
I N V I S I B L E   I N K

© Susan McGarry  • soozsf.com



Invisible Ink  CH 1-6	 2	 © Susan McGarry 2016

CH 1  

I’m in danger of missing my crossing. It’s 8:21 am, only four minutes to go, and I’m still battling 

the rush hour flurry at Crissy Field. This morning it took me forever to find my coffee cart, I 

swear, now jammed between an old lady selling Dungeness crab and a trick-kite artisan. The 

temporary transit services that have sprung up to replace the bridge are in their second year of 

operation and the lack of infrastructure is starting to show. Typical San Francisco. The helicopter 

pad is too close to the float plane dock; sometimes the air traffic controllers have to suddenly 

ground one or the other to straighten out the tangle.

The jet ski fleet is relatively new but already there are complaints. It’s possible that too many 

permits have been issued by the San Francisco Planning Department. A community committee 

has been convened to take testimony from anyone who cares to speak out. I read a transcript of 

the last meeting and the rhetoric is definitely bumping up a notch. One of the speakers (food 

truck serving organic breakfasts) argued that the jet skis were reminiscent of the Venetian 

traghetti, purposefully transporting locals back and forth across the span. Another (big house 

with picture windows overlooking the Bay) likened them to malarial mosquitoes.  

I’m ambivalent about the jet skis. For one thing, you have to don a big black slicker to prevent 

the cold spray from soaking your clothes. The inside feels slimy and it smells weird. My vehicle 

of choice is the ferry. Not as fast but cheaper and more forgiving. I wave to the steward as I run 

towards the ramp, and he waits until I’m onboard to give the all clear. The first couple of minutes 
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I’m in the lounge, sipping coffee from my thermos. Another 8:25 regular waves at me, “Hey, 

Cara.” Sometimes we chat but not this morning. I stow my thermos in my pack and head outside 

onto the deck.

There it is not. A helicopter flies through - the void, some call it. A gap, a wound. Since the 

debris has been cleared it feels like a trick played by the sea and the sky: fill, smooth, erase that 

scar. 

I look backwards to the City instead. At the dock by the Marina Green, and the spires of the 

boats - more boats now than there ever used to be. The flatlands lapped by the Bay. Then the 

hills start their dance, Coit Tower perched on their edge like a wave good-bye. 

Further back, the tall buildings downtown. There’s more of them too, as though someone copy-

pasted them into the background and no one yelled “Stop!”. But they can’t negate the town that’s 

been there longer: pyramid on my left, awkward tower on the right, the church steeples and 

apartment buildings in between. The sudden demarcation of the Presidio; as though the ocean 

heaved up a great swath of greenery to distance itself from the melee that is San Francisco.

The Bay Bridge is there, on the other periphery. I resent it now, where before I pitied its striving.

I hear a squeal. There’s a young woman not far from me, applying sunscreen to the face of her 

little boy. Nanny or mom? I wonder and my thoughts shift to Taima – my baby, my 3-year old 
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daughter. How this morning she slid under the covers on my side of the bed and put her hands on 

my face, her warm chubby little-kid hands, and smiled a secret little smile at me. A new smile. 

Maybe she was remembering a dream for the first time in her life. Maybe she’d just experienced 

a satisfying fart. Whatever it was she had kept it to herself. 

Her usual style is a steady stream of consciousness: “I’m eating my cereal now Mommy, I need 

to go to the bathroom, what are you doing Mommy? look at the bird outside the window, what 

was that noise? I want to play ball now, where is my blue ball, can you play with me Mommy?”

But today was different. More than anything I want to slide back across the grey slate water and 

ponder the mystery of my daughter’s new smile. Instead I’m heading into work, to pitch the 

design for the new Golden Gate Bridge to my boss.  

You should know this about me: I’m a San Francisco native and I love my city. It’s improbable. 

Why put down roots on an earthquake fault? Why not flatten that fifteen degree incline before 

you build the road? How does the weather change constantly but never by more than twenty 

degrees? It doesn’t make sense. That’s probably why this city tugs at your heart. And the biggest 

tug, for me, is the Golden Gate Bridge. Or it was, before the bridge came down. 

You’ve seen the pix, you’ve heard the songs, you might have watched the documentary about 

how it was built (they still screen it at Fort Point). If you visited before BridgeFall you’ve almost 

certainly taken its pic, and you probably walked across it at some point, your face blasted by the 
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wind. Maybe you saw it for the first time when you emerged from the tunnel on the Marin side, 

its two posts pulling you towards the City beyond. Sometimes the rust red arches soared into the 

bright blue sky, sometimes they were shrouded in fog and only popped out as you went under 

them. But they were always breath-taking. 

When the bridge came down I felt it, physically. Like the time I fell off the monkeybars and had 

the wind knocked out of me. The City was in disarray, with armed guards on the corners and 

warnings bleating non-stop. They told us to stay inside because of the fumes. But whenever I 

went out there were people standing silently on the hills, looking north at the blasted metalwork 

as though waiting for it to spring back into place.  

I never imagined that it would become my job to figure out how to get the bridge back up again. 

It was Vanessa who tracked me down and recruited me to join ReBridge. Vanessa Holloway, 

Director of Citywide Planning. Once upon a time I would have been thrilled to hear from her: 

I’m an urban designer, and working with San Francisco’s City Design Group had been one of my 

dream jobs. But now?

“Let me get right to the point,” she said. Her tone was brisk, her hair was pinioned in an updo. 

She was even wearing something that looked startlingly like a 1980’s power suit. “We have an 

immediate need for a manager on the ReBridge team and we’re very interested in having you 

come on board. The work you’ve done for the Victims Association, and of course your portfolio 

- urban design at MIT, your agency work in New York, your time at Mixture…”
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She paused, looked at me with a sideways expression that I would come to know well. “Your 

story is intertwined with BridgeFall in a unique way. You - your family - you’ve become the 

most prominent faces of ReBridge.”

Intertwined, what a word. Twisted up in so many terrible ways. One member of my family was 

injured by the blast that felled the bridge. Another one fingered the perpetrator. Then they both 

disappeared, in one way or another, leaving the rest of us to stumble on without them. 

I shifted in my seat and she leaned towards me, “Right now we only have two designers and 

they’re completely overwhelmed. We want you to step in, hire more people and manage the 

team. I won’t lie, Cara, it will be intense. We’re behind schedule on design and funding both. But 

I feel like you have the skills and the - motivation to get this project trending in the right 

direction.”

Did she really want my skill set, or just my prominent face? I knew I should ask some insightful 

questions but my head was buzzing slightly; I’d been out at Martuni’s the night before and I’d 

had too many of their legendary Lemon Drops. The sun was hi-beaming through the windows 

and riveting into my eyeballs. I longed to put my sunglasses back on.

Anyway, I started six months ago: Cara Lesh, Design Manager, San Francisco ReBridge. It’s 

funny, a  decade ago this job would have been done by a star architect. Now urban designers like 
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me have largely taken their place, especially on projects with limited funds. With virtual design 

tools we can create a quick mock up of what the bridge could look like. Then we use the 

structural data to model materials and cost. A team like mine, just four designers, can pump out 

concepts pretty fast.

That doesn’t mean that people like them. It’s been a challenge on that front, and our latest 

proposal for the new Golden Gate Bridge is not going to make it any easier. I’ve been working 

on this presentation for Vanessa for weeks, and even my own team isn’t one hundred percent 

behind it. But I didn’t take this job to sit on the sidelines. There are plenty of ethical grey areas 

that surround San Francisco like it’s famous fog. Funding for the bridge is just another one.  

Sailboats are everywhere in the Bay this morning; they ring around the ferry like dolphins in a 

pod, they part gracefully as we approach the Marin-side dock. In my childhood there was the 

Bay Area Discovery Museum and a military barracks-turned-day spa; now there’s a whole 

smattering of low-slung office buildings trying to blend into the hill scrub behind. One of them is 

mine. 

When I arrive at Vanessa’s office she’s pecking away at her slate. She gestures for me to sit 

down. Treats me to that sideways glance. Then she asks, “Who is Dayana Silva?”  

When I don’t answer she puts down her slate and looks directly at me. She’s reblued her eyes, I 

think. The rims are a little red and the iris is very bright. I’ve heard it takes almost three weeks 
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before the coloring settles and it starts to look natural. It’s not a procedure I would ever do, my 

eyes are so dark. I could maybe do a lighter brown, or a hazel. But not blue. 

“Dayana Silva,” she repeats, and I realize that I still haven’t answered her. Is my mouth hanging 

open like a cartoon character? I clamp it shut, just in case. 

“Ms. Silva txted me last night. She wants to meet regarding ReBridge. It’s important that you be 

there, she has a proposal for the new bridge that she can only explain to you and I.” Everyone in 

San Francisco has a proposal for the new bridge. But surely not the Silva I know. “Dayana Silva 

claims that she is your sister. And that she would like to avoid the publicity that might result 

from her talking to anyone else before us.”

Tiny pinpricks clamber up my face. “I don’t have a sister,” I say. Like I’m 6 years old.

Vanessa arches her eyebrows. Yes, my stepsister, Mae Rennick, everyone knows her. She was 

the one who turned in the BridgeFall Bomber. But she’s my stepsister, not my sister. The Brady 

Bunch matrix needs another dimension or two to handle our family tree, with all its splinters and 

grafts. Father, mother, stepfather, stepmother, half-brother, stepsister, I’ve got all those. But a 

sister? No. 

