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			The Honeymoon Trap

			I am on my honeymoon.

			And as I stare at the shelves in the living room of our rental cottage on Blackfork Lake, I have a sudden sense of déjà vu. It is as though I’ve seen these very books in this very order before. They are all paperbacks, which make sense, this being a vacation house, but they aren’t the type of paperbacks you see these days, big trades almost as clunky as some hardcovers; no, these are classic pulp novels, stories about spies and gangsters and detectives meant to slide into your back pocket, or, at the very least, the inside pocket of a jacket. They are the types of books that I love, had always loved ever since I first raided my grandfather’s bookshelf when I was ten years old. 

			There is one whole shelf here at the lake house that contains all twenty-one of the Travis McGee paperbacks, in order, too, from The Deep Blue Good-by all the way to The Lonely Silver Rain. The series doesn’t quite fill the shelf so there are a bunch of John D. MacDonald standalones there, as well. Condominium. Soft Touch. One Monday We Killed Them All.

			The next shelf down there are all the Gold Medal Matt Helm books by Donald Hamilton, and the next shelf down from there are a slew of Richard S. Prather’s Shell Scott series, also Gold Medal originals. There is also an entire shelf devoted to Nero Wolfe stories, the Bantam paperback editions, although I am pleased to see The Hand in the Glove, a non-Wolfe book by Stout, in one of those Dell editions with the map on the back.

			“That looks just like your bookshelf, Henry,” Alice says, and her voice, coming from right behind my shoulder, makes me jump. I’d thought she was in the bedroom unpacking.

			“It does,” I say. “I was just standing here with the worst case of déjà vu. I still have it, I guess. You coming up behind me is all part of it. I mean the déjà vu.”

			“You have déjà vu because this bookshelf looks as though you paid someone to transport your personal library from your apartment to here for the week without telling me.”

			“Maybe I did,” I say.

			She laughs. “I wouldn’t put it past you. Anyway, aren’t you glad you made the decision to not pack books for this week. I think it’s going to work out for you.”

			Alice had found the rental on one of those sites that advertised vacation homes. She’d looked at about a hundred, since she had a very specific type of place in mind for our honeymoon. “We live in Florida,” she’d said, “so the thought of going to some island actually hotter than our backyard does not appeal to me. And if we go to Europe, then we’ll spend the whole trip feeling guilty that we’re not sightseeing. How about an old-fashioned lake house, somewhere in New England?”

			“That sounds perfect to me,” I said, although I’d have agreed to anything she wanted. Maybe that was because we were in a so-called honeymoon phase, but I didn’t think so. I thought I’d agree to anything she wanted for the rest of our lives. 

			I’d met Alice Stone at downtown Sarasota’s annual art festival. She was manning a booth that was selling these strange sculptures carved from vintage hardcovers to look like cats or anchors. They were for bookshelves, I guess.

			“Do you make these yourself?” I asked.

			“No, my friend Tommy does them. He’s at lunch break so I offered to watch his stall. He also makes these.” She showed me a bunch of books that had been hollowed out from the inside, their pages cut, to create a secret hiding place. In a couple of the books the cut-out section was shaped like a gun.

			“Not for you?” she said.

			“Oh, sorry. Was I frowning? No, I like them, but I guess, if I’m honest, I feel bad seeing books destroyed like this.”

			“Are you a writer?”

			“In a way,” I said. “I write book reviews for the Sarasota Busker but that’s more of a hobby. No, I’m just a reader, really, a fan. Particularly mysteries. And I’m a collector, an amateur one. Midcentury American crime fiction. Paperbacks.”

			The beautiful girl with the sun-streaked hair turned away from me and dug around in a beach bag. I thought she was going to pull out her phone to check it, effectively putting an end to our conversation, but she came out with a book, instead. A re-issue of Patricia Highsmith’s This Sweet Sickness. “Have you read her?” she asked, holding up the book.

			“I have, but not that particular book, but I’ve read the Ripley books, of course, and Strangers on a Train.”

			“I started with The Talented Mr. Ripley, because I’d fallen in love with Plein Soleil. Have you seen that movie? And the only reason I watched that film was because I’d fallen in love with Alain Delon, the actor. And now I’m reading all of Highsmith’s books. It’s like falling down a rabbit hole.” She was smiling while she told me all this, amused by her own words. Something about her, maybe the unfussy hair and the lack of makeup, made her seem like she came from another time and place. A prairie girl during the great migration, or a hippie girl from San Francisco before that whole time got seedy.

			I had taken the Highsmith book from her and was reading the back of it. “Borrow it,” she said. “Read the first chapter and you can bring it back to me here.”

			“How long will you be here? At this booth?”

			“Until you bring it back, I guess. Or better yet—are you going somewhere for lunch? Start the book there and I’ll come find you.”

			And that was what happened. I went to The Whiskey Institute, a fairly hipsterish restaurant two blocks north from the festival and waited there for Alice Stone. She’d given me her full name before we parted, so instead of reading the Highsmith book I’d quickly logged onto Instagram using Brenda Hartley’s username and password. Brenda was an old girlfriend (or so I liked to think) whom I hadn’t seen for over a year. But I’d known her passwords when we were together and she hadn’t changed them, so she still came in handy if I wanted to look something up on social media. I suppose I could have gotten my own accounts but the thought of that actually made me feel nauseous. I scoured Instagram, and then Facebook, for an Alice Stone that matched with the woman I’d just met, but found nothing. I was slightly disappointed, only because I wanted to learn more about her, but also relieved to find that another human had successfully resisted the siren song of these blights of our modern age. 

			I sipped my whiskey sour and wondered if she’d show. If I wasn’t holding the Highsmith book, actual physical evidence of her, I’d wonder if I simply conjured her up, this ghost of Tuesday Weld who read Patricia Highsmith because of how much she loved the films of Alain Delon. I had met women like her a hundred times, but only ever in my fantasies. Was she even real?

			As I finished my drink she came into the restaurant, threading her way among the tables to reach me, a wide grin on her face. She was as beautiful as I’d remembered her, but she wasn’t perfect. Her teeth were slightly crooked, and there was a milky purple birthmark near her left collarbone. But those details made her more startling to me because they made her real. We talked about books and movies and what we liked and disliked about Florida. She was a cocktail waitress at one of the nicest hotels on Siesta Key. I could tell that she was somewhat confused by my employment status so I simply told her that I’d inherited my father’s successful auto repair business, and while I didn’t actively run it, the earnings provided me with more than enough to live on. It was mostly true. When my father and my mother died in one of the largest multi-car accidents in upstate New York, I had sold his shops rather than taking them on. They had been left to me, along with my parents’ two houses and my father’s vintage car collection, all of which I’d sold. It was that money, a few million dollars, that I was living off. I had no real job, besides my gig as a book reviewer, but if I was careful, I would never have to work another day in my life.

