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Chapter 1 
 

MAY 2018 
 
 
DELIA 
 
 

Delia Collins was not proud of her glee. It was unbecoming, she got that. And truthfully, 

she couldn’t even say where it came from. What awful spring of motherhood created this kind of 

joy in catching her teenage daughter sneaking back into the house past curfew?  

 If she was a different kind of mother she’d be worried. Or angry. Even guilty.  

 And she was angry, worried and guilty (this had to be partly her fault – hers and Dan’s - 

they were too lenient, too forgiving. Let her sleep too long in their bed when she was a baby. 

Something.)  But somewhere between her gut and her head the anger, worry and guilt morphed 

into this…giddiness. Delia and Dan had told her they were trusting her. That this was – for real 

this time - her last chance. Brin had promised she wouldn’t be late. 

 And Brin blew it.  

 Dan shuffled into the room, blurry-eyed, up way past his bedtime, and she felt a sudden 

rush of affection for him in his worn-thin Cleveland Browns pajama pants.  

 “Go on to bed,” she told him as she dragged her old blue rocking chair across the carpet. 

“What are you doing?” 

“Nothing. Actually, can you…?” The chair got stuck on the edge of the coffee table and 

she couldn’t twist it away. 

Dan reached down and pulled it loose, the momentum nearly knocking her sideways. 

“Careful,” he said and reached out to steady her.  
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“I’m going to be the first thing Brin sees when she walks in the door.” She glanced down 

at her watch. “A half hour late.”   

 “Did you call her cell?” he asked.  

 “Yep. She didn’t answer. But she texted to say she’d be home soon.” 

 She texted because she’d been drinking and she knew Delia would be able to tell. Delia 

ran into Jenny’s mom the other day outside Giant Eagle and she’d clearly thrown up her hands 

trying to control her daughter.  

She’s mad at me all the time anyway, she’d said. Why make it worse? 

Pick your battles, she’d said. 

But what if Delia picked the wrong one?  

 “When was that?’ 

 “Ten minutes ago.” 

 “Are you…supposed to be enjoying this so much?” he asked.  

 Probably not. But Delia was the breast-feeding perimenopausal mother of a teenager and 

an infant. Enjoyment was wired wrong these days.  

 “What’s your plan? 
 
 “Plan?” 

 “She walks in the door and what?” 

 “Dan, I’ll handle it. Just go to bed.” 

 “You’re gonna scream?” 

 “No.” Probably.  

 “I’m worried about you,” he said.  
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 “Me?” Dan was stressed. Clearly. His appearance after ten pm in the living room on a 

weekday was proof that something was cooking in that head of his. 

 “Between the baby, Brin, the store and your mom-” 

 She sat down in her rocking chair, now conveniently positioned in front of the door. “I’m 

fine.” 

 His silence seemed to imply that he thought otherwise.  

The front door swung open and Brin walked in, curtailing the conversation. Brin, her 

beautiful daughter, looked from Delia to Dan and then back again.  

And then her lip curled in a totally new and devastating way.  

 “What? You’re like waiting up to yell at me?” 

 Delia’s bright-eyed baby who had once slept curled like a question mark in the curve of 

Delia’s body had turned into this teenager. Surly and sleepy-eyed, wearing cut offs that were 

way too short.  

 Time folded like a fan and Delia was struck – anew – by how much Brin now looked like 

Lindy. It was shocking. They were carbon copies in different clothing. It was like having a ghost 

in the house.  

 Lindy. Delia still hadn’t called to tell her sister about their mom. She just didn’t know 

how to tell her. 

The number of times over the last few months she’d sat at the kitchen table, her cell 

phone in front of her, was too many to count.  

 One touch of her finger and Lindy would come back. She knew that. 

 But then what? 
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 Lindy had been The Wild McAvoy sister, playing chicken with her reputation and her 

future, and in the end she left and broke Delia’s heart.  

All Delia wanted in this world was to stop Brin from doing the same thing.   

 

MEREDITH 
 

 The lake got inside Meredith McAvoy’s head on a Sunday. 

She knew it had been a Sunday because she’d been sitting on her back deck, working the 

crossword, the yellow tabby stretched out beside her, when she heard the screen door slam. Her 

first thought was that it was William. Which wasn’t right. He got swallowed up by the lake years 

ago.  

But still, she turned, her heart pounding hard. Hope like that never really went away. It 

was a loyal dog, sitting at her feet every day, waiting for a chance to break its chain. 

Next thing she knew she was waking up in the hospital, her daughter Delia looking over 

her like Meredith had survived a shipwreck. 

 “You’re okay,” her youngest daughter said it as if it were an order. And it was an order 

Meredith was trying her best to obey. Because Meredith McAvoy was no burden. Not on Delia. 

Not on anyone.  