I tell Vanessa that I’ll handle it. I’ve dealt with people like this before, I say. Impostors, claiming 

to be who they’re not. People trying to draft off the attention afforded to people in the spotlight, 
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even if the spotlight has landed on them without their consent. I’ll track down this Dayana Silva 

person, my supposed-sister, and see what she has to say about our bridge. 

Vanessa looks relieved. She has enough to do already, with City Hall pestering her for a solid 

plan. Some way to assuage a citizenry that has passed through all the stages of grief, and moved 

on to sheer irritation that their bridge is not yet back. 

I open my displayscreen but Vanessa waves me away. “I know we were going to review your 

proposal today, but I’m completely mired in budget right now. It has to get straightened out first 

or we won’t have a new bridge at all. How about you deal with this Dayana thing and we’ll 

reconvene on design next week, yes?” Inwardly I curse but outwardly I nod, smile, of course, 

next week, reschedule at her convenience. 

My slate buzzes as I reach my desk; Vanessa has forwarded me the txt from Dayana Silva. I read 

it carefully. Surely it’s not Mae. Trying to get to me through my boss? That would be so 

manipulative. Mae may be sullen and obtuse. Fanatic even, but her approach has always been 

straightforward. Right out there for everyone to see, if they’d just taken the time to look.  

Then I read this: “I would like to make sure Cara Lesh attends this meeting. Her privileged 

position as leader of ReBridge design makes her an obvious candidate to review any proposal I 

have to offer.” 
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Privileged. That was Mae’s favorite descriptor to throw my way. More attention, more money, 

more fathers, better schools…. I had no hurdles to clear and she had to work harder for less. 

So maybe this is sibling rivalry, step-sibling rivalry, Cara vs Mae. A bitterness that lies beneath 

the surface, tamped down but never extinguished. Always looking, searching, sniffing for an 

outlet.
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CH 2 

Taima is waiting for her bath. She’s wrapped in a towel, absorbed in some game on the slate 

while I brush out her hair. “Oooooow Mommy!” she squirms. Her curls get so tangled after a day 

at preschool.

“Almost done,” I say but in truth it could be awhile. I’ve already extricated some pieces of 

playdoh and the brush has just hit against a wayward barrette. Best to unearth it before we 

embark upon the washing; Taima is averse to shampoo. “I want it out,” she’ll declare as soon as 

it starts to sud. “It goes in my EYES.”

I’m pulling on the last prong - damnable pink accessory dotted with adorable flowers - when I 

hear her little voice: “Am I a lonely child?”  

My heart clutches. I put down the brush and put my arm around her, “Sweetie, no, of course not! 

You have lots of friends at preschool. And your family too, Daddy and me, and …”

She shakes her head. “Daddy is a lonely child. He doesn’t have any brother.” 

Oooooh… My pulse returns to normal. “You mean only child. Someone who doesn’t have any 

brothers or sisters?” 
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“Only child. Daddy is a only child, am I a, only child?”

I pull her onto my lap, smiling. “Yes. For now. We are three. Remember? One - “

“One, Mommy!” she yells. We play this game often. “Two, Daddy. Three, me!!” She jumps off 

my lap and runs down the hallway. “Daddy, you’re two!” 

I pick up the towel; she’ll be back soon. Other than the shampoo Taima loves her bath. There’s 

the alligator and the fish, there’s the shark that barks, and afterwards she gets to use the hair 

dryer all by herself. 

Our bathroom is cramped. I have to shift my hair care products from the ledge of the tub to the 

windowsill, otherwise they’ll end up in the water along with Taima’s bath toys. Half of them are 

Jesse’s products, I swear. Who knew that men put so much stuff on their face, in their hair, 

before, after, and during shaving, and then there’s the clipping, snipping, trimming, all with 

strange little tools that I’ve never seen before - 

My cataloging is interrupted by the man himself, Jesse, with Taima in his arms. My heart always 

trips a little when I see them close together, father and daughter. Taima looks more like Jesse. 

Her skin is darker than mine, the color of caramel, and her nose is perfectly straight. Maybe her 

mouth and her chin favor me, both of them are curved and pointed like mine. But her eyes are 

light like Jesse’s, and framed with those long, dark lashes that I covet.



Invisible Ink  CH 1-6	 13	 © Susan McGarry 2016

Her hair is all her own: a light brown, streaked with blond, that curls into ringlets. “Bath time, 

Taima. We wash your hair first and then you can play with your toys.” I hand Jesse the baby 

shampoo. I’m not going to be the Evil Hair Washer every time. 

I watch as he cajoles her through the process. “Smile!” I say, as I take a vid. 

Everyone told us we were crazy to have a kid this young. Correction: everyone “hinted strongly” 

that twenty-six was too young to become parents when we both had ambitious career goals. I’m 

not saying that it’s easy - Jesse and I have to tag-team Taima to get her out of the bath and into 

bed. After she’s tucked in Jesse stretches his arms upwards and yawns, “I’m going to bed too. 

You coming?” Soon, I say, but half an hour later I’m still sitting on the couch. 

Checking my hive. I’m not obsessed, I swear. What’s the point of having a hive if you never 

look at it? My vid of Jesse washing Taima’s hair, it turned out so vibe. I scan the reactions, all 

the hearts, the smiles, the “zah, she’s adorb!”. I’m looking for one name in particular and sure 

enough, there she is, exhibiting her trademark pained restraint: always like, never love, never 

comment.

I like to think she’s watching because I created this hive partly for her. Any grandmother would 

want to see posts of their grandchild, especially if they live so far away.
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Anyway, the posts are mostly Taima but I’ve uploaded some pix from my childhood too. There’s 

even one of my original family on the carousel at Golden Gate Park: me, a tiny toddler, on the 

back of a painted horse; my father, Erik, standing next to me; and my mother - her name is 

Samantha, but we call her Sam - sitting behind me on our steed. In the pic we’re all smiling, like 

we belong together but Sam and Erik split up a year later, when I was only three. 

They both recoupled shortly after. By the time I was seven I had a stepsister on my father’s side 

and a half brother from my mother. Three siblings of sorts, but I was the only part-time kid, 

bouncing back and forth between Erik and Sam. It wasn’t that unusual, other kids I knew had 

multiple households too. It was only a topic of conversation when we discussed which house 

held what amenities: video game consoles, sugar cereals, parents who would go out of town for 

the weekend. 

Or when I met a Midwestern boy who’d grown up with the standard arrangement. “Didn’t you 

ever get tired of switching houses every week?” Jesse asked me.

“Nope,” I breezed back, all airy and vibe. I couldn’t remember anything different.

I flick over to a pic of Erik’s old place. It’s a family selfie in front of the house, you can just see 

our Japanese maple by the front door. Erik is crouched behind me - I must be 8 or 9, I’m wearing 

a jersey from my school basketball team. Mae is next to me in a black T and Darien, her mother, 

is beside her, in a tank top of course. Even in the fog Darien would go sleeveless to show off that 
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amazing tattoo on her right shoulder: a breaching whale, Haida style, inked in blue and black. 

I zoom in on our faces, Mae and I, the awkward haircuts and the big-toothed smiles. We weren’t 

close growing up, even though we’d moved into the same house when we were both five, not 

much older than Taima is now. Maybe part-time weakens a bond; maybe it stops it from 

happening at all. Because we never shared clothes, or makeup, or confidences. When we were in 

our tweens Darien would take us both out, for shopping or a pedicure. “Getting girl time” she 

called it. But as soon as we got home, us girls would disperse, Mae to her room and me to mine.

Now that Mae Rennick is Dayana Silva, I know her even less. But she’s still part of my family, 

so what exactly is she trying to do, with that weirdo txt to Vanessa? A proposal for the new 

Golden Gate Bridge… Why the interest in ReBridge at all?

I never did tell Jesse about that txt from Dayana, I realize, and now I wonder if I should. He 

encouraged me to sign on at ReBridge. “Of course it’s a challenge - a high profile project, and 

people reporting to you. But you’re really good at what you do, Cara. If you don’t jump on this, 

you’ll always wonder.” Lately, though, I can tell that he’s worried that my workload is too heavy 

and the stress is out of control. 

Like his job at Volte isn’t just as bad. I pick up my slate: it’s a Volte product, and so is the slite 

that circles my wrist. They’re two of the company’s most successful products and Jesse worked 

on them both. He’s received plenty of recognition for his designs, but he also has to work long 
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hours with those amped-up zahs and their brutal agendas. If anyone knows about workload and 

stress, it’s him. I sigh.

And then I jump; it’s quiet in the apartment and the buzz of my slate is unexpected. 

“Provocation: A house divided against itself cannot stand. The time has come to dissolve the 

Union. #MoralCompass #redux” 

I stare. It’s a ghost tweet from Moral Compass, Mae’s old high school debate club. 

They called it a debate club but it was more like some crazy political group. Students who 

believed in the separation of the United States into distinct regions; they were so earnest about it. 

Mae sent out tweets as “provocations”, historical quotes that supposedly bolstered their cause: 

the house divided, the right of the governed to institute new government, other credo I barely 

remember. Separatists, that was the label they applied to themselves, even though they seemed to 

crave understanding more than escape.

