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			Audrey

			Winthrop Island

			July 30, 2024, seven o’clock in the morning

			The body lies at the edge of the rocky slope that falls to the sea. Someone’s already draped a white sheet over him, but you can see how his toes point peacefully upward, how his soles face the water. As if he settled back to nap and just died.

			To the north, the sky clears to a fine, pale blue. The air smells of brine.

			“Mrs. Fisher?” The officer’s voice conveys both sympathy and impatience. She glances at her iPad. “Meredith Fisher?”

			“Audrey Fisher,” I tell her. “Her daughter. We spoke on the phone?”

			“Where’s Meredith Fisher?”

			“She’s at home. She—um, declined to come.”

			“Declined?” The officer raises both eyebrows. She’s about fifty years old with short steel-wool hair—not somebody you want to disappoint. “You’re saying she had something better to do?”

			The wound throbs on my forehead. I lift my hand to shield my eyes from the sun, which grows hotter by the second as it climbs the sky to my left. The sheet is sharp and white on the grass, like a sail. “Is it necessary?” I ask. “For Meredith to identify the body?”

			The officer rubs the bridge of her nose. Her eyes are weary, like she was up at dawn getting the kids ready for day camp and now this. Dead man parked on a cliff. “Can you identify the body?”

			“I guess I can try.”

			The officer gives me her best Yoda look—do or do not, there is no try—and tells me to follow her.

			

			—

			Over the phone, the officer gave not a lot of details. Explained the bare bones of the situation in a staccato voice, so as not to arouse emotion. Asked if I could bring Meredith down to identify the body. Of course, I said.

			Meredith was still asleep, flat on her back like a vampire in a coffin. I touched her shoulder and she jumped.

			What the fuck, Audrey, she said.

			I told her what the police officer had told me. The bare bones of the situation. She eased up to a sitting position against the wooden headboard and watched my lips as I broke the news in the same staccato voice as the officer over the phone.

			“Meredith? Did you hear what I said?”

			“I heard you.”

			“You don’t sound surprised.”

			She shrugged. “He was an old man, Audrey. You don’t sound all that shocked.”

			I sat down on the edge of the bed, next to her leg. “Some lobsterman spotted the body on his way out from Little Bay to check his traps and called it in. That’s what the officer said. They need you to identify the body.”

			“Me? Why?”

			“He named you next of kin or something. In the note. Found with the body.”

			“You mean like a suicide note?”

			“I guess that’s what they’re trying to ascertain?”

			Meredith turned her face away to stare out the window, where the sun was heaving itself up above the ocean. “You go. I’m staying here.”

			“Meredith, it’s the police. I don’t think you can offer your regrets.”

			“I’m not offering my regrets. I’m offering you.”

			“Meredith,” I said, “why would Harlan Walker refer to you as his next of kin?”

			“No idea, honeybee.”

			From her tone, I knew I’d have to call in a forklift to get her out of bed. I put on some clothes, swung onto my bicycle, and pedaled downhill to Little Bay Point, where this police officer met me at the front door of Harlan Walker’s rental cottage and introduced herself as Detective Jackson.

			

			—

			My flip-flops smack against my heels in the wet grass. The noise ricochets through the air, causing the two officers on the cliff to glance up. They wear green high-visibility vests and stoic expressions—a stocky man with a sparse ginger beard, a woman whose hair coils in a neat, dark bun beneath the brim of her cap. New York State Police. They would have arrived on the early ferry, from the troop on Long Island.

			My feet come to rest a yard or so away from the edge of the sheet, on his right side. The troopers stand on the left. We arrange ourselves around the top half of the body, because his heels sink right where the grass stops and the cliff begins. Fifty feet below, the sea slops against the rocks.

			“Kind of a dramatic place to die,” I say.

			Nobody speaks. When I look up to determine whether the silence is one of respect or disgust—whether I’ve come across as poignant or flippant—I find both troopers frowning at the new, livid scar on my forehead.

			“This is Ms. Fisher,” says Jackson. “She’s here to identify the body.”

			The male trooper sinks into a crouch and peels back one corner of the sheet to expose the face.

			I don’t know what I’m expecting. To be honest, the news hasn’t really sunk in. Just sort of bounced off the surface of my brain. It’s been a shitty month overall, as you might guess by the fresh scar on my forehead and the fresh scars you can’t see, the scars lacerating my insides, and when the phone rang this morning at that early hour that can only mean trouble, and Detective Jackson said she was afraid she had some bad news, I found myself choking back a spasm of laughter.

			Of course you do, I thought.

			I hung up the phone and did all the things—I spoke to Meredith, I dressed and rode my bicycle down to Little Bay Point and walked here to the edge of this slope and stared down at the lumpy white sheet—all without once stopping to think, He is dead.

			Dead. That final, freighted word. I did not pause to consider what it meant.

			That life no longer keens inside his veins. That his arms and legs no longer move. That his heart no longer beats and his lungs no longer take in oxygen and exchange it for carbon dioxide and breathe it back out again. That the circuits of his brain no longer crackle with thought. That he no longer speaks, no longer hears. That his skin is cold and bloodless.

			That his eyes are closed. That his lips are blue. That his cheeks are as white as the sheet that covered them.

			That he’s gone, and this body in front of me is just the shell he left behind.

			I choke back a sob that sounds fake—like a noise an actress would make, pretending grief. Because, to be honest? I don’t know what to feel. I don’t know what this man is supposed to mean to me.

			Only Meredith knows that.

			“Yes,” I say. “That’s Harlan Walker.”

			

			—

			Of course, the detective has questions for me.

			There is no police station per se on Winthrop Island, so we sit down instead inside the mobile unit the state police send out whenever there’s an incident of this kind. Which is not often, as you might imagine.

			I give her my name and occupation. When she asks for my permanent address, I hesitate for an instant before replying with Meredith’s address in Los Angeles. I think she catches the hesitation, but her fingers record the answer on her iPad, all business.

			Then she asks me if I can account for my location last night, without any gaps.

			“Wait. Like an alibi? Are you suggesting I’m some kind of suspect?” I ask.

			“Until we establish an official cause of death, we can’t rule out homicide.”

			“But there’s a note!”

			She shrugs. “Anyone can write a note, Ms. Fisher. Could you answer the question for me?”

			I cross my arms. “My mother can account for my whereabouts, yes.”

			She taps this in. “Your mother, Meredith Fisher. Is there someone who can vouch for her whereabouts? Other than you?”

			“Are you saying my mother’s a suspect?”

			“Nobody’s a suspect,” she assures me. “It’s procedure, that’s all.”

			“Well, we were home together. Alone. It was my night off. You can check our cellphones if you want.” I watch her fingers, tap-tapping. “How long before you expect to have a cause of death?”

			“It shouldn’t be long. A few days, at most. We would advise you to stay within easy reach during that time, however. On the island, if possible.”

			“I’m sorry, but that’s not possible. My mother has an important engagement starting the first of August.”

			Jackson rises from her folding chair and motions me to the door. “I would strongly advise her to postpone it.”

			I climb to my feet. “Could I see the note?”

			“I’m afraid not.”

			“Can you tell me what it says?”

