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“We can do things with crochet that you knitters only dream about . . .”

Detective Heather appeared a little stunned by Adele’s barrage, but quickly shrugged it off . . .

“As long as I’m here, I’d like to ask you all something. Was it common for Ellen to forget her hooks?”

“Not at all,” CeeCee began. “I was surprised when Molly told me. It was completely unlike Ellen. She was highly organized and into detail . . .”

“Really,” Detective Heather said, taking out her notebook and pen. “So, then you saw the bag of hooks after she left?”

CeeCee shook her head. “Not me.”

The detective looked toward Adele, Meredith and Sheila. “You must have seen the bag of hooks?”

They all shook their heads.

“Hmm, so, Mrs. Pink, you were the only one who actually saw the bag?”

This wasn’t sounding good. I didn’t like the way Detective Heather was staring at me. I thought about what I’d said to Dinah about has it wasn’t my job to find out who killed Ellen. I’d just changed my mind.
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For Burl and Max. 
You guys are the best!
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CHAPTER 1

WHEN I STOPPED BY ELLEN SHERIDAN’S HOUSE to drop off the crochet hooks she’d left at the bookstore, I expected to be in and out with maybe a thank-you and a few brownie points. I certainly didn’t expect to end up in handcuffs.

Finding her front door open, I assumed she was bringing in groceries. I did a courtesy knock and said a few hellos and went on in. I called out her name as I continued down the hall to the living room. It looked out on the backyard, and I was so intent on seeing how the landscaping had changed since I’d been there last, I didn’t look down—not at first, anyway. Not until I screamed at the shock of stepping on something other than floor. I screamed again, even louder, when I realized I had stepped on Ellen’s leg and she might not be alive. She was sprawled across the champagne-colored carpet with a fireplace poker next to her head.

My feet suddenly seemed unable to move and my mind unable to focus. The only thought that kept going through  my mind was to check her pulse on the chance that her condition wasn’t as final as it looked.

With my heart pounding, dry mouthed and light-headed, I kneeled next to her. Just as my fingers landed on her neck, I heard a rustle.

“Freeze.” The voice was male and full of authority. I followed his command, turning my head ever so slightly to look over my shoulder and see who the voice belonged to. An LAPD officer with a crew cut and a grim expression had both his hands on his gun, and it was pointed at me.

“Hands on your head,” he ordered. Without hesitation, I complied, though as I did, the tote bag on my wrist slid down my arm.

Only later did I find out how this moment of supreme bad timing happened. All afternoon, the Neighborhood Watch captain had been concerned about the open door. He thought it looked suspicious when I went in, and called to report it. The cop had been down the street, staking out a stop sign that was notorious for being ignored. He’d answered the call and been approaching the famous open door as I started to scream.

Not taking his eyes off me, the officer stepped toward Ellen, crouched down and, releasing one hand from the gun, put two fingers on her neck. He was close enough for me to see that the name on his badge was Steven James.

“That’s what I was going to do.” I hoped that would make it clear that I was trying to help Ellen. After a moment he stood up and shook his head with an even grimmer expression.

“This isn’t the way it looks, Officer James. I just got here. I was dropping this off.” I moved my elbow to show off the red tote bag. I had taken his command to freeze seriously and was still on my knees.

“Drop it,” he commanded, then realized the impossibility of the order with my hands on my head, and told me I could move my arm to let the bag go.

As soon as the tote bag hit the floor, Officer James pulled it away with his foot and I put my hand back on my head. He stepped behind me, and the next thing I knew, he’d used his free hand to slap a pair of cuffs on me.

“What are you doing?” I squealed.

“Ma’am, I need to secure the scene, and I can’t do it if I have to worry about what you’re doing.”

I promised I’d stay put if he took off the cuffs, but he didn’t budge.

With me restrained, he holstered his gun and got busy on his radio. The truth of what had happened really hit me when I heard him say “homicide.” Someone had killed Ellen. My knees felt weak, and I was glad I wasn’t standing. Otherwise I might have collapsed. My stomach began to do flip-flops, and I pulled against the handcuffs.

When Officer James finished on the radio, he slid on a pair of rubber gloves, opened the red tote and dumped out the contents. A pile of red, green and blue metal rods hit the carpet with a jingly noise. He eyed them suspiciously. “Ma’am, you want to tell me what these are?”

“Crochet hooks,” I said. “They’re for making scarves, and blankets and those cute little cloche hats. Not that I know how to crochet. I work in a bookstore, so the only yarns I deal with are tall tales.” The kneeling had become uncomfortable, and I asked if I could stand up. He agreed and even helped me up. I was glad to see my legs had recovered.

“Hmm, so then that’s what that is.” He gestured toward Ellen’s hand. A wooden crochet hook lay across her palm, with a small ball of beige yarn next to it.