I’d followed @MoralCompass in high school, when I found their fervor entertaining. But tonight 

its resurgence frightens me and I feel a ripple of panic as I sit by myself in the darkened 

apartment. I take a deep breath and channel my meditation app: Be in the present. Not in the 

future. Be in the present. Not in the past. The panic dissipates and is replaced with another 

emotion: anger. 
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First a txt to my boss, now a midnight tweet. Apparently Dayana Silva wants to play games. I 

open a new account, username @BuildItUp, and my first response is this:

“@MoralCompass  Welcome back. Looking forward to hearing more. #BuildItUp 

#libertyandjusticeforall”

Now I’m waiting for her reply.

—-

It’s the very next morning when I spot the brunette at the bus stop. She’s almost as tall as me, 

hair straight and thick, cut just to the chin. Sunglasses in the fog. A beige trench that flaps open 

to reveal a dark grey pencil skirt. Low-heeled pumps and a shiny red purse. 

It’s the purse that makes me pause. It belongs to a different climate, a different daily routine. 

Most of the outfit declares “I’ve dressed sensibly for San Francisco.” The purse whispers “Not 

me, meet me by the pool in 10 minutes.” 

I check my makeup in my slite, like those girls on the subway, manhandling their eyelash curlers 

as the train lurches into the station. I drag a finger across my eyebrow as though questioning its 

arch. In reality I’m watching the brunette over my shoulder, I’m taking a selfie-and-then-some to 
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record her presence. She’s been two seats behind me ever since I got on the 43 bus.

I’m not paranoid, I swear. I’m tired. It was late when I went to bed and then I kept checking my 

slite, watching for a reply from @MoralCompass (nothing), watching the digits on the clock 

increment. It was all very sands through the hourglass. I closed my eyes for one millisecond and 

then it was morning, time to get Taima to daycare and me to work. Kisses for Jesse and we were 

on our way.

That brunette isn’t Mae. But she could be Dayana. How to be sure? I keep waiting for her to 

bump into me and slip a note into my pocket. But when I arrive at the ferry she’s no longer 

around.

My slite pings. I imagine a new provocation, the brunette tapping me on the shoulder as I read. 

But no, it’s my calendar reminding me that I have a status update with the FBI this afternoon. 

Exactly what I don’t need. I was hoping they’d cancel but instead the meeting has been upgraded 

to “Critical”. That means in-person and on-time.  

Keep calm and carry on, Cara. But when I get on the ferry there’s the brunette, sitting at my 

booth, sunglasses still in place. She’s pulling a slate from that damn red purse and suddenly I feel 

spooked. I should just march over there and ask “Dayana?” but instead I turn around and snake 

off the boat, down the dock, and into the Warming Hut. I order a macchiato and I watch as my 

ferry steams off towards Marin. 
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That’s when I receive the reply:

“@BuildItUp  ReBridge needs more dedicated employees like you. Let’s meet soon to discuss 

next steps. #MoralCompass #redux #citybythebay”

—-

I don’t go into the office. I work from the City in the morning and at 3:00 I show up at FBI 

headquarters for my meeting, right on time. 

“Ms. Lesh. This way please.” It’s Agent Wiley; the cowboy twang of a distant accent slides 

underneath his vowels but there’s never a smile to go with it. Pleasantries are not his department.

I remember the first time we met, just after they arrested the BridgeFall Bomber. The FBI 

contacted me to request an interview, very terse and official. They directed me to a charmless 

bunker in some no-name part of the City. Agent Wiley was pretty charmless as well. He gave me 

one piercing scan and then instructed me to wait outside in the hallway. A long hallway, with 

buzzing fluorescent lights and grey folding chairs that defied comfort. Even if you sat up 

straight, there was no support for your lower back or your shoulder blades... 

We’re walking down that hallway now. “Is this about the trial?” I ask, but Wiley declines to 
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answer. We continue past his office and he ushers me into a large conference room, one I’ve 

never seen before, with a big table and high-backed chairs.

Wiley has a new friend. She must be the good cop. She is small and twinkly where he is lean and 

sour. Her name is Special Agent Farrah Bollon and she is especially solicitous of my comfort. “I 

can turn up the air conditioning if you’re feeling warm, Ms. Lesh.” I say no thanks but I worry, 

am I sweating?

She smiles and tosses her hair, suspiciously blond like her namesake. “First of all, Glenn tells me 

that your family has been very cooperative during this entire investigation. For that we want to 

thank you. It makes our job so much easier.” Glenn. She must be talking about Agent Wiley. To 

think that all this time he’s had a first name. 

“We’re at the point now where we can announce a trial date - the beginning of June, almost a 

month from now.” I’ve been expecting this, but the news still makes my heart beat faster. “We 

wanted you to know first. Our conference with the sources is on Monday. After that we expect 

that there will be increased attention to all the BridgeFall victims and their families.” 

Farrah consults her slate. “The FBI is committed first and foremost to the well-being of the 

victims. Your stepfather, Mr Andrei Isayov - is still critically impaired?” I nod, and she shakes 

her head slowly. “That’s why this trial is so important, Ms. Lesh. And that’s why I’m here, to 

oversee the final stages of the investigation. To make sure that the perpetrator is brought to 
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justice.”

“Frey Marsh.” I can say his name out loud. Frey Marsh, the BridgeFall Bomber. 

Frey Marsh, former boyfriend of Mae Rennick, aka Dayna Silva, aka my stepsister.

“Yes,” Farrah says. She hesitates. “We’d also like to announce the names of our key witnesses. 

Now, as you know, our agents have been in contact with your stepsister, Mae Rennick - “

Farrah pauses and puts her hand to her head. She’s seeing the situation from my perspective for 

the first time, I can tell. My stepfather, Andrei, injured by the fucked up ex-boyfriend of my 

stepsister, Mae. Andrei from my Mom’s side and Mae from my Dad’s. My gangly family tree, 

busted in half by BridgeFall.

“Mae Rennick, yes,” she continues,“our agents have been talking to her on a regular basis as the 

investigation against Mr. Marsh proceeded. She’s helped us chronicle his descent into violence, 

the prosecutor feels that those details are going to be crucial to Mr. Marsh’s conviction. But just 

recently we’ve had a problem getting in touch - ”

Glenn interjects. “I spent hours interviewing her. Everything was proceeding correctly until Ms. 

Rennick compromised the protocol.”
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Farrah rushes back in. “We’re not jumping to conclusions. We’re just at a loss to explain this 

breach in procedure. In fact, we’re hoping that you can help us out.”

Shite, here comes the tricky part. I’m a good liar but this is the FBI, I have to be careful. I grope 

for my coffee cup; lukewarm is better than none.

“What we’re about to tell you is highly confidential. It cannot leave this room.” Agent Wiley 

stands up. “Ms. Rennick altered her identity after she fled to Venezuela. No doubt she was 

terrified after being assaulted by Mr. Marsh. She changed her name to Dayana Silva.” He presses 

a button. “She also reconfigured her face.” 

Images of Dayana flash onto the displayscreen on the front wall. I try to look surprised but I’ve 

seen this before: the blonde hair, the cheekbones, the pixie-ish nose. I squint at the images. If 

she’s dyed her blonde back to brown? Bought a red purse? It could be the brunette who’s been 

following me around. 

Farrah leans forward. “I know it must be strange to hear about her new identity from us. But Ms. 

Rennick - Ms. Silva - was given strict instructions to not talk to anyone in the US except through 

our agents. Even with a new identity, and Mr. Marsh in custody, we worried about the possibility 

of co-conspirators. People affiliated with Mr. Marsh who might be angry that she had turned him 

in.”
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Darien was frantic when Mae’s statement was leaked to the sources, and even more desperate 

when Mae herself never materialized. The only thing that kept her sane was her belief that the 

authorities were keeping her daughter safe. 

“We’d made arrangements for Ms Silva to arrive in San Francisco one week before the trial,” 

Farrah continues. “And she promised us that she would honor those arrangements. She wants 

Mr. Marsh to be definitively convicted, even if it means that she has to leave Venezuela and 

reveal her new identity. But the trial is just weeks from now and suddenly - we can’t find her 

anywhere.”

The pic stream is still flowing by: Dayana at a farmer’s market, Dayana walking into some kind 

of school, Dayana exiting a house. The FBI was tracking her all over Caracas - how the hell did 

they lose her? 

Wiley is tired; his mustache droops, his accent is more pronounced. “We think she’s on her way 

to the US. With a face that people don’t recognize yet, she has some degrees of freedom. But 

since we don’t know why she decided to leave, we’re not sure where she’s headed.”

Farrah is looking at me intently. Maybe I’ve been too quiet. “We’re especially counting on you, 

Ms. Lesh. You and Dayana grew up together, you’re the same age. It would be natural for her to 

contact you, whatever her agenda.” Their sudden accuracy is unnerving. I think about the txt to 

Vanessa. The tweet I fired off. I think of coming crystal clear clean, right this instant. 
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My conscience stalls. “Mae and I were never that close.” My tone is a little belligerent, like 

they’ve presumed too much. “She’d be much more likely to contact her mother.” 

Farrah and Wiley exchange glances. It’s then I realize that they’ve lost Darien too.
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CH 3

San Francisco has Goldilocks weather: it’s never too hot, it’s never too cold. It’s always just 

right for exercising outdoors. Even when you’d rather be inside, on a Saturday morning. 

Updating the family calendar and crafting your to do list. Recovering from the week you had 

while you consider the one to come.

The week I had was exhausting. First my meeting with Vanessa, then my session with the FBI. 

