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JULY
ARLINGTON, VIRGINIA

I was just ten steps away from the Blue Dog|RINO coffee shop where I 
worked when a hand closed tightly around my forearm. I flinched 
as my heart raced. Though I’d pulled my hair into a ponytail, a gust 
of wind grabbed the free ends, looped my hair around my neck, and 
then cinched it.

The hand tightened, jerking me off course as a wind- driven card-
board box tumbled past. Then it let go. “Sorry. Didn’t want you to get 
hit.” The man to whom the voice belonged headed toward the Virginia 
Square metro station, bowing into the wind.

I hated myself because I couldn’t bring myself to hate him. He 
could have no idea he’d left me there on the sidewalk trembling. That 
his grasp had resurrected memories I preferred stay dormant.

As I leaned into the wind, I took a deep breath. Reminded myself 
that I was safe, that I’d left my ex- boyfriend on the other side of the 
river. That he had no hold on me. Not here. Not now.

AAABBB

Every hiss of the espresso maker that morning amplified my anxiety. 
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Every jangle of the bell on the door made me jump. I was well into 
my eight- hour shift before my nerves calmed. And it was several hours 
after that when my ex finally receded from my thoughts.

A hurricane was spinning somewhere out in the Atlantic. As 
always, the DC region was spared the worst of the storm. No hurricane- 
force winds, no rain. But fast- moving clouds, muggy humidity, and 
the gusts of tropical storm– strength winds reminded us of what we 
were missing. As our wind spun in concert with the hurricane, the 
door to the shop by turns wouldn’t shut. Or became almost impossible 
to open. When I took my break, I popped a couple of ibuprofens to 
relieve the pressure building in my head.

My cell phone rang as I was heading back to the floor. I pulled 
it out of my pocket. I didn’t recognize the area code, so I let it roll 
to voicemail, but it added to the dread that had been pooling in my 
stomach since my encounter with the stranger.

I shoved my phone back into my pocket, determined to ignore it.
Corrine jabbed me with her elbow as I tried to pass her on my way 

to the register. “Hey! Your boyfriend’s here.”
“What?” My head whipped out to the tables where she had ges-

tured. My heart stopped for a moment. But then I saw the man had 
red hair, not blond. He was wearing a pair of basketball shorts and a 
T- shirt, both things my ex wouldn’t have been caught dead wearing. 
I forced my lips into a smile as I replied, “I don’t have a boyfriend.”

As we looked at him, though, the man raised a hand in our 
direction.

Corrine laughed. “I think he’d like to audition. Oh!” She jabbed me 
again. “Nice wink!” As always, her dark curls were spun up into a bun 
on top of her head. Her short- sleeved tee revealed the “Nevertheless” 
tattoo on her inner left arm and the “Persist” tattoo on her right. The 
blue apron she wore was the twin of mine.

But I didn’t have a boyfriend. Didn’t want one. Never again.
I stepped away from her so our other coworker, Ty, could open 
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the fridge beneath the counter. Corrine and me? We always found our 
rhythm as we worked together. Ty and me? We were forever bumping 
into each other.

I tried to continue on my way, but Corrine wasn’t done with me. 
“Ooh— Whitney!” Her voice carried over the light jazz playing in the 
background.

As I turned, she flapped her hand at me and then tilted her head 
toward the entrance as a man walked through the door. “Here comes 
Mustache Man. Can you leave him for me? Just for today?”

It was the joke that every man who walked into the shop fell in 
love with me. I didn’t think it was very funny. But I was the newest 
barista and it was worth playing along, so I traded places with her and 
started pulling shots so she could take Mustache Man’s order. Why 
not? It was the little things that made shift work bearable.

By the time things slowed down at the espresso maker, the guy 
by the window was gone. But Mustache Man lingered. He was a rel-
atively recent regular customer. We’d never had to ask for a name for 
his drink because he always ordered a green tea. Iced. Once he got it, 
he sat at the bar by the mobile- order area, angled sideways so his back 
was to the wall. He sipped that tea like he hoped it would last for the 
rest of the day.