			I don’t know why I lied to her about selling off the businesses. I guess I was a little self-conscious about the fact that I didn’t really work. They say that women these days don’t care about those things, but I wonder.

			We ate lunch then talked all afternoon, sipping palomas. She wasn’t from the prairie nor was she from California. Alice Stone had come to Sarasota from Charlotte, North Carolina, because of a boyfriend, a minor league switch hitter with aspirations to make it to the bigs. He developed a balky knee, followed by a devastating pill addiction, and when she’d finally disentangled herself from that relationship, she found she’d fallen in love with Florida’s gulf coast. He left and she stayed. 

			At dusk we strolled through the cooling day and ended up at my favorite restaurant, where we ate again, and talked some more. Then she spent the night at my ocean-front condominium. Six months later we were married. 

			I am not a fool—I know that my money played a part in our courtship. I am average looking at best with a physique sculpted by years of sitting in recliners and staring at books. Alice Stone is ten years younger than me, blond and lithe and sun-touched, and full of the hopefulness of her generation, the conviction that the world could one day be just. 

			When she began to look for a lake house for our honeymoon her model was the hunting lodge in one of our favorite films, Leave Her to Heaven, starring Gene Tierney. It took a while but she finally found an impressive midcentury “cottage” on Blackfork Lake, in northernmost Maine. She’d shown me the pictures, pointing out the massive stone fireplace, the wall entirely composed of windows, and the vaulted ceilings. I’d been drawn to a wall of bookshelves, visible in one of the pictures of the sunken living room by the fireplace. I’d even zoomed in to try and see if I could make out the spines of the books on the shelves.

			“I can tell already that this is going to be a thrilling honeymoon,” Alice said, watching me squint at the computer screen. She was laughing, though, her chin tipped back, a hand on my arm to let me know that my feelings shouldn’t be hurt.

			“I think I won’t pack any books of my own,” I said. “That way when we get there, I’ll be forced to read something already in the cottage. I love that idea.”

			And that was what I did. And now that I am standing in front of the bookshelf I’d pondered with so much excitement I feel good about my decision. Yes, there are many books that I already own and have read, but there are several that I haven’t, even some by a few favorite authors. There are a number of Jim Thompson novels, his early paperbacks published by Lion, and while I have the exact same edition of The Killer Inside Me at home in Florida, I don’t have a copy of Savage Night, written shortly after, although I’ve heard good things. It is here on the shelf and I pull it out an inch in case I choose to come back to it. 

			There are multiple 87th Precinct novels by Ed McBain that I haven’t read yet, or at least I don’t think I have. It is sometimes hard to remember. One of the titles, 80 Million Eyes, isn’t ringing a bell, and there is a book called The Empty Hours, three novellas, that I own but know I have never read. Next to the McBains are some Evan Hunters, which makes sense since they are the same author, Hunter and McBain. I pull a Penguin copy of Last Summer out an inch. Another book I’ve never read but have always meant to.

			On the very bottom shelf, I spot the first book by an author I don’t recognize. The Honeymoon Trap by Elvin Rhyne, bracketed on one side by a few of those awful Mickey Spillane books (don’t get me started on Mike Hammer) and on the other with some Elmore Leonard westerns. I pull it out. It’s another Fawcett Gold Medal, in nice condition, with a cover illustration that has to be by Robert McGinnis, not that he’d be credited on the book. It is one of those classic, curvy McGinnis beauties, her body curved like a quotation mark as she sits on what looks like a pier, long bare legs stretched out in front of her. She has dark hair and her head is tilted so that she is making eye contact with whomever might be holding this book. Behind her is a swath of tropical green and a distant house, or maybe it’s a hotel, going up in flames.

			 I flip the book over and read the back copy. 

			The first sentence, in the largest font, reads: two weeks of honeymoon bliss in the florida sun—but would the secrets she kept lead to murder? Below this is a slightly longer summary of the story, in smaller font but still in capital letters: nick dean didn’t think he had time for a wife until he met fay glidden on a cold winter day in new york city. one moment they were both hailing the same cab and the next they were honemooning at a ritzy resort in sweetgum, florida.

			but what did nick dean even know about fay glidden? he knew what she looked like in a white cashmere sweater, and he knew the honeysuckle smell of her hair. but she had a past she couldn’t escape, not even on her honeymoon, and the more nick learned the more he felt like a fox caught in a trap.

			I open the book to chapter one and read the first paragraph, a deft description of Nick Dean, Madison Avenue adman, leaving his office on a snowy winter evening in Manhattan. I decide to give it a shot.

			That night, in bed and with Alice dozing next to me, I turn my bedside lamp back on to read. I know it’s a cliché that all a man wants to do after he’s made love is to sleep, but that has never been the case with me. My body might relax but my mind keeps moving, and nothing helps me more than dipping into a good story. 

			Alice shifts next to me, emitting a dainty snore. I begin to read, starting at the beginning, and reading the first two chapters; they set the scene in Manhattan as Nick Dean wrangles over a cab with Fay Glidden, and the two begin their whirlwind romance. The tension in these introductory chapters is that classic push and pull between the confirmed bachelor and the drop-dead gorgeous woman. If it was a screen comedy, it would be Rock Hudson and someone like Kim Novak playing the leads. But this was a thriller, so I pictured Humphrey Bogart and Veronica Lake. Nick Dean doesn’t want to give up his bachelor life in the city of Manhattan, but Fay Glidden is tired of being in the chorus line and living with three roommates in Greenwich Village. Fay, of course, overcomes Nick’s willfulness, and the two are married at City Hall. It’s Fay who suggests they go down to Florida for their honeymoon. She picks a resort hotel in the Gulf Coast town of Sweetgum. 