Last night I told Jesse what Wiley and his colleague had relayed to me. He’s never even met 

Mae, but he summed up the story neatly: “So Mae turns into Dayana, and now she’s disappeared 

completely. Maybe Darien with her. And the trial starts in a couple of weeks, so the FBI is 

freaking out.” 

“Yes, exactly,” I said. I should have told Jesse the rest of it right then, about Dayana’s txt to 

Vanessa and the tweets from @MoralCompass. Although, why start a big discussion so late at 

night? Tomorrow, I decided. But when I dragged my eyes open this morning the conversation 

seemed equally daunting. I leant over Taima, kissed Jesse gently on the cheek and whispered, 

“I’m going for my run.”

I run because Philip nags me. In fact I’m running with him right now - virtually at least. I can see 

on my slite that he’s about a half mile in front. He thinks that we could run at the same pace if 

I’d just train properly. He’s set up a program especially for me: food, exercise, sleep. “Zah, if I 
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can stay on track, so can you,” he says.

Philip is my younger brother, my half-brother, to be precise. Same mother, different father. Born 

when I was 7 years old, the age difference enough that I regarded him as entertainment rather 

than competition. I talked about him non-stop: My dad is Erik but his dad is Andrei. He calls me 

CayCay because he can’t pronounce Cara. He laughs really hard when I push him in the swing at 

the playground. He only has one house because he lives with Sam and Andrei the WHOLE time.

It was fun having a baby brother. I could teach him things, like how to go down the slide fast or 

how to stack his blocks really high. When he went to kindergarten I was allowed to go with him 

to the classroom on his first day. He held my hand tight, so tight it hurt me and I almost had to 

pull it away. But instead I walked him over to the aquarium on his teacher’s desk. “Look, 

Philip,” I said, pointing to the lone goldfish meandering around the bowl. “I think the fish wants 

to be your friend.” 

“OK,” he said. He put his little hand on the tank, just for a moment, and then pulled it away. But 

when I went to leave he was standing next to the tank with a proprietary air. “That fish is my 

age,” I heard him say to his new classmate, a runny-nosed boy with a big grin and a shock of red 

hair. 

He was cute, my little brother. Unlike me, he had our mother’s blond hair. Unlike hers it was 

curly and thick, springy almost. So fun to style. Even as a toddler he would sit still as my friends 
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and I  accessorized him. “Look at my Barbie butterflies, Mommy. Cara and Julie put them on 

me.”  

A car beeps at me as I crest the hill. Fucker, I think but I don’t say it out loud, I’m too out of 

breath. Sometimes I wonder if the regimen that Philip has crafted for me has an element of 

revenge. When I complained that the goals were too ambitious he shook his head. “You were the 

basketball star in high school,” he reminded me. He didn’t add, “And I was the couch potato” but 

the reversal of fortune was implied.

I will say this: once Philip finally decides to do something, he throws himself at it with obsessive 

zeal. First it was the fish. He acquired so many different kinds, some of them with hellish Latin 

names. “See the crossbands on the Gourami?” He’d shine his pointer into one of the tanks that 

littered his bedroom. “They’re really faint on this Selatanensis. They’re much darker on some of 

the others.” I would squint into the water, stymied, while he cataloged the rest. Now he’s is a 

full-time researcher at the Monterey Bay Aquarium, probably the only one without a college 

degree.

And he’s a fitness freak. It started with the walking but now it’s progressed much farther, in true 

Philip style. He’s running every day, lifting weights, scarfing down supplements. He even went 

to night school to get certified as a trainer. Definitely not a couch potato anymore. In my opinion 

he’s almost too thin, but when I voiced my concern he shook his head. “I might look skinny but 

it’s mostly muscle.” Then he looked at me with a critical eye, “You know, Cara, I could help you 
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build up some muscle.” And that’s how I became his first client. 

When I round the corner Philip is stretching at the bottom of the stairs, like the good runner he’s 

become. We always finish our runs at the same place, in the park, near Andrei’s neighborhood. I 

want to tell Philip about Mae. Dayana. The txt, the tweets, the stalker. He knows how to keep a 

secret. But I’m afraid to dislodge him from his even keel. Philip can talk about fish. He can talk 

about fitness. He can even talk about Andrei in the present tense. But he can’t talk about 

BridgeFall, or Frey Marsh, or Mae.

When I reach Philip, panting, he slaps me on the back, “Good run. Ready?” I nod and we sprint 

up the stairs. 50 steps, I’ve counted them many times. From the soccer fields … 10 … to Andrei 

and his, … 20 …. my, neighbors … 30 …. just past the landing … 40 … at the top … 50.

Andrei comes forward to greet us, a little stiffly and the wind blows at his beard. 50 steps, and it 

never gets easier. 

—-

Tendrils of fog are streaming across the blue of the sky as we walk back to my car. “You staying 

at Mom’s tonight?” I ask Philip.  

He shakes his head. “Nah, not tonight. Just having lunch then - ” He lapses into silence. Maybe 
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he’s tired. Maybe he’s thinking about how the house has become “Mom’s” now that Andrei 

doesn’t live there anymore. Because Andrei lives in a tent, at the top of the stairs in this park. I 

think of Farrah’s description: critically impaired. The bridge is going back up but Andrei will 

never be himself again. 

Philip gets in and I drive him to the house that we used to share: Philip, Andrei, Sam and I. It still 

looks the same, a typical San Francisco mongrel, Victorian here, Edwardian there. “You coming 

in?” Philip asks.

“Not today. But I’ll see you and Mom for dinner tomorrow, right?” 

“Yeah, dinner. Hey - ” He leans over and squeezes my shoulder. “Don’t forget to do your 

homework.”

 

I roll my eyes as I drive away. This is one of Philip’s big ideas, to have his clients study up on 

the science of exercise and nutrition so he can talk with them in detail about their program. I 

wish it made me more enthusiastic, like he thinks it will, but instead I’m resentful of yet another 

demand on my time. 

Speaking of which, I need to go by my father’s place. I need to talk to him now, for a variety of 

reasons. “Go to Erik’s,” I tell my car, “with music please”. Whenever I’m driving alone I like to 

create a little party in the bubble of my car.  I lean back as the autopilot kicks in and the first 
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song begins: Beasties, Sabotage, 1994. “Louder,” I command.

Yes, the Beastie Boys. My music profi is a little crazy for someone my age, and that’s mostly 

Andrei’s doing. When I started high school Andrei assigned me a special project. Took me 

downstairs and opened a room that had always been locked. When the door swung wide I saw 

that it was packed, floor to ceiling, with vinyl. His favorites were early 80s punk and classical 

strings but he had a wide variety, starting from 1972 (the year of his birth). I spun around. Yo-Yo 

Ma, Patti Smith, Beastie Boys, Cramps, Radiohead... He was about halfway through ripping 

them all to digital. “You can help,” Andrei said, smiling broadly. “There’s no particular order. 

Just choose what you want to listen to.”

I spent hours in the basement listening to the music while it translated itself into bits and bytes. 

Extra credit: Philip was not allowed in the Record Room, as we called it. He was only 9, too 

young to handle vinyl, and this restriction was not pleasing to Prince Philip; several times he had 

to be physically restrained from kicking on the door. “When you’re a teenager,” explained 

Andrei. But by then Philip had withdrawn into his own world.  

Sabotage. Sometimes I feel like all I have left of Andrei is the music that he loved. “Louder,” I 

say again, as those squeaky guitar riffs start ratcheting up, and I let the song pull me away: 

scratch, scream, nasal rap, until the last note swells and fades. 

The car parks and I buzz in. Erik is standing in the doorway as I come up the stairs. A lot of 



Invisible Ink  CH 1-6	 31	 © Susan McGarry 2016

people mistake my father for a much younger man, especially on his good days. He’s tall and 

rangy, with a full head of dark hair that’s only now starting to grey. “It’s the Swedish blood,” he 

claims. He was born in Sweden, lived there until his parents emigrated to Canada when he was 

nine years old.  

He’s starting his biofeed therapy next week. I can tell he’s nervous because he’s called me every 

day this week to talk about something completely unrelated. Yesterday he wanted to know which 

tasker I’d used to clean the windows of our apartment. The day before it was the name of the 

lead actor from Breaking Bad, that TV show we used to watch together. It’s making me a little 

crazy, I swear.

Biofeed is an experimental treatment, and part of the protocol is weaning the participant off their 

anti-depressant meds before their first session. Erik says he wants to give them up but I’m not 

convinced. When I talked to him yesterday morning I could hear the rattle of pills against a 

bottle, the slurge of a water dispenser. Clearly he’s still dosing at least once a day. 

They had to up his intake after BridgeFall, that’s part of the problem. I’d key into his apartment 

and find him on the couch, sitting in front of a blank displayscreen. “I can’t watch it come down 

again,” he’d say, in a voice gone scratchy with disuse. He wasn’t the only one having that 

reaction. But his despair was layered on years of residual depression; I didn’t want him to slide 

any further down that slope.
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Jesse thinks I worry too much about Erik. “He’s not that frail. He was hiking in Yosemite at 

Easter, he’s in better shape than most guys his age.” 

“But when he got home, he stayed in his apartment for over a week. I had to practically bribe 

him to come and see Taima, don’t you remember?” 

“Yes, I remember.” Jesse looked discouraged. His family dynamic is so different from mine. His 

parents are still together, for one thing. And owners of a successful business, the GoodGrow 

organic food empire. They live in Colorado but they visit us regularly, especially now that they 

have a granddaughter. They’re not so normal, I swear, but his family-drama quotient is low 

compared to mine.