Now that he had his order and was sitting at the bar, Corrine 
traded places with me again. From there, she would be able to talk 
to him.

I went on taking orders, juggling the long line of in- person cus-
tomers with the never- ending queue of mobile orders. The printer was 
sprouting labels like politicians sprouted horns.

Our coworker Amber came in about half an hour before I 
clocked out.

I called to her. “Hey— Amber! Can you take over here so I can— ”
She turned her shoulders toward me, pointed to her name tag. 

Maddie.
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“Sorry. I caught you out of the corner of my eye and— ” And she 
had long, straight hair just like Amber did, and they both tended to 
wear bright colors.

As I grabbed a cookie from the pastry case and bagged it for a 
customer, I glanced at my watch. After my shifts ended, I met up with 
high school students at the library for my other job: college- test coach. 
I had ten minutes to make it from the Blue Dog to Central Library. 
With summer vacation in high gear, Mondays were my busiest coach-
ing day. I had back- to- back students from two to eight.

When I wasn’t working at the coffee shop or the library, I was 
studying for the bar exam I’d be taking at the end of the month. I’d 
already graduated from law school, across the river in DC, from one of 
the most prestigious programs in the country. But my degree wouldn’t 
mean anything if I didn’t pass the bar.

In my favor, I’d been one of the top students in my class, and the 
exam was pass/fail. Although most of my peers were taking private 
courses to prepare, I couldn’t afford it. My solution was to check out 
books from the law- school library on a rotating basis and work through 
as many of them as I could. I was already on my second round.

When I wasn’t working or studying?
Sleep. In very short doses.
Maddie and I tag- teamed the counter and the pastry case for a 

while. Then I moved down to the espresso machine and helped fill 
some of the mobile orders that were waiting.

An iced latte.
A brewed coffee.
I recognized one of our regular mobile orders: a large soy mocha 

with just one pump of chocolate syrup. No whip.
Honestly, why bother making it a mocha at all?
I took a peek at my watch: 1:40.
Five more minutes until my shift was over.
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I tore off a label that was coming out of the printer, stuck it to the 
side of a cup, and added it to the others waiting to be made.

Maddie was dealing with a food order, so I went to the register 
and helped the next person in line. And then the next. By that time, 
my shift was long over. I called out my good- bye and stiff- armed the 
swinging door that led from the front area to the back room. Then I 
pocketed my magnetic name tag and drew the apron off over my head 
and looped it over a hook on the wall. I opened my locker and grabbed 
my backpack, plunging my hand inside to search for my phone. I used 
it to clock out, but I’d also need to access an app to unlock the scooter 
I’d have to take to the library.

I let myself out into the hall, making sure the secure door shut 
behind me, and decided to leave through the back door; I didn’t want 
to get trapped into doing anything else out on the floor.

The tropical storm had turned the alley into a wind tunnel, fun-
neling the muggy air from one side of the block to the other. I raised 
a hand to pull my hair off my face and turned into the wind to keep 
it there, pulling my ponytail out to make it a bun. As I stepped away 
from the door, I was surprised to see someone sprawled on the pave-
ment in front of me.

He was lying faceup. A red puddle had formed a halo around 
his head.

He wasn’t— was he— he wasn’t— was he dead?
As I stood there trying to process what I was seeing, the wind sent 

a recycling crate skidding across the cracked pavement.
I jumped.
I glanced up the alley, then down. Nothing was there. Nothing 

but the wind. And a dead man staring up at the cloud- streaked sky.
But behind me, I heard something scrabble across the low, flat roof.
I turned and glanced up. Saw a form silhouetted against the sky. 

Shock turned to panic as I realized he had a gun in his hand. As I 
realized that he had also seen me.
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I turned back toward the door.
But a familiar numbness was spreading over me. The prickle on 

my scalp, the sudden dryness in my mouth. I was living my night-
mares all over again.