			Chapter 3 begins with their plane landing in Tampa, and I slide my bookmark into The Honeymoon Trap to mark my place. It’s late and I don’t want to stay up all night reading on my honeymoon. I close my eyes and listen to the wind move the window around in its frame and think about how strange it is that the book I’ve picked is so similar to my current situation. Well, somewhat similar. I’m not a wide-shouldered ad man and Alice Jones is not a brunette chorus girl, but the swiftness of Nick and Fay’s courtship, and the fact that Fay, like Alice, picks their honeymoon spot both struck chords. I’m looking forward to getting back into it the next day.

			When I wake the bed is empty and it takes me a moment to remember where I am. Then my eyes adjust to the dark room and I can smell the aroma of coffee wafting in though the cracked bedroom door. I go to the kitchen and greet my wife. 

			The day before, our arrival day, was overcast, sporadic bursts of rain moving through the area, but today is perfect. The sky is a wash of blue and a light cool breeze bristles the leaves on all the trees, a patch of early color here and there. The lake water matches the sky with its intensity, and after coffee and blueberry muffins, Alice talks me into joining her for a midmorning swim.

			“The key is not to hesitate,” she says as we walk out along the old wooden pier, gooseflesh already raising up along my arms. True to her word, when we reach the end of the pier, Alice plants her right foot at its edge and breaks into a graceful dive, barely causing a splash when she penetrates the lake’s placid surface. Not wanting to disappoint her I jump in myself, with about a tenth of her grace. The frigid water nearly takes all my breath away, but Alice talks me into swimming a little with her and I begin to warm up. When our swim is over and we are both lying on our towels back on the pier, the high sun drying our skin, I feel as good as I’ve felt in years, maybe my entire life. 

			After lunch I ask Alice what she wants to do with her afternoon. “Why don’t you read,” she says. “I have a few errands in town and then I’ll be back at cocktail hour.”

			“What kind of errands?” I say.

			“Never you mind.” She is smiling the smile I have come to know as her secret one. No teeth showing, her eyes bright. 

			“Okay,” I say.

			She must sense some insecurity in my voice because she quickly says, “Don’t look worried. It’s possible I’m picking some things up. Trust me. You’ll be happy when I get back.”

			After she leaves, I grab my book, still on my bedside table, and bring it to the sunken living room, three soft upholstered couches surrounding a lacquered coffee table made from a single slice of what must have been an enormous, long-lived tree. I don’t know why it bothers me, her going off on her own on our honeymoon, but it somehow does. My own parents had done everything together, except for my father’s work, of course. They were inseparable, never spending a night apart. They were even inseparable in death. Still, I don’t mind having the time to read, and I crack my book open to chapter 3.

			There’s a lot of description of the swank resort in Sweetgum, and as Alice and I had, Nick and Fay start the first day of their honeymoon with a swim. Afterwards they relax poolside with a pitcher of pre-lunch martinis, and Nick wistfully stares at the “willing female flesh” bouncing around the pool. There’s a lot of anatomical description, calves clenching, breasts jutting, buttocks jiggling, then Nick reminds himself that his bachelor days are done before sweeping Fay back to their pool-side suite for some afternoon love. When he wakes up, he’s surprised to find that his wife is no longer in his room. A little confused, he pulls on his linen trousers and Sea Island shirt and goes out to find the concierge. “Mrs. Dean went out, Sir. Didn’t she tell you?”

			“Well, she might have but it slipped my mind.”

			“Oh, she’ll be back soon. She told me she was just going to do a few errands.”

			Reading those words, a slight shiver goes over my skin and I feel instantly cold, despite the proximity of the fire. I’ve already thought that it’s strange how similar this particular story is to my current life, but I’d chalked it up to my picking up a book that was about a honeymoon. But now that the hero of this story is concerned about his wife going out for errands on the first day of their new life together, it all feels a little too close to home. I put the book down.

			The rest of that afternoon, as clouds build in the sky and the day darkens, I wander our rental house in a state of anxiety. I think about calling Alice on her cellphone but she’s only been gone half the day and we have both agreed that our honeymoon is going to be cellphone free. No screens except for the large television in the finished basement of the house, and we’ve decided that we’ll only use that screen to watch old movies. No news, no streaming services, no sports highlights.

			I mix myself a vodka tonic in the kitchen, even though it’s early for me, then find myself back in front of the bookshelf on the far side of the living room. As before I am amazed by the specificity of it, all these crime novels, all paperbacks, all American, none of them published before the mid-1970s. I look at the bottom shelf, where I found The Honeymoon Trap, and I’m surprised to see that there isn’t even enough space between the books for me to slide a finger between them. Maybe I’d taken the book from another shelf? Or maybe Alice had put another book in this one? Either way, I feel disoriented and confused and find the book on the sofa where I’d left it just to make sure I haven’t imagined the whole thing. And there it is, that startling illustrated cover, my Sarasota library bookmark poking up about a third of the way through. 

			I am just about to settle down and read some more—it’s only a goddamn book, after all—when I hear the front door open and Alice comes in with a paper grocery bag held in both arms.

			“Oh, you started without me,” she says, looking at my drink.

			“You were gone longer than I thought you’d be.”

			“Was I?”

			I follow her into the kitchen where she deposits the bag before starting to remove items. “I think you’ll forgive me,” she says, “when you see what I’ve brought home.” 

			On the quartz countertop she lays out two shrink-wrapped wagyu steaks, so marbled with fat that they are almost white, two tins of white sturgeon caviar, a Perigord truffle wrapped in wax paper, and a bottle of red wine that looks French and pricey.

			“Where did you get all that?”

			“I told you I have my sources up here.”

			I decide to not press her further, telling myself to relax. She is clearly enjoying her role as our honeymoon planner, and I have nothing to complain about. That night she makes deviled eggs topped with caviar as an appetizer, then we eat the grilled steaks with a side of truffled scalloped potatoes. It is the single best meal I’ve ever had.

			After clearing up we bring glasses of brandy to sit in front of the fireplace. “How’s your book?” she says, moving it out of the way so she can sit.

			“Strange,” I say. “I’m not sure I need to read it, since I’m living it.”

			“What do you mean?”

			I tell her about the plot so far, how in some ways it’s mirroring our own honeymoon.

			“Only in reverse,” she says.

			“What do you mean?”

			“We live in Florida and went north for our honeymoon while the two in your book are from New York City and go to Florida. Where is Sweetgum?”

			“Made up, I think.”

			“Do you want to know what I think?” Alice says, looking a little bit serious.

			“Sure,” I say.

			“I think you should put that book back on the shelf and get a new one. It seems to be making you a little paranoid.”