And some days she was okay; the lake in her head was still and flat. Calm. The world 

recognizable. The old blue house, gone grey in the sun, was her home. There was Gwen on the 

corner who overwatered her yard and Mike Porter next door who shoveled her walk all winter 

long. Her life. Her grief. The imaginary dog of hope at her side. All of it her own, just as it was 

supposed to be.  
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But some days the Lake Erie storms roared up and the sandbars shifted and she didn’t 

know what was real. She didn’t know where her William was. Or why her Lindy had left. All she 

had were the secrets she had swallowed, and Meredith was afraid she’d open her mouth and 

they’d all fly out like bats at dusk.  

“Mrs. McAvoy?” 

 She had given the babysitter Delia’d hired, that Tiffany woman, the slip after lunch. 

Meredith was supposed to take a nap like some kinda toddler, but when Tiffany went to sit on 

the back porch, Meredith had skedaddled out the front door.  

 In her quick escape she’d left without her hat and the sun was hot on the top of her head.   

It was William’s hat, actually. The brim white with salt and sweat and sometimes she put her 

tongue against it just so she could taste him again.  

 “Mrs. McAvoy?”  

Hold on, now, I am Mrs. McAvoy.  

Meredith stopped and there was Garrett Singh walking along beside her.  

How long has he been there?  

His boot kicked a piece of gravel and it flew off the narrow spit to land with a thunk in 

the lake. Erie was still shallow at this part. The sand like clay. The water, when calm, a bright 

blue-green. 

 “Garrett,” she said and got back to walking. No time for chit chat.  Her palm was 

sweating so she switched the flare gun to her other hand. “If you’re looking for Lindy, she’s not 

here.” 

 “I’m not looking for Lindy, Mrs. McAvoy.” He kept along beside her. 

 “Probably for the best,” she told him. “I love that girl but she’s tough on the nice boys.” 
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 If William was still around maybe that wouldn’t be true. Maybe Lindy would be less 

wild, but it was just Meredith and she was doing the best she could.  

 “Can I ask where you’re headed?” 

 “It’s obvious, ain’t it?” The spit only went out to the Fulbright House.  

He smiled. “I suppose that’s true.” 

“Oh, no, boy.” She wagged the flare gun at him. “You save that smile for someone your 

own age.” 

He vanished that grin real fast. “Can I ask what you’re doing with that gun?” 

I’ve got to do something, don’t I? You can’t expect me to sit at home and do nothing? Not 

while he’s out there?  

 She was about to tell him all about it, glad actually that he was there in case she needed 

his help, but then they rounded that last curve and Fulbright House came into view.  

And it didn’t look at all like it should. It wasn’t the grand mansion with bright white 

gingerbread and ruby red door. The gardens—a Fulbright point of pride—were overgrown and 

full of them pesky reeds that crept in when you weren’t looking. 

 And Garrett, he was wearing a uniform. Not the high school lacrosse jersey Meredith 

remembered, but something new. Something… 

 He’s Police Chief Garrett Singh. Not that high school puppy following Lindy around. 

 Just like that the waves receded and the waters were still.   

 “Do you need help, Mrs. McAvoy?” Garrett asked.  

 Meredith McAvoy never needed help before, and there was already that Tiffany woman 

in her house these days, a babysitter in nurse’s scrubs.  

 “Do you want me to call your daughter?” 
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 Meredith wanted Garrett to call her husband. More than she could say, she wanted her 

William. He would know what to do.  

 She closed her eyes.  This was a new kind of tired. Used to be, she could work for hours 

out on the boat and then come back and close up the shop and still go home and make dinner for 

the girls, play a couple hands of gin rummy on the porch. Every day she did that, for years, 

without even thinking about it much. The days were just days. The work just work.  

But now her bones wanted a rest. How long have I been walking? 

“Lindy will know what to do,” she finally said. 

 “Mrs. McAvoy, Lindy doesn’t live here anymore,” Garrett said.  “I can call Delia.” 

 Delia’s head would pop right off her shoulders and no one needed that. Meredith had 

caused that girl enough grief. 

 She remembered she had a cellphone in the pocket of her soft shorts. Delia’d insisted she 

have one, which seemed ridiculous. 

Meredith and Lindy sometimes talked every week, but it had been a while. Time was a 

slippery fish these days, but Lindy had promised she’d come home if Meredith needed her.  No 

matter what Delia had to say about it. And she’d wanted her daughter home plenty. Longed for 

her and missed so much it sat like a stone in her stomach.  

 But Meredith never needed Lindy before.  

Meredith pulled out the phone. “Call Lindy.” 
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Chapter 2 

 

LINDY 
 

 Welp.  

 This was it. Another highlight in the Lindy McAvoy story. Though, this one felt 

different. Special.  In a lifetime filled with near misses - this might actually be rock bottom.  

 Sitting on the curb outside her apartment, her clothes raining down on her, thrown by her 

– now ex – boyfriend from her – now former – second-floor apartment, Lindy decided with the 

thunk of a Michael Kors knockoff hitting pavement that yep, this was rock bottom.  

 It had to be, because she sure as hell couldn’t get any lower.  