Anyway Erik and I have always been close. When I was little he stayed at home to raise me. And 

when I got older he stayed involved: helped me with homework, took me climbing, cheered me 

on at my basketball games. He’s my dad; he wants the best of everything for me, and it breaks 

my heart a little every time I see him unhappy. 

As I get to the door he gives me a big hug - but not much of a smile. “Should we go out for a 

walk?” I ask him before he closes the door. I try not to sound like I’m talking to my toddler. 

“It’s OK,” Erik replies. That means no. So we sit in the relative gloom of his living room. I itch 

to open up the blinds but last time he’d stopped me. “That guy across the street can see right in,” 
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he’d  explained. “I don’t like him knowing what I’m doing.”

I thought a walk might make it easier to talk to my father, about his biofeed appointment, and the 

upcoming trial. I want to tell him a little about my visit to the FBI, maybe even broach the 

subject of Darien’s disappearance. Carefully, because despite what Jesse says, I know that Erik is 

still fragile from their breakup. Part of it is the rate of change that followed: Darien moving back 

to Phoenix, Erik selling their house and ending up in this apartment. But part of it is - sorrow. 

Even if they were both ready for it to end, a 20 year relationship doesn’t dissolve without leaving 

some emotional residue.

“So,” I begin. Have you talked to Darien lately? And did she tell you where she’s hiding, with 

her daughter, Mae-slash-Dayana? Fuck. 

“So I just finished running with Philip,” I say, in my bright voice. Erik is a life-long runner, I 

know he’s intrigued by Philip’s fitness journey. 

Correction: he’s usually intrigued. Right now he’s studying his slate, propped up on his lap, 

watching the fog line move towards us on his weather app. Suddenly I feel like yelling, Open the 

blinds! Surely the fog has fully descended by now, canceling out the voyeuristic neighbor and his 

mint green house. Open the blinds and see what’s going on outside!

I take a deep breath. And as I exhale, I have a brilliant idea. “Dad, is there a Bay to Breakers 
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team looking for an extra person? Dad?” Erik finally looks up at me. “Is anyone looking for a 

race partner? Because I bet Philip would do the race this year if he didn’t have to run it alone.”  

“Not sure. I missed the last meeting.” Erik looks away. “Anyway, I’ve been thinking, I might not 

help with this year’s race.” 

“What do you mean? You love the race!” 

I’m genuinely shocked. Erik is on the planning committee for Bay to Breakers, San Francisco’s 

most famous running race, and he’s been involved for years. For more than a decade, and his 

enthusiasm has never lagged. He even supported the committee members who quietly pressured 

the City to keep the race going after BridgeFall. Why would he quit now?

Erik shrugs. “It’s such a pain to get to the meetings from here. And Ella Begley is on the 

committee this year. She talks too much, I never get a word in.” 

That seems unlikely. I go and sit next to him on the couch. “Is this about the new therapy? 

Because you don’t have to do it, it was just an idea. I can postpone the appointment, or you can 

go back to your old therapist. Maybe something like that is too much to take on right now - “

Erik shakes his head. “The guy who delivered my groceries said he heard that the FBI is going to 

extradite Mae and make her come back to the US. Is that true? I haven’t seen Mae in such a long 
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time, I don’t know how to contact her. I don’t even know if she would want to talk to me. I tried 

to get in touch with Darien this morning but I haven’t heard back…” His forehead creases and 

suddenly he looks - old.

Goddamn gossipy delivery boy. “Dad, please - The info on those leak sites is never correct. I met 

with the FBI yesterday, I was just about to tell you. Mae is coming back to San Francisco, but 

she’s coming voluntarily, to testify against Frey at his trial.” I put my hand on his shoulder. “And 

Mae can figure out how to contact you. You don’t have to worry about her. OK?” I dip my head 

to look him directly in the eye, and he nods slowly in response.

My slite pings gently. “I have to go, I have to pick up Taima at her swimming lesson.” I stand up 

and grab my purse. “But listen, you can uber to the Bay to Breakers meetings. Promise me you’ll 

go the next one. You can come by our place after and read Taima her bedtime story, then I’ll 

drive you home.”

“OK.” Erik can’t help but smile when I mention his granddaughter. He’s still smiling as he 

waves good-bye from his doorway. I’m smiling too until I walk outside and see the drone 

hovering nearby. It’s what I’ve been dreading: the razzis are back.
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CH 4

We live in a neighborhood called Dogpatch, on the 3rd floor of an old shipping warehouse that 

was partitioned into apartments a decade ago. It’s not especially modern and the layout is awk-

ward. After Jesse moved in it was crowded, and after Taima’s arrival we had to convert our tiny 

office into a bedroom of sorts. But it has one killer feature: light. The whole southern exposure 

has windows that stretch floor to ceiling, squares of leaded glass that look out over the Bay. I’m 

standing there now, watching a shock of sparrows as they fly by, dipping and rising like music. 

And Jesse is watching me.

To be honest, I’m scanning for drones. The razzis use them to track their targets so they don’t 

have to sit outside and wait for them to appear. We had to deal with them all the time after 

BridgeFall but as time passed - two years! - they got bored and left us alone. Now the hint of a 

trial has renewed their interest. The drone at Erik’s place didn’t follow me yesterday, I checked 

all the way home, but that means it’s still sitting in wait for him.

There’s a group of old cranes that sit next to this section of the Bay. Not the birds, the machines - 

lifters that hoist a heavy burden and swing it through the air to a new destination. These ones 

never seem to function though, they’re frozen there like skeletal dinosaurs from another age. At 

night you can hear them; people say it’s the wind but I think they low softly to each other as they 

huddle together against the mist. 
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Today there’s not even a breeze and the sun glitters on the flat plate of the Bay. I told Erik 

yesterday, forget about Mae, but I’m having trouble doing that now. I reread her tweets last 

night: “#MoralCompass #redux”. I looked up the meaning of redux: “revived.” 

Dayana has thrown down a gauntlet. But I’m reluctant to pick it up until I understand the 

conditions of our duel. I’d tweeted back:

“@MoralCompass  ReBridge does need more. Especially feedback from concerned citizens like 

you. Awaiting the opportunity. #BuildItUp #unitedwestand “

No answer yet. I really should tell Jesse about the txt and the tweets. This morning, in the 

shower, I formulated my story. And when I walked into our bedroom afterwards there he was, it 

would have been so easy to blurt it out. But then I saw the look on his face. Not the hey sexy, 

you look good naked look. The new one, where he scans my face quickly once, and then always 

a second time.

Jesse agreed to keep quiet about Mae’s transformation into Dayana; no one else in my family is 

ready to cope with that news yet. But if I reveal the whole story to him - Dayana’s txt to 

Vanessa, her bridge proposal, the tweets - he’ll want me to come clean to Wiley right away. He 

won’t understand. I’m skating on the edge of perjury; it’s wobbly and I don’t like it.

“Cara!” Jesse says, and I turn, guilty. But he’s pointing to a message from our friend Betsy on 
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the displayscreen: her daughter Jasmine has broken her leg at a soccer game and they’re stuck at 

the ER. Can we look after Chase? Of course we can. I grab the car keys and head out the door.

I met Betsy at a mothers-to-be-group in our neighborhood, just before I had Taima. The yoga-

pants would take off at 11 sharp leaving the two of us, by far the youngest, to nurse our decaf 

lattes. My mother claims that Betsy looks like Sinead O’Connor “in her pope-bashing years”, 

with her shaved head and her piercings. When I told Betsy she looked at me blankly, “Who’s 

she?”  

Betsy is a stoic. Single mother, two kids: Jasmine, 7, and Chase, 3. “Musician,” was all she’d say 

about their father for the longest time. Maybe pregnancy fast-forwarded our friendship because I 

always seem to be asking her for help. But today it’s my turn. I bring her a latte and she hands 

me Chase’s backpack. “He’s kinda freaked out,” she whispers over his little blond head. 

Chase and Taima are best friends. But today Chase is unhappy, refusing to play with Taima and 

inconsolable unless he’s watching a Disney vid. Even Jesse, whom he worships, gets nowhere 

with him. So Chase sits in the living room while Taima follows me around: “Why Chase won’t 

play with me Mommy? He won’t play with Duck-a-luck too. I took him Duck-a-luck and he said 

No! He won’t play at all.”

I crouch down to her. “I know sweetie. I think Chase is just having a tough day. He’s worried 

about his sister maybe.”
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“Why is he worried Mommy?”

“I told you sweetie, Jasmine broke her leg today. She’s going to be fine, she’s at the doctor’s 

now. But maybe Chase is a little scared.”

“I’m going to go tell him Mommy. I’m going to tell him to be not scared. Jasmine is fine.”

“OK but don’t be surprised if he doesn’t cheer up. I think he’s just in a bad mood.”

Taima looks at me with her big hazel eyes. “Sometimes I cheer up. I think Chase will cheer up 

Mommy. I’ll go see OK?”  And she runs off to the living room. Two minutes later she’s back, in 

tears.  

Dealing with two out-of-sorts toddlers sucks all the intelligence out of Jesse and me. It’s not until 

Betsy txts that she and Jasmine are home that we realize: Sam and Philip are coming over for 

dinner tonight. And not just any dinner - veggie lasagna, prescribed by Coach Philip himself. 

Jesse starts chopping vegetables and I swear softly, very softly, as I buckle Taima and Chase into 

their seats. 