			“I don’t know,” I say. “Now I’m hooked. I need to find out what happens with Nick and Fay, and where she’s sneaking off to on their honeymoon.”

			“Okay. Just so long as you stop worrying about where I’m sneaking off to, okay?”

			I put down my glass of brandy, knowing that if I keep drinking my acid reflux will keep me up all night. “Sure,” I say.

			That night I don’t read my book. After Alice and I have disentangled our naked bodies, and she has rolled over to go to sleep, I lie there thinking about the fortunes of my life, allowing myself to gradually slip below the fragile surface of sleep.

			When I wake in the morning Alice is gone from the bed. I find her out on the pier in her one-piece white bathing suit, looking at her phone. “I thought we said no cellphones.”

			She is lying on her stomach, facing the water, and her whole body jerks with fright when I speak. 

			“Jesus,” she says. “How do you walk so quietly?”

			“I thought we said no cellphones,” I repeat.

			“Just checking the weather,” she says, then adds, “Jeez,” as she puts her cellphone down on her towel so that its screen isn’t showing.

			“What did it say?”

			“What did what say?”

			“The weather.”

			“Oh.” Alice begins to peer up at the sky then stops herself. “Blue skies, warm days, cool nights. Like we’d ordered it especially,” she says.

			That afternoon, tired after a boozy lunch, I stretch out in the living room with a copy of my favorite Travis McGee novel, The Green Ripper. I’ve decided I don’t want to read anymore of The Honeymoon Trap, although I haven’t put it back on the shelf yet. It sits on the coffee table, the dark brown eyes of the female on the cover trying to lure me back into its story. I read the first chapter of the MacDonald book, instead, happy to be back with Trav and Meyer aboard the Busted Flush in Fort Lauderdale. The Travis McGee stories were the first adult books I ever read, given to me by my grandfather one summer when I was visiting him at his ranch house in Georgia. I think I read all twenty-one of the Travis books in about two weeks, and re-reading them throughout the years is like revisiting old friends. I might change but Trav doesn’t. 

			After five chapters, I decide to shut my eyes for a while, surprised when I wake up an hour later, my neck sweaty, fragments from a disturbing dream quickly dissipating. I go to the kitchen and drink a glass of water, then call out for Alice. She doesn’t answer back so I go to the window with its expansive view of the lake. The pier is empty. Everything looks empty, actually. The lake is dull and gray and flat, and the sky is filmed in a thin layer of cloud. The sun is a yellow stain. 

			I go to the front door and step outside. The car is gone from the gravel driveway. My heart is starting to thud in my chest now and I am making my way to the bedroom to get my cellphone when I see the scrawled words on the chalkboard that’s mounted next to the refrigerator. They read: More errands! Be back soon xo V. I drink another glass of water and return to the sofa. I felt a little better, telling myself that she’s gone out to purchase the ingredients for another gourmet meal, but I still wonder why she doesn’t tell me the details of where she’s going, or who she’s buying the ingredients from. All I know is that she isn’t getting Perigord truffles from the Hannaford Supermarket.

			Instead of returning to The Green Ripper I pick up The Honeymoon Trap, again, wanting to check in with Nick and his similar problems. Maybe he’ll figure out what’s going on with his own wife.

			I read three chapters. In the first Nick sits in the dark cocktail lounge waiting for Fay to return to the Sweetgum resort. The waitress who brings him his martini says, “Aren’t you the guy with that terrific-looking girl, the one with the long neck and those dark blue eyes.”

			“My wife, yes.” Nick says.

			“I only ask because she looks just like this girl who used to live here in Sweetgum, name of Celia Roche. She’s not the same girl, is she?”

			“Not unless she changed her name to Fay Glidden,” Nick says. 

			“I didn’t think so. There’s just something familiar there, and since Celia went missing, and all.”

			This conversation is interrupted by the return of Fay, clicking her way across the terracotta floors of the lounge and sliding into the booth across from Nick.

			“Where you been?” Nick asks.

			“Can’t you tell? I got my hair styled and my nails done.” She holds out her hands, palm down, for him to see, and, Nick, in the gloom of the lounge thinks they look like blood-red talons.

			Over the next couple of chapters Nick becomes increasingly suspicious of his new wife, always disappearing to go somewhere. He asks her about the name Celia Roche and if it means anything to her, and she says it doesn’t mean a thing, although the inflection of her voice rises a little and he doesn’t believe her. One night, when Fay has gone missing again, Nick goes and finds the cocktail waitress, who agrees to meet him after her shift.

			Her name is Velma and Nick drives her out to a roadside bar where they get drinks. “Tell me about Celia Roche,” Nick asks.

			So Velma tells Nick about Celia, who grew up in Sweetgum but left when she was seventeen years old. She says how Celia was a trailer park girl who went from a skinny tomboy to full-blown ripe womanhood in one summer. She got swept up right away by a redneck named Boone Mitchum, and rumor has it that the two of them got their kicks by heading down to Miami on weekends, where Celia would rope in some fat businessman or conventioneer while Boone waited in the wings to roll him. Celia stopped going to school. Her mother, a diner waitress over in Palmetto, tried to control her but she couldn’t. And one day Celia and Boone just disappeared. Everyone figured that they’d gone to some other state, some big city where no one knew who they were, and the marks would be dumber and richer. 

			“And you think my Fay might be Celia Roche?” Nick asked.

			“The thing is, I was two years younger than Celia at school. She scared me so I never really looked at her, but there’s a definite resemblance. Same height, same facial features, but everything else is different. Different hair, different clothes, different way of talking. If that’s Celia she’s changed a lot. Like maybe she even got a nose job or something. She definitely got her teeth fixed.”

			“Wouldn’t other people know her here?”

			“They do, and they’re talking about it, believe you me. But Celia’s mom is dead, and her best friend from school is living out in Hawaii now, and those are the only two people who could tell you for sure, I guess. As it is, everyone just has their suspicions.”

			The next two chapters has Nick confirming his suspicions that Fay Glidden really is this Celia Roche. He questions her, and she tells him she grew up in Florida, but all the way over on the west coast. One night, when the two of them drive to a restaurant for grouper sandwiches, Nick becomes convinced that they are being followed by a beast of a man wearing a cowboy shirt and a pair of boots. The man sits alone at the bar, but keeps casting his eye over toward them in their booth. Nick’s sure its Boone Mitchum and that he’s been set up.

