
		Cover

   
      [image: Book cover: Satellite Image by Michelle Berry.]
   

		
			About This Book

			The night before they move from the bustling, expensive rat race of the city to a sleepy, quiet, affordable small town, Ginny and Matt search for their new home on a satellite image website. When they see what appears to be a body lying in their new backyard everything changes and an uneasy chain of events is set into motion. Little do they know they have bought a house with a baffling history and life in their new town is not all it’s meant to be. Odd neighbourhood dinner parties and a creepy ravine just out their back door have Ginny and Matt quickly questioning their move.

Michelle Berry is the master of literary page-turners with unexpected endings, and Satellite Image is sure to delight new readers and long-time fans alike.





		
			Praise for Satellite Image

			“Michelle Berry has crafted a super-creepy, anxiety-filled tale that will dash any urbanite’s fantasy of escaping to the tranquil countryside.”

			 – Elyse Friedman, author of The Opportunist and The Answer to Everything
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			Dedication

			As always, for Stu.






			Epigraph

			Satellite images are … essentially the eyes in the sky. These images reassure forecasters to the behavior of the atmosphere as they give a clear, concise, and accurate representation of how events are unfolding.

			– “Satellite Images,” July 18, 1996, Oakfield Tornado Case Study, University of Wisconsin – Madison

			It was not death she feared. It was misunderstanding.

			– Zora Neale Hurston, Their Eyes Were Watching God
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			Chapter 1

			Ginny hasn’t slept well in nine months, since she was attacked in the alley. Matt says her insomnia must be a side effect of the Xanax she was put on for her overwhelming anxiety. It’s also too hot tonight and there’s still so much packing left to do. Her mind is busy, whirling. Ginny is sitting sideways on the new faux-leather sofa in the living room of their apartment. The lights are off. All she can see is an occasional twinkling out the patio doors down in the city. Her back is against the arm of the sofa, her legs are stretched out. The living room is in disarray, there are boxes everywhere. Some half open, some sealed shut. Ginny’s legs are bare and her feet are sticky in the heat. The faux leather squeaks when she moves. The smell of cardboard and sofa chemicals permeate the room. Even with the patio doors open, Ginny can smell it, and also the dust from sealing up their life, from moving everything into the middle of the room, the curry smells from last night’s dinner of takeout Indian food, the mouldy smell they never got out of the bathroom. She lies there on the sofa, sniffing. She takes it in, trying to snap a photo of this apartment in her mind, trying to take it with her when they move next week. And trying also to leave it behind. Ginny and Matt have loved living here, they have had some great memories, some great times, but, ever since the alley attack, they know it’s time to leave. Ginny needs to leave.

			Matt is asleep in the next room. Ginny’s laptop is resting on her thighs. It leaves a red mark on her skin, recently sunburned from that last bike ride through the city. She keeps holding the laptop up to cool off her thin, naked legs. The light from the screen makes her squint. She takes off her reading glasses and rubs her eyes. There is a line of mosquito bites on the back of one thigh and she scratches at them ceaselessly. Ginny has been here, in this position, not really moving except to scratch, since 2:00 a.m. The laptop on her thighs, she’s been checking on their new house in Parkville. They bought the house in July but it wasn’t until tonight that Ginny thought to go on Google Maps. The thought woke her from a light, restless slumber and then her brain started moving and she thought, “Google Maps,” and got up to power up her laptop. Matt rolled over, his arms jutting out over Ginny’s pillow, his body splaying everywhere, and he snorted. The ceiling fan in the bedroom moved sluggishly and clicked with each rotation, doing little to help with the heat.

			Ginny moves her fingers on her laptop down Google Street View. She turns left and right, spins in circles, heading through the town’s streets, getting to know their new neighbourhood from above and side to side. A large old tree, maybe maple, here, a neighbour’s tulip flag to the left of a red door with the words “Spring into Spring” just visible, a tiny dog walker wearing a bright blue coat, the dog ahead on the lead wearing little doggy shoes, head down sniffing the grass of the passing lawn. She notices that the street sign is missing from the post on the corner just up from their house. She can see a post but no sign. Ginny feels like waking Matt up to show him all of this, but she also knows she needs to let him sleep. The months of her anxiety after the attack, and then buying this house, packing up, and then the stress and uncertainty of Ginny quitting her teller job at the bank is wearing on him. She thinks he might even be getting a cold sore on his lip from the stress.