 “Screw you, Lindy,” Ben shouted. The window slammed shut and she flinched. 

 What could she say? Lindy made really bad decisions about men. She liked them 

talented, jealous and borderline unstable.  

 It was a flaw. One of many.  

 And in the case of Ben Ming she liked them to be the genius chef at TAO where she 

worked. So now she had no boyfriend, no apartment and no job.   

 While this might be the lowest she’d ever been, she’d been in training for just this kind of 

emergency for seventeen years and she gave herself to the count of five to get her act together. 

That was the rule for a woman with too much experience putting her chin up and getting on with 

things. Five seconds to wallow and curse and wail and then she had to get back up on her feet.  

 She put shaking fingers to her lips and refused to cry. Refused. She didn’t love Ben, and 

she knew he didn’t love her. But she’d naively believed he respected her more than…this.  

 Two…three…four…  
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 “You all right?” a girl asked as she picked up a pair of Lindy’s underwear and handed it 

to her.   

 The kind pedestrian looked like she was on her way to some internship at a tech start-up 

or her brand-new job as a bank teller. Her glasses were ironic. Her hair, a day-old blow-out, 

frizzing up in the Ohio humidity. This girl was putting her best foot forward.  

In equal parts, Lindy wanted to push her away and invite her to sit down. So Aunt Lindy 

could tell her a few horror stories about how the world really worked.  

 “Do I look all right?” Lindy asked her. Wondering really.  

 “Nope.” 

 “Yeah. I didn’t think so,” she sighed. “Word of advice,” Lindy said as the young girl 

slowly backed away. “Don’t go for the jealous types.” 

“I never do,” the girl said before melting into the trickle of pedestrian traffic.  

Well, bully for you, kid.  

Lindy stood up - literally from the gutter - and picked up her black bra and her ereader – 

now probably broken; thank you, Ben. The kimono from San Francisco, the stupidly expensive 

hairbrush she bought when she freaked out that she might be losing her hair.  

Lindy gathered it all up, and like a true pro, she began making plans, so this moment, this 

awful low point, was already behind her. 

The manager at The Fig Tree would hire her in a nanosecond; she’d been trying for 

weeks to poach Lindy from TAO. And The Fig Tree was so hot right now, the tips would be 

better.  

Angela was visiting her parents at their lake house this week and Lindy had her key so 

she could water the plants and feed the fish. So, she had a place to stay.  
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  It was already a funny story she’d tell Angela over the phone tonight.   

No, I’m not kidding Angela. All my stuff…out the damn window! 

She’d laugh and laugh and never let on how bad it was. Not even a little. 

Her phone buzzed in her pocket and she fished it out, answering without looking because 

who else would it be but Ben apologizing for this next-level tantrum.  

And the hope…God, it was embarrassing. Her relief that the man who just threw her 

underwear onto Third Street was calling made her mouth dry with self-loathing.  

Lindy should be better than this. 

She wanted to be better than this. 

“I’m sorry, but I swear, Ben,” she said past the stone in her throat. “I was talking to him 

about his girlfriend, who is a total—” 

“Lindy? Is this Lindy McAvoy?”  

That voice. That…voice? 

“Ben?” she asked, even though she now knew it wasn’t him. But she couldn’t quite place 

that voice.  

“No. Lindy. It’s Garrett. Garrett Singh.”  

This…this was a joke. It had to be. Or a different Garrett Singh, because there was no 

way the Garrett Singh she once knew was calling now. The world was not that cruel. 

“Garrett Singh from high school?” 

“The…ah…one and only.”  

Look! Rock bottom has a trap door!  

Behind her a woman picked up Lindy’s favorite pair of jeans, holding them to her body 

to see if they might fit. Lindy hissed at her like a stray cat. “Those are mine!” 
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“Then get them off the street, girl!” she hissed back, dropping the jeans and stepping on a 

T-shirt as she walked past. 

“I’m sorry,” Garrett said. “Am I interrupting something?” 

“No. Nope. Not at all. What can I do for you, Garrett?”  

 “Well,” he said, but then in the background came another voice. An older female voice 

saying something she couldn’t understand. “Funny you should ask. Your mom asked me to call 

you.” 

“My mom?” She bent over, picking up her scattered jewelry.  “How…” 

“Kind of a long story and I’m not sure how much you know about your mother’s 

condition-” 

She stood up straight.  

“Condition?”  

Garrett’s silence was pronounced. 

“The stroke?” he finally asked. 

“Is she okay? Where is she?” 

I have to get to Port. Keys…where are my keys?  

“You know,” he said. “I think this is a conversation you should be having with your 

sister.” 

Great idea. Except Lindy and Delia didn’t have conversations. Not for seventeen long 

years.  

“Garrett,” she said. “Just tell me what’s happening.” 

“I found your mom walking down the spit to The Fulbright House with a flare gun. She 

was clearly confused. Disoriented.” 
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Lindy started kicking her clothes into a pile, searching for her purse. Keys. Damnit.  

“And what about a stroke?” 