			I stop reading, a little shaken by the name Celia, an anagram, of course, for Alice. Years of doing the crossword have left me alert to anagrams and palindromes and double meanings. And isn’t Roche basically French for stone? The lake house swims around me, like I’m watching it on television and everything has suddenly gone all pixelated. I decide to get another early drink when Alice, my Alice, comes through the front door, humming a tune I almost recognize. 

			“More errands?” I say.

			“Yes and no. You were sleeping so I thought I’d go out for a ride. Didn’t pick up much, but I did find a farmstand with the most unbelievable looking corn.” She produces a plastic bag, laden down with four ears of corn, two large heirloom tomatoes, and a head of lettuce. 

			“Maybe next time you head out on one of your jaunts you could invite me along,” I say, keeping my voice neutral.

			“I just didn’t want to wake you. You looked so contented with that book on your chest with the afternoon light coming in through the windows.”

			Eating dinner that night I ask her: “How well do you know this part of Maine?”

			She chews on her salad a little bit before saying, “Remember how I told you my dad moved us around all the time?”

			“Uh huh.”

			“Well, one year he decided that he wanted to be a lumberman, a good old-fashioned American job, so we came up here for a year. Not right here, at Blackfork Lake, but about forty minutes away, over in East Passanocket.”

			“You didn’t tell me that,” I say.

			“Sure I did, when we were talking about where to go on our honeymoon and I told you how much I loved the lakes up here in Maine.”

			“I thought you’d just visited. I didn’t know you actually lived here.”

			“Well, it felt more like a visit. Dad got bored, and we moved out before I’d even finished one year of school.”

			“How old were you?”

			“I turned sixteen the year I was up here. It was my sophomore year of high school.”

			“So you must know people from here still.”

			She smiles and there’s a little piece of corn trapped between two of her teeth. “Like I’ve told you, I have my connections up here.”

			“Jesus fucking Christ, Alice, if you say that one more time I’m gonna …”

			Alice’s face flushes with color and she pushes her chair back from the table. Stands up.

			A little spit has gotten on my chin from yelling at her and I wipe it off. 

			“What’s the matter with you?” Alice says. “Jesus, if it bothers you so much I won’t leave your side the rest of the time here. Is that what you want?”

			“I think what I want is to know who it is that you are going to see.”

			“Since you care so much, I do have a friend up here. His name’s Bruce Lowe and I’ve kept in touch with him since high school. He’s a concierge over at this hunting lodge that hosts these high-roller events. He’s the one who told me about this rental house and, yes, he’s the one who hooked me up—hooked both of us up—with that amazing food we ate last night.”

			“Old boyfriend?” I say.

			She just shakes her head.

			Later, after we’ve done the dishes, I say, “This guy Bruce, what name does he know you by?” 

			“What do you mean?” Alice says, and I do think she looks genuinely confused. She also looks alarmed, the color draining from her face.

			“Does he know you by Alice Stone or does he know you by Celia Roche, or maybe even Fay Glidden?”

			Alice, or whatever her name is, doesn’t say anything right away. She just calmly folds the towel in her hands and hangs out from its hook, then turns to me and says, “You’re scaring me, Henry.”

			I repeat my question and she shakes her head. “I don’t know those names. I think you’re confused.”

			She goes to bed early and I stay by the fireplace. I pick up The Honeymoon Trap and hold it on my lap, not sure if I want to continue reading. I know what I’m going to find out. Fay Glidden is a grifter who has lured Nick Dean down to Florida. I don’t know what the full scam is, but it has something to do with a redneck named Boone Mitchum. I am living the same story. Alice Stone (or whatever her name was) has brought me to this godforsaken lake because this is where her partner is. Is the plan to murder me, making sure that Alice has established some sort of alibi? Or is she simply sneaking off to fuck this other man, to celebrate the fact that she’s landed a fat fish like me? Is this just a sick game to her?

			Moving quietly, I put on my fleece coat and my hiking boots and slip out of the house. The night is cold and clear, the sky dense with starlight. I move along the edge of the treeline; there is light in our bedroom window, cast through the pulled curtains. I stare at it, imagining what my wife might be doing. She is probably on her phone, texting with her lover. Maybe one hand is between her legs. I put the image out of my mind and walk down the driveway to the dirt road that circles the lake. Then I jog the five hundred yards or so to the next house. It’s a cabin about half the size our lake house. We can see it from the pier and I’ve noticed a) that no one seems to currently be residing there, and b) there’s a jeep in its side driveway. 

			I sneak up to the dark cabin, knocking on the door just in case. After thirty seconds of silence I try the door handle but it is locked. I work my way around to the part of the cabin that faces the lake. There is a porch, and another door, also locked. But one of the windows slides open and I step through it into an open living area that smells of cat food and mold. It takes a while, but using the flashlight pen I’ve brought with me, I find the keys to the wrangler in a kitchen drawer. I pocket them, plus a filleting knife I find in a tackle box on the kitchen counter. 

			Re-entering the lake house, I am sure that Alice will be waiting for me, demanding to know where I’ve gone, but the house is exactly as I’d left it, our bedroom door still shut. I hide the keys and the knife in a dusty cookie jar on the top shelf in our own kitchen and return to the living room sofa. I need to get some sleep. But first I read some more of The Honeymoon Trap.

			I wake to the smell of sausage. And I wake to a teary wife, wanting to know what happened between us the night before. I apologize to her, telling her that I don’t know what came over me, that it’s the stupid book I’m reading, and will she ever forgive me. She apologizes, as well, telling me that she should never have been secretive about where she was going, that she won’t do it again.

			“No more secrets,” she says.

			Later that morning while I am idly casting from the pier Alice comes and tells me that she does have some errands to make and would I like to join her. 

			“Where are you going?” I say.

			“There’s that farmstand I told you about, and I was planning on meeting Bruce over at the village market in East Passanocket. He says he has some very fresh striper fillets and that he’s put one of them aside for us. I thought we could grill it for our lunch.”

			“Sounds good.” I drop my lure into the shadow of a willow tree that hugs the shore. “I’ll try not to be insulted that you don’t think I’m going to catch our lunch this morning.”

			“Hey, if you have a good feeling …”

			“Not really. But I will stay here and fish while you go. Thanks for letting me know.”

			“You’re sure you don’t want to come. I’d like you to,” she says, her voice soft.

			I briefly consider it, going along for the ride, meeting this Bruce person, but I already have a better plan.