			“I’m afraid not.”

			Together we cross the lawn to where I left my bicycle, leaning against a corner of the porch. The wind comes in steady, following the storm last night. Later, I’ll remember thinking, This woman is made of total fucking stone, right before we reach the bicycle and she stops to shake my hand.

			“I’m sorry for your loss,” she says, watching my face.

			“Thank you.” My forehead throbs. This time, I smother the urge to lift my hand and touch the scar.

			Jackson tilts her head a few degrees to one side. “Meredith Fisher, huh? Just like the actress?”

			“Yep.”

			I reach for the bicycle and swing my leg over the seat.

			“You know, it’s funny,” Jackson says. “I remember this house. One of my first assignments.”

			“Oh, yeah?”

			“A boat went down, right off these cliffs. Kid went missing. The owners here, they used to bring us coffee. Let the kid’s parents stay here while the divers searched the water. I was twenty years old. Still remember the look on that mom’s face.”

			“Wow. That must have been terrible.”

			She looks out to sea and back to the scar on my forehead, before her eyes slip down to meet mine. “I guess it’s a magnet for shipwrecks, this point. That’s what the divers told me. We kept finding older stuff in the rocks. Spoons and buckles and things like that. From a ship called the Atlantic. You ever hear of it?”

			“Sounds familiar,” I say.

			“Wrecked right off that cliff back in the 1840s. I remember this kid’s dad telling me the story. Foggy morning, standing together on the edge, drinking our coffee, staring at this sea that was as still and as dark as a forest pool. Still kind of haunts me, you know? Certain places, they can suck in death and then breathe out peace the next day. Like it never happened. Now here we are again.”

			I rest my foot on the pedal, ready to push. “Did they ever find the kid?”

			“No,” she says, eyes on mine. “They never did.”

			

			—

			As I pedal my way back uphill toward Greyfriars, the numbness wears away and the dread steals over me in cold, rapid pulses. Or maybe that’s just my heartbeat.

			Meredith. What in the name of God have you done?
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			An Account of the Wreck of the Steamship Atlantic, by Providence Dare (excerpt)
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			Norwich, Connecticut

			November 25, 1846, eleven-thirty at night

			(twenty-nine hours before the Atlantic runs aground)

			Every good servant knows how to disappear, and I was a better servant than most.

			I arrived at the pier in Norwich, Connecticut, that doomed night like a ghost, intending to vanish—though not by the means fate wreaked upon me. You will not find my name on any list of passengers aboard the final voyage of the steamship Atlantic, either among the survivors or those who perished. No trace of a woman called Providence Dare exists beyond Thanksgiving of 1846.

			Nor shall it, except for these pages you now hold in your hands.

			

			—

			I remember how the great ship yanked at her ropes in the gale. Her size staggered me. From bow to stern she measured more than three hundred feet—nearly twice as long as the tallest steeple in New England. Who could imagine that man had built such a machine by his own hand?

			I took comfort in her length and heft, in the prodigious height of her wheel. A hundred gas lamps illuminated her snowy paintwork and the word Atlantic on her wheel cover, pummeled by sleet.

			Behind me, the locomotive sighed its last breath. The air reeked of steam and coal smoke. The conductor barked at us to hurry along, hurry along now. The weather had stalled the train’s progress between Worcester and Norwich, snow and sleet taking turns, wind rattling the windows. We should have arrived hours ago. Now it was almost midnight and every bone ached. I braced my shoulders against the pellets of ice and shuffled up the gangplank.

			Three gentlemen walked before me, brisk and straight of spine—even the frail one who stepped a half beat behind the other two. I had first noticed them on the train. Military officers, I thought.

			From beneath the brim of my hat, I watched them.

			The taller man turned his head to the others. “Two bits says he don’t go.”

			“He’ll go,” said the one in the middle. “Wind’s from the northeast. Follows us all the way into New York Harbor. She’ll do all right, a fine, well-built ship like this.”

			I hadn’t thought of that—the ship might not sail. Might wait out the storm instead, tucked in harbor, when every moment counted. The idea filled me with terror.

			The wind tore away the frail one’s reply. The middle one laughed.

			“Oh, Dustan’s not shy of a little weather. You must have heard what he did on the poor old Lexington?”

			“The rudder, wasn’t it, Maynard?” said the taller one.

			“That’s right,” said Maynard. “Rudder came unshipped one night, off Bridgeport. The ropes gave way. Furious late-October gale, they say. None of the crew dared to go down and fix it. So Dustan—he was first mate at the time, I believe—Dustan tied a rope around his waist and jumped in. Icy, heaving sea. Swam to the rudder, attached the ropes again in short order, God only knows how. They pulled him back up a hero. Saved the ship and all the lives on her. Man of action, Dustan.”

			

			—

			I had come to grief aboard a steamship once before. In the small town in western Massachusetts where I was born, I regularly boarded the steam ferry to cross the Connecticut River for one purpose or another. I hated it. I used to hold Mother’s hand and shut my eyes to the water around me and the unkempt man at the helm. I remember he smelled of vinegar, but I suppose it was probably whiskey. Even then, I dreaded the churn of the paddle and the hurtling current. I imagined the river closing over my head, my lungs raking, my arms and legs thrashing fruitlessly against the might of this spirit that lived in the water—that was the water—and wanted me inside with the greed of a succubus. Each time the ferry maneuvered in and out of the landings, battling the current, I was certain the current would win.

			Don’t be silly, Providence, my mother used to say, as she tugged off the grip of my hand and hoisted the basket of eggs or butter or whatever she carried to the market in Greenfield that day. Mother was a well-built woman of magnificent brow who stood between us children and our father’s drunken rage. She churned cream with the kind of vigor you ordinarily witnessed in stags at rut. Nobody’s hens laid better than hers. People said the hens wouldn’t dare disappoint her.

			Came the May morning my mother and I boarded the ferry at the height of the spring melt, and the boat—entering the current—lurched hard to one side. Port or starboard, I can’t say. My mother released my hand and pitched into the river, basket and all. The water swallowed her whole. I remember watching the basket hurtle and bob downstream, smaller and smaller, to disappear in a flash of white foam. I tried to scream but there was no breath in my chest, nothing left to scream with. By the time I was able to raise the alarm, the boat was halfway across the river. Mother’s body was never found, although the basket turned up downstream a few miles, in Deerfield.

			That summer, when my aunt brought me to Boston to begin service with the Irvings, I refused to board the ferry. Instead, we traveled by stage downriver to Northampton, where we crossed the Connecticut over the toll bridge.

			

			—

			But the Atlantic was no ramshackle river ferry, and this captain was nothing like that stained, aging pilot of my youth.

			Captain Dustan wore a shipshape overcoat with shining brass buttons and a stiff peaked cap. He braced his legs on the deck of his ship and seemed not to notice the battering wind and the sleet that pelted his tall, powerful frame while he greeted the three officers who boarded before me. Along the edge of his jaw, he wore a quaint fringe of beard, the way the old Dutch do, and his eyes were a light, livid blue. I thought of Maynard’s story and imagined him plunging into the icy sea to fix a rudder and deliver his passengers from certain death.