“It…it was three weeks ago. I think. They called it a brain event.” 

And Delia didn’t even call her? Not even a message on Facebook or a text? It was easy 

not to be surprised. Impossible not to be crushed.  

“I’m really sorry, I didn’t mean to get in the middle of things.” 

“You’re not, Garrett.” There was the familiar rattle of keys and she dug through jean 

mountain to her purse. 

“She’s probably just been busy with the baby.” 

“Baby?” 

More awkward silence on his end. “You’re kidding. Right?” 

That her sister had a baby and didn’t tell her? Ha! Hilarious joke. 

“Totally kidding.” She even laughed along.  

“So anyway, your mom asked me to call.” 

“Can you put her on, please?” 

“Sure. Just a second-” 

“Garrett?” 

“Yeah.” 

You were always so sweet. Far too sweet for the likes of me.  

“Thank you.” 

“No problem, Lindy. It’s…ah…it’s good to hear your voice.” 

“You too, Garrett,” she said, but all she heard was the fumbling of the phone as he 

handed it to her mom. 
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“Linds?” 

“Mom.” 

On another day, a day that hadn’t already seen rock bottom, she might have been able to 

hear her mom’s voice and not feel like curling into a ball and wailing, but this was not that day.  

“Heya Mom.” Despite the smile she said them through, her words were strained and 

teary. “How’s things?” 

# 

 

 Lindy moved away from Port Loraine seventeen years ago, but she never really left Lake 

Erie. Whenever she’d travel south and find herself land-locked, where the air smelled like 

cement rather than water, she would get twitchy. 

Her father was in that lake, and if Lindy got too far away she forgot what he looked like. 

Stopped hearing his voice. 

 Erie was the shallowest Great Lake, storm-prone and violent. Easily excitable. 

Remarkably unpredictable. For a few years everyone thought it was dying, unable to process the 

effects of the steel belt pollution dumped in by the cities of Cleveland, Cincinnati and Sandusky. 

 But it came back. Dead zone or not, it had fish. Beaches. Clean water.  

 A rock-bottom survivor. No wonder Lindy felt a kinship.  

 Lindy had planned to call her sister at some point on the drive, but somehow the phone 

stayed in her purse.  

 I’m not scared. I’m not. She screwed up this time. I’m owed an explanation and an 

apology, she’d told herself while getting into her car back in Cleveland. 

 But three hours later she still hadn’t picked up that phone. 
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 Highway 90 was in her rearview mirror, and she could smell the blue-green water on the 

edges of the breeze through her open window. 

One thing she was sure of, she wasn’t going to let Delia force her out this time.  

Garrett said he found Mom walking. That was good. It meant she was still moving. Still 

mobile. Did she have a cane? A walker? Were there machines involved? That Mom had been 

disoriented was concerning – Meredith McAvoy was a lot of things but she wasn’t disoriented.  

 And the flare gun? That was really concerning.  

 The road twisted past old filling stations and farm stands selling the first of the season’s 

tomatoes and peaches, sweet corn stacked in giant wheelbarrows. Gladiolas sat in buckets next to 

handwritten signs: A buck a stem. 

The road got hilly as she neared Port, and as she came over the second-to-last hill, the 

glimmering blue of the harbor became visible. And in it - the old Fulbright house. The first thing 

anyone saw when they drove in from the highway. Port Lorraine’s only landmark. 

Something turned over in Lindy’s belly, a prehistoric fish from the coldest part of her 

subconscious. 

She couldn’t look away, as much as she wanted to.   

 Everyone called it the Fulbright Island because it looked like it was floating in the lake, 

to the left of the harbor, just inside the breakers. But it really sat out on a thin spit. When storms 

blew in the spit was submerged and you couldn’t get out to the house.  

 And you couldn’t leave it either.  No matter how bad you wanted to. 

In the day, the house was stunning, a three-story century house made of Erie slate and 

stone, ivy dripping down its turrets. The pure white gingerbread and elaborate widow’s walk 

freshly painted every year. Its gardens fiercely manicured.  
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 But now, that fabulous mansion, that floating castle, was a ruin. Half the house was 

overtaken by vines and weeds.  The gingerbread, on the half Lindy could see from the highway, 

was dingy and peeling. The peaked windows were all boarded up, and the bright red door hung 

lopsided in its casing.  

 Behind her, a car honked. Lindy lifted her hand in apology and hit the gas down the hill 

into town, the now-decrepit Fulbright House lost behind the hills and trees.  

 She turned left at the stop sign, right at the next one, her Toyota’s engine coughing into 

another gear as she headed up the steepest hill in town.  It was all the same. Painfully so.  

The Foster’s house, where she attempted her first sleepover but her dad had to come get 

her at midnight because she missed Delia so much. The Jackman’s lilac tree, where she and Jodi 

and Delia used to play dolls. May School on the corner. Nirosha’s house next door. The bright 

purple door she had gone in and out of as if it were her own.  