			After she leaves I watch from the pier, waiting to see when our rental Land Rover would nose its way away from the house. As soon as I see movement, I lay down my rod and reel and run as fast as I can through the woods to our neighbor’s house. The jeep’s key is in my pocket already. As I climb up into the driver’s seat I cast a quick glance at the cabin, looking as empty as it always has since we arrived. The jeep starts right away and I reverse out of the dirt driveway onto the road. I’m not too concerned with catching up to Alice right away. At the terminus of Shore Road is route 31, on which you can go either north or south, but I’ve studied the map before coming here and going south means about a hundred miles of nothing. Not that there is too much of anything when you turn north but that is where the neighboring villages are, and that is undoubtedly the direction that Alice will be turning.

			As it is I spot the Rover just as I am nearing the intersection with 31. She is about to turn left. I slow down and arrive at 31 just as Alice is turning onto it. I wait ten seconds and follow her. I’m not particularly worried about being spotted—if Alice looks in her rearview mirror and sees an old jeep she’d never in a million years imagine it is me. Still, I keep my distance. When we arrive at East Passanocket Alice parks in the lot in front of the village market and I slowly glide past, pulling the jeep up next to the town green. From there I can make out the front of the market and I watch as Alice makes her way inside. I am surprised by the number of people in and out of the front entrance with its wide wooden steps, but I’m not surprised, somehow, when I see a van pull up, the logo for the Big Elk Hunting Lodge emblazoned on its side. A tall man gets out and leans against the vehicle checking his phone. I can’t really see his face but he is wide-shouldered and thin, wearing a red checked coat. I keep thinking he’ll go into the market as well but he stays where he is. I shift my eyes to the market’s front door and watch as Alice comes out, a big smile on her face, and takes the steps two at a time, meeting the man—undoubtedly Bruce—and greeting him with a full hug. He lifts her a little off the ground, then the two of them speak for a minute. He must have texted her that he was outside, and I think again about how Alice had made the original rule that we shouldn’t be using our phones on this trip. After a few minutes of talking, Bruce sidles to the back of his van, and opens the rear doors. I can see his face now—salt and pepper goatee, Warby Parker glasses. He pulls out a small Yeti Tundra cooler, sets it on the asphalt, and removes an item wrapped in paper, probably the striper that Alice mentioned.

			She brings the fish to the rental car, putting it in the backseat, then goes back to Bruce, hugging him again, and kissing him awfully close to his mouth. She looks as happy as she’s looked in days. Then she goes back inside the market.

			Bruce gets into his van but doesn’t immediately leave. I think about The Hollywood Trap, the chapters I read last night. Velma, the cocktail waitress, tells Nick Dean where Boone Mitchum lives, in a fishing village called Chinkapin, just over the Dahoon River. Nick heads out there, parking a few blocks away, then finding the tin-roofed shack where Boone lives. He’s not home and Nick breaks in, not knowing exactly what he’s looking for, but shocked when he discovers a framed wedding photograph of Boone and Fay. Then he finds a marriage certificate, proving that Fay Glidden’s real name actually is Celia Roche. Nick waits in the shack for Boone and his newlywed to return. It’s dusk when Nick heads back out to his car and is jumped by Boone, who raps him on the head and knocks him unconscious.

			When he wakes up Nick is tied to a mangrove tree out back behind the trailer park. He’s been stripped naked and he’s bleeding. Boone is standing over him holding a machete, laughing, and telling Nick that while he’s about to be alligator bait, his wife is currently transferring all his money into her account. These scenes go on for a while but eventually Nick gets out, like any reader knows he will, thanks to an alligator taking a chunk out of his arm, along with the rope that’s tying him up. Then there’s a brutal fight with Boone, that Nick barely wins. Badly injured, Nick heads back to Sweetgum to confront his new wife.

			When Bruce Lowe finally pulls away from the village market, I start up the jeep and follow him. He heads north, driving fast along a nearly empty road that cuts through the thickly wooded area. After half an hour he slows down and takes a hard left onto a dirt driveway. A small sign, almost obscured by pine branches, reads: Big Elk Hunting Lodge, est 2004. I sit in the idling jeep for a while, trying to decide what to do next. It is now clear to me that my new wife is not just a philanderer but probably a bigamist, as well, with another life here at the lodge. And with another husband. I wouldn’t put it past her. There is a part of my brain that’s saying to just walk away, to go back to Florida, to forget that Alice Stone ever existed. But that would be too easy on her, and too easy on the man I’ve just followed. 

			After making my decision I drive down the long driveway and park in front of the wrap-around porch at the front of the classic lodge. I go up the steps and Bruce Lowe, who probably heard me drive up, comes out to the porch. He’s shed his checked jacket and his well-ironed flannel shirt is tucked into his dark jeans. He’s larger than me, and stronger, so I know that the only advantage I have is that of surprise. 

			“Can I help you?” he says, as though he doesn’t know immediately who I am.

			I take a step so that we’re two feet apart, and recognition comes into his face. “Oh, hey, you’re …” he says, but I’ve pushed the filleting knife straight into the soft part of his belly up under his rib cage. 

			He stops what he’s saying, and looks surprised, amused almost, as though he hasn’t realized right away that there is a knife inside him, that maybe I’ve just tried to weakly punch him in the stomach or something. But when I remove the knife he gasps, and touches his flannel shirt, now filling up with blood. The second thrust of my knife goes through the soft part of the hand he has held up, but the third catches him underneath the chin. He flops around a little before he dies.

			I drive back to the rental house on Blackfork Lake. Our Land Rover is there so I expect to find Alice in the house, either unloading groceries in the kitchen, or maybe already down on the pier with her book, acting like nothing is going on. Instead, the house is empty, and there is a note on the blackboard in chalk. You weren’t here when I got back. Gone for a hike? I’ll go look for you xo V.

			I wait for her on the back steps of the house, my eye on the trailhead that begins where our driveway ends. The high sun is hitting the steps and I drink a cold beer and finish The Honeymoon Trap. After killing Boone Mitchum, Nick goes back to Sweetgum where he waits for his duplicitous wife. When she comes back he tells her everything, about what he found out about her marriage to Boone, how he saw the picture of the two of them at the hunting lodge, how he knows that she has two identities. When he tells her how he gutted Boone like a fish he expects her to be upset but instead she falls to her knees and thanks him, again and again, saying that he has finally released her from under the spell of that man. She’s been terrified of him for years, and now she’s free. They make love in their hotel room, and she tells him that she might have picked him out initially because of his money, but that she’d truly fallen in love with him. With Boone gone, they can live happily ever after.

