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Ally Braithwaite Condie is the #1 New York Times bestselling author of the Matched Trilogy, and of many other books (including the Edgar Award Finalist Summerlost). A former English teacher, she enjoys hiking with her family in the mountains near their home in Utah.
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I love you.
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Something old, something new.

Something borrowed, something blue.

Someone lost, someone wed.

Someone broken, someone dead.





SUNDAY

It wasn’t yet sunrise when she left her room. Once the rain began it had never stopped, pounding and pouring down, turning into white noise, background.

She was drenched within two steps, but that didn’t matter. She was wearing her swimsuit and heading for the heated infinity pool. She hadn’t brought her phone or her towel or her flip-flops. The rain was too constant for a phone, made a towel pointless, and she trusted her bare feet more than any shoes when things were this wet.

She kept her head down. The light was gray, and she didn’t want to fall.

It had been one of those nights that felt like she hadn’t slept at all, but she knew she must have, because at some point she’d had a dream in which she was racing through a forest, darting among dark, wet trees, slipping, sliding, trying to find the people she loved, who were lost.

She just hadn’t slept deep.

The soles of her feet found careful purchase on the flagstones. The water had pooled in any indentation it could find. It ran, stream-like, down the sides of the path, flooding some of the carefully tended plants.

If she went swimming when it was raining this hard, would it be like everything were water? As if there were no longer any separation between earth and sky?

Someone had stacked all the lounge chairs and shrouded them in plastic to protect them from the rain. Steam rose from the pool’s surface, and for a moment, as she paused at the edge of the steps, she wondered if it were possible to drown with her head above water, gasping in the rain-thick air.

She had just started to go down the steps into the pool when she saw it.

Something dark and human shaped, in the water. Another guest, swimming?

No. Floating.

A person, floating face down in the infinity pool, butting up against the glass-paneled edge that looked out over the trees.

Before she knew what she was doing, she was racing to the other side, feet slipping dangerously on the stone. She jumped into the pool as close to the figure as she could. It was a man; she could tell when she came up next to him. Her fingers slipped as she tried to turn him over. Something was wrong with his head, she noticed on some level; it was not shaped right at the back. There was something dark clotted in the back of his hair. She had to get him turned over, people died with their faces in the water, they couldn’t breathe…

She heaved him over.

His face. Eyes open.

His clothes. Wet through.

He was still in his wedding finery, she realized, a suit, leather shoes, gold cuff links at his wrists, a bedraggled white flower pinned on his lapel. A camellia? Why was she noticing this? That didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except getting him out of this pool, out of this water—

She reached under his arms. His clothes were sodden, and underneath, his flesh and bones—

Don’t think about it, don’t think don’t feel.

She pulled him toward the steps at the end of the pool.

He’s dead. He’s not moving. This is a body. I’m touching a body.

“HELP!” she screamed.

Nothing.

She yelled again, as she hoisted him up the stairs and onto the flagstones next to the pool. She tried not to notice how his legs dragged across the pool’s edge.

“HELP!”

No one.

She couldn’t bring herself to look at his face again, but she felt like she could hear the rain on it.

She ran.

She raced toward the Main House, her bare feet slipping, shouting it over and over.

Help.

But she already knew. Even as her mouth formed one word, her brain said another.

Gone.

And she thought, Not again.





FRIDAY

TWO DAYS EARLIER





Today at The Resort at Broken Point

“If you know wilderness in the way you know love, you would be unwilling to let it go.”

—Terry Tempest Williams

Weather: Sunny

Sunrise: 7:12 a.m.        High: 66º F

Sunset: 6:33 p.m.        Low: 55º F

About the Art:

Intimation

by Clare Han

2013

oil

While much attention is often given to the dramatic vistas of Big Sur—its ragged cliffs, the ever-changing ocean—Han’s piece focuses on one of the smaller but no less beautiful landscapes that exist if one looks closely enough. Intimation depicts a temporary pool created by rain in the forest. The colors of green, blue, and taupe provide a backdrop for small moments of red, which Han intended as a reference to Tennyson’s lines about “nature, red in tooth and claw.” The enormous scale of the painting also serves to draw attention to the smaller landscape and moment.