I’m hoping for a quick drop-off at Betsy’s place but Jasmine is proudly showing off her cast. 

Taima draws a green smiley face with a big “T” underneath. Then Jasmine’s friend Noella 
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arrives. Noella always wears ribbons in her hair, and she and Jasmine are expert - I don’t know 

the technical term but they can slap hands so quickly it’s a blur. “Elevator elevator First floor 

STOP Second floor STOP Third floor TURN AROUND Fourth floor OUTTA TOWN!” they 

chant. 

Taima watches, entranced. “Mommy can I have rib-buns too?” she asks as we drive home. 

Dinner is going to be way late. The vegetables are done but Jesse has abandoned the rest of the 

prep in favor of the baseball game. I poke my head into the living room: “Can you txt Philip and 

get him to pick up some beer?” He nods but he doesn’t even look at me. Focus, switch. He’s 

absorbed in something else.  

I’m pulling cans of tomato sauce out of the cupboard when I hear the guest-entry ding. 

“Grandmaaaaa!”  Taima runs to the door to greet my mother and I watch as Sam bends down to 

pick her up. It takes longer than I expect. Yes, she’s in her 60s. But Sam has always seemed so 

vital, so ongoing. At first I thought BridgeFall would ruin her but she’s come through stronger 

than ever in a way. She needed to be there for Philip after all. 

“Helloooooo sweetiecakes!” says Sam as she gives Taima a big hug and a little spin. “Whatcha' 

doing?”

“I'm helping!” says Taima. She drags Sam back towards the kitchen. “I'm helping Mommy, 
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Mommy's making lasagna.”

“Oh yeah,” says Sam. “Where's your Daddy?”

“Daddy's watching GIANTS,” says Taima, jumping up and down. She’s a baseball fan already. 

Sam frowns slightly, then smooths her face as she catches my eye. But it’s too late. I can see the 

headline in the bubble over her head: “Woman in Kitchen While Man Watches Sports.”

I know Sam thinks of me as old-fashioned. Even more irritating: she thinks of herself as 

someone who questions society’s norms while others around her follow them without thinking. 

She’s a little exhausting about the whole thing, I swear. Almost as if she’s afraid that deep down, 

she’s not that original.

Sam has dreams for me, I think they were hers once: to serve the community, as a politician 

perhaps. Not a housewife or a stay-at-home mom. I’ve explained that these concepts aren’t 

anathema to women of my generation; they’re cobwebs that we push aside if we want to, and for 

some they’re life goals. I thought she’d ratchet it down when I went back to work at ReBridge, 

but no. She keeps recruiting me to fight against an enemy whose form I can’t decipher. 

I hand her a block of mozzarella and a grater. “I need a cup. Please.” Us feminists need to chat. 
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I’m mincing garlic, I have to pay attention so I don’t chop my fingers instead. “I met with Wiley 

on Friday. They’re thinking the trial will be in early June. And they’ve scheduled Mae to 

testify.”

She’s barely started grating and now she stops.

“She’ll be back in San Francisco soon I guess.” I prise another clove from the garlic head. 

Peeling garlic irritates me, the skin always sticks to my fingers. “Wiley wouldn’t give me any 

details about her testimony. You know how he is.”

“Yes I do.” Sam starts grating again. My mother has no love for Wiley. He once called Andrei an 

“unwitting victim” and she’ll never forgive him for that.

“Erik knows.” My knife k-k-kicks against the chopping board. Really Jesse should be doing this, 

he’s got more patience when it comes to mincing, he gets the pieces really small. 

It doesn’t matter. I add my garlic to the saucepan, stir until I smell its fragrance, then dump in the 

tomato sauce. “I think Erik might be nervous about seeing Mae again. I guess I wouldn’t blame 

him.”

“Well I’m sure Mae would appreciate Erik’s support. What she’s doing is brave. Enormously 

brave.” My mother hands me the cup full of torn up cheese. I take it from her numbly. Brave? 
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“To take the stand against someone so evil, that takes courage. To face up to someone who 

turned against her so violently.”

Face up - good one, Mom. She doesn’t know yet, how ironic her choice of words. I feel my 

untold story straining at its leash. I guess I didn’t expect her to be enthused about Mae being in 

town. I know that Mae wasn’t responsible for BridgeFall, but she did participate in the 

movement that ignited it. She did lead that monster into our midst. 

Philip walks into the kitchen but my mother is tearing spinach into bite-sized pieces and she’s on 

a roll now, she doesn’t even notice him. “That girl had it rough from the beginning. I think she 

was just one of those vulnerable children who heads off down a wrong path and never gets 

pulled off it. Maybe Mae can redeem herself to everyone by coming back and testifying at the 

trial. Maybe we could even talk to her and -“

There is a strange noise and Sam stops. Philip can stand so still, he’s doing it now, as though his 

limbs are locked and his breath has been spirited away. Sam wipes her hands on her jeans and 

sprints over to him. “No,” he says. He straight-arms her away. He bolts.

Sam looks at me as though she’s received a bullet. Jesse ambles in, “Giants win 5-4. Tough game 

but I think they’re going to take this series.” He takes a slug of his beer. “Where’s Philip going? 

He said he was going to help me with the salad.” 
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I open my mouth to explain but now Taima is here. “I’m helping!” She drags her stool over to 

the big glass pan. “I pile the lasagna.” We start layering: sauce, noodles, filling, cheese. Sam sits 

down heavily on a chair, she holds her head in her hands until Taima declares, “Grandma, you 

sprinkle the cheese top!”

It’s messy making lasagna, even if it does taste good when we eventually eat it. It’s messy and it 

takes a long time to clean up.
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CH 5 Sam

The trial of Frey Marsh. Sam can’t go. She can’t relive the ordeal of BridgeFall in front of the 

cameras and the prying eyes. She already relives it every day and every night, it’s a movie 

playing inside her head. 

Not the night of the accident. There’s only flashes of Andrei being in the hospital, his face ringed 

with tubes and his hair shorn. But she remembers, in vivid detail, the night that he arrived home 

after his release. She’d been so hopeful. Certain that his wounds would heal and he would be 

returned to her, her comfort and her shield.

It was a beautiful dream, but only that. The essence of Andrei is still there. He is still kind at 

heart and moved by beauty. She came home once to find him clutching flowers that he had 

gathered from their neighbor’s garden. He bowed as he offered them to her. “Wondrous,” he 

said, and when she put her hand on his arm to thank him, he did not flinch.

But his gorgeous mind has been juggled and scrambled and the wholeness of him is gone. The 

music - the thing she thought would survive any cataclysm - speaks to him no more. She played 

track after track when he came home. She held her breath in anticipation, waiting for a harmony, 

or a rhythm, or a well-turned lyric to lure him back to his old passion. And - nothing. He would 

hum along occasionally but there was no ecstatic tracing of melodies, no command to “listen to 

this part”. The vast web of musical pleasures that he had constructed had suffered the same fate 
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as the bridge he’d been on: torn apart, mangled, and traveled no more. 

The night he returned home. She had led him down the hall to their bedroom and flung open the 

closet to re-introduce him to his clothes. Sat down shyly on the bed, then sprung up again when 

he went to stand by the window, peering out at the darkened sky. They had often ended their 

evenings like this, gazing out of the window side by side. She went to stand with him, smiled at 

him and reached for his hand.

He stood so still, like an ice sculpture. Sam remembered them from when she was a child. They 

looked malleable and curved from far away but up close they were stiff and cold to the touch. 

Andrei let her hold his hand but there was nothing in return - no enclosing warmth, no subtle 

squeeze. And when he turned to look at her it was with - suspicion was the word that jumped to 

her mind. As though he couldn’t understand her motive for coming so close to him.

Her heart broke at that moment, and she imagines that it will never be whole again. Because 

every time she thinks of Andrei - what they had and what is now - it shatters again.

Regardless. Sam goes to see Andrei almost every day at the park, she bikes over there and 

watches for him. Hiding by the children’s playground, she must look like some kind of deviant. 

But there’s practically no one there that early in the morning. She sips on a coffee until she sees 

him emerge from his tent and come down the stairs. It doesn’t feel right to go about her day until 

she can confirm that he’s started his too.
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Sam feels old now, like she’s aging logarithmically. It’s funny because she used to always feel 

younger than she was. Act younger too. Cara is so much more grounded than Sam was at her 

age. 

Maybe too much. Sam was worried when Cara announced that she was settling down so early. 

At 25. You don’t really have a “career” and if you do why would you give it up? To become a 

parent, it’s so demanding. And there’s so many options for women today, so much more 

flexibility. To not take advantage of that…

Andrei had taken her gently by the shoulders when she started to worry out loud (to rant, Philip 

claimed). “Cara is not you, sweetheart. You’ve already followed very different paths, in many 

ways.” Sam was startled, she’d always thought Cara was a lot like her, in temperament at least. 

Calm, practical, engaged. But in her 60s Sam was uncomfortably aware that her self-image was 

not visible to others. They saw a different person, someone more volatile and yet also staid. It 

was disconcerting.

Well everything’s changed. Sam believes in miracles now. She has to. She has a mantra: “His 

darkness will pass. He will come home.” She’s allowed to repeat it to herself but she can’t say 

the words out loud. If she does the covenant will be shattered and he will be lost to her forever.

