually with Sophie. She can feel her cheeks trembling as she speeds over ruts and rocks, and the wind makes tears roll back from the corners of her eyes. Her hair is still wet, and her shorts and T-shirt are dampened by her wet bathing suit underneath. The T-shirt she found in the quarry she has left drying on a ledge in the sun—on the ledge where its presumed owner was laid last night, a vessel forever emptied of the body that used to fill it. Eve shudders with a morbid excitement to consider it; though grim, the discovery is electrifying.


She skids to a stop where the dirt road spills out onto the main road that circumnavigates the cape, tracing the coastline. From here, she can see all of Ipswich Bay spreading goblet shaped before her. She pedals across the street to the edge of the road, sets a foot down for balance. Below her, at the water’s edge, crabs scuttle the mud, and egrets stand patiently, still, flightless. Out across the bay, Hog Island hulks on the horizon, a dark shape against the sky. She can smell low tide, rotten and fresh at once, and she is filled suddenly with a longing ache, though she doesn’t need to long for this place anymore; she is here, at last. But the ache remains, because it is not the same; she is here, at last, but alone.


She takes her free foot from where it rests on the pedal of her bike and angrily kicks a rock, cringing at the pain in her bare toe. The rock, though hardly bigger than a grape, makes a loud splash in the shallows, startling the egrets into stiff and labored flight. They resettle only yards from where they were, sink again into the mud and their heavy-lidded waiting. Eve glances down at her toe; a flap of skin has peeled away from its tip, and the raw skin beneath is still white the way a wound is before it realizes itself and begins to bleed. “Fuck,” Eve says. This toe will be stubbed all summer now.


*  *  *


ANDERS has deposited each bag and crate where it belongs, the final bag his own. This he has put down in front of his dresser, where a brochure from the local dive shop sits among the seashells and driftwood and old anniversary cards that have collected there over the years, beside his wallet and planner and the contact card of one of the officers from last night. Anders brings the brochure over to the window, the many panes of which are breaking the early sunlight into bright squares across the floor, and then, when he opens the brochure, across its glossy surface. The brochure features photographs of divers gathered on a beach before a dive, of a red and white flag bobbing on the surface of the water, of various sea creatures: orange starfish, sea anemone, a shark.


For Father’s Day, his family—Joan, really—has given Anders scuba diving lessons. She’d folded into his Father’s Day card this brochure, which describes the various diving classes offered, and she had circled the one she’d signed him up for: a two-part group course, with six students, which meets twice a week for the first six weeks of summer. The first class is on Monday, the day after tomorrow. Anders is ambivalent about the prospect. He does vaguely remember expressing curiosity about diving one night this spring, as they watched some deep-sea program on TV, but it seems to him that swimming among coral reefs and exotic fish is one thing; getting into a wet suit and gathering around the edge of some pool with a group of strangers is another entirely. And it isn’t just wet suits; he thinks of the divers last night, with their masks and fins and tanks and weight belts and regulators and all the other gadgets they’d had to strap to their bodies. Anders is generally wary of activities that require so much gear. But beyond that, the idea of scuba diving has always somewhat terrified him. To be willingly separated from one’s own death by virtue of only a fallible oxygen tank seems crazy to him. He has read of more than a few local divers over the years who have drowned in the waters off Cape Ann, and his imagination always brings him to those last horrifying moments without air even as a world of it lies only meters above.


Since October, Joan has signed Anders up for other classes in addition to this one, as if he were a child she had to keep occupied. She signed him up for a watercolor class this winter that met every Tuesday evening at a local gallery. This spring, she signed him up for a cooking class that met on Saturday afternoons. She encouraged him to join her yoga class, though she didn’t actually sign him up for it, and he didn’t go. Anders knows what his wife is doing; she makes no effort to disguise her motives. She believes that he’s been depressed since Sophie died, and that these new activities will somehow distract him from his sadness. Privately Anders thinks it’s natural that he should be melancholy, and he has gone to these classes not so much for therapeutic reasons as much as he has to placate his wife. Joan has also tried to get him to join a group for grieving fathers, similar to the one she attends for mothers, but this he has refused to do. He doesn’t want to share his grief with strangers.


Anders rubs his eyes with the fingers of one hand, thinking vaguely of the irony of the fact that Joan, in trying to distract him from death with this latest class, is actually bringing him closer to a confrontation with what to him represents such proximity to it. He folds the brochure and slips it into his pocket, looks out the window. The breeze is silvering the leaves of the birch trees behind the garden, where his roses appear to be struggling. Some of them have bloomed, though not as many as usual for this time of year, and Anders can tell by the scarcity of leaves that something isn’t right. He planted the rose garden nearly a decade ago, each bush with blooms a different color: pink, red, yellow, white, burgundy. And pink-tipped peach, Sophie’s favorite. He frowns.