1.

No one could believe it when Luke and Ellery Wainwright got divorced the summer before their oldest child’s senior year. Everyone was astonished by the speed with which it happened—they were still together, everything just fine at the neighborhood last-day-of-school party, their children running through the sprinklers or lounging bored on the grass along with all the other neighborhood kids. Ellery brought the strawberry rhubarb crumble she always did, warm and smelling of fruit and brown sugar. Luke hung out with the dads over by the barbecue and returned wayward basketballs to the teenagers playing in the Humphreys’ driveway. They ate together on a blanket with their children. Later, Kat Coburn said she was sure she saw Luke put his hand on the small of Ellery’s back when they were leaving.

No one had known they were putting on a good front. That Luke had already called the game, that Ellery was electric with grief and still hoping he would change his mind.

But by the Fourth of July, Luke had moved out. By the middle of September everything had been finalized, and in October Ellery was vacationing by herself on the trip they had planned for their twentieth anniversary.

“We’ll seat you out on the patio,” the hostess told her. “Please, follow me.”

Ellery did.

She felt like she had been besieged by beauty since she had touched down at the airport in Monterey a few hours earlier. The drive to Broken Point was breathtaking, astonishing, Big Sur vistas around every turn, and the resort itself was also stunning. When she’d checked in at reception at the Main House, she’d been greeted by a staff member at a low midcentury desk flanked by a gorgeous gilded screen. Small fires snapped and flickered in stone pits throughout the property, a sculpture made of glass, steel, and granite looming near the largest one. Globe lights hung above on strings, swaying slightly in the breeze.

The restaurant, called Wildrye, was located adjacent to the Main House, and an enormous blown-glass chandelier graced its lobby. The tables on the patio were dressed with white linen cloths, ivory candles, and fresh flowers in tiny ceramic vases. A tree-scented breeze from the sea came up through the forest and the open windows. The full moon hung over the ocean in the distance, glimmering the waves. A glassed-in building clung to the edge of the cliff a few hundred yards up to Ellery’s left, shimmering with light and shadowed with the shapes of people moving around.

“That’s the art gallery,” the host said. She was a doe-eyed young woman with a name tag that read Brook. “It’s booked for a cocktail event for a wedding party tonight but will be open to all guests tomorrow.”

Ellery knew all about the gallery and the other features at the resort. She was the one who had done the research, found the place, booked the trip.

She’d stumbled onto the website by accident the previous winter, via a “50 Places to Visit Before You Die” article. (Since she’d turned forty, two years prior to that, she’d been reading a lot of those kinds of articles online: “100 Novels You Need to Read,”  “The Best 100 Songs of All Time,” etc.)

The Resort at Broken Point, the website read, in a font that managed to be both subdued and emphatic. The automatic photo gallery scrolled unbidden through pictures showing ocean vistas, sleek, low-slung modern buildings tucked discreetly among redwood trees, a woman enjoying a spa treatment with a row of smooth gray stones marching down her perfectly tanned back, delicious-looking meals arranged on creamy stoneware plates and decorated with flowers grown on-site in the organic kitchen garden. Guest rooms were arranged in groups of three per building, and there were five cottages. (Ellery’s jaw had literally dropped at the price of booking one of those.) There was a sauna and a spa, Pendleton blankets thrown over lounge chairs on the terrace, heated pools, piles of fluffy white towels, mist threading through greenery. There was an art gallery, quiet trails winding through a cathedral-esque grove, a collection of fine art and sculptures scattered throughout the property, a full-sized Airstream trailer converted into a bar and nestled in the trees.

When Ellery had shown the website to Luke, he’d said “Let’s go for it.” He was standing behind her and kneading her shoulders precisely where they tended to tighten. She loved it when he did that. “Really?” she’d asked, because it was very, very expensive. “Of course,” he’d said. “You only celebrate your twentieth anniversary once.”