So she stays quiet. She, who used to make her living by trumpeting her words, she does none of 
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that now. No posts, no tweets, no blogs. Sam believes, she honestly believes, that if she stays 

quiet the gods will be sated. Their unreasonable fury will abate and they will return Andrei to 

her. She believes this most fervently in the middle of the night, when she is awake and she hears 

the angels weeping. They make a terrible sound, sometimes high and keening, sometimes 

guttural and raw. Either way their cacophony reminds her of grief.

And if the gods relent, and he comes back to her, whole again? In the light of day she knows it’s 

unlikely but that doesn’t matter. She needs to honour Andrei, to honour the whole of him. To 

remember the sanctity of their communion. Because sometimes memories contain more truth 

than the life we live afterwards.
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CH 6

You know how it is for parents of a toddler: it’s easy for two to get lost in the tumult of three. So 

Jesse and I try to go out at least once a month, just me and him. Sometimes we do the whole 

dinner thing but often enough it’s cocktails and appetizers at the bar. A new venue, an up and 

coming neighborhood, something that lets us feel like we’re still part of the energy of the City. 

Tonight it’s Mecano. Fallow field cuisine. Hunter’s Point.

Jesse reaches across the table and pushes a strand of hair out of my face. His fingers linger on my 

cheek and I look up at him coyly from underneath my bangs. I’m the redhead tonight and the 

redhead is flirty. I lean forward and find his knee under the table. He blushes; that’s how it goes 

with the redhead.

It started with the razzis. That’s not true, it started with my eyebrows. The grief counsellor said 

that anxiety can manifest itself in strange ways, especially with people who are protective of 

their loved ones. Everyone said how well I was handling the chaos that followed BridgeFall. But 

inside my head swirled the things I should, could, must have done. 

My brows are strong: dark, arched, they help define my face. Normally I tweezed them once a 

week or so, as regular maintenance between visits to the salon. But one day it went further than 

that. The series of tiny stabs, delicate, poignant. Pricking me ever so slightly in a place I rarely 

felt pain. It focused me. I entered some kind of trance and when I snapped out it, my left brow 
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was just a scarecrow, the right one patchy and weird. 

I tried to repair the damage but I didn’t have much time - I was already late to pick up Taima 

from her playdate with Chase. I jammed one of Jesse’s baseball caps on my head and got in the 

car. But when Betsy saw my clumsy attempts to pencil my brows back in she ushered me into 

her bedroom. “Backup,” she said, pointing to her shaved head, then she opened her closet door. 

A row of empty faces looked back at me. 

She grabbed one of the wigs and held it up next to my face. Chocolate brown, like my hair, but 

with bangs that would obscure the tragedy that was my brow-line. We spent some time restyling 

it with my waves. As I prepared to leave Betsy plucked a blonde wig off its pedestal. “Take this 

one too. Sometimes you need to look like someone else.” 

Back then I did. After BridgeFall I’d been relentlessly hassled, and not just by the razzis. I’d 

arrive somewhere and the barrage would begin: selfiers jostling to get next to me, people grilling 

me about Mae, Andrei, Philip. Referring to my daughter as though they knew her: “Is Taima 

walking yet?” Harmless enough, but I needed it to stop. 

Luckily my features are not that distinctive. Even Jesse did a double-take when the blonde-with-

a-bob sidled into the living room that night. It gave me a rush, I swear. Jesse too because, even 

with the tweezers at bay, we’ve amassed quite a harem. Our evenings out often feature another 

girl.
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It occurs to me tonight that I’ve been one-upped by Dayana, her whole face permanently 

restyled. But the redhead pushes that thought away. She can do that, she’s not one to dwell or 

ponder. And when she enters a room, she doesn’t search the space for intruding eyes. She just 

strides in and lets them look.

Not that the redhead is the center of attention here. The crowd at Mecano is brovva young and 

styled up.  A minx-y girl with long black hair squeezes by our table; her eye makeup is startling, 

orange and red stripes. She checks Jesse out, I swear, then she joins a group of zahs playing 

ShotClock at the bar. Is one of them wearing a Tom Ford cape? It’s weird when your social life 

gets dialed down by work and kid. Suddenly you’re blindsided by what’s not even new. 

Jesse and I embark on one of our favorite debates, chef’s selection versus a la carte. We’re 

perusing the menu slate, our heads close, when a headline runs across the top: “Bridge Still Up 

In The Air As Bomber Trial Looms”. The redhead flicks it away. No more discussion, she wants 

the chef’s selection. Innovative and exotic, definitely distracting. She leans her chin on her hand, 

aims a languid smile at Jesse…

“Is everything OK at work?” he asks. Bam! The redhead struts away and slams the door behind 

her. How does she move so fast in those heels? 

And so I begin: Vanessa is traveling and still hasn’t seen my presentation. The trial is just 
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bringing attention to the fact that we still don’t have a new bridge design signed off by the City. 

And my team is not making things easier. I have three designers who report to me: the first one 

wants my job, the second one argues with the first one, and the third one wants my attention all 

the time. It’s like having extra children.

Jesse is a good listener; he’s been trained. He makes the appropriate noises, he stays focused on 

my litany, even when the waiter muscles in with our flatbread. He pushes the plate towards me, 

“I thought you had a new design pretty much wrapped up.”

“Not an approved design. But we do have a solid proposal,” I explain. Do we? I break off a piece 

of flatbread. It’s good, really good, and I discover once again that no amount of anxiety will 

diminish my appetite. Food is more than comfort to me and Jesse. It’s practically our religion.

I actually met Jesse at a food store. I was working in New York at the time and my company had 

been hired to evaluate organic farming as a potential revenue source for the Ten Tribes. “They’re 

a loose association of Native American bands, all of them around the Colorado River.” Dan, my 

colleague, was the senior designer tapped to intro the project. Casinos and oil vs organic farming, 

that was the debate, and the State of Colorado was trying to gather enough data to make an 

informed decision. “As though that ever happens,” Dan murmured under his breath.

Lillian Amherst, Jesse’s mother, was a member of the Ute tribe. She was also a founding owner 

of the GoodGrow chain of organic grocery stores. She and David, her husband were important 
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spokespeople for the organic farming side and we’d been invited to the flagship store in 

downtown Denver to capture their side of the story.

As we uber’d in from the airport Dan and Shilpa, our anthropologist, reviewed the interview 

protocol; I stared out of window. It was November and the faceless suburbs blended seamlessly 

with the flat grey sky. The only relief was a movie-star mountain range, its presence felt even 

from a distance. I wished my destination was a rustic ski chalet, with a fire crackling in the 

hearth. Red wine in big glasses and a board game in progress. Not a grocery store. 

David Amherst showed us into his upstairs office, the windows affording us a view of the entire 

store below. His wife Lillian was sitting on a white leather sofa that hugged the wall opposite his 

desk. She was a striking woman, with bone structure I would have died for, but her husband was 

killer-handsome; he looked like Zac Efron’s slightly older brother. I noticed Shilpa smoothing 

her hair as she sat down in the chair opposite him. 

Dan and I sat on the couch next to Lillian. She gestured to a tray of juices on the coffee table in 

front of us, “Help yourselves, please.” I chose a GoodGuava. Dan hesitated, he was a lifelong 

coffee addict but clearly we were not in the presence of caffeine. He took an Orange Rocket and 

held it, shaking it absentmindedly, as David launched into his intro. 

Their origin story was well-known but David retold it with verve: David and Lillian meet in the 

Agriculture program at UC Santa Cruz, then return to Denver to set up an organic-only farm. 
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Cue financial struggle. Enter chance meeting with famous chef at his restaurant in Boulder: he’s 

complaining loudly about the produce, the Amhersts just happen to have a box of theirs in their 

truck. And voila, their Good Growing Farm becomes wildly successful, eventually morphing 

into GoodGrow Organics: 623 stores and a mobile delivery service that eclipses every 

competitor.

The Ten Tribes Farm was their newest venture. “This one’s for our whole family,” said David. 

And sure enough, their son, Jesse Amherst, arrived just as his father was setting up the vid 

projector. Tall and lanky, with dark shaggy hair framing his face, coffee-colored skin, and eyes 

that were grey? green? hazel? I couldn’t decide but they were fringed with long, dark lashes. 

Jesse chatted with us easily and when the lights dimmed, he sat down next to me on the couch. 

Leaned over and whispered in my ear, “Brace yourself, this could take awhile.” 

I smiled and murmured back, “I’m ready.” I saw Lillian glance over me at him.

The opening sequence panned over fields and fields of corn. Then suddenly Lillian was 

onscreen, walking down a rural road, narrating. “The future of the Ten Tribes can be more than 

blackjack and oil. It can be vegetables and grains as well.” The camera zoomed out; a cornfield 

was on one side of a casino, a field of sunflowers on the other. Now a map was displayed 

fullscreen. As the narration continued, the various systems required to support an organic farm 

were layered on top. Irrigation, seed and harvest, crop rotation, food distribution, community 
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outreach. It was a beautiful overview. 

Intriguing even, but Jesse was right, it dragged a bit at the end; when the lights went up we 

paused for a break. I thought of asking Lillian some questions but she was standing very still by 

the windows, looking out over the shoppers as they beetled through the aisles. Jesse tapped me 

on the arm. “Want to see something I’ve been working on?” He motioned me down the hallway, 

into a room with a massive displayscreen. 

“It’s my contribution to the Ten Tribes project,” he explained as he set up. “They need someone 

to design a promo for the SuperO.” 