			I hung back until the officers had moved away and Captain Dustan turned his gaze to me.

			“Welcome aboard the Atlantic, miss,” he said. “I hope your journey from Boston was not too uncomfortable?”

			“No, sir. We will leave for New York tonight, won’t we?”

			“I certainly hope so, Miss…?”

			“West,” I said. “Mary West. I’m supposed to join my brother and his family for Thanksgiving dinner in Brooklyn. They’re expecting me.”

			“We shall do our best for you, Miss West, I assure you. Make yourself comfortable in your berth. My crew and I will concern ourselves with the weather.”

			“But you do expect to sail tonight, don’t you? It’s very important.”

			A gust caught the brim of his cap—he secured it just in time. “No more important than your safety, Miss West, the consideration of which will remain uppermost in my mind as I determine our course.”

			I transferred my carpetbag to my right hand. “Thank you, Captain Dustan.”

			His eyes turned kind. “Shelter and warm yourself in the ladies’ saloon, Miss West, and you may rest assured the Atlantic will carry you safely to New York.”

			Until my last day on earth, I will remember those words.

			

			—

			When my mind returns to the ladies’ saloon aboard the Atlantic—as it often will, whether or not I wish to remember—I try to recall the room as it appeared when I first crossed the threshold that bleak November night, unspoiled by any premonition of how it would cease to exist.

			After the discomfort of the railroad car and the gale outside, I felt as if I had stepped into heaven. The blur of flowery carpet and satin upholstery reminded me of my mistress’s sitting room in Cambridge. A matron and her daughters had taken over the space like the vanguard of an occupying army, bustling in and out of the berths that lined the walls of the saloon. Another young mother unbuttoned the coat of a fretful young boy, not two years old, who rubbed his red eyes and whined for his supper.

			“There’s no supper, dearie,” the mother told him. “It’s too late for supper. We’ll have breakfast in New York.”

			This being November, I had an entire berth to myself. A pair of gas lamps shed light on the damask hangings, the gilded cornices, the washstand of polished rosewood. You might be inside the bedroom of a mansion, except for the bunks. Even those were elegantly made, framed by delicate railings to keep you in place during November gales, such as the one that blew outside. I pulled the curtain around the tiers of beds and sat on the edge of the bottom one.

			You’d best sleep, I told myself. You’re safe now. He can’t find you here.

			In the storm, he couldn’t even try.

			I unpinned my hat and placed it on the end of the bed, next to my carpetbag that dripped onto the pristine white counterpane. How the storm howled! I leaned down to unbutton my shoes. My fingers shook; I had no buttonhook. At last I gave up. Bone by bone I settled myself on the berth, coat and all. Propped my shoes on the carpetbag, eased back my head. The pillow clasped the curve of my skull.

			Beyond the curtain hummed the burr of conversation in the saloon, shrieked the furious wind outside, lurked the bloodhound who chased me, but all these machinations seemed somehow distant, receded, a world left behind—beaten back by the sturdiness of the Atlantic’s timbers and her heroic captain.

			A man of action, they said. There was nothing to fear.

			Nothing more to terrify me, except what lay inside my own head.

			

			—

			In my dreams, the detective stood like a bloodhound at the edge of the rug in Mr. Irving’s library. He had a nose like a wedge of cheese and a pair of shoulders that strained the seams of his broadcloth coat. His eyes were a light, clear, predatory brown—almost amber. The policemen milled about the room. A sheet covered the body on the floor. He was asking me questions I didn’t understand; we seemed to be speaking different languages, though I couldn’t say which one was English and which one was foreign. His voice grew lower and lower until it was almost a whisper. I leaned forward to catch his words.

			I can’t hear you, I told him. I can’t understand you. I need to leave now.

			His fingers dug into the tender flesh of my shoulders. Murderer, he whispered in my ear.

			My eyes flew open.

			The dark air swallowed me. The bedclothes held me safe. Why, I was back in my own bedroom—the tiny attic room at the top of the Irvings’ house on the quiet Cambridge street. I had only dreamed that scene in the library. Had dreamed everything, the entire affair. A nightmare, that was all.

			Thank God, I whispered. Thank God.

			But my bed wouldn’t sit still. The room heaved and surged. And that noise! The wind roared at the window. Ice crackled against the walls. My bones vibrated with the workings of some unseen engine. I tried to move, but my feet were fixed in place inside a pair of wet, heavy shoes. And my blanket wasn’t a blanket at all, but my old woolen coat—also wet. Smelling of coal smoke, of weather, of brine.

			Ship. I was aboard the steamship Atlantic in the middle of the night.

			The nightmare was real, after all.

			Mr. Irving was dead. I had fled Boston to start a new life, under a new name.

			And the Atlantic, it seemed, had set sail at last.

		

	
		
			Audrey

			New London, Connecticut

			April 22, 2024, six-thirty in the evening

			Meredith elects to stay in the car.

			“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I say. “What if the ship sinks?”

			She shrugs and stares at the minivan ahead of us, from which about two dozen children (give or take) tumble out, one after the other, under the supervision of an exhausted mother in a messy blond topknot.

			“Like a clown car.” Meredith snorts with laughter. “Doesn’t it make you think of one of those clown cars? That little car—the Volkswagen. Or the French one. Citroën, that’s it. And the clowns keep coming out.”

			“Except they’re cute little kids, Meredith. Not clowns.”

			“At that age, honestly? There’s no difference.”

			I flip down the visor to examine my eyes in the lipstick mirror. “I’m going to get a cup of coffee.”

			“Good luck with that. This isn’t the fast ferry to fucking Nantucket. This is the Winthrop Island ferry. The cheapskate old-money ferry.”

			I open the door and shimmy into the sixteen inches of space between Meredith’s blacked-out Mercedes and the ten-year-old Volvo wedged in next to us. “Maybe it’s upgraded from your day.”

			“Fuck around and find out, honeybee. You always—”

			I slam the door shut behind me.

			

			—

			To be fair to Meredith, she’s in her fifth week of withdrawal. Also, were she to be spotted by some member of the public with a smartphone—and let’s face it, every member of the public has a smartphone, down to the toddlers with their iPad pacifiers—this entire operation would be compromised.

			Still, it’s good to be out of that fucking car with her.

			Forgive my language. It’s just that we’ve been driving—I’ve been driving—since California three days ago. Not counting potty breaks and sleepovers in a pair of bafflingly identical Hampton Inns outside Amarillo, Texas, and Dayton, Ohio, we’ve been sharing each other’s company for forty-one and a half hours, which is forty-one hours more than our recommended yearly limit, even in the days when Meredith’s raw wit was pickled in vodka.

			Take away the booze and we have nothing left to stop us from killing each other.

			Up on deck, I fill my chest with salt breeze and lean both elbows on the railing. Except for a man who stands along the starboard side, staring at the opposite shore, I am alone. Meredith was right—there’s no concession stand, not even one of those vending machines that spit out instant coffee with powdered creamer. Inside the deckhouse, the passengers huddle on wooden benches and sip from Stanley mugs in primary colors. I prefer the open air. In the absence of alcohol, Meredith has taken up vaping. Lord, give me your damp chill huddled under a blanket of nimbostratus. Anything to clear my lungs and my head.