As she got closer to Mom’s, the changes came fast and furious. The old post-war 

bungalows had been torn down and replaced with giant three-story homes. All modern things 

with right angles and long narrow windows. One looked like it was made of stacked shipping 

containers.  

Lindy wasn’t sure why she was surprised at the changes. All the cities she’d lived in 

along the rust belt had seen some kind of boom lately. The people and industries that polluted the 

lake had all but died, and grandchildren were moving back to the beautiful beaches and clean 

water, bringing all their money with them.  

Port Lorraine used to be a fishing town, one of the few commercial harbors left on the 

lake, but now it looked like a vacation town. 
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 Every single house along the ridge was new and beautiful. The lawns as green as golf 

courses, cared for by hired locals and timed watering systems. They probably sat empty most of 

the year except for one week in the summer when the owners in Cleveland and Pittsburgh 

managed to take their vacations. The very same people Lindy had been serving at hipster bars in 

the cities for the last seventeen years. She’d muddled their oranges and sugared their rims and 

now they were here. In her town.  

 Mom’s house, once blue, now grey, stood out at the end of the street. It was so out of 

place Lindy couldn’t help but laugh. One story, sloping roof, the front garden wild with blooms. 

It leaned into the wind like it was looking for a fight.  

 The neighbors must hate it. She smiled at the thought. 

 Lindy parked her car in the drive. After the engine rattled its familiar sign-off, the quiet 

of the street she grew up on was absolute. There was only the wind and the gulls and a faraway 

windchime. 

 Home. 

 On shaky legs she got out of her car and walked toward the back of the house. 

 The steps and wraparound deck was new, the wood blonde. Crystal Gayle’s voice filtered 

out through the bent and warped screens of the windows.  

 The stubborn bird still resisted air-conditioning. 

At the back, the cats lolled in the sunshine, barely lifting their heads at Lindy’s arrival. 

 She opened the squeaky screen door and took a step into the kitchen, with its familiar 

smells of coffee and toast. A bowl of blood-red tomatoes practically glowed on the tidy counter 

top.  

 “Mom?” 
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 Through the kitchen was the living room with its shelves of books and crazy quilts 

thrown over the backs of comfortable chairs.  

And there was Mom in hers. Eyes closed, head rolled to the side. Her white hair was a 

wild frizzy halo around her small face. She sighed and shifted the book she was holding open. 

Meredith was wearing the shirt Lindy sent her for Christmas: What Would The Fonz Do? 

Printed over a smiling picture of Henry Winkler, thumbs up. The shirt was paired with beat-up 

chambray shorts and white athletic socks tucked into bright white New Balance tennis shoes. 

Meredith used to visit Lindy, wherever she was living, at least once a month. Lindy 

would reserve the best seat in the house at whichever restaurant she was working in at the time, 

and the wait staff would spoil Meredith. Special desserts from the chef. A glass of wine on the 

house. Those monthly visits had slowed down over the years. It had probably been a year since 

she’d seen her mom.  A year.  

Lindy was relieved that Meredith looked the same as always - her amazing mother. And 

her unchangedness, after something like a brain event, was a gift Lindy wasn’t expecting. 

 “Mom,” Lindy said, now on her knees in front of the chair.  Her hand was warm and dry, 

the skin papery and soft at the same time. Lindy never met a woman who worked as hard as her 

mother and still managed to have hands so soft.  

 A life goal, for sure, though Lindy’s were already shot to hell. Her hands and her life 

goals.  

 “Mom,” she repeated, more loudly this time. 

 Meredith McAvoy snuffled awake, blue eyes wide and unfocused.  

 “Was I snoring?” she asked. 

 “No.” 
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 “Drooling?” She wiped her chin. 

 “No.” Lindy laughed, her eyes watering. 

 Meredith took Lindy in in pieces. Over and over. Faster each time. Lindy wasn’t sure she 

wanted to know what her mother saw.  

 Suddenly Meredith pulled Lindy against her. Her mother’s body felt frail under that 

Fonzi T-shirt, but her arms were steel bands.   

 “You’re here,” she said. “You’re back.” 

 For better or worse the Wild McAvoy Sister was home.  
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Chapter 3 

 

DELIA 
 
 “How’s the Bass?” Mrs. Munoz, Brin’s high school Spanish teacher, asked. It was Friday 

just before five. Mrs. Munoz always came in Friday just before five. Until the weekly fish fry’s 

started next week. 

 “No Bass today. But the perch is fresh,” Delia said. “So is the Walleye.” 

 “The perch looks great.” Mrs. Munoz’s smile didn’t quite get to her eyes. “I’ll take a 

pound.” 

 I’m sorry, Delia almost said. I’m sorry about Brin. This year was hard. She’s not a bad 

kid, she’s just…acting that way. 

 But Ms. Munoz wasn’t here for apologies, she was here for the fish Dan caught at dawn. 

She wrapped up the slick, firm filet, with its white flesh and silvery skin, in butcher paper and 

handed it over just as Ephie let out a little cry from the back room.  