That was one of my questions; David had alluded to a new store on the Ute reservation: “Not a 

GoodGrow, a different kind of store. A SuperOrganic, they call it, it’s - ” He had stopped 

suddenly, his sentence tantalizingly unfinished. 

Jesse had no such discretion. “The SuperO is really the center of the whole Ten Tribes Farm 

project. It’s more like a jungle than a store. The food isn’t on shelves - you come in and grab it 

right where it’s growing. It’s a farm, but it’s inside a store.”

A farm inside a store. This idea was a much bigger than the organic farm Lillian had described in 

the vid. Jesse continued, “I’m trying to figure out what to do for the promo. First I thought about 

a carrot. Y’know, the taste of a carrot when you pull it straight from the ground, that’s what I 
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wanted to show  - ”

I must have look puzzled because he kept explaining. “I wanted the promo to be like you’re in 

the SuperO, actually biting into a carrot that you’ve just pulled from the ground. I started with 

virtual reality, that’s my specialty. But it’s not there yet for taste. That experience, with your 

mouth, how do you replicate it, it’s like - “ And then he started to blush, I swear.  

Awkward pause. He looked down at his setup. “I ended up starting over and going back to just 

visuals. I still want the promo to feel like something alive but I don’t know if it’s there yet…”

Now the displayscreen lit up. It started with an aerial shot, jerky and fast as though someone was 

running in the sky. They were headed towards an odd-looking structure but before they got too 

close the image went suddenly black. Then it gradually it began to fill with - shapes. I didn’t 

know what else to call them but as soon as I could name one - say “oval”  - it morphed in a most 

unusual way into another shape. All over the screen shapes were being created and recreated. It 

was mesmerizing and beautiful; almost intimate. And then suddenly the shapes started to solidify 

and the words “Ten Tribes Farm” were slowly born out of their mass. And then faded away.    

I blinked. I couldn’t think of anything sophisticated or designer-y to say, I was still caught up in 

the unexpected emotion of it. “It’s amazing,” I said.

“I’m glad you like it.” Jesse’s eyes were very soft and I felt my head spin a little, I think I was 
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holding my breath. He shut down the displayscreen and rotated towards me, clasping his hands. 

“So, New York City. You love it?”

I shifted gears. “I do and I don’t. I love the energy, and the cynicism. It’s so refreshing. I grew up 

in San Francisco with the whole zen slash yoga slash forgiveness heals...”

He grinned. “You don’t believe?”

“Well,” I considered. “I kind of do believe. So I get tired of everyone saying it when most of 

them don’t mean it. The cynicism sounds more genuine.” I took a sip of guava juice from the 

bottle I’d brought with me. “And I like the seasons. Sitting out on a patio at night in the summer. 

Wearing sundresses.”

“That’s the nice season.” He laughed and his dark hair slid into his eyes. I had a sudden urge to 

push it back before he did.

“Yeah I know. Although - some of the bad weather is vibe too. Thunderstorms. Snow.” I 

gestured towards the window; tiny flakes were fizzing by. “You never see that where I grew up. 

I’m glad I’ve experienced it. But I’m thinking about moving back soon.”  

“I’m thinking of moving there too,” he said. I must have looked startled. “I mean, I’ve been 

thinking about it for awhile. I applied to Volte a couple of weeks ago. They’re flying me out for 
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an interview after the holiday break.”

“Volte, wow!” I was impressed. It was hard to get a job at Volte. I had friends in San Francisco 

who’d been trying for years. “Well your promo is great. If all your work is that good, I bet they’ll 

love you.”  

There was a small sound; Lillian stood in the doorway. She was looking at Jesse but she said to 

me, “Please excuse me, Cara, I have to go. The others are starting up again.” She pivoted and 

walked away; we could hear the echo of her heels as she retreated down the hall. 

“You should get back,” said Jesse. He seemed suddenly remote. Rude, I thought, as I headed 

back to the conference room by myself. But 5 minutes later he was sitting next to me on the 

couch again, serving me another GoodGuava. Attentive, maybe more.  

It’s been 4 years and 9 months since that day we met. And Jesse has retained that ability to go 

suddenly remote, as though someone only he can hear is insistently calling his name. But right 

now I can’t complain. Even with the pumped-up crowd around us, his gaze doesn’t stray from 

my face.

I can tell he’s reviewing what I told him about ReBridge. “Why is Vanessa dragging her feet?” 

he  asks finally. ”If you’ve got a solid proposal for the new bridge, you think she’d want to 

announce it now. The trial starts in a couple of weeks, the pressure is only going to get worse if 
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she waits.”

Dayana, I think. Vanessa wants to knows what that txt means, she doesn’t want to be blindsided 

by an alternative design. Our waiter buys me some time. He has appeared at my side to distribute 

an armful of plates as he recites their contents. “Your next rotation: a brassica rondele, filet with 

a side of silverbeet oshitashi, and a savory cowpea cake with garnish of hairy vetch.” Jesse’s 

mouth twitches. 

The filet calls to me. I cut off a piece and then spear an innocent looking green. The combo of 

flavors, it’s entire. “I don’t know what’s up with Vanessa,” I lie. “But you have to try this 

oshitashi.” 

Anyway I can’t let my stepsister ruin this opportunity. ReBridge is my dream project, albeit 

borne of a nightmare. It’s the kind of problem I like to solve. There’s the bridge, sure, but there’s 

the people that live on either side of it, roads that lead up to it, transit that flows to it, on top, and 

below it. The bridge isn’t a single piece of city, it’s many pieces working together. Just like the 

overview Lillian showed us in Denver, now that I think of it.  

Jesse is spooning up the sauce from the cowpea cake. His smile is loosening. I can still steer us 

back to the evening we intended. Summon the redhead, she hasn’t gone too far. Be in the 

present. Not in the future. Be in the present. Not in the past. The past. The volley I received 

earlier today -
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“Provocation: The difficulty lies not so much in developing new ideas as escaping from old ones.   

#dissolvetheunion #MoralCompass #redux”

I put down my fork and pull my slate out of my bag. “I want you to show you the proposal for 

the new bridge,” I say. 

Jesse looks surprised; he can never share his work so I rarely show him mine. Especially over 

dinner. But right now I need input from someone I can trust. He slides his chair towards me and I 

launch the presentation.

“OK,” he says, “I see the old bridge.” He looks sad. The bridge came down not long after he 

moved to San Francisco. To me it was an inseparable part of the landscape. To him, a featured 

attraction he was just getting to know. 

“No, this is the new bridge.” I pause, a little dramatic, I have to admit. “It’s the new bridge 

during the day.” I flick to the next slide, “And this is the new bridge at night.”

Jesse leans forward, “Yih. Are those - “

“Ads. Yes.” I explain: The bridge can be rebuilt with Duron, a new type of liquid crystal, similar 

to the material in our displayscreens but much, much stronger. During the day the display portion 
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remains inert. At night it can be lit up to show – anything. Daytime, the rust red arches soaring 

against the Marin headlands, exactly like before. Nightime, the Golden Gate Bridge meets Times 

Square.  

“We all want the the Golden Gate bridge back. But if we want it back on our budget, then we 

need sponsorship.” For such a rich city San Francisco is surprisingly stingy. People have been 

averse to giving us large donations. Or paying more taxes. Or approving government bonds. 

How do they think the old bridge got built?

“And during the day it looks exactly the same as before?”

“Yes.” I flick back to the day version. “And that’s another savings. We don’t have to come up 

with a new design, we already have one that everyone loves.” I think back to our first two 

concepts; we nicknamed them Cinderella and the Ugly Stepsister. Beauty and budget, mythically 

incompatible. 

“Duron is more expensive than steel,” I continue. “It wasn’t until we found out about the display 

capabilities that it even became viable.”  

“So it can pay for itself through the night ads.”  

The excitement creeps into my voice. “I’ve talked to some of the ad agencies, the bridge gives 
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them an opportunity they can’t get anywhere else. BAD even thinks that they can incorporate the 

fog, changing their ads on the fly as the fog appears and recedes. They can get good traction 

from their clients with placement on a national treasure.”

Jesse flicks to the night version. The prototype we’ve built is dazzling, there’s no other word for 

it. At first we assumed that the bridge’s irregular shape would pose a problem for traditional 

advertising formats, and we were right. But breaking out of the rectangular box had led us in 

dizzying new directions. The strength of the vertical pillars, the sweep of the cables, the curvy 

pyramids, the stripes … It was like no canvas we’d ever painted on before, but once we began 

we found it hard to stop.  

Jesse loves our demo. “It’s vibe. Really, Cara. It’s impressive.” He picks up the garnish from his 

plate; hairy vetch, despite its name, has beautiful purple flowers. “I would play up the car ad, on 

the north tower,” he continues, twirling the tiny blossoms between his fingers. “Maybe even 

have the car drive right off one of the pillars.” 

It’s a good idea but I’m barely listening as he outlines how it could work. The thrum of my 

confidence has returned and I am hypnotized by its beat.

Jesse presents me with his bouquet of vetch; I accept it like an award. I can see the press event 

now: Beaming directly from the Chamber at City Hall, with its multi-colored mosaics and the 

massive chandeliers dripping down. A giant clock sits in judgement and the seats look like pews; 
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pews covered in butterscotch leather. As I start the ReBridge demo the room quiets, and I call 

out, “Residents of San Francisco, of the whole Bay Area. My name is Cara Lesh. And it’s my 

privilege to present to you - the New. Golden Gate. Bridge!” 

It’s a privilege I have earned.