			Below me, the deckhands guide the last vehicles aboard—in reverse, so we can roll straight off when we dock on Winthrop Island. A Stop & Shop delivery van backs over the metal plates, bang bang, followed by an aggressive pewter Ford Explorer that could be an unmarked patrol car. I have an instinct about these things. The deckhand throws up a signal to the pilot and a throaty diesel roar rattles the deck. The stink of exhaust. To my left, the buildings of downtown New London stud a slope of crooked streets; on the right, the Thames River crawls into Long Island Sound. Meredith was aghast when I pronounced it Tehms, like the river running through London, England. We had just taken the exit from Interstate 95 and I said, That’s a little cute, don’t you think? New London on the Tehms River.

			“Tehms? Jesus Christ, Audrey. Where’d you learn to say that?”

			“I don’t know. Like, England?”

			“Well, it’s pronounced Thames,” she said. “The way it’s spelled.”

			“No, it’s not.”

			“Repeat after me, Audrey. Thames.”

			“That is so wrong.”

			“Not around here, it’s not,” Meredith told me. “And if you go around calling it the Tehms River, someone’s going to shove that stick in your ass right up out through your mouth, and trust me, I’m not going to stop them.”

			I kept my mouth shut after that.

			There is a choreography to launching a boat that I may not have appreciated until now. The deckhands shout their lingo to each other. Much ado about cables. Everyone is so surefooted; everyone understands the assignment. The wind’s whipping up a bit, sticking the ends of my hair to the remains of my lip gloss, and I’m thinking about ducking back into the deckhouse with the sensible passengers when a little car careers across the train tracks and into the ferry lanes toward us.

			The car is one of those vintage convertibles from some obscure European marque, painted in a shade I once heard somebody call British racing green. The top’s down, exposing satiny leather upholstery the color of bone and a dark-haired driver wearing a pair of obnoxious sunglasses—I say obnoxious because I’ve been driving all day and haven’t spotted so much as a postage stamp of blue sky since grabbing a Starbucks outside Wheeling, West Virginia.

			You can imagine the state of schadenfreude in which I settle back on my elbows to watch this scene unfold. The deckhands have already drawn the chain across the bow and raised the ramp. The engines grind away. Up swoops the convertible, three full minutes past our scheduled departure, and I observe with an earthy, almost orgasmic pleasure as the man on the dock—big shoulders, wishbone legs, neon-orange visibility vest—struts up to the driver’s side to tell Douchebag to go fuck himself.

			The money on that island, Meredith used to say. So old they keep it in a museum instead of the bank. They go to visit sometimes, but they sure as hell don’t take it out and spend it.

			But a car like that is worse than flashy, don’t you think? There’s a whole other league of arrogance to driving a car whose astronomical value would only be evident to another rich person—like you couldn’t be bothered showing off to the peasants. Why not be a man of the people and dazzle everybody with a blacked-out Range Rover?

			The driver takes off his sunglasses to speak to the deckhand. He has a wide smile and the jaw of a wooden nutcracker. The draft in that convertible must be bone-chilling but he’s not wearing a coat, just a fleece tech-bro vest over a colorful button-down. His overgrown hair tufts in the wind. He and the deckhand exchange some pleasantries. The deckhand tilts back his head and laughs from his belly.

			What in the actual damn universe, I think.

			Down clangs the ramp. Some member of the ship’s crew unfastens the chain and waves the driver down a lane. The vintage engine throttles and purrs as Sunglass Man spurts around in a quick two-point one-eighty to back aboard over the ramp, saluting the deckhand with his left hand.

			No wedding band. Figures.

			My outrage wants company. I call to the man standing at my right, “Did you see that? Unbelievable!”

			The man turns to me. He’s a little over medium height, with a wide, spare face topped by a close crop of silvery hair. He wears a short coat of navy wool over a turtleneck sweater. He offers me a smile and shrugs. “It makes no difference.”

			“But, like, the arrogance. Making us wait? The entitlement.”

			“I would guess he lives on the island. The ferry’s for their convenience, isn’t it? Not ours.”

			He speaks in a lockjaw drawl, a man from another era. A courtly air floats about him, a leisurely patience. He should be smoking a cigar and reading a newspaper on a club chair, next to a table just large enough to hold a martini and an ashtray.

			He leans his elbow on the railing and tilts his head to the dock. “Anyway, it’s the last sailing of the day, and his companion looks as if she’s older.”

			I swivel back to the deck, but the car’s already slipped out of view. “Oh? I didn’t notice a passenger.”

			He smiles. “The old are invisible to the young.”

			“That’s not true. I just—well, the guy seemed like such a tool, I couldn’t look away.”

			“Tool.” The man turns back to lean his elbows on the railing. “What makes you think that?”

			“His car. And his attitude.”

			“Well. You must be a keen judge of human nature. All I saw was a young fellow driving his grandmother somewhere, trying to catch the last ferry home. A man who’s cordial to the members of the crew.”

			I stare at the pink tip of his nose and blink back the tears that have sprung, without warning, to the corners of my eyes. “Wow, sorry. I guess I’m the asshole.”

			“What? No. I didn’t mean that.” He looks back at me over his shoulder, the smug little fuckface with his Be Kind bumper stickers. His sympathetic smile. “I’ll bet you’ve had a long day, haven’t you? Or maybe he reminds you of someone?”

			“You know what?” I push off the railing and shove my hands into the pockets of my coat. “I’m just going to find another spot where my mean-girl energy won’t kill your vibe, okay?”

			He straightens to face me. In his seventies, I guess, maybe eighty. Like the man in the convertible, he wears no wedding ring. Not that I checked on purpose. I just happened to notice.

			Because the absence of a wedding ring doesn’t prove anything, trust me. I’m not wearing one myself.

			“Oh, don’t mind me,” he says. “I was headed inside anyway. You’ll excuse me?”

			He turns on his heel as the horn blasts, long and loud enough to rattle my ribs. The ferry jolts as it parts from the dock, but the man’s stride doesn’t falter.

			I guess he must be used to ships.

			

			—

			Now I’m stuck outside. Through the silted glass windows of the deckhouse I spy not just the elderly guy from the railing, settled by himself with a frayed paperback, but a tall, dark-haired man wearing a fleece vest, guiding a little old lady onto one of the wooden benches.

			By now the ferry’s maneuvered out of the dock and churns steadily toward the mouth of the river, a mile or so away. To my left lie the docks and boat hangars of Groton—Submarine Capital of the World! beamed the sign on the interstate.

			“Of the world?” I said to Meredith, as we drove past. “Really?”

			“Honeybee, didn’t they teach you anything at that school? That’s where the government built all their disgusting nuclear submarines. We used to watch them launch when I was a kid. They went right past us on the way to the ocean.” She blew a cloud of vape smoke out the window. “Fascist pigs.”

			“At the risk of sounding fascist, Meredith, I’m pretty sure the Soviets were launching a few of their own. Plus, they had the gulag.”

			She rolled the window back up. “Don’t believe everything you hear about the gulag,” she said.