As I had done too often in the past, I reverted to form. I froze.
Please. Please. Please.
My thoughts latched onto that one word and refused to let it go.
If I could just punch my code into the keypad, I could slip back 

inside and pull the door shut behind me.
But I couldn’t do anything at all.
My fingers wouldn’t work.
Please. Please. Please.
I willed them to function, but they had long ago learned their 

lesson. In a dangerous situation, the best thing to do was nothing. 
Any movement, any action on my part had always made things worse.

And so I just stood there as my thoughts stuttered.
Fragmented.
And then a garbage truck came rumbling around the corner.
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The truck shuddered to a halt. The horn blasted. A head appeared from 
the window. “Hey! Can you tell that guy to move it?”

I didn’t answer because I was trying to remember the code for the 
keypad at the door and because the person lying in the alley was dead. 
His head was leaking a puddle of blood.

I tried to delete the image of the body by closing my eyes.
It didn’t work.
When I opened them, I realized I was kneeling in the alley beside 

the dead man.
How had I gotten there?
I put a hand to the pavement and pushed myself to standing. Took 

a tottering step toward the door. The man with the gun might still be 
up there on the roof. I had to get back inside.

I put a finger to the keypad, but I still couldn’t remember the code.
I can’t remember the code!
I put a trembling hand to my forehead. Closed my eyes. Took a 

deep breath.
Opened them.
Come on, Whitney!
3357.
Relief collapsed my shoulders and forced the air from my lungs. 

But it was premature. My fingers still wouldn’t work.
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Come on, come on, come on!
One of the garbage collectors had hopped down from the truck 

and gone up to the victim. “Hey! Hey, man, you can’t just— ” He 
swore. “Miss! Miss? This guy is dead!”

I turned around just in time to see him throw up.
I tried to refocus on the keypad, but my heart was pumping so 

hard, so fast, that my vision was pulsating. I blinked hard.
“Miss?”
I didn’t want to turn around again because I’d have to look at the 

body. And I didn’t want to go to the corner and shout for help because 
what if it gave the shooter a better angle to kill me too? Most of all I 
didn’t want to just stand there, out in the open, trying to punch in 
the code.

The garbage collector swore. “This is messed up! I’m calling the 
cops. Hey, you! Hey! Miss!” I heard him, but I didn’t turn around 
because I’d finally solved my problem. I was going to walk past the 
truck to the end of the alley and around to the front of the building 
to get back inside the shop. That way it wouldn’t matter if my fingers 
didn’t work.

I don’t remember doing it, but I must have because suddenly I was 
tugging on the heavy glass door at the front of the shop. The wind 
pressed against it, trying to stop me, but I battled back. The wind 
abruptly gave up, as if in surrender, and I flung the door open, stepping 
from the tempest into a pool of still, cool air.

“Whit?” Corrine called my name from behind the counter. “What 
are you doing here? I thought you left.”

“I did. I— ”
“You okay?”
A couple of the customers waiting for drinks turned toward me. 

One of them gasped.
Someone came up behind me and put a hand to my shoulder.
I whipped around, striking the arm away.
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“Hey!”
I blinked. Recognized the cowry shell necklace of Ty. “S- s- sorry.”
He put down the wet cloth he was holding. “Did you fall or some-

thing? You’ve got blood on your head.”
“I do?” I put my fingertips to my forehead. When I brought them 

down, they were stained red.
Ty wrapped an arm around me. “You okay?” He led me to an 

empty table. “Come over here. Sit down.”
I sat.
The people at the table next to me got up and moved away.
I tried to focus. Tried to push words from my brain to my mouth, 

but nothing happened.
“I’ll go get the first- aid kit.” Ty tried to leave but I wouldn’t let him.
I grabbed hold of his T- shirt. “Not mine.”
“What?”
“Not mine. The blood. It’s not mine.” And then, finally, I found 

the words I wanted to say. “Call the police.”

AAABBB

It didn’t take them long to arrive.
They fanned out into all of the stores on the block. As one of the 

officers escorted me back to the alley, I saw they’d left police cars at 
either end; the squad lights flashed a silent warning. With a garbage 
truck, two police cars, an ambulance, and a whole crew of investiga-
tors, the alley was hosting more traffic than the major thoroughfare 
on the other side of the block.