			Nick dozes, and when he wakes up Celia Roche (the woman he knows as Fay Glidden) straddles him, holding a gun against his throat. Her face has changed. It’s almost an animal’s face, her teeth bared, her eyes empty of anything but lust and greed. Nick knows that she is finally showing him who she really is. She laughs and tells him how he really did do her a favor, that Boone was holding her back. But now that he’s dead she’ll have a story to tell, how her new husband went into a jealous rage, killed her old boyfriend and came back to attack her. She was lucky enough to have a gun to protect herself.

			Nick grabs her by the throat, knowing that it’s what she wants him to do. Her teeth glisten with blood as she pulls the trigger, but the gun explodes instead, taking off her fingers. He keeps squeezing her throat until she’s dead.

			There’s an epilogue of sorts, Nick back in New York, getting on with his life, assisting the police with closing the file on Boone Mitchum and Celia Roche. The last few lines were: In the end, what did I lose? A few months of my bachelorhood, a week of vacation time spent in Sweetgum, and some hearing in my left ear from when that gun of hers—it had belonged to her long-dead daddy—turned her hand into a knob of broken bone. Still, I’m glad we ended it the way we did. She’d saved me the expense of a divorce.

			“There you are.” Alice has returned from her hike. Her face is flushed and she stands about ten feet away from me. “I was worried,” she says. “I figured you’d gone for a walk or something, so I went to look for you.”

			“Nope,” I said. “Just here, finishing my book.”

			“God, that book,” Alice says.

			I look at the cover and realize that I’ve misremembered what it looks like. It wasn’t a woman in the cover illustration but a handsome man standing on a long pier. He wears a pair of swim trunks and a short-sleeved collared shirt and holds a highball in his hand. There is still a burning building in the background, more like a house than a resort hotel.

			“Celia,” I say. 

			My wife takes a step backward, the muscles in her legs starting to bunch, like she’s going to make a run for it. I spring from the front step and managed to get her down on the ground on the outskirts of the woods. I let the knife do the rest.

			I can’t find any gasoline on the premises of our rental house but I do find a container at the neighbor’s cabin. I bring it back and spread it around the inside of the house, splashing some over the sofas by the fireplace, and even soaking all those paperback novels on the bookshelf. I make sure to really douse the curtains because I’ve read somewhere that once the curtains are on fire the house itself will go up like a struck match. I consider staying inside the house myself after the fire has started but, truth is, even though it would be the right thing to do, I don’t quite have the nerve. 

			After finding a lighter and starting the fire I go back out to the Land Rover and drive to East Passonocket to turn myself in. It’s cold outside but I crack the window, anything to get the smell of my ex-wife out of this vehicle.

			Detective Marty Fisher stood up, both his knees popping. He realized he hadn’t moved for two hours, that he’d been riveted by the spectacle of the live video footage of Henry Levin, alone in his cell, getting more and more agitated, mumbling to himself, then eventually crouching on the floor, repeatedly striking out with what Marty assumed was an imaginary knife.

			“Now what?” he said to Martha Donaghy, the doctor who’d invited him to come and watch the spectacle.

			“He’ll sleep. Usually for a long time, and then when he wakes up he’ll be much calmer, almost happy. For that first day after he reenacts the murder he’ll actually acknowledge the presence of people around him. He’ll talk a little, usually about books.”

			“About books?”

			“He stares at the blank wall on the opposite side of his bed, and when I ask him what he’s looking at he tells me it’s a bookshelf.”

			“Does he mention specific books?”

			“Only one. Something called The Honeymoon Trap by someone called Rhine. But it doesn’t exist.”

			“Oh.”

			“Or if it does it’s been entirely forgotten and there’s no record of it. And since there’s a record of absolutely everything these days, then I tend to think it’s an imaginary book.”

			Marty looked at Doctor Donaghy. She reminded him of his ex-wife, the one he still dreamt about. She had nice brown hair, this doctor, and was very matter-of-fact in the way she spoke. Earlier that morning she’d called him up and described what they’d been witnessing for the past two weeks with Henry Levin, who’d been admitted to the criminal wing of the Blackstone Psychiatric Center in Bangor three days after he’d shown up at the East Passanocket sheriff’s office and confessed to a double murder. Using a Kershaw Clearwater fillet knife he’d killed first Bruce Lowe, concierge from a fancy hunting resort, and then Alice Stone, Henry’s wife of less than a week. 

			“It’s basically a three-day pattern,” Doctor Donaghy had said, “during which he becomes increasingly agitated, and increasingly hard to reach. He’ll be completing his current loop, for lack of a better word, this evening. I thought you might like to come down and see it for yourself.”

			Marty worked for the major crimes unit of the Maine State Police out of Gray, in southern Maine, and the only reason he’d been assigned a case in the northern district was because there was currently a shake-up of leadership out of Bangor and this was a high-profile double homicide. But he was happy to drive the two hours to Bangor to the Blackstone. Passing through the wrought-iron gates that led to the gothic brick hospital, Marty always imagined he was in some sort of nutty Alfred Hitchcock movie. 

			The good-looking doctor met him down at reception and took him to the criminal wing, to a cramped room that contained an array of television monitors. They settled into two molded plastic chairs, and the Doctor brought up Ned on the largest monitor. He was in a relatively normal looking cell with a single bed and a small bureau, and there was even a window that looked out over the woodlands behind the hospital. Ned was frenetic, pacing the contours of his room, muttering to himself, and gesticulating. At one point a nurse came in and checked on him, and Henry simply interrupted his strange movements to tell her he was okay. 

			“Is that safe?” Marty asked. “For the nurse to come in like that?”

			“He hasn’t done anything or said anything to make us think otherwise.”

			“Besides stabbing two people to death.”

			“I meant here at the facility,” she said.

			At two points during Henry’s movements he was clearly reliving the murders he’d committed. The doctor rewound the tape to show Henry standing facing his cot, thrusting upwards with his hand, clenched as though he were holding a knife. Marty imagined that he was repeating the movements used when he killed Bruce Lowe at the Big Elk Lodge. They had been standing on the porch, facing one another. There were three stab wounds on Bruce, one in his abdomen, one through the flesh between the thumb and index finger of his right hand, and one in his throat.