“You should still take the trip,” Luke said later in mediation when they were dividing things up. His tone was gentle, as if he were committing an act of profound generosity. “The deposit’s nonrefundable. And you really wanted to go there.”

Didn’t you? she’d wanted to ask. Or were you pretending when we booked it? Had you already decided you were done?

“Here we are.” Brook pulled out Ellery’s chair. “Your waiter will be with you shortly. Enjoy.” She gave Ellery a menu—cream-colored paper, letterpress print. Moments later, a waiter in a cuffed white shirt stood at her table, listing the evening’s specials.

Ellery couldn’t concentrate. She felt an acute, sudden pain scything through her body. For a moment, she knew exactly where her heart was in her chest within a precise millimeter or two, thudding as it was against the muscle and bone that kept it contained.

But, as her therapist kept telling her, the human body can’t live at that high a level of pain for long. Whatever systems made it so that you kept on going—even as your life was a shatter of sharp-edged glass around you—kicked in eventually to make it so you didn’t actually die. And then you’d be back to the basic, chronic, ubiquitous pain, the one that never left, the one you were beginning to realize you might live with for the rest of your life.

Ellery glanced up. At the table to her left, what seemed to be a father and daughter were seated. There was something similar in their careful, heads-inclined attentiveness to what the restaurant host was saying. The father wore a button-up shirt with khaki pants. His daughter’s long curly hair was twisted in a bun on top of her head, and she had a fresh-facedness about her, a cleanness to the line of her profile.

It seemed like everywhere Ellery looked, every life she saw, cut her to the quick. Everyone had a person. Everyone else’s lives were going so well.

It wasn’t that she wanted their lives.

She wanted her own life back.

She had known, of course, that there were problems in her marriage. Luke had definitely been in the throes of a midlife crisis for the past few years, but she was so sure it would pass. She thought they’d weather it together, the way they had everything else. Grad school, babies, toddlers, job changes, moves, illness, teenagers.

Sometimes, he was wonderful.

Other times, he said things that broke her heart.

I shouldn’t have gotten married so young.

I was so busy doing what everyone expected of me that I didn’t think about whether it was what I wanted to do.

I shouldn’t have gone straight to grad school.

I should have tried to be a musician instead.

I never had time to find myself.

I didn’t get to see what was out there.

They were laughable, the things he said. They were the things the crappy ex-husband says in the movie before the heroine goes home to her small town to heal and remeets her super-hot high school boyfriend, who is now a veterinarian raising his deceased sister’s precocious daughter.

But she’d always thought that she and Luke would make it. They were both good people. They had had great times, so many of them, small and big. They had raised each other up, cheered one another on, held each other when they cried. They knew what the other looked like when they were sleeping, kissing, sobbing, brushing their teeth, seeing their children for the first time.

The kids.

Ellery stood. Her napkin fell from her lap to the ground and she didn’t bother to retrieve it. She turned, almost blindly, and began walking back the way she’d come. A waiter moved to the side to let her pass. Her sandaled heels made snick-snack, clip-clop sounds on the stone of the patio as she made her way between the tables. Did the others glancing up at her know it, too? How nothing and no one was ever as it seemed? Not even this beautiful place, not even their beautiful lives.

Luke had told her he was done in May, two weeks before school ended. They were sitting at the kitchen table after the kids were in bed. Kate, their oldest, had a cello recital coming up. Ethan, their son, was just finishing his freshman year in high school. Maddie, the youngest, had a new best friend who they both found hilarious. Those were the things she’d thought they would talk about.

“I’m not happy,” Luke said instead. “I don’t like anything about my life.”

He was holding her hand. He had said things like this before. At first, it didn’t register that this time he was serious. That he wasn’t blowing off steam.

She’d looked back at the counter where she’d packed the kids’ lunches for the next day, still scattered with paper bags and jammy knives and apple cores; at the shoes on the floor, the dollops of socks they hadn’t picked up when they’d peeled them off after school; the dishes in the sink. Earlier that evening she’d thought, How is it possible to work literally every minute of this day and have nothing to show for it?

Ha. How little she had known.

She’d had everything to show for it.

And now it was all being taken away.
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