The garbage collectors were not pleased. They tried to argue that 
they were behind on their schedule and they hadn’t really seen any-
thing anyway.

The police didn’t care.
We were the only leads they had.
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As one of the officers grappled with the crime tape, trying to 
wrestle it from the wind and thread it from the door handle of the 
shop next door and out to the dumpsters at the opposite side of the 
alley, another knelt beside the body.

A man introduced himself. He leaned toward me, past one of the 
investigators, extending his hand. A gust of wind tossed me a whiff 
of his woodsy cologne. He squeezed my hand more than he shook it. 
“Hey. Leo Baroni. I’m a detective with the police department.”

There was a hint of New Jersey in his accent. And in spite of 
the humidity, Detective Baroni was wearing a suit jacket. The inner 
elbows were creased, as if he’d been wearing it for a while.

His black hair had decided to break free from the gel he’d run 
through it. It spilled back onto his forehead from both sides of his part.

He gestured me over to the wall of the building where the wind 
couldn’t reach, then took a notepad and a pen from his jacket pocket 
and began to question me.

“You said you came out of the door at 1:51?”
I nodded.
“That’s very precise.”
“I’d just clocked out. And I didn’t want to be late for my— ” My 

coaching appointment! My heart skipped a long beat and then tried to 
make up for it in double time. I pulled my phone from my backpack, 
thumbed it open, and pulled up my schedule. “Sorry. I just— I’m late 
for work.”

“You just told me you were coming off your shift.”
“At this job. I’m late for my other job. If you could just— ” Hand 

shaking, I held up my phone as I tried to text my student. He’d be 
thrilled at not having to study with me. His parents? I’d have to deal 
with them later.

“So you clocked out and . . . ?”
“Just— ” I sent the text. Slid my phone into my back pocket. 

“Sorry?”
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“You said you came out the door at 1:51. I noted that was very 
precise— ”

“I’d just clocked out. That’s how I remember what time it was. I 
left by the back door.” I gestured behind me.

Beyond us, out in the alley, someone was taking pictures. Someone 
else was investigating a patch of stringy weeds that had grown up 
beside the dumpsters.

“So you came out that door and then what— ”
A text pinged my phone. It was my student.
Could you just tell my parents we had a session?
At a hundred dollars an hour?
No.
I couldn’t. I wouldn’t. Even though, in this area, my fee was a 

bargain.
“Ma’am?”
“I’m sorry. Um— ” I tried to remember what he asked. Tried not 

to remember the man who was lying there in the alley with blood 
pooling around his head.

Behind us, the door cracked open. Corrine poked her head out.
The detective raised a finger. “Just a second— ” He leaned around 

me. “Hey!” He raised his voice to be heard over the wind. “Don’t open 
that door. Please go back inside!”

Corrine ignored him. “You okay, Whit? Just wanted to check 
on you.”

“Please shut the door. Now.”
“I’m fine, Corrine.” Maybe not right that second, but I would be. 

I had to be. I didn’t have time not to be.
The detective shook his head as he resumed his questioning. “You 

came out the door and then what?”
“I don’t know.” I went out the door and then what? “I saw that 

man. The victim. He was lying there on the pavement. I think he was 
already dead.”
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“Did you hear a gunshot?”
“No.” I was trying hard to keep the detective’s shoulder between 

me and the dead man so I wouldn’t have to see him. “Is this going to 
take long?” I needed to get to the library.

The detective shifted.
I could see the body again. The photographer was taking pictures 

of it from every possible angle.
“Did you hear anything as you opened the door?”
“No.” I heard nothing. I saw everything.
“Right. Okay. So you were— where were you standing?”
I walked back to the door and then took a few steps away from 

it toward the alley. “I was right here.” As I stood there speaking, the 
door opened again.

The detective stepped past me and pulled it all the way open.
My manager came out.
“When I said I didn’t want anyone opening this door, I meant it. 