			Ginny continues on. She’s enjoying the view. It places her in a space, a direction, even a time. She slides the image timeline back and forth between recent and past – a fall day in 2019 to a grimy, low-resolution 2010 photo. It’s spring here now, in this exact image. Even the flag says so.

			Ginny stretches and sniffs under her arms. She almost drops the laptop on the floor. She’s stinky. Rank. The humidity has been awful and the thought of living outside of the city where breezes can get through, where everything isn’t cluttered and tight and close, excites her. She imagines living in the country, in wide open spaces and cut-grass air. A town with no alleys, no lurking strangers. No cackling laughter, or dangerous knives.

			Matt tells her, “You’re overreaching, Ginny. You’re seeing moving to the country as an all-encompassing fix. The actual breeze won’t be air-conditioned there. You’ll be disappointed.”

			But Ginny tells Matt it’s better to be overly confident about a move as big as this, it’s better to think their lives will change for the best, right? They have made a huge decision, uprooting their lives completely. Making a conscious effort to kick-start normality, to stop being so anxious, scared of everything. Getting away from the city, from the anxiety, from the cost of it and jumping into the calm, peaceful, countryish unknown. Ginny would rather be positive about it before she moves and then be disappointed later.

			After the attack, when they decided to buy a house, they couldn’t find anything in the city that they could afford. There was nothing away from this neighbourhood. Or at least nothing without major problems – termites, asbestos, needing major renovations, crime-ridden locations. Price mostly. Ginny and Matt couldn’t afford even the worst shacks. But then they widened their search criteria, extended the search more and more away from the city, more toward rural, they reshuffled their idea of work and thought about creating a family soon, and then they found this house.

			Parkville was a place they were familiar with, visiting friends’ cottages or just market-shopping when they wanted to get out of the city. They stayed in the bed and breakfast here after their wedding. It has a lake and walking trails – old train tracks converted into wonderful, long hiking and biking trails. And the house is large and has some potential. A few major renovations are needed but that will come with time.

			Ginny has been too consumed with packing to think about why she liked the house – everything was happening so quickly – but there was something about its size, about the yard leading into the ravine, about the dining room with ornate, thick trim and a door into the kitchen that swung back and forth. She could see herself carrying dishes through that door to her family someday. She wanted to live away from the claustrophobic, hot, stress-inducing, criminal city, to get a new lease on life. This house felt right. Matt immediately agreed. Having lived in their one-bedroom, tenth-floor apartment with a galley kitchen for two years, Matt felt like this house was akin to winning the lottery. “Think of all the space,” he kept saying, his arms spread wide. 

			“To think that only a year ago all we worried about was what font to use on our wedding invitations,” Matt said.

			Back then it was a life with relatively no fear. Not in the way fear has thrown a black sheet over them since October.

			After Ginny inches her fingers around the laptop, edges around the streets in all different directions, after she studies all the houses around theirs and imagines the neighbours, creates a picture of them from the outside appearance of their houses, after she looks at the sidewalks and the corner store about three blocks away, she clicks on Satellite View and the screen moves quickly out and everything is dark with white lines. Ginny imagines the satellite that caught this shot from space. She has no idea what a satellite would look like, except from movies, but she sees something in her mind that seems right. Like a large drone, grey with black solar panels. She sees it floating there above the Earth taking photos. Ginny’s not sure how often the images change, but time has stopped here. Everything is stuck. She uses the trackpad and slowly, slowly travels down to Earth. The mid-size lake at the edge of the town becomes large and Ginny can imagine swimming on hot days like today. Maybe dipping a baby’s toes in the lake. She can see docks with small boats moored to them. Maybe she and Matt will have a boat someday? She can see a few small islands, one of which has a white cabin on it. As she zooms in she can see the streets of Parkville becoming clearer, the backyard pools and roofs are visible. Ginny imagines herself as a bird flying over the town. She swoops around a bit, her fingers flying. 