 “Your daughter?” Mrs. Munoz asked. This time her smile was real. Further proof 

everyone loved a baby but not so much a sullen teenager.  

 “Yes.” Delia glanced at her watch, though she hardly needed confirmation of the time. 

Her breasts ached. “Up from her nap. Five pm, like clockwork.” 

 Please, she prayed to her boobs, please don’t leak in front of Mrs. Munoz, leave me some 

dignity.  

 “She’s here with you all day?” Mrs. Munoz shook her head, and Delia wasn’t sure if it 

was because she thought Delia was a modern marvel of motherhood, or an idiot.  

 Frankly, Delia wasn’t sure either.   
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 But she didn’t have the luxury of choice.  

 “Most days,” she said. “No mat leave for me.” Delia tried to make it sound like a joke, 

but it came off bitter.   

 The bell over the door rang as Mrs. Munoz left, and Delia darted past the fish counter and 

cash register to lock the door and flip the sign before anyone else could come in.  

 The McAvoy Bait, Fish and Lunch Counter was officially closed for the day.  

 In the back room, surrounded by boxes of paper towel and rolls of clear plastic bags, 

Eephie cried up at the mermaid mobile above the pack and play.  

 “Hey, hey,” Delia crooned as she picked up her baby. Eephie was wet and hungry, but as 

soon as she was in Delia’s arms she stopped crying.  

  And Delia’s bitterness vanished.  

 After taking care of the diaper and sanitizing her hands, Delia dropped down in the 

rocking chair and put Eephie to her breast, wincing at the initial pins and needles rush. Delia 

rocked and stroked her baby’s hair and Eephie drained Delia dry.  

 The most straightforward relationship in Delia’s life. And she quite loved it.  

 Delia wasn’t going to say Eephie was a miracle, but she and Dan had stopped thinking it 

was possible. Ten years, after all, was a really long time to try. They’d given up. Dr. Alvarez 

said it was the hormonal change from Perimenopause. Which wasn’t a joke, but it sure felt like 

one.  

 It was a little over a year ago that Delia and Dan got pregnant, but it seemed like a 

decade. Actually, that wasn’t true. It felt more like the happiness they once honestly shared was a 

decade old, a story someone told her.  

 About a couple who had been happy.  
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 Because that wasn’t them anymore. Not for the last year, really. They’d been together a 

long time and every couple went through rough spots – the late-night internet searches told her 

so.  But that didn’t always make her feel better.  

 She needed to apologize for the other night. That fight with Brin. Even though Delia was 

sure she was right, she shouldn’t have yelled at everyone like that. She could admit to losing her 

cool. She would apologize and make everyone’s favorite meatballs.  

Wait, was Brin eating meat this week? Last time Delia had made meatballs Brin had gone 

on a rant about how cruel it was to eat things that had faces.  

 She could make that cold noodle salad thing Brin liked.  Did she have soy sauce? Or 

noodles? God, she hadn’t even made dinner and she was already exhausted. 

 Okay, she’d apologize and they’d order pizza. That was as good as things were going to 

get.  

 Eephie whimpered because Delia was holding her too tight.  

 “Sorry, baby.” 

  She closed her eyes and sighed, pushing out all the air from her body. Delia had taken a 

prenatal yoga class at the new rec center and she wouldn’t say she loved it - she spent half the 

time thinking of her to-do list and trying not to fart - but the breathing stuff she learned was 

pretty good. She was supposed to be finding inner peace, which honestly was never gonna 

happen. But this, right now, these moments. This was pretty damn close.   

 The sound of the back door unlocking made her quickly snap up her nursing bra and 

arrange her shirt over her pouchy stomach, shifting Eephie so she could continue to eat but so 

that Delia wouldn’t be sitting there half-naked.  

 “Babe?” 
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 “Back here.” 

 Dan stepped in the doorway to the office, wearing his work boots and smelling like the 

lake. 

 “Hey,” he said softly. 

 “Hey.” 

 “How was your day?”  

 He leaned down and stroked Eephie’s head, making her squirm. Her little fist knocked 

against Dan’s and a smile ghosted over his face. He stepped back to the old desk, crowded with 

receipts and old pictures of long-ago fishing charters, turning yellow at the corners. Some 

Delia’s father’s, some her mother’s, some Dan’s.  

 Every day she meant to clean that stuff up. Every day she didn’t.  

 “We sold out of perch. Walleye’s got another day.”  

 He nodded as if this was satisfactory. 

 “How were the charters?” she asked.  

 “Good.” He looked tired. He probably was tired. They were both tired. He was on the 

boats every day at five am. And he woke up with the baby most nights. They were in this 

together. She tried hard to remember that. “One of the guys here from Cleveland booked another 

one for next week.” 

 “That’s great.” 

 “Next week is full.” 