Could you please just— ”
“I’m the manager of this store. I wanted to know if— ”
“After I’m done with Ms. Garrison, I’d like to talk to you. But I’ll 

come around through the front.” He gestured her back through the 
door. “There’s been a murder. The shooter might have been one of 
your customers. The victim might have been one of your customers. 
Either one of them might have come into the alley through this door. 
That means there could be evidence somewhere in that hall. There 
might even be some on the door. And every time someone opens it, 
that evidence gets compromised. So please. Go back inside and tell the 
others to just stay away.”

The manager hesitated for a long moment and then retreated, 
letting the door swing shut behind her.

The detective sighed. “Okay.” We retreated back to the shelter 
of the wall. “So you come out the door, you stop right there”— he 
pointed— “And you’re facing which way?”
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“My back was to the door.”
He made some notes. “Okay. Then what happens?”
“Nothing. Nothing was happening. The man was just lying 

there.” With a hole in his head, staring up at the sky.
A car tried to drive into the alley. The policeman controlling 

access waved him off. Told him to turn around.
Out by the dumpster, one of the investigators squatted. Examined 

something on the ground.
“And what do you do?”
“I wanted to get back inside. But the door had shut. And then I 

heard something on the roof. I looked up and there was a man there. 
I think he was holding a gun. He pointed it at me.”

“And then what happened?”
“That’s when the garbage truck came around the corner.” I pointed 

left, out toward the end of the alley.
The detective wrote some more. “What happened after that?”
“The man on the roof disappeared.”
“Did you notice anything about him?”
“Besides that he was a man?”
“Anything.”
I shook my head. He was a man. He was holding a gun. I was 

almost certain it was a gun.
“What was he wearing?”
I closed my eyes. Tried to recall. “A jacket? Dark. I couldn’t see 

him below the waist.”
“What did he do with the gun?”
“He put it into his jacket.”
“Jacket?” He underlined something in his notebook. “Into the 

pocket?” He patted the outside pocket of his own jacket.
“Inside pocket.”
“Inside jacket pocket. What kind of jacket?”
“Suit jacket.”
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The investigators were moving closer. One of them was inspecting 
the gutter beside us.

“Color?” the detective asked.
“Um. Sorry. What? Color of what?”
“The suit.”
“I don’t know. I don’t remember. It was a dark color.”
“And that was it?”
“That was it. He disappeared.”
He made a few more notes. “Any idea who he was? Had you seen 

him before?”
“I don’t know. I don’t think so.”
We exchanged contact information. He asked me to wait inside 

the coffee shop until he could work up a statement for me to sign.
As I turned to go, I nearly ran into one of the investigators. She 

was holding a Blue Dog coffee cup. Our tagline . . . and other fantasti-
cal beasts, written in cursive, ringed the bottom edge of the cup.

As I held on to her arm for balance, I saw the label.
It was one I’d put on that cup about half an hour before.

Joe
Soy mocha
One pump
No whip

I walked back to the detective. Caught his attention.
He turned away from the wind as he bent to talk to me. “Think 

of something else?”
“I know who the victim is.”
“But you said before that you didn’t recognize him.”
“I didn’t. I don’t. But that cup?” I pointed to the investigator who 

was bagging it. “I gave that cup to that man just before I got off work.”
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He reached past me and gestured to the woman. Took the bag 
from her.

I pointed to the label.
The detective read it. “Joe?”
“He came in every day around one thirty. For a mobile order.”
“So you did know him?”
“I don’t know anything about him except that he usually ordered 

a soy mocha. One pump. No whip.”
He gave the bag back, pulled out his notebook, and made a few 

more notes. “So we’ve got a couple of men with the garbage truck who 
might have seen a guy running down the sidewalk right before they 
turned into the alley and who may or may not have heard a gunshot 
when they were on the other side of the street. They were right in the 
middle of a debate about whether the Nats are going to make it into 
the playoffs, so they can’t say for sure.” He flipped the notebook shut. 
“And then there’s you. You saw the killer and you knew the victim. At 
least we have you.”