			Moving more toward their new house Ginny sees that one of their neighbour’s houses has an addition she didn’t notice from the ground. It almost doubles the size of their house. The street just over from their house is a dead end, a cul-de-sac, it loops into a U. The leaves are on all the spring trees, but not completely full. It must be early spring. The ravine behind the house looks blurry and empty and sad. A jumbled mess of limbs just waking up from winter. She can’t see through the thick trees, the new leaf growth, to anyone on the trail. It’s either early in the morning or maybe no one uses the ravine. The neighbours don’t seem to use their garages as each driveway with a garage has a car on it. Maybe this is a weekend image, the neighbours tucked inside having breakfast, their cars waiting in the driveways to be used to run errands, the garages full of lawn equipment or boxes of stuff. Ginny scratches her bites again. She yawns. She can hear a car alarm through the patio door going off down in the streets ten storeys below. She definitely won’t miss the ever-present sounds of the city. As she expects the air to be cool, like air conditioning, and fresh in the country, she also expects the new town to be quiet. She expects nothing scary or loud to happen when they move to the country.

			Ginny’s fingers move out again and her screen heads to the downtown core of the new town, walkable from their house. She is curious about the stores, the dumpsters in the back parking lots, the traffic – is there any? She sees a small apartment building and notices the roof has some scaffolding on it. 

			But back to the new house. Up the street, turn left, turn right, past the cul-de-sac and here she is again. At the house. Ginny and Matt’s house. 

			Ginny feels like she hasn’t slept since last October. When she was attacked in the city. The city noises – blaring radios and car horns and alarms – Ginny jumps every time a truck or ambulance or police car whips up and down far below on the spiderweb network of streets in the city. These noises keep Ginny up all night and make it so she can’t focus. Noises that add to her stress. And every time something wakes Ginny up she can only picture the attacker’s glinting knife, his cackling, strange laughter. Sometimes she hears his laughter in her nightmares. 

			She is so ready to move.

			It was an easy decision to make. Matt wanted a backyard and a rope swing. Ginny wanted a dining room for large family meals. They quickly took out a terrifying mortgage and used the savings they’d been squirrelling away since the wedding for the down payment. 

			Ginny rubs her eyes again. She polishes her reading glasses on her pink tank top, which is stained with sweat. She knows Matt worries that he’ll never be able to stop working. He’s worried he’s a full adult now. He now has large responsibilities and debts. Matt thought their wedding last year was adulting but now … he’s a homeowner. That’s big. Ginny worries more about leaving her daily routine, her job, about meeting new, trustworthy people, friends, about settling in. And about getting pregnant. But her therapist said she would be happier with a new schedule, that her job and her life in the city, her fears, were making her sick. The therapist said that soon Ginny’s anxiety would lead to more serious problems, maybe something autoimmune. 

			“Stress is as bad on your body as smoking,” Dr. Margo said, recommending yoga but refusing to increase Ginny’s medication. “In fact, in the country you might not need your pills anymore?” 

			It is finally time to leave. 

			The house is slightly bigger and more rundown than they had bargained for. The basement is unfinished and is dusty and stale. The windows all need to be replaced. They were only allowed one showing and no inspection so they had to trust their initial, gut feelings. The real estate agent told them there was another bidder so they had to move fast. They didn’t even have time to remember to take pictures. The annoyed agent, bleached hair with out-of-date bangs, orangey lipstick and pink fingernails, stood by the door clutching her phone and watching them rush through. She snapped her gum. She sighed every time they passed her and tapped her pink fingernails on her diamond-studded phone case.

			But it’s their house now.

			White clapboard and brick, a small front porch, a fairly large front lawn and a sheltered car park. There is a stone fireplace and a bay window in the living room. A kitchen with potential (once the wallpaper is removed and new appliances are purchased) and with screen doors going out to the small deck. Ginny imagines sitting in the kitchen with her coffee and looking out to the backyard. Matt says he wants a barbeque just off the porch. And upstairs there are three bedrooms with small closets and a fairly large bathroom with a tub and a shower stall. The attic is half-done – a project started and never finished. 