I nodded. “I think that’s one of the fancy kind. Her name is Ellen Sheridan. She leads”—I faltered—“make that led the crochet group that meets at Shedd & Royal Books and More. That’s the bookstore where I work. I’m the event-coordinator-slash-community-relations person. I handle author events and book signings, and usually arrange for  groups to meet at the bookstore. But Mrs. Shedd is the one who invited the crochet group.” I took a breath. “I know I’m rambling. It’s what I do when I get nervous, and I’m really nervous for obvious reasons. And I’m afraid if I stop talking, I might throw up.” Officer James’s serious expression shifted momentarily, and now he looked nervous. He fluttered his hand quickly to encourage me to keep going with the chatter. “I’ve never been in the middle of anything like this before, and . . .”

“I have to check out the rest of the house,” he said, apparently realizing that the only way he was going to get a word in was by talking over me. He took my arm. “And it looks like you’re coming with me.”

“Check the rest of the house? For what? Why do I have to go?” It came out like one continuous sentence. I couldn’t see much of his face, since he was standing to the side and just a little behind me, but I heard him let out an impatient snort.

“First order of business is making sure it’s safe. I have to make sure there isn’t somebody with a shotgun hiding somewhere. Second order of business is to make sure there aren’t any more bodies. And it’s safer for you if you’re with me.”

After hearing the shotgun part, I was glad to go along.

As he took my arm to steer me away from the living room, it registered for the first time that it had been trashed. Cushions were strewn around with their stuffing coming out, and the coffee table had been upturned. Papers were scattered over everything. Officer James seemed to notice it, but not react. I shuddered.

He didn’t seem bothered by going through the house, either. But, then, dealing with crime scenes was his business. It certainly wasn’t mine, and I felt uncomfortable and intrusive going into the private areas. The worst was Ellen’s bedroom. Did I really want to know that she had left her bra hanging on the door to the bathroom? Or that  she had a pile of Hollywood Reporters next to the bed that she was never going to get to read? The hardest were the photos of her children on the dresser. Her son and daughter had played soccer with my boys. Somewhere they were going through their day just like it was any other, only it wasn’t.

I was relieved that we didn’t find anyone hiding in any of the closets or under any of the beds. There were no more bodies, either. The rest of the house appeared untouched until we got to what looked like an office. The floor was a chaotic mix of papers, office supplies and furniture.

“What do you think that means?” I said, continuing with my rambling. “She must have interrupted the burglar before they had a chance to go through the whole place, huh?”

He didn’t answer, and I’m not even sure he heard me as he pulled open the door to look into the powder room. Apparently, letting me blather on didn’t include listening. I’d probably lost him at “crochet hooks.” Though he did give me a couple of nervous looks when there’d been a lull in my one-sided conversation.

Maybe his not listening wasn’t such a bad thing. In my nervousness I had veered off the topic of Ellen and started giving way too much personal information about my husband, Charlie, dying a little over a year ago and how hard it was to start a whole new chapter of my life. I imagine a shrink would have a heyday with where my rambling had taken me.

We made a brief tour of the kitchen. No one hiding in there, though coffee mugs, cereal bowls and even cereal were still out on the counter. Who would have thought the Sheridans ate wild-berry marshmallow puffs? I’d have figured they were more the shredded-wheat types. I also changed my opinion about Ellen’s being a neat freak.

As Officer James continued to lead me back to the front hall, a flurry of activity interrupted the eerie silence of the  house. Two paramedics were walking in, along with a cop carrying a roll of yellow tape. Suddenly a petite ball of energy with spiky salt-and-pepper hair roared through the door.

“Molly?” Dinah said, stopping short. Her eyes grew wide when she saw my handcuffs. “What’s going on?” She glanced back toward the living room and noticed Ellen’s body. She had the same response I’d had, and screamed.

Officer James let go of my arm and stepped in front of her, trying to block her further entry. “You can’t come in here.”

“Too late, I’m already in,” she said, holding her ground.

He gave her a dirty look. “Okay, fine. But now you can’t leave until the detectives talk to you.”

“What are you doing here?” I whispered to Dinah. She explained that she had been driving by and had seen my car out front. It’s a real standout, a vintage—i.e., old—Mercedes in teal green. The color of the 1993 190E was so rare that when I saw another one, the driver and I shared a wave of solidarity.

“When I saw the police cars, I had to find out what was going on,” she said, glancing down the hall again. “Is that Ellen Sheridan?” she stammered.

I nodded, and she gulped. I think Dinah is somewhere in her fifties, though she won’t tell anyone, including me, her best friend, exactly where, insisting that people peg you when they know your age. She’s an instructor at the local community college, and she claims that teaching freshman English to kids who still act like they’re in high school has prepared her for anything, but apparently not this. She suddenly appeared a little green around the edges as she pulled at the burnt orange scarf wound around her neck. Dinah goes for the arty look, lots of layers and scarves and dangling earrings.

Just when I thought Dinah was going to lose it, Officer James escorted us into the front yard and then began draping  the yellow tape across the entrance. Ellen’s house was a one-story white wood frame house that took up most of the width of the lot. A tall pepper tree shaded the front yard with its lacy leaves. The grass grew on either side of the half-circle driveway, and the white picket fence that marked the front of the yard was lined with coral roses. It didn’t look like a murder house. It looked like the kind of place that gave out big candy bars on Halloween and had nice parties with rental tents in the backyard and A-list caterers. It just showed you couldn’t go by appearances.