That was the moment I was dreading. The moment I finally had 
to tell him. “Not really. You don’t really have me at all.”
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The detective took me around the block and into the coffee shop. It was 
mostly deserted. A police officer seemed to be wrapping up an inter-
view with a pair of customers.

We sat at an empty table. The manager brought us some water. 
By that point, I was long past late for the library. I had already stood 
up my second student and I’d texted the third and fourth to let them 
know I wasn’t coming.

The detective opened up his notepad and took out his pen. “Do 
you mind if we go over this again? You’re the only one who saw the 
murderer and you just told me you can’t be a witness?”

“Not in the traditional way.”
“We don’t have the victim’s wallet. We don’t have his phone. Don’t 

have any identification for him at all. All we have is you and a cof-
fee cup.”

“I know, and I wish— ”
“And now you’re saying all we have is the coffee cup?”
The contrast between the mugginess outside and the coolness of 

air- conditioning had been refreshing at first. Not anymore. I pulled 
one of my hands up into the sleeve of my red blouse and then tucked 
it underneath my other arm.

“Is that what you’re saying?”
“No.”
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“No?”
I shook my head.
“Then what are you saying? I need to understand. Are you asking 

for a lawyer?”
I smiled; I couldn’t help myself. If all went well during my bar 

exam, then I would be able to do a half- decent job of representing 
myself. Even though, of course, no smart lawyer would do that. “No. 
Back in the alley, when I told you that you didn’t have me, what I 
meant was, it’s not that I didn’t see the killer or know the victim, it’s 
that I can’t remember them.”

He sat back. “Oh. Don’t worry. That’s not unusual. Murder is 
traumatic. It might come back to you in pieces, in flashes of memory. 
Or it could replay in an endless loop. The mind is funny that way.”

“That’s what I’ve been trying to say. My mind is particularly 
funny.”

“In what way?”
“I can’t remember faces. I have face blindness.”
“I don’t know what that is. What does that mean?”
“My brain can’t process faces.”
“So maybe we work with a forensic artist to work up an image of 

the shooter. That’s fine.”
He wasn’t listening to me, so he didn’t understand. But that was 

typical. “That won’t help. It’s as if the software that stores facial rec-
ognition inside my brain has been deleted.”

“So what you’re saying is what, exactly?”
“I can’t remember the face of the killer because it was never stored 

in my brain in the first place. I can tell you the killer wore a suit jacket, 
but I will never be able to tell you what his face looked like.”

“Ever?”
“Never.”
“If we can come up with a suspect, would a lineup help jog a 

memory?”
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“There is no memory.” Hysteria fought its way up into my throat. 
I took a deep breath as I tried to think of another way to explain. I 
put my hand up and held it in front of my eyes so that it obscured his 
face from my view. “This is what it’s like when I look at you. I know 
that your hair is black. I can see that you’re wearing a blue suit jacket 
and a white shirt.” He had square shoulders and several chest hairs 
peeking through his open collar. “But I can’t tell you anything about 
your face.”

“Ever? But what if you were to look right at me and I asked you, 
‘What color are my eyes?’ ”

“Always. This is always how it is. It’s how it always has been. And 
that’s all I would be able to tell anyone, ever.”

“So what you’re telling me is that you would never be able to 
recognize the shooter.”

Finally! “Yes.”

AAABBB

He asked me a dozen more questions about the condition and I gave 
him the same answer to every one.

I can’t remember faces.
One of the investigators came in. The detective excused himself 

for a moment to join her. As they talked, he gestured once or twice at 
me. I didn’t have to strain to hear their conversation.

“But she said she saw the shooter.” The investigator seemed 
exasperated.

“I know. And she did. It’s just that she can’t remember.”
False. I could remember. I could remember everything. The only 

thing I couldn’t remember was the face of the killer. I hadn’t told any-
one at work about my condition, but just then I felt like standing on 
the chair and announcing it so everyone could hear. But even if I did, 
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I knew it wouldn’t matter. I’d still be the weirdo. It was better just to 
let people talk and get it over with.