 Dan hated turning away business. He lived with the lean years like a physical memory in 

his body.   
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 “Friday fish fry starts next week.” Friday fish fry was a blessing and a curse. They did it 

once a month through the winter, but in the summer they did it every week. It was a good 

money-maker for them. But more importantly, it was tradition. For them and the town.  

 “Already?” 

 “Already.” 

 He watched her through the flop of long blond hair in his eyes.  

“You need a haircut,” she said. He usually never let it go so long. 

“It’s pretty shaggy.” He pushed his hands through his hair, making it all stand up. Delia 

used to cut it for him in their kitchen in their first apartment above the shop. He’d sit shirtless, a 

towel over his shoulders. She’d touch him more than was particularly necessary.  

 For a second the memory of his hands on the back of her thighs as she stood between his 

was so sharp she was lost in it.  

Dan had been a handsome boy and now he was a handsome man. Blonde and square. 

Sturdy. Tan, the lines around his eyes growing whiter every summer. He was strong from his 

work pulling nets over the shallow sides of the boat, fit when other men his age were growing 

beer bellies. 

On a good day, when she’d had four hours of sleep in a row and managed to put on clean 

clothes that sort of fit, Delia looked five years older than her age.  

  “We need to talk,” he said, and the way he said it, looking right at her…he was nervous.  

 She hated that he was nervous and she hated that she’d made him feel that way. But she 

didn’t know how to stop. How to  recalibrate her reactions.  

 “Shoot,” she said with a smile.  

 “I ran into Garrett down at the Harbor.” 



The McAvoy Sisters Book of Secrets - Excerpt 

 24 

 “Yeah? How he’s doing?” 

 “Fine. He’s fine. But he caught Meredith walking down the spit and said she was all 

confused.” 

 “My mom?” She sat up, not caring so much about her rolly stomach anymore. “What? 

Where was Tiffany?” 

 “She got past Tiffany, I guess. Garrett said she had a flare gun with her.” 

 “Is she okay?” 

 “Fine.” 

 Anger swept up the sides of her face. “Tiffany is in so much-” 

 “There’s more.” He flattened the curled-up edge of an old receipt. “Your mom wanted 

him to call Lindy.” 

“Well, of course she did but-” 

“He did.” 

 “He did what?” 

 “Called Lindy. Your mom asked her to come home.” 

 “Home? Here? Is she in Port?” 

 “I don’t know. I just talked to Garrett like five minutes ago.”  

 None of this made any sense to Delia. Lindy. The Fulbright House. It was word salad. 

She closed her eyes, and in the dark she reached out for her sister. Like they were girls again, 

sharing a room. A hand stretched over the narrow chasm between their twin beds.  

 Lindy. Home.  

 She took a deep breath, and the relief was a surprise in and of itself. 

 I don’t have to do this by myself anymore.  
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 “Delia?” 

 She opened her eyes and did her best to shelve the relief so Dan couldn’t see it. 

Admitting she was relieved was too much like admitting she needed help. “I’ll… I’ll go up 

there.” 

 “Do you want me to go with?” 

 She did. She didn’t.   

 How was she supposed to answer that question?  

 “You need to take Brin to work. Make sure she doesn’t run off with Jenny again.” 

 “Dee,” he said, implored really, as if begging her to see reason.  “It’s Lindy.” 

Dan and Lindy had been friends years ago and they’d been…something…for a split 

second that summer, before everything went wrong. Before Lindy left. But Delia couldn’t have 

him there the first time she saw her sister. 

So she said nothing and her silence, sharp and hooked, did all the work.  

 He sighed and left without another word. That was their marriage these days: silences and 

sighs.  Delia heard the truck start up, the familiar loud rumble.  

 Eephie pushed against her, full, and Delia glanced down into her smiling face. She had 

Dan’s eyes, blue as the sky.  

 Delia did not skip over this feeling, she sank into love for her baby. Into gratitude.   

Eephie was a miracle.  

And for the moment, Delia felt prepared to deal with anything.  
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LINDY 
 

She expected coming home to feel clumsy. But she slipped right back into the house like 

she’d never left. She met Tiffany, the nurse, who continuously apologized for letting Mom 

escape. That was the word she used – escape. Lindy quickly forgave her. She knew how hard it 

was to keep a McAvoy from sneaking out. Tiffany filled her in on meds and fluid intake, and 

Lindy nodded, trying to absorb all the information. 

“Don’t worry, I wrote it down,” Tiffany said before leaning down to Mom. “I’ll see you 

later, Mrs. McAvoy.” 

“My daughter’s here now. I don’t need you,” Mom said in a biting tone that was so not at 

all Meredith McAvoy. 

Lindy blinked, flat-footed with shock. “I…I’m sorry, I’m—” 

“It’s all right,” Tiffany said, in a low murmur like Mom couldn’t hear her. “It’s part of 

the condition. You’ll notice the changes.” 

Despite having seen her mom get older over the years, whenever she thought of her 

mother, or her sister for that matter, they were the same as the night she left, brittle and tight-

lipped. But life had moved on here and she needed to catch up. There was fluid intake to worry 

about. 