			Now I squint at the buildings gliding to port. A giant white hangar dominates the shore, easily large enough to disguise a full-size nuclear submarine under construction, although (to be fair) equally capable of growing the world’s largest crop of weed. Not a submarine in sight—but then, there wouldn’t be, would there?

			Nearing the headlands now. Woods replace the buildings. Some elderly cottages perch on the shore and on the archipelago of miniature islands hopscotching out to sea. A small plane appears over the treetops, taking off from some unseen airport. The river widens before me and the wind kicks up. In the distance, a little to the left, the long, dark spine of an island comes into view, furred with trees. A tiny lighthouse sticks up from the water off its western end, like the tip of a sea serpent’s tail.

			Winthrop Island.

			According to Meredith, I was conceived there in the summer of 1993, and the circumstantial evidence suggests she’s telling the truth. While I haven’t seen my dad since I was three years old, he sends me checks on birthdays and Christmases—never misses one, to his credit—and the postmark is always the same: Winthrop Island, New York.

			I looked on the map once and asked Meredith, Why New York? Winthrop’s tucked right up under the Connecticut shore like a whale calf, whereas Long Island lies some distance to the south.

			No idea, she told me, but the kids in Connecticut did not object. Back in the seventies and early eighties, before the highway act, they would pile into their boats from Mystic and Stonington and sail to Winthrop Island, where the drinking age was only eighteen and the bar at the Mohegan Inn stayed open until three in the morning.

			I lean forward on the railing to gauge the distance from shore to Winthrop Island. On a map, it’s not so far—maybe three or four miles, depending on where you launch and where you land. An easy hop, I guess, in daylight and in good conditions.

			If you picture a bunch of drunk kids navigating back home in their dinghies across this moat at three in the morning, though, it starts to look a little more sketchy.

			Especially if a storm kicks up.

			The wind’s blowing hard now, stinging my eyes with salt spray. I left my coat in the car. The New London lighthouse approaches to starboard. I straighten from the railing and turn to find the stairway back to the boat deck.

			As I walk down the center aisle of the deckhouse, head high, I catch sight of Deck Man from the corner of my gaze. He’s laid his book in his lap and stares through the window to starboard, right where the New London light sticks up from the sea.

			

			—

			Don’t laugh, but when the call came four weeks ago, I was sitting in the vet’s office, thinking—I kid you not, literally repeating this exact thought at the exact moment the phone rang—that at least things couldn’t get any worse. Ha!

			I remember staring at the screen, wondering if I should pick up. I didn’t recognize the number, but my phone did—someone named Adrienne Drucker at Creative Artists Agency. It rang a bell, but I couldn’t remember why. I was a little frazzled at the time, what with my dog lying on some stainless steel table on the other side of the waiting room wall, receiving a blood transfusion that was going to prolong her life for maybe a couple of weeks and cost me the better part of ten thousand dollars that I didn’t actually have in my bank account, at the present time.

			I swiped right. Who knew, maybe it was one of the lawyers—with good news, for a change.

			The voice was that of a capable professional who had been to so many rodeos, she could rope her own steer. “Hello, is this Audrey? Audrey Fisher?”

			“Speaking.”

			“This is Adrienne Drucker at CAA. Your mother’s agent?”

			“Um, this isn’t the greatest time right now. Can you have her call me tomorrow morning? Like, herself?”

			“Unfortunately,” she said, “there’s a situation.”

			“Is it an emergency? Because, like I said? Not a good time.”

			There was a loaded pause. “Well, I guess that depends on your definition of emergency, Audrey. Last night, or rather early this morning, your mother was involved in a car accident—”

			“Oh, shit.”

			“—she’s a bit banged up, nothing serious, although the car is totaled. Mulholland Drive, you know the drill. Luckily she was in her Tesla. And had her seatbelt on. She’s pretty lucky, in fact. Physically. Thank goodness, right? But here’s the situation.”

			I could hear the quote marks around the word situation. I thought of Foster lying on the metal table in the other room, eyes glassy from the sedatives, and I thought, Fuck you, Meredith.

			“The situation is that she was drunk. Way, way over the limit. Point three eight? Technically she should be dead, but her tolerance is high, to put it mildly. Plus, they found a liiiiiittle trace of ketamine in her system. You’ve heard of ketamine?”

			“Yes, I’ve heard of ketamine,” I said.

			“So. Right. She’s agreed to go to Betty Ford. It’s not in the papers yet, or I should say the media, social media, nobody reads the papers anymore, which is why the world’s gone to shit, in my opinion, but that’s another rant, right? We’ve pulled in a few favors to buy us a minute, but in the interest of keeping things quiet and, you know, making sure this one takes”—she let the word hang for a second or two—“I thought maybe you knew of a place she could go for some supervised alone time.”

			“Isn’t that an oxymoron?”

			Again, a strained pause. “What I mean,” she said, in a kindergarten voice, “is she needs some time away from the spotlight, right? Away from anyone with a fucking smartphone. But—and this is a very important but—in the company of some responsible adult to look after her and make sure she stays put. Do you get it?”

			“And that person is me?”

			“Ideally, yes.”

			“Why ideally?”

			By now Adrienne had caught on to me. Without a beat, she said, “Because you’re her daughter, like it or not, and you’re outside the business. Which means you’re the most trustworthy person in her life. Sad to say.”

			“Including you?”

			“Oh, absolutely including me. To be frank, honey, and strictly between the two of us—although Meredith is a smart cookie, as you know, and she’s probably picked up my energy here—I’ve kind of had it with her at this point? The self-sabotage, oy. Cleaning up her messes, it’s just not a productive use of my time. Until Meredith makes a commitment to getting better? Frankly? Her career’s just going to keep swirling the bowl until it goes down, and while I will always bear her a huge amount of love, I want to be clear about that, huge love, she doesn’t currently pay me enough to be her fixer into the forever. Now, do you care? I don’t know. You tell me. I’m not here to judge. I haven’t seen my own mother in eight years.”

			I remember sitting there on the vinyl sofa with the phone in my hand, held flat along the same horizontal plane as my mouth so my words traveled directly into the microphone. The fluorescent lights drained the joy from the inspirational animal posters on the wall. Behind the desk, the receptionist made conspicuous movements of work to disguise the fact that she was eavesdropping.

			“Audrey, honey? Are you there?”

			“Yes, I’m here. Just taking it all in.”

			“I know it’s a shock. Wish I could have been the bearer of better news.”

			“It’s just that I’m literally hanging out in the vet’s office right now, right? As we speak. And it turns out my dog has actual fucking cancer”—I was blubbering now, that sudden and embarrassing dump of emotional diarrhea when you thought it was just a little wind—“and she’s in treatment right this second, they’re giving her a blood transfusion—”

			“Oh, honey! Oh no. Oh my God. Oh, I’m so sorry. Poor sweet puppy,” said Adrienne, with considerably more warmth than when she had broken the news about my mother. “Is she going to be okay?”

			I wiped my eyes with my sleeve. “Probably not.”

			“Well,” she went on, “like I said, if you can think of a place we can stash her. Meredith, I mean. After the rehab. Somewhere low-key, somewhere people won’t recognize her. Or if they recognize her, won’t give a shit.”

			“Sure I can. The inside of her own house.”