			“Not everything has to be done at once,” Matt says.

			“I’ll be patient,” Ginny says. She knows she’ll need patience when she becomes a mother too. 

			The attic is unusable now, it needs finished walls and a new ceiling, but it has huge potential. And, yes, the basement and the roof need a lot of work but Matt tells Ginny they can wait on that, do that in time. 

			At her laptop Ginny’s fingers zoom over their roof again, checking out the parts that Matt said look leaky and old. She flies down over the tree in the backyard, a large climbing tree with impressive branches, perfect for a swing or a tree house for their future kids. The backyard is large. All grass, no gardens – she thinks she might try to plant some flowers, maybe a vegetable garden. Zucchinis and sunflowers and tomatoes. There is a gate in the tall fence that encircles the property. The gate opens into the ravine. Matt says he thinks that will be nice for walks. Back at the house there is a small patio off the kitchen that looks slightly rundown, and a basement hatch, one of those old-fashioned things with slanted doors in the ground that open wide and have stairs that head down into the basement. The doors are closed in this image. Ginny doesn’t even remember the hatch from when they viewed the house, but it must have been there. She thought that there was no door in the basement to the outside, but she guesses she just missed it. Ginny didn’t spend much time in the basement or outside in the back. There is what looks like the roof of a shed up against the house between the patio door and the hatch. Ginny pulls the satellite photo out slightly. 

			There is something there, just to the right of the hatch in front of the shed. She scratches her ankle and adjusts her glasses. She widens her eyes and rubs them. She looks again. What is that? From far out it’s just a blotch of white, but as Ginny moves the image closer it becomes clearer and clearer. She’s peering. Her hands start to shake. There is no way this is what she thinks it is. It’s not possible.

			Someone shouts outside on the street and Ginny jumps, startled, and the sofa squeaks and farts where her legs are stuck to it. She sits up straight now, her feet on the floor, and she squints at her laptop. She shakes her head. This is not possible.

			Ginny puts the laptop down beside her on the sofa. She gets up quietly and turns on the lights in the living room. Maybe it’s just too dark to see anything. Maybe she’s too tired and her eyes are playing tricks on her. She looks out at the city lights below the living room window. The lights are twinkling. Her heart is beating wildly. The city is becoming alive below. Waking up. She sees more pedestrians now, people moving about and getting on with their lives. Ginny sits down again and looks at her screen. She expands the image as large as possible until everything is blurred and then back to clear again, and she feels a shiver moving up her back. The image she just saw is still there. She peers and squints. She wasn’t imagining it.

		


		
			Chapter 2

			“What are you doing up?” Matt says from behind the sofa and Ginny startles and almost falls off. If she wasn’t so sweaty and stuck to it she’d be on the floor.

			Ginny has woken Matt up with the lights. He is now in the living room, stretching. His unshaven face and dark hair are lost in the shadows. He is wearing his boxer shorts and is shirtless. His chest is shiny, the hair on it wet from sweat.

			“It’s four a.m., Ginny. Come back to bed.”

			Ginny looks up at him.

			“Matt, what’s this?” she says, pointing to her laptop. “Tell me it isn’t what I think it is.”

			“Your laptop, I assume?” Matt yawns. For such a large man he is often surprised his mouth opens only narrowly. He stretches his long, muscular arms over his head and then pulls them behind his back and links his fingers together. He groans.

			“What is this, Matt? Come here.”

			Matt sits down on the sofa next to Ginny. “It’s wet here.”

			“Sweat,” she says and unsticks her legs so he can see the sweat underneath them.