And escape attempts. 

The old house was unchanged, like stepping into a time machine to her girlhood. 

The shell lamp they made in girl scouts still sat on the table by the couch.  The dining 

room table where Lindy shoved Delia and she fell (pretty over-dramatically, if you asked Lindy) 

from the chair – still sat cluttered and unused off the kitchen. The door to their old bedroom was 

shut and she wasn’t brave enough to open it, yet.  To see their twin beds with matching quilts. 
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The sparkly rainbow stickers, faded but still stuck to the door, were enough for the moment.  She 

pressed her finger against them and felt the old rough glitter and remembered the night she left. 

The way she’d begged Delia to talk to her.  

Go away, Delia had said. Just… go away.  

 “Lindy?” her mom said with just the thinnest thread of panic in her voice. 

“Yeah, Mom?” She stepped back out of the hallway and into the living room.  

Mom smiled. “I thought maybe I’d made you up.” 

It was a cover. A smart one, using her health like that.  And it squeezed Lindy’s heart so 

tight, this fear over her absence, but she too put one foot in front of the other, just as her mother 

taught her.  

“You hungry?” she asked Meredith.  

“Starved.” 

Perfect. Food was easy.  

# 

The industrial-sized jar of mayonnaise was where it had always been in the fridge door, 

the blue cap not screwed on but set in place for easy access. Meredith McAvoy ate mayonnaise 

on anything that would sit still. Apple slices, toast, crackers. Old pork chops. Tonight’s 

mayonnaise usage was as God intended. 

Tomato sandwiches.  

Lindy sliced up the tomatoes and served the sandwiches on chipped china out on the back 

porch. The sun was slipping down behind the front of the house, a cool breeze coming up from 

the beach. The mosquitos were still a month away.  
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“Here, Mom,” Lindy said, placing the plate in front of her. She was in total control, until 

Mom grabbed her wrist and squeezed.  

 “Should we wait for your sister?” 

“Is she coming?” Lindy asked casually.  

“Well, she’s done at the beach at five.” 

“The beach?” 

Mom looked at Lindy like she was the one who had the brain event. “She’s managing the 

lifeguards this year. She works too hard if you ask me, but you know your sister. There’s no 

telling her that.” 

Lindy blinked and Mom blinked back.  

“That was years ago, Mom. When she was a teenager. She doesn’t do that anymore.” 

In fact, Delia only worked at the beach that one summer. She worked at the beach and at 

the shop, and any place in town that would pay her a couple bucks for odd jobs. She and Dan had 

been saving every penny to travel Europe.  

 “Of course,” Mom said. “I forgot.” She shifted her attention to the open-faced sandwich. 

“Look at these tomatoes! Aren’t they something.” 

Lindy wasn’t fooled by her delight, but she also didn’t know what to say or how to say it. 

So instead she smiled, big and bright. They could both pretend nothing was wrong. After all, that 

was the McAvoy way.  

“Yes, they are, Mom.” And they both took a bite.  

Lindy had worked in high-end restaurants for the last ten years, and she’d eaten some 

pretty amazing food. But a perfect tomato with a smear of mayo on toasted sourdough bread – it 

was hard to beat.  
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“Where are the potato chips?” Mom asked. 

Tiffany had been terrifyingly clear about Meredith’s low salt diet and the dire 

ramifications of straying from it, so instead of chips, Lindy had pitted cherries and sliced 

peaches, dressed them in lime juice, honey and mint from Mom’s wild garden.  

 “You want some fruit?” Lindy gestured to the purple bowl she made one summer at art 

camp. 

 “Oh, honey, we both know you can’t have a tomato sandwich without potato chips.” 

She pushed away from the table and Lindy stood up to stop her. “No, Mom, I’ll get them. 

Are they still in the cupboard over the dishwasher?” 

“No. I had to hide them from your sister and that Tiffany woman. I’ll get them.” 

“Just tell me-” 

“I’ve had a brain event,” she said dry as Lindy’s favorite martini as she headed toward 

the door. “Not a body event.” 

The screen door slammed behind her, and Lindy sat back down in the slightly warped 

chair in her old spot around the table. She picked a cherry from the bowl and rethought the 

amount of lime in the dressing. Her phone buzzed in the back pocket of her jeans and she fished 

it out to find a text from Angela, her friend back in Cleveland.  

Everything okay? 

Fine. Lindy wrote back. Mom is… she paused. What was Mom? Certainly better than she 

thought she’d be. But also not great.  Good. 

Talked to Dante at Bola. He’s looking for a new head bartender, told him you were 

looking for a new job. He got really excited. 
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Bola! Holy shit. Bola had been written up in Esquire’s Best 100 Bars in America and it 

was absolutely the spot in Cleveland. And with summer coming, its rooftop patio would be 

hopping. 

Here’s his number. I’ll tell him you’re interested.  

 “Hello?” a voice called out from the front. 

A warning Lindy barely had time to register before her sister turned the corner.  

 