			“Cute, Audrey. But I’m afraid that’s not going to be good enough.”

			“Good enough for what?”

			“So, bit of a wrinkle. The stakes, if you will. There’s this role she’s up for. Fabulous, fabulous role. Made for her. I know it, she knows it, the director knows it, even the producer knows it. The screenwriter wrote it with Meredith Fisher pinned to his little fucking mood board, I swear to God. I had to suck a thicket of dicks to get it for her, though, because of this reputation she has. Unreliable, Audrey. Not a good word, in this business. Un-ree-liable.” She drew out the syllables. “But the director went to bat for her. I went to bat for her. Long story short, she’s got the part.”

			“That’s wonderful.”

			“Yes, it’s wonderful. It’s beyond wonderful, it’s a lifeline. It’ll pay off her back taxes, for starters. And if she kills it—which she will, because she’s Meredith and because this part is so juicy, Audrey, so soapy and succulent, she’ll chew it for breakfast—once she kills it, the roles will start pouring in again. Guaranteed. She’ll have her pick.” Adrienne paused. “Are you paying attention, Audrey?”

			The receptionist caught my stare and looked swiftly downward. I tapped off the speakerphone and brought the screen to my ear. “Yes, of course. IRS paid off. Roles coming in.”

			“Good girl. So, listen up. There’s a catch to all this. Always a catch, right? It’s this lovely little thing called insurance. And the assholes at the insurance company, you know, they don’t exactly underwrite movies as a charitable contribution to the arts. So Meredith driving drunk and wrecking her Tesla? Kind of a deal-breaker. Which is where you come in. Quiet, supervised time to prove she can stay off the sauce?”

			Fuck you, Meredith.

			“I would love to help,” I said. “Honest. But the thing is, like I told you, it’s not a good time right now.”

			“Three months, tops. The first of August, you’re free as a bird, and Meredith starts filming, clean and sober.”

			“Look, I don’t think you understand—”

			“We’ll pay you,” she said. “I understand you’re down the hole? Deliver Meredith to that set on August first to pass a drug test, and you’ll have everything you need.”

			The door of the examining room swung open. The vet walked out, face heavy. She caught my gaze and looked down at her clipboard.

			“Foster,” I said. “My dog’s name is Foster.”

			“Foster?”

			“Sorry, Meredith’s agent. I have to go.”

			

			—

			A gentle male voice accosts me on the stairs to the car deck. “Hey. Are you okay?”

			I snuffle on my sleeve and hoist myself up by the handrail. “Fine. Yes. Sorry.”

			“Shoot, don’t apologize. You’re not hurt, are you? These stairs can be—”

			“One hundred percent okay, I swear.” I start down.

			“Liar.”

			I stop and turn. My gaze hits the tummy of a fleece vest and travels upward to land on the edge of a broad chin, indented by God’s crafty thumb and dusted with stubble. Its owner descends a cautious step or two so he’s standing just above me, against the wall. Holds out his palms and smiles in one of those primate displays of nonthreatening body language.

			“Just calling it like I see it,” he says. “Are you at least headed somewhere somebody loves you? I hope?”

			“Kind of not your business, to be honest.”

			“I realize that. Prurient curiosity. Happens whenever I find someone sitting on a metal staircase in the bowels of a public ferry, bawling her eyes out.” The ship lurches; he catches himself on the handrail. The stairwell is cramped and damp and smells of the sea, seasoned with car exhaust. The lights turn his skin a weird shade of anemic olive green. He offers up another smile. “Seriously, though. I need some kind of reassurance here before I let you walk away. So I don’t feel like an asshole.”

			As he speaks, a glob of snot departs my right nostril and trickles its way southward. I turn my head to the side. “Well, we can’t have that, can we? Don’t worry. My mom’s right down there in the car.”

			“In the car? Damn. She must really hate people.” He drops an awkward pause, then—“Um. Wow. Would you like a handkerchief?”

			“A what?”

			He unzips the vest and pulls a literal square of white linen from the inner pocket. “Handkerchief. For your, um, nose?”

			“I didn’t know they made these anymore.”

			“Yeah, I wouldn’t either, except my gran gives me a box every Christmas in exchange for taking her to her doctor appointments on the mainland. Go on, take it.”

			“You realize I can’t just hand it back when I’m done.”

			“On the house. Trust me, there’s plenty more where that came from. I won’t even miss it. My gran, on the other hand.”

			“Your gran what?”

			“Would kill me if I didn’t make the sacrifice. Come on. Please. Save a guy’s life.”

			I’ll probably never forgive myself for the chuckle that escapes me. In my defense, it’s purely involuntary. If I disliked this man driving up to the ferry in his obnoxious car, wearing his obnoxious sunglasses, I dislike him even more now that he’s behaving like a decent human being.

			You were right, Deck Man. The asshole, c’est moi.

			In a show of surrender, I take the handkerchief and honk my nose into a crease of crisp linen.

			“Atta girl,” the man says. “Don’t hold back.”

			I fold the handkerchief into small, careful squares and slip it into my pocket. “I’m sorry,” I tell him.

			“Sorry for what?”

			“Nothing. Thanks for the handkerchief and have a nice life, okay?”

			I start back down the stairs toward the car deck.

			“Not to kick you while you’re down,” he calls after me, “but that was a little abrupt!”

			“Trust me,” I call back. “I’m doing you a favor.”

			

			—

			Inside the car, Meredith’s reading one of those self-care books about achieving happiness by spoiling your inner child. She looks up and frowns at the disaster that is my face.

			“What happened to you? Did that husband of yours finally get in touch?”

			I turn off the dome light, settle into the driver’s seat, and wriggle the switches until it glides back a few inches.

			My phone vibrates in my pocket.

			I pull it free. Message from Adrienne Drucker—Hit any icebergs yet?

			Shipshape, I type back. The blue line takes its time inching across the screen.

			“Who the hell are you texting?” Meredith demands.

			At last the message sends. I slide the phone back inside my coat pocket and close my eyes.

			“Nobody,” I tell her.
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			New London, Connecticut

			November 26, 1846, two o’clock in the morning

			(twenty-seven hours before the Atlantic runs aground)

			Later that day—and the next—I would come to wish I had remained asleep as the Atlantic bucked her way free of the Thames River and began her mighty turn into Long Island Sound.

			But who could have imagined how little sleep was due the Atlantic’s passengers over the coming hours? How could I possibly have suspected that these were my last peaceful moments before the ordeal to come?

			I stared at the shadows and listened to the storm’s fury. The ship pitched to and fro, and my innards followed—stomach and guts and brain, sloshing in sympathy. My heart hammered in the same rhythm as the paddles struck the sea. Had I so much as a crumb in my belly, I would surely have brought it up, but I had not eaten since I swallowed down a knob of stale bread early this morning from a shelf in Josephine’s larder. A little cheese. My hunger only made the queasiness worse.

			A thump jolted the ship, causing the gas lamp to dim for a second or two. On the train, somewhere between Worcester and Norwich, I had overheard somebody explaining to his companion how the Atlantic generated its own gas—how a contraption in a room on the main deck heated coal until the gas separated from the carbon by means of some chemical reaction. The other man had wondered if this wasn’t rather a dangerous thing to do aboard a ship. Whether the gas or the chemical reaction or the contraption itself might blow us all to kingdom come.