			Matt moves closer. He looks at Ginny. He studies her. She’s wearing an old pair of his boxer shorts that are practically falling off. She’s a small woman, almost boyish in figure. None of Matt’s clothes fit her but she says they are comfortable and smell like him and so she’s always wearing them. Matt often catches her with his T-shirts falling to her knees, his track pants tied up with a belt or rope, his boxers. He always laughs because Ginny’s hand is often clutching his clothes to her body, hanging on for dear life, holding everything up. Right now, he smiles and pokes her.

			“Nice boxers,” he says. “God, it’s so hot in here.”

			“You’re the one with the air conditioning rule.”

			Once they bought the house Matt decided to cut down on costs, including air conditioning, and so they’ve spent this summer sweating in the apartment. All night. The air is thick and wet. They’ve been so sticky. And Ginny has complained incessantly about it. But then, Matt thinks, so has he. Even more than her, actually, because he works at home and so can’t escape the heat in the day while Ginny basks in air conditioning at work. 

			“Matt, can you look here?” Ginny points again to her laptop.

			“What?” Matt can’t see anything. He puts his head closer to the laptop, almost resting it in Ginny’s lap. He’s tired, not quite fully awake.

			“Here, look. What is this?”

			“What are you doing here? Are you having more nightmares?”

			“This is our new house.” Ginny makes the image smaller so he can see it and then she scrolls in closer again. “This is the backyard. A Google Satellite View of it. I was checking everything out.” 

			They stare down at the backyard of their new house together, the house they are moving into in a week. They are sitting in their apartment living room surrounded by boxes, their furniture taken apart around them for the move. And Ginny zooms out, zooms in, zooms out, zooms in. 

			“The hatch to the basement,” Matt says as he squints at the laptop screen. “That’s what it is. Was there a hatch? I don’t remember that. What do they call it? Storm cellar? Or just hatch? I don’t think there is a door out of the basement? And is this a shed? Do we need a shed? Actually, there’s no shed part. It’s just a roof. I don’t remember it being there. But then I didn’t go outside much, did you?” 

			Matt leans into his wife’s arm and the laptop tilts and almost falls off her lap. 

			“No, right beside that, Matt. Between the porch and the hatch, in front of the shed.” Ginny points at the screen, smudges it with her fingertip. Scrolls in, closer to it. She points at it again, taps the laptop. “Here. What the fuck is that?”

			“Where? Here?” Matt looks again and then he leans back on the sofa and stares out the patio doors at the gradually lightening sky, at the city spread out over a long distance. “I think it’s a hatch. Dorothy and Aunt Em ran into one in The Wizard of Oz when the tornado came, right?” Matt scratches his scalp. Musses his hair. But then he leans in again, peers at her screen, leans out. He can smell Ginny’s sweat. He hears Ginny inhale – she’s trying to keep calm. Matt wonders if Ginny should get her eyes checked. Maybe that’s it – her eyes are fucked up. Maybe she needs new reading glasses? But then Matt puts his hand over his mouth. The image has finally settled into his brain. He has finally seen what Ginny has seen. 

			“What is that?” he asks in a whisper, pointing at her laptop. “Ginny, what is that? Is that what I think it is? That’s not possible. Are you sure that’s our backyard?”

			Matt’s hand hasn’t left his mouth. His eyes are wide and have expanded so much that, with his large scruffy face, he feels he might look like a cartoon character. Animated so much he doesn’t look normal.

			And then, suddenly, Ginny’s laptop flickers and goes off. By the time she untangles herself from the sofa, peels off her sweating legs, finds the charger, plugs it in, boots the laptop up again and finds the satellite image, what they saw is gone. It’s just a backyard now. A sprinkling of snow on the ground this time. The satellite image has refreshed itself with another image, from another time, another season. The image Ginny and Matt were looking at has disappeared. There are no leaves on the trees now. It is winter. The large tree in the backyard is sparse and evil-looking. It is as if the image went backward or forward in time. There is nothing in the image but backyard and deck and a shed roof and a closed hatch door leading to the basement.

			What they saw is not there anymore. There is nothing there. Just some snow. The image is gone. No matter how many times Ginny refreshes her laptop it is not there. Matt tries his laptop too, on, off, on, off – nothing. 

