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				Introduction

				*

				A key is buried under the front stairs of 208 Water Street. Scorched on one side, was it in a fire? Who lost it and when?

				For me it’s a clue, a piece of the past. Because the yard of this house is a graveyard of moments, and everything left behind is a reminder: sandpaper, a bracelet, a love note, some letters, a match, a movie ticket stub, a postcard. All of Door County is a burial ground. All of the world. And I am here to dig.

				It seems that this town has an appetite for the young; it swallows them whole, right into its very dirt.

				A key is buried under the front stairs on Water Street.

				This is my work. This is the one thing I have to do.

				I am looking for the things that are buried.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				ONE

				The Larsens first read about the murders on a mid-September evening in Maggie’s senior year of high school, the day they moved to Gill Creek. This was the first time it began to feel like something was looming near them, a little bit off on the horizon. It was also the first day Maggie saw Pauline Boden. She was standing at the lake’s edge and leaning against a boulder, as skinny as a stork, staring out at the water.

				“Someone your age,” Maggie’s mom crooned, pointing across the vast, overgrown field that separated their house from the lake to the thin, white figure on the bank. Maggie looked to her mom in exasperation – they were both out of breath and lugging their suitcases across the yard, but even so, her mom hadn’t given up her relentless mission to point out the positives.

				Maggie dropped her box of linens in front of the porch stairs and surveyed their new house, thinking her mother had her mission cut out for her.

				Her uncle had described the property, which they’d inherited years ago, as “rustic”. In pictures it had looked run-down. In person it was closer to “ramshackle” or “derelict”. They’d never even bothered to come look at it, always planning to sell it when they got around to it – but things had been different then.

				Maggie stood with her hands on her hips and tried to catch her breath, sweat dripping down her temples. They’d already lugged a bunch of boxes onto the front porch, but they hadn’t even started on the furniture in the U-Haul yet. They couldn’t afford movers, so she tried to look like she didn’t mind the work. Now she pulled out her cell phone to see if she had any texts, but there was no signal. She looked around for some kind of hill where she might get better reception, but the land was flat and low to the water. She felt a pang for her friends back home.

				Mrs Larsen rested her hands on her hips too and stared around at the yard. “It’ll take some work, but it really is beautiful. Don’t you think, Maggles?”

				Truthfully the property was beautiful, in a shabby, romantic, old-fashioned way. The house, a yellowing, formerly-white Victorian, looked ancient and barely livable. “Built in 1886,” her dad had said. It slumped on a wide expanse of tall, browning late summer grass that stretched to the shore of Lake Michigan under an expanse of endless blue sky. The grass was alive with grasshoppers twirling from one landing spot to the next, and already Maggie could hear the crickets coming awake. Crickets were a novelty. She’d only ever lived in Chicago, falling asleep to city sounds almost every night for as long as she could remember.

				Making the spot even more serene was the fact that the adjoining property – the one that must belong to the girl on the beach – was spectacular. You could tell where one lot ended and the other began by the deeply green, manicured lawn that started at the property line. A majestic, gleaming white house stood just at the lake’s edge, about a hundred yards from the Larsens’ new front door and partially obscured by a thin forest of pine trees.

				“It’s great,” Maggie said, giving her mom her best “can-do” smile. This was her permanent facial expression these days, whenever she looked at her parents. She wanted them to know that, whatever problems they were dealing with right now, she wasn’t going to be one of them.

				“Have you seen your room?” her dad asked, heaving his way up the stairs with a box of books in his arms, his balding head glistening in the sun.

				Maggie shook her head. She hadn’t even gone inside yet, dropping boxes on the porch though her parents had gone in several times already. It was her way of putting off the inevitable reality of a new home and a new life she didn’t want. But now she faked excitement and followed him inside.

				The interior was covered with a thin layer of dust, and the floors were slightly bowed in the middle, everything wooden and antique and distressed-looking. The kitchen appliances were mustard yellow but the walls were a faded pastel, as if the seventies had vomited all over the fifties. Little artifacts from previous residents lay scattered here and there: a domino on the kitchen floor, a coupon stuck to the refrigerator by a Mickey Mouse magnet. Maggie continued through the kitchen into the living room, which looked out across a crumbling deck toward the blue shimmer of the lake. Turning left toward another open archway, she walked through a web that she had to pick out of her mouth, then moved on down the hall to the stairs.

				She laid her hand on the wobbly banister and creaked her way up to the second floor. To her left she found what she instantly knew would be her room: a nook with a slanted ceiling and a large window that looked out on the grass and across it toward the white house, with a small, yellowing radiator against one wall. The cozy space felt like a hideaway from the world and smelled like trapped summer air; flowery and dusty.

				It made her think of the Dashwoods in Sense and Sensibility, downgrading to a cottage by the sea. She could make the best of it, like they had. And if life ended up being as underwhelming here as she expected…well, it was only a year anyway – then graduation, then real life.

				She walked back downstairs and onto the back deck, where her parents were taking a breather on an ancient porch swing that looked like it would collapse at any moment. Her dad had bought a local paper on their way through town, and he handed her the piece he was done with already. “We’re taking a ten-minute break,” he said. “Absorb some local flavor.” He smiled at her – his apologetic “I’m sorry we’re putting you through this” smile. Maggie took the paper – not because she wanted to read it, but because she wanted to be obliging.

				She sat on the top step of the porch and flipped through the back pages of the section first (a habit), reading about a fishing captain who restored old ships and the latest public appearances of the Princess of the Cherry Festival and a fender bender in Sturgeon Bay. She and her dad exchanged an amused glance; the paper was almost painfully quaint.

				But on the front page was a story about a teenager who’d died in Whitefish Harbor, four towns over. (Maggie remembered driving past it once they’d arrived on the peninsula.) The girl had been found drowned in the lake, floating facedown with no signs of a struggle, and the police were trying to figure out whether it was a suicide, an accident, or something more sinister.

				“Anything interesting, you two?” her mom asked.

				“A girl died,” Maggie said to her mom. “They think she may have killed herself.”

				Mrs Larsen put her hand to her throat, looking slightly sickened. “Oh how awful. Her poor parents.”

				Maggie looked up from her paper and saw the skinny girl along the shore finally turning and walking toward her house.

				“Probably pretty unheard of in a small town like that,” her dad said. “What a shock.”

				“Well,” her mom said, after letting out a long sigh, “the sun’ll be down in about an hour. No rest for the wicked. Let’s get the rest of this stuff inside.”

				Maggie stood without a complaint. Her mom always said she was the world’s only teenager who never complained about anything.
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‘Capfivating.”
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* Anderson weaves an enchanting tale.”
KIRKUS REVIEWS (starred review)

* ‘Many layers create a place of dangerous
wonder.’
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For a ghost, one memory can change your life.
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I've been noficing moths lately.
They seem fo congregate wherever
I am, alighting on my invisible frame.
Outside the cellar window, | watch the
souls of owls and frees and spiders for some
sign to tellme where to go, another soul
like me fo tell me what fo do. The house
breathes while the town is dark, but there
is no one here fo answer me.
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