			I couldn’t remember how the first man replied to that.

			I reached into the pocket of my coat and pulled out a gold watch. Early that morning, I had wound its tiny knob until the spring wouldn’t turn any further. I’d set the hands precisely to the clock at the railroad station. The watch was made in Switzerland and had been left to my master many years ago by a naval captain, an old friend who died childless, so I could trust its accuracy to the second. There was no room for even the slightest error in nautical timekeeping, Mr. Irving once explained to me, because of measuring one’s longitude.

			The watch read two minutes past two o’clock.

			I snapped the lid back in place and slid the watch deep inside my coat pocket. The mechanism snicked through the wool and into my skin, into my blood, ticking off the seconds until the ship made its way down the rambunctious sea, all the way to New York Harbor.

			In New York, I could slip away and disappear into the crowds that daily teemed that thriving city.

			In New York, I would board the ferry that would convey me to the train that would take me west. The advertisement I had carefully cut from the newspaper advised me of the opportunities to be found in a certain new town on a prairie, built from the bare earth, somewhere beyond Independence, Missouri. It had been founded by the son of an English earl and plots of land could be bought for next to nothing.

			On the prairie, nobody would recognize my face. No one would ask me any questions; no one would inquire after my past and judge what I had done. I might find a husband, perhaps—a man who could shoot a gun and steer a plow, who was willing to trade his curiosity for a bride, well-trained in the domestic arts.

			This was the sum of my dreams on that November day. Sometimes I wonder who lives on that plot of land I might have occupied. Who became the wife of that man I might have married.

			My last thought, before the first wave struck, was of refuge, finally—this titanic ship, this capable captain who commanded her.

			

			—

			The impact pitched me over the railing and out of the bunk.

			I landed on my side. The bedcurtains tore free and tangled around my arms and legs as I slid down the rug and slammed against the wall. Through the walls came the shrieks of young girls.

			As I lurched to my hands and knees, the sea walloped the ship from the other side. This time I had no room to fly. My head smacked the side of the bunk in a line just behind my temple, so I cannot claim to have heard the noise of the explosion down below.

			But I felt it.

			The ship’s timbers shuddered into my bones. The percussion hollowed out my ears. Shouts, footsteps. The hot reek of steam.

			Fire! someone screamed. An inhuman octave of fear.

			Fire!

			I braced my arm on the side of the bunk and hoisted myself upright. The ship bucked around me. Already I sensed her deadness, her loss of momentum, like the loss of a beating heart. I staggered to the door of the compartment. When I flung it open, steam poured around me. I staggered out into a cloud of steam and confusion. Somebody ran past me to pound on the door next to mine. He shouted a name, over and over. I believe it was Mary.

			A common name, Mary—that was why I had chosen it.

			I covered my head with my coat and ran outside to the foredeck, lashed with wind and sea and pellets of ice. The ship wallowed into the trough of a wave, so deep that the mountainous black water rose all around us, hung with wads of phosphorescent foam. The deck tilted to an almost vertical angle. I lost my footing and tumbled down the boards to crash against the side, just as a tongue of water drenched my head and chest and washed my legs out over the edge of the guardrail.

			I flung out a hand and found a miraculous iron cleat. With all ten fingers I fought the pull of gravity. Seawater filled my throat and lungs, the cavities of my nose. Then the ship rolled upright and began its climb. My legs swung back to dangle across the deck. Sputtering, coughing, I scarcely heard the shout that broke over me. A pair of hands hoisted me up by the shoulders while a hoarse voice yelled in my ear—What the devil do you think you’re doing? Get back inside!

			He hauled me to the door of the saloon and thrust me into shelter. I fell against the wall to catch my breath. My hands were so numb, I couldn’t feel the wood against my palms. The waves crashed against the sides of the ship, so thunderous as to drown out any other sound, and yet from deep inside the Atlantic’s battered decks, my ears perceived a different note altogether—a human note—an agonized screaming that swelled and broke and swelled again.

			The scream of somebody burning to death.

			A noise I knew well.

			The gas lamps had gone out. Everything was shadow and water. A pair of men pushed past me; one carried a storm lantern—a single beacon of light that illuminated the jaw, the sliver of beard that belonged to Captain Dustan. The other man turned his head and yelled at me—Get out of the way, miss!

			What’s happened? I screamed after him.

			But the deck swallowed them both. The ship dove and my feet escaped me. I staggered into the shelter of the deckhouse and landed against a wall. Like some nightmare music, the screams went on piercing the air from the ship’s bowels. From the foredeck came the clatter of chains, the shouted order above all the noise—Main anchor down!

			A hand gripped my arm. “Excuse me, miss!”

			I turned into the anxious gaze of a ship’s steward. “What’s happened?” I demanded.

			“Captain Dustan asks the passengers to assemble in the main saloon,” he said. “You’ll be safe and dry while the deckhands put the ship in order.”

			“But the fire—”

			“Fire’s out, miss—never worry. You can take that staircase to the left. Hurry on, now.”

			The steward moved past me to another pair of passengers—huddled against the wall, peering into the darkness at the frenzy on the pitching foredeck. How did the crew keep their footing? I could hardly stand. The breaking wave had washed off my shoes and my good thick socks, leaving only the stockings of spun wool. My head swam from the motion of the ship. My arms had lost all strength. I turned toward the staircase and wobbled down, clutching the handrail. The walls tilted and swung. A steward pushed past, carrying a stack of blankets. I missed the last step and tumbled to the rich carpet on the saloon floor.

			For some reason, I couldn’t quite fix my legs underneath me. Each time I planted my feet on the rug, the ship lurched the other way and I spilled back down on my side. In the darkness, I perceived only shadows—flashes of movement I rather felt than glimpsed as I crawled across the floor. Passengers rushed into the saloon from all directions, from the various berths and the grand saloon above. Snatches of shocked, anxious conversation flew across the darkness. At last I reached a nearby sofa and pulled myself upward. The ship obliged me with a timely roll and I dropped onto the seat.

			A steward paused in front of me. “Blanket, miss?”

			I wrapped the blanket around my wet shoulders. “What’s happened? Are we going to sink?”

			“Boiler’s burst, miss. Captain’s ordered down the anchors.”

			“The anchors! In this storm? Isn’t that dangerous?”

			“Nothing to fear. The anchors will hold us until dawn, when our rescue will arrive.”

			“Rescue? From where? How—”

			But the steward had spent enough of his attention and hurried on. In his absence, I realized how cold it was. The air had turned frigid, starved of heat from the wrecked boiler. A wintry November sea soaked my clothes.

			Move, I told myself. You must stand. You must keep moving, or you’ll freeze to death.

			But I couldn’t stand. The joints of my knees had stuck tight. The rattling of my bones left me helpless in this room without light—this dark, icy room that bucked and heaved around me.