The detective was still speaking. “She says she has face blindness.”
“Face blindness? Is that a thing?”
“It’s a thing.”
Their conversation went on like that for a while. I finally dug 

around in my backpack for my phone and sent a text to my dad, asking 
how his day was.

He texted back, I’m thriving
Thriving? That didn’t sound like my dad. As I was puzzling over 

it, he sent another text.
You
I eyed the single word with suspicion. No complete sentence? No 

punctuation? I felt like asking him for his identification. Maybe he was 
following my advice and taking one of the social media classes down 
at the community center back home.

I texted back, Fine. Except for the murder. Busy day.
Chance of rain anytime soon
After a fall and winter that had featured nonstop rain, the Pacific 

Northwest was now in danger of becoming a tinderbox.
He texted me a cactus emoji.
What was going on? In the space of two hours, my whole world 

had turned upside down. I’d stumbled into a murder and my father 
had discovered emojis.

The detective came back. “Ms. Garrison? I’d like you to watch the 
footage from the security camera with me.”

“Sure. Yes. Of course.”
“See if anything— I mean, I know you won’t recognize any-

body, but maybe you’ll see something that will help you remember. 
Something that’s not a face. I’ll take anything that will help us iden-
tify the victim. Or the killer. The manager said she’d meet me in the 
office?”
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“It’s behind there.” I pointed to the swinging door behind the 
counter.

He took a step forward. Paused. “How do we get back there?” The 
work area was completely enclosed by the counter.

“There’s another door. In the back hall. But you said you didn’t 
want anyone using the hall earlier.”

“It’s fine now. We’ve gone over it.”
I led him back to the door. Punched in the code.
The manager was at her desk. She stood when she saw us.
“I’ll set everything up here.” She gestured to her desk and then 

leaned close to me. “The sooner the police can solve this, the sooner 
business gets back to normal.”

As I put my things into a locker, she sat down in front of her com-
puter. By the time I joined them, she had brought up some footage and 
maximized it to fill the screen.

It was from after the shooting. Police officers and detectives 
walked in and out of view. One of them knelt and picked up some-
thing in the alley. Put it into some sort of bag.

The image froze and then disappeared as the manager tinkered 
with the program. Then more footage appeared. “This is the start of 
the shift, when the first barista came in at four this morning.” She 
vacated the chair.

The detective sat down. Turned to me. “You said the shooting 
happened when?”

“At 1:51.” I stopped myself. “Actually, at some point before 1:51. 
That’s when I came out the door.”

“Can we fast- forward?” he asked the manager. “I’m just looking, 
at the moment, to see who used that door. Besides Ms. Garrison.”

She leaned over and pointed to a button. Then she straightened 
and headed toward the swinging door that led to the counter area. 
“I’m going out on the floor. Let me know if you need anything else.”

Everywhere to Hide_1P.indd   20 4/20/20   3:40 PM



E V E R Y W H E R E  T O  H I D E

21

After the manager left, I watched over the detective’s shoulder as 
he reviewed the footage.

The camera was positioned right above the door. Its fish- eye view 
captured the keypad and a narrow band of the alley. Its purpose seemed 
to be to identify who was coming and going through the back door.

At 1:43, the door opened into the frame and a man appeared. The 
camera caught the top of his head. The door retreated as he stepped 
into full view. As he walked into the alley, the wind flattened his hair 
against his skull. Holding a hand up in front of his eyes, he turned to 
his left, to his right. Then he took a drink from his cup. Seemed to 
look at his watch. Took another drink. Turned to look over his shoul-
der and then down the alley again. Took a drink. Turned his face up 
to the camera.

The detective paused the footage. Pulled out his phone. Called 
someone. “Hey.” He listened a moment before speaking. “Can you 
send someone to check out the roof again? Take another look?” He 
paused again. “Yeah. Thanks. And we need to see if anyone else had 
a camera in the alley or along the street out in front. Go down to the 
metro station, see if we can get their footage too.” He spoke for a few 
more moments and then hung up. “You good?” he asked me.

I nodded.
“Okay. I want you to explain to me exactly what you can see and 

what you can’t. For instance— ” He rewound the footage to the place 
where the victim turned his face full- on to the camera. “What can 
you see here?”