			Later, when they watched Henry crouching on the floor, raising his arm and bringing it down more times than Marty could count, he knew that they were witnessing the reimagined death of Alice Stone. According to the coroner’s office she had suffered close to thirty stab wounds.

			Then they watched, the two of them, as Henry Levin tucked himself into his single bed, curled into a fetal position, and fell asleep.

			“He’ll sleep at least ten hours, maybe twelve,” Doctor Donaghy said.

			“And be normal when he wakes up?”

			“Well, not normal. Less agitated, calmer, more talkative with staff, but there will be no acknowledgment of his reality, of where he is, or what he’s done.”

			Marty was quiet, thinking. Then said: “If you think about it, he’s punishing himself in the worst way possible. He has to keep reliving what he did, over and over again.”

			“I suppose so.”

			“Or what do I know? Maybe he’s reliving it because it was so much fun at the time.”

			It wasn’t too far to drive back to Gray, but Detective Fisher decided to stay at a hotel in Bangor for the night, and to get a look at Henry Levin in the morning. Maybe he’d even try and question him, if he was lucid. He asked Doctor Donaghy if she’d recommend a place to sleep and a place to eat dinner, hoping that she’d offer to join him, the dinner part, at least, but she simply named a nearby inn that was attached to a decent restaurant. “The cod is good,” she said. Marty let it go at that.

			After dinner he wrote up some notes in the drafty hotel room. It would never go to trial, this case, which was probably for the best. Like he’d said to the doctor, sometimes the perpetrators of crimes take it out on themselves in ways that no authoritative body ever could. That seemed to be the case with Henry Levin, who’d killed two innocent people for no reason that anyone could decipher. It was probably that he believed his newlywed wife was having an affair with Bruce Lowe, although Bruce, according to his boyfriend James Curry, had been helping Alice with the arrangements for the honeymoon. Bruce was the one who found the perfect rental house, and James had told them that he’d been the one who’d stocked the refrigerator and the bar.

			“It was ridiculous what he did for them,” James, who worked at an outfitters’ in Presque Isle, had told Marty. “He’d even stocked the bookshelf in the lake house. Valerie had ordered all these old books from eBay to be delivered to Bruce, and he went the day before they arrived and filled the shelves. It was like a secret honeymoon gift or something. Jesus Christ, and the freak went and killed him.”

			Marty got two coffees in the morning and brought them back to the Blackstone Center. Doctor Donaghy took the coffee from him at the reception area, saying thank you in a way that he couldn’t really read. “He’s up,” she said. “Come and take a look.”

			Henry was pacing his room again, but his body language was noticeably different. He was relaxed, with a distant grin on his face, and he kept stopping in front of the blank wall adjacent to the bureau and staring at it. “Bookcase,” the doctor said. “You can tell by the way he’s scanning the titles. See?”

			Marty couldn’t really see but told her that he could. Then he asked, “Can I talk with him?”

			“If you’d like to, go right ahead. He won’t answer any questions about what he’s done or where he currently is, but he might talk with you.”

			Together they went to Henry’s room, the door unlocked, and stepped in. Henry still had that dreamy smile on his face. A honeymoon look, Marty thought to himself.

			“Hi Henry,” the doctor said. “Do you remember Detective Fisher. He has some questions for you.”

			Henry just looked at Marty. Not really looking at him so much as looking through him, like there was someone far more interesting standing right behind where he was. 

			“Hi Henry,” Marty said. “Where are you right now? If you don’t mind my asking?”

			“I don’t mind you asking,” Henry said, but that was all he said.

			Marty stayed in the room for twenty minutes, Henry sometimes answering questions in the vaguest possible way, and sometimes simply ignoring the presence of the two people in the room with him. The closest Marty got to an interesting answer was when he asked Henry what he was going to do next, and Henry said that he was trying to pick a book to read.

			“What kind of book?”

			“Something I haven’t read before. That would be nice, I think.” Henry was staring at the blank wall.

			After that the only intelligible words that Henry said were “honeymoon” and “déjà vu.”

			Doctor Donaghy walked Marty to the reception area and said goodbye. “Thanks for the recommendation on the hotel,” he said.

			“Oh, no worries. Did you get the cod?”

			Marty, who hated fish, said, “No, but the steak tips were good.”

			He drove back to Gray along backroads. It was peak leaf season and the trees were all ablaze with color under the kind of blue skies that only really exist in October. The nights were getting cold, and pretty soon the northern ski slopes would open up. It was Marty’s favorite time of year, by far.

			I am on my honeymoon.

			And I am looking at the shelves in our rental house and, honestly, it’s like I’m looking at one of my own shelves back in Sarasota. Row after row of Fawcett Gold paperbacks and early Dells. Row after row of detective stories and thrillers.

			“I don’t think you’ll have trouble finding a book to read,” my wife Alice says. I thought she was in the bedroom and her voice makes me jump a little. 

			“Jesus,” I say.

			I am about to select a Nero Wolfe book, one I don’t think I’ve already read, when I see a book on the bottom shelf, jutting out a little from the others. I crouch down and read its spine. The Honeymoon Trap by Elvin Rhyne. I pull it out and take a look. The author’s name doesn’t ring a bell and neither does the title, but something about the McGinnis painting on the cover, the dark-haired girl, the white bathing suit, the way she’s looking right at me from under the fringe of her hair, does seem a little bit familiar. 

			“What’s that one?” Alice says.

			“Oh, some book I’ve never even heard of before. It’s just giving me déjà vu, that’s all. Extreme déjà vu, like I’ve been in front of this shelf before, with this book, having this conversation with you.”

			“Well, the bookshelf does seem familiar,” Alice says, a smile in her voice.

			“It does to you, too?”

			“Because it looks just like your bookshelf, silly, the one back in Florida.”

			“Oh, right.”

			I’m still holding The Honeymoon Trap and I stand up with it in my hands. Alice rests her head against my shoulder and looks at the cover.

			“Maybe not that one,” she says.

			“Why not?”

			“I don’t know, exactly.”

			I shiver, because the feeling that this has happened before is stronger now than ever. “You’re not feeling this, Alice?” I say.

			“Feeling what?”

			“The déjà vu.”

			“Oh, right.” She pauses, thinking. It’s one of the things I like about her, how she’s not afraid to pause in the middle of conversations, and really think about her answer.

			After a moment she nods her head up and down. “Yeah, I do feel a little bit of déjà vu,” she says. “And I don’t like it, Henry. Not one little bit.” 
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