			Ginny opens her mouth to say something but then closes it. Matt can’t think of what to say. He watches Ginny’s teeth snap sharply over where he knows the scar is, the ridge in her cheek where her stitches from the attack were and, immediately, he knows she must be feeling pain and tasting the iron flavour of blood. 

			Ginny’s hands shake. Her leg jiggles.

			What Ginny and Matt saw in the satellite image on the ground in their new backyard, between the hatch and the deck, was a body. A long, thin body in what looked like winding cloth, a splash of something dark, maybe blood, on the white, lying at an angle that was slightly off, awkward and twisted. It looked broken. A long, thin body that definitely didn’t look natural. 

			Or even alive.
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			Chapter 3

			Ginny wears a strapless, knee-length, ivory dress and a sheer veil embroidered with flowers. Her copper hair is pulled back and shining brightly under the red and gold leaves of the trees. Matt wears a dark suit and his bow tie matches Ginny’s bouquet flowers, orange and red like a robin’s breast.

			The wedding and reception are under a tent at a small farm. The wind whips through the trees; red, yellow, green, brown leaves fall; the tent shudders precariously but holds. Matt notices that Ginny needs a sweater and her hair comes undone by dinnertime and has to be fixed. He watches her sister, Christine, pin it back up but then it doesn’t hold past dessert and so Ginny finally takes it down and shakes it out. She looks beautiful no matter what. Matt and the caterers turn on the outdoor heaters when the food arrives and the guests huddle together to hear the toasts, to watch the first dance, to eat dinner and dessert and drink prosecco. To toast the bride and groom.

			Stories about Matt’s childhood girlfriend in kindergarten – laughing at table three – and Ginny’s love of that line-dancing class in high school. Tales about the babies they will eventually have that will only happen if someone can genetically alter them to look and act like dogs (Matt) or cats (Ginny). A lot of hooting and hollering. Speeches about how Matt and Ginny met in university and how Matt took (and failed) math classes he had no interest in just because of his love for Ginny. Speeches about how Ginny has to still put up with Matt’s incessant quoting of famous writers, something he’s particularly proud of. How dinner parties in their apartment usually end with something either uncooked or burnt, and how Ginny and Matt have spent several years trying to master cooking but how something always, inevitably, goes wrong.

			Ginny shouts, “Matt’s usually so busy quoting something that he forgets to turn the burners down,” and everyone laughs.

			The speeches are long and heartfelt. Ginny and Matt are well-loved by their friends and family. They have essentially been married for years, living together, being together, but today they are officially, legally united.

			“To Matt and Ginny.”

			When all of this is over Matt and Ginny get in their car and drive down the dirt road of the farm toward the small town of Parkville, toward the bed and breakfast they’ve booked on the outskirts for the night. One night here to rest up and then they have to drive back to the city, to the airport, to go on their honeymoon. Greece. Temples and ruins and warmth and blue sea and white buildings.

			The guests at the wedding scatter quickly back to the city, rubbing their hands together, holding their sweaters tightly across their chests. As everyone leaves, a sudden rain begins and several cars get stuck in the damp field. It is a fast, cold wedding, a windy wedding, with a wet conclusion. But Matt and Ginny are in love and the blustery, rainy day doesn’t bother them. They’ve been waiting and working for this wedding for what seems like a long time. They happily twirl their white gold wedding rings and look into each other’s eyes and are just glad the whole thing is finally over. 

			Too much annoying planning, Matt thinks. Too many arguments with the mothers and the stepmother-in-law and Ginny’s sister. What kind of cake? How much prosecco? Will people want chicken or fish? Or maybe tofu? Discussions about what to do if it rains (and it did). But, funnily, no discussions about wind or cold (which it was). Whose unfortunate friend will sit with Aunt Berta – is there someone else just as annoying? Where will Matt’s divorced parents and their spouses sit? How far apart? How close together? And, in the last week before the big day, Ginny tells Matt she is worried that she won’t be able to breathe in her dress. She says she’s been stress eating and the dress is now feeling slightly tight. 