Often the fact that his daughter has died does not seem real to Anders. When he left for Rome with the high school choral group that Monday morning in October the week that Sophie died, he left behind a very different life from the one he would return to just days later, and he has been left with the feeling that he missed out on the most transformative event of his life. His experience was not, as Joan’s was, of phone calls from the police, of hospitals and morgues and bodies and other things that would have both insisted and affirmed that what was happening was real. His experience was instead of waiting three hours in line to get through security at the airport, and then of waiting for a flight that was seven hours delayed. His experience was of sitting at the gate next to a woman who had tried to show him pictures of her new grandchild, of being offered peanuts—peanuts!—on the plane. He had felt acutely as if the world were somehow mocking him as he tried to navigate the everyday mundane while carrying the unfathomable burden of his daughter’s death. When finally he arrived home, it was to a life that had, without warning, been radically altered in his absence, and he wonders, if he’d been there to experience the awful nuts and bolts of the change, whether it might somehow make more sense.


Anders rubs his eyes again. He can hear through the floorboards the sound of glasses clinking in the kitchen below, and he turns from the window to go downstairs. After standing in the bright light of the window, it takes a moment for his eyes to adjust to the darkness of the hallway. His and Joan’s bedroom is at the end of the hall; he passes the bathroom on his right, and to his left, the door to Eve’s, then Eloise’s room. In front of Sophie’s room, he pauses, and after a moment of hesitation, pushes open the door and looks within. He is aware that the room is exactly how she left it, tidy and bare but for a magazine on the corner of her desk, a handful of pencils in an I♥NY mug, a pair of earrings affixed to the shade of the lamp on her dresser, and, above this, a photo of all three girls after one of Sophie’s soccer games tucked into the corner of the mirror frame. He gazes around the room, frowning, and then, gently, he shuts the door and quietly continues down the hall.


*  *  *


“NO shoes?”


Arthur sits behind the counter, his black head of hair bent down over a newspaper. His voice is gruff. His voice is always gruff. Eve stands in the doorway of the store and looks down at her bare feet; she holds her stubbed toe up off the floor so as not to track any blood on the linoleum tiles, which are always vaguely dirty anyway. The store, and Arthur, have been here for as long as Eve can remember, selling the usual variety store assortment of soda, chips, juice, and candy, and behind the counter, cigarettes, travel-sized toiletries, batteries, and film. It also supplies basic things—peanut butter, toilet paper, white bread, ketchup, and an assortment of canned goods that have sat on the shelves untouched for so long that a layer of dust has settled on their lids.


“I never wear shoes,” she says.


“I know,” Arthur says, still looking down at the paper. “And I’ve told you about my neighbor growing up who rode his bike barefoot.”


“And his foot slipped back into the spokes and his heel sliced off.”


“Happy summer,” Arthur says, lifting his eyes from the paper for the first time. “I was wondering when you were going to appear.”


“How did you know it was me, anyway?”


“A hunch.”


Eve rolls her eyes. She crosses the room to the refrigerator for a drink, and as she peruses her options, she can hear Arthur turning the pages of the newspaper.


“So tell me about this suicide,” he says.


Eve feels herself grow suddenly hot. “What?” she says, too quickly. She turns around.


He lifts the paper and waves it in front of him. “The guy in your quarry,” he says.


Eve blinks. “Oh,” she says, though she can feel the flush still in her cheeks. She pulls out a lemonade and then slides the door shut. Arthur flips the paper around and spreads it out on the counter, and Eve steps over to look at it.


Inside, there is a small picture of the divers pulling the man from the water. In the photograph, you cannot see the man’s face, but the image is etched firmly in Eve’s mind: bluish skin, bruised cheek. She shudders. Behind the divers, back near the ambulance, she and her father stand awkwardly, both of them looking a little lost, near unrecognizable. She stares at the image, unhappily revisited by the sensation she had this morning of feeling wholly disconnected from a former self, and this one only from last night. “Suicide,” she repeats, finally. “Is that what they’re calling it?”


Arthur shrugs. “Accident, suicide,” he says, as if these were one and the same.


Eve swallows her protest. “I’m surprised it made it into the paper,” she says, instead. “That was just last night.”
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