“The man— the victim— he turned around. Before, he was facing 
the dumpster across the alley. Now he’s facing the camera.”

“So you know where his face is.”
“Generally speaking, a person’s head is on top of their shoulders.”
“I’m not trying to take a cheap shot here. I’m trying to understand 

what you can and can’t see. It’s important. The longer it takes to solve 
this, the greater the chance the shooter gets away with it.”
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“I’m sorry.” I sighed. “I apologize. Face blindness has a contin-
uum. Some of us are more affected than others. Here’s how it works 
with me. When I look at someone, I can tell if they’re a child or an 
adult. I have trouble distinguishing adult- sized age unless I can see 
someone as they walk or I get an up- close look at their hands or their 
neck. Or their hair. But people can color their hair. Is a balding man 
with dark hair a young man or is he just vain? I would need other clues 
in order to tell you.”

“What kind of clues?”
“Clothes. Shoes. Those aren’t always accurate, but they can usu-

ally get me safely to one side of sixty or the other. Unless it’s a woman 
having a midlife crisis. Or one trying to keep up with a teenage daugh-
ter. In that case, knees are a dead giveaway. If I can hear someone 
speak, that usually helps me too.”

“If you can’t recognize a face, then how do you know where he’s 
facing?”

“I’m not blind. Which direction are his feet pointing? I can tell if 
I’m looking at someone from the back or from the front. And in that 
footage, I saw him turn around.”

“So it’s only faces.”
“Which is probably why the condition is called face blindness.” 

That was a smart- aleck thing to say, but it really wasn’t as difficult as 
people wanted to make it. “If you think of me intentionally blurring 
out the faces of people I see in order to protect their identities, then 
that would be an accurate way to think about it.”

“Okay. So you see that he turned toward the camera. What else?”
“Can you play it back again?”
He rewound it a few seconds and then let the footage play.
I gave a running commentary as I watched. “He turns away from 

the dumpster. Pauses to look at his watch. Now he’s facing the door. 
It seems like he’s about to turn away again, but he looks up instead.”
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The detective paused the footage. “How do you know that if you 
can’t really see his eyes?”

I shrugged. “I mean— ” There were multiple ways. “The angle of 
his shoulders? The shift in the tilt of his hairline?”

“Okay.”
“Why? Is there anything wrong with any of that?”
“It’s windy.”
“It is.” I answered cautiously because I couldn’t figure out where 

he was trying to go with that information.
“He was looking up and down the alley, he was checking his 

watch.”
“Sipping his coffee. Maybe he was waiting for someone.”
“Right. That’s what I’m thinking. So why did he look up all of a 

sudden?”
“Is that rhetorical? Because if it was, I would ask in return, ‘Why 

do any of us do anything?’ ”
“He was surveying the place. There was no reason for him to look 

up. Not when he was clearly intending to repeat his pattern. Up the 
alley, down the alley, turn and check the door. But he did glance up. 
I’m thinking he must have heard something.”

He let the footage play on.
Immediately after looking up toward the roof, at 1:46, Joe took an 

abrupt step backward and then seemed to wilt. His knees buckled and 
he fell to the ground as his coffee cup hit the pavement and rolled away.

At 1:51, I came out.
I watched myself, on the screen, as I lurched over to the body and 

knelt beside it. I put a hand to his shoulder. Shook him. Put a hand to 
the pavement and braced myself so I could shake him again.

I remembered none of that.
Then I turned around and looked up as I put a hand to my fore-

head. When I drew it away, I left behind streaks of blood.
I stood.
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Stared down at my hands for a moment.
And then my fingers pulsed wide as my head sank into my 

shoulders.
“You screamed.”
“What?”
“You screamed.” The detective pointed to the footage. “You were 

screaming.”
I didn’t remember any of that. None of it. I remembered noth-

ing. I couldn’t even recognize myself. And I hadn’t even heard myself 
scream.

Everywhere to Hide_1P.indd   24 4/20/20   3:40 PM