			Matt thinks Ginny should have worried less about her dress and more about her spiked heels. The narrow points stick in the ground and she spends all night pulling them out of the dirt with rapid jerks of her legs. By the end of the night the white heels are brown and she says her leg is sore from the twitchy pulling. In Greece Matt knows she will be limping up and down the hills. Whose idea was the farmer’s field? Whose idea was the tent – whose idea was outside? Why outside in the early fall far from the city and how did they not know the temperature would quickly drop when the sun disappeared? 

			But it’s over now and Ginny and Matt have showered together, soaped each other and giggled prosecco giggles, they have made tired love and now they are sitting on the living room sofa in their bed and breakfast, the heat from the gas fire making them even more drowsy. They are in their warm matching pyjamas that say “Just Married” on them, a wedding shower gift from Ginny’s sister, Christine. Even though they thought she was crazy buying them they both kind of like the pyjamas right now, although Matt will get rid of his when they get back from Greece. But right now the pyjamas are warm and comfortable. Matt and Ginny are sipping red wine and talking about the day and evening over the muted TV, which shines scattered blue light all over the room. They smile at each other. 

			“Finally,” Matt says.

			“It’s over,” Ginny adds.

			“I don’t think I can take another phone call from your mom panicking about something.”

			Ginny’s lips and tongue and teeth are stained red. She tells Matt she’s definitely tipsy but feeling only really sleepy, not drunk. 

			“I won’t be sick tomorrow, but I’ve had enough to blur my mind and relax me.”

			Matt picks at his pyjama top. “Amazing that Christine got us the right size.”

			“She called me,” Ginny says, “to ask what your size was. I guess at her wedding Helen gave her the wrong size and so John got to wear his, but Christine was out of luck.”

			Matt laughs. “Is this a thing? Matching PJs?”

			“Everything’s a thing now, Matt. Ten bridal showers, matching jammies, tropical stag holiday, Nashville bridal hen parties …”

			“Hey, I didn’t have a tropical stag holiday and you didn’t go to Nashville. We didn’t go anywhere.”

			“Believe me, you wouldn’t have wanted to have one with your groomsmen. That would have been a disaster. You’re lucky they didn’t know about the tradition. And Nashville? No thanks.”

			Matt nods, yes, Ginny is right. There would have been a lot of video game playing and Shakespeare quoting.

			“The new traditions,” Ginny continues. “That’s the thing about all this. All these rules. When my parents got married there weren’t all these new rules. You had a stag. You had one wedding shower. You got married. Just like that.”

			And there, Matt thinks, is one of many reasons he married this woman. Practical, confident in her own skin and mind, not one to fall prey to every little trend. In fact, Ginny wanted to elope until her sister talked her out of it. She wanted to elope one morning at City Hall and then go for a bike ride in the country in the afternoon. 

			But now Matt’s glad they did the wedding. They enjoyed themselves and were happy to celebrate with their families. It was a big party with the people they love.

			Of course, Matt thinks he’ll never get married again. In fact, planning a wedding is a sure guarantee against divorce. That is, if you make it to the wedding day. He’s exhausted and he knows now, without a doubt, that he doesn’t love planning weddings. But it’s over. He’s tired and feeling the effects of the wine.

			“Did you see Christine slip?” Ginny asks.

			“No, when?”

			“Over by the head table. She tripped on her purse on the ground. Went straight down.” Ginny laughs. She tells Matt she loves when her older sister makes a fool of herself. Which is often. “My mom tried to help her wash the dirt off her butt with a bottle of water, but she just smeared it. Poor Christine. Muddy butt.”

			“Poor Christine.” Matt laughs. “I didn’t notice.”

			“It’s done, all over.” Ginny pours herself more wine, tops up Matt’s glass.

			“All over,” Matt says. He yawns, he pulls Ginny close to him on the sofa. “Nothing more to do.”

			Ginny and Matt look at the TV, they watch the muted news, the weather tomorrow is supposed to be sunny and unseasonably warm. No wind. No rain. Perfect weather.

			“Of course,” Ginny points at the TV. “Fuck. Tomorrow is supposed to be perfect.”
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