			I shut my eyes. Not that it made much difference—darkness either way, except that now I heard every sound. I saw through my ears. All the passengers talked at once—question of whether the anchors hold, isn’t it—damn fool—can’t blame him, when it’s those gentlemen who insisted—God’s sake, don’t panic—gone to fetch the poor man up from the engine room—abate by morning, surely—going to sink, that’s obvious, they’re only waiting until—

			From behind me, a scream pierced the saloon. I turned in my seat. I couldn’t make out anything through the blackness, but I felt the room stir.

			“Make way! Make way!” a man called out. “Ahoy, there! Open up a berth!”

			“Who is it? Is it the captain?”

			“No, the engineer!”

			“Doctor! Do we have a doctor?”

			A light appeared—somebody carried a lantern, swinging violently from his hand. Behind him, a couple of men carried a writhing body between them.

			“He’s half-burned!”

			“My God, his eyes!”

			“Oh, I can’t bear it!”

			The man howled again. Someone opened the door to a berth; the stretcher party bore him inside. In the glow of the lantern, I saw the man’s legs swung onto the bed. A low, broken, agonized moan floated from the room, underneath all the voices.

			“That Navy man’s a doctor!”

			“He’s half-dead himself.”

			“We need water! Bandages! Where’s that steward?”

			“Has anyone here tended a burn? A bad one?”

			I braced myself on the arm of the sofa and forced upward this body of mine, this bag of shaking bones. The floor lurched underneath me—I stepped back and caught myself.

			“I have,” I called. “I’ve cared for burns.”

			

			—

			So far as I was aware, only Mrs. Irving knew for certain how her dress had caught aflame that terrible day—the day that overturned everything. It was the middle of summer, so the coals lay unlit in their hearths. When poor Mrs. Newberry burned to death one January evening three or four years previous, Boston had been enduring an especially cold snap and a stray spark from the roaring parlor fire had landed on her skirt. The flames had swallowed her up before she could make a sound. Sucked the breath from her lungs, people said.

			Mrs. Irving had had a little more time than that, but not much. She had been sitting at her desk in the small study that overlooked the garden at the back of the house, writing letters. Whether she dropped the hot sealing wax or the candle itself remained a mystery. Probably the wax, I surmised afterward, when I could bear to puzzle over the matter. Probably the wax fell unnoticed on the hem of her skirt and smoked its way alight. The open fire of a candle would have sent the dress up in flames in an instant, like Mrs. Newberry.

			When I heard the screams, I was on my knees before the door of one of the spare bedrooms, peering through the keyhole. It was that hollow in the center of July where the sun smoldered behind a sheet of haze and the air languished on your skin. Upstairs, the heat gathered so close that when you drew breath, you felt as if you were drowning. I still remember how Mr. Irving’s back gleamed like the hide of a slippery white porpoise, bucking across the waves; how Ida made the same soft little grunts as Mrs. Irving’s Persian cat, expectorating a hairball.

			You can perhaps imagine how the first distant shriek penetrated such an atmosphere. As I bolted to my feet, I heard Mr. Irving bark—What the devil? I ran downstairs carrying the image of their concupiscence behind my eyes, the heat of their lust between my legs, and sometimes this troubles me, when the memory wakes me in the small hours of the night.


OEBPS/9780593724262_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						By Beatriz Williams


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Contents


						Dedication


						The Winthrop Island Families


						Audrey


						Part I
					
								An Account of the Wreck of the Steamship Atlantic, by Providence Dare (Excerpt)


								Audrey


								An Account of the Sinking of the Steamship Atlantic, by Providence Dare (Excerpt)


								Audrey


								Meredith


								An Account of the Sinking of the Steamship Atlantic, by Providence Dare (Excerpt)


								Audrey


								Meredith


								An Account of the Sinking of the Steamship Atlantic, by Providence Dare (Excerpt)


								Audrey


								Meredith


					


			


						Part II
					
								An Account of the Sinking of the Steamship Atlantic, by Providence Dare (Excerpt)


								Audrey


								Meredith


								An Account of the Sinking of the Steamship Atlantic, by Providence Dare (Excerpt)


								Audrey


								Meredith


								An Account of the Sinking of the Steamship Atlantic, by Providence Dare (Excerpt)


								Audrey


					


			


						Part III
					
								An Account of the Sinking of the Steamship Atlantic, by Providence Dare (Excerpt)


								Audrey


								Meredith


								An Account of the Sinking of the Steamship Atlantic, by Providence Dare (Excerpt)


								Audrey


								Meredith


								Audrey


								Meredith


								Meredith


								Meredith


								An Account of the Sinking of the Steamship Atlantic, by Providence Dare (Excerpt)


								Harlan


								Audrey


								Sedge


								Mike


					


			


						Author’s Note


						A Book Club Guide
					
								A Note from the Author


								Discussion Questions


								Audrey’s Shepherd’s Pie


					


			


						About the Author


						Appendix: Image Description


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Contents


						Start


						Copyright


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						i


						ii


						v


						vi


						vii


						ix


						3


						4


						5


						6


						7


						8


						9


						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


				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			


		
	







OEBPS/images/003_Will_9780593724279_all_art_r5.jpg
% The Winthrop Island Families ¥

Edward Winthrop
b. 1717
=< i Asa Winthrop = Mary West
b. 1815 b. 1827
T O @ @ M
Thomas Schuyler = Francine Taylor = = Hugh Fisher = Abigail Dumont  James Monk = Dorothy Clayton
b. 1912 b. 1914 b. 1908 b. 1909 b. 1898 b. 1904
Nathaniel “Shep” = Emilia Winthrop -1 Miranda Schuyler = Joseph Vargas Isobel Fisher  Clayton Monk = Olivia Huxley ~ Benjamin Monk
Peabody b. 1925 b. 1933 b. 1932 b. 1932 b. 1925 b. 1932 b. 1923
b. 1923 . A :
I
Michael Winthrop 3 children Meredith Fisher
Kennedy b. 1|974
b. 1|974 !
e e e e e e H

&)
Edwina  Sedgewick Peabody = Ethel Amory Peabody  Frances Peabody Lucy Monk  Barbara Monk  Jacqueline Monk = Barclay Adams = Rebecca Tate

A
I
|
Peabody b. 1960 Burke b. 1957 b. 1963 . b. 1955 b. 1959 b. 1961 b. 1959 b. 1970
b. 1955 b. 1962 ' ‘
I
I
|
Laura Peabody =~ Sedgewick  David Peabody = Lola Pinkerton Audr(-‘:yI Fisher Mallory Rose = Barclay Benjamin ~ Thayer Adams  “Chippy” Adams  “Blue” Adams
b. 1992 Winthrop b. 1982 b. 1983 b. 1994 Dunne Monk Adams b. 1982 b. 2000 b. 2000
Peabody b. 1987 b. 1987
b. 1989
Backslash (—) indicates multiple generations Samuel Dunne  Hannah Dunne
Dotted line (- - -) indicates extramarital relationship b.2009 ll)\d;(;g;
Numbers (1) (2) (3) indicate multiple marriages ’






OEBPS/images/011_c002_art_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/010_p001_art_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593724262_cover.jpg
“There are few more
skilled practitioners of

the craft of summer fiction
than Beatriz Williams.”
—The New York Times
Book Review











OEBPS/images/9780593724262_title_page.jpg