Beyond the low fence, it was beginning to look like a street fair. More cop cars and news crews were parked on both sides of the street. A police helicopter was circling, and there was the loud thwack of news helicopters in a hover pattern. And since all this activity was not a common sight in the upscale area, the neighbors had come out to see what was going on. I saw more than one familiar person look at Dinah and me and shake her head in dismay.

I thought things were turning around when I saw a black Crown Victoria pull up and Barry Greenberg get out. That’s Detective Barry Greenberg, who just happens to be my sort-of boyfriend. Though the sort-of part was in my head. He saw us as a sure thing.

Barry would get this all straightened out and have me uncuffed. Then Dinah and I’d be out of there.

I didn’t like the way his expression darkened when Officer James walked up to him and pointed at us. There was a lot of talking and head-shaking, none of which looked like the easy fix I was hoping for. Finally Barry walked over to us, holding up his hands apologetically.

“Sorry, but I have to step down.”

“What?” I wailed, expecting him to tell the uniforms that he knew us and he’d take over.

Barry is your basic tall, dark and sexy in a mature sort of way. He was dressed in his detective outfit of a suit, white shirt and subdued gray-tone tie. He made a call on  his cell with his back to us. When he clicked off, he turned toward Dinah and me.

“I can’t handle this case. You just can’t be the lead detective when your girlfriend was found hanging over a dead body.”

“It works for me,” I protested.

“Well, any defense attorney would make mincemeat of the prosecution if he knew that’s what went down. I could lose my job.”

“All right,” I grumbled. It wasn’t as if I had a choice in the matter anyway, so I might as well agree. There’d be another set of detectives in no time, he promised, and no, he couldn’t take off my handcuffs. The new detectives would.

When I saw who the new detectives were, I almost choked. Detective Heather Gilmore and her partner took over. It wasn’t her partner, Rick Allen, I was concerned about. It was Detective Heather.

Though Barry insisted it wasn’t true, I knew she had the hots for him and a death wish for me. We had run into her at a beachfront restaurant, and it had been totally obvious to me how she felt about him, though Barry seemed mystified when I brought it up. All her hair-twirling and leaning in close to share some little cop story was just Heather being friendly, as far as he was concerned. All the hot looks she gave him didn’t register, nor did the North Pole stare she gave me.

Detective Heather was darling. She was slender and young, and had white-blond curls that framed her face. Even in her dark suit, it was obvious that she had curves. I was a little soft around the edges, with nice brown hair but no flowery word to describe the color. Still, Barry preferred me.

I thought it might have something to do with my cooking. You knew Detective Heather was a microwave-heater of store-made stuff, at best. I was all about cooking from scratch, slow-cooked roasts with scalloped potatoes, cakes  with buttercream icing. Not that any of this was going to help me now.

“Don’t worry. She’ll just ask you what happened and let you go,” Barry said as he headed over to speak to her. Even at a distance I could see how her face lit up when he got close. It got worse as they were talking. Barry’s back was to me, so I couldn’t see his reaction, but she leaned in close and touched his arm. It was even worse than the hair twirling from before. Barry said something to her, and they both looked my way. He kept talking and she kept staring at me with a hard expression, as though she wasn’t that happy with what he was saying.

I was getting more and more uncomfortable.

Finally she seemed to agree to something and turned back to face him. I couldn’t believe what she did next. She flicked her hair back from her face in what had to be the most obvious flirt move in the book. As he turned to go, she touched his shoulder, and I groaned.

He glanced back at me and gave me a smile and a thumbs-up as he headed for his car.

Detective Heather took charge immediately. She sent Dinah off with her partner and then focused on me. I hoped she’d suggest we talk on one of the nice benches along the fence in the front yard, but she had other ideas. She led me to the backseat of one of the black-and-whites and gestured for me to get in.

“It’s more private,” she said.

And a lot more embarrassing.

She waited until I was about to slide into the car to remove the handcuffs. “The officer was within his rights, you know. His first duty was for his own safety and then to secure the scene. He can do whatever he has to, to anyone he sees as a threat.”

I had a hard time with the last part. On what planet did I look like a threat? And I didn’t buy her privacy comment. If that was really what she was after, there was always her  black Crown Victoria. Even though it never showed in her even expression, I knew she was enjoying my discomfort. She stood next to the open back door and took out a nice-looking black ballpoint pen and a black reporter’s notebook.

Not only was it claustrophobic with that cage separating the front from the back, but the seat itself was some kind of indestructible plastic that gave me the willies. It seemed way too easy for her to merely shut the door and signal a cop to take me away.

She started by asking the correct spelling of my name, as if there were many ways to spell Molly Pink.

“Aren’t you supposed to read me my rights?” I asked warily.

She stopped writing and looked at me. “Only if I was going to arrest you.” She paused for a beat, and then leaned toward me. “Unless you think I should arrest you.” Her perfectly shaped eyebrows rose into a question. “Is there something you want to tell me?”

I rolled my eyes. “Don’t be ridiculous. It was just a matter of bad timing.”

I explained my Good Samaritan act.

I pointed to the red tote bag some investigator was bringing out. “Those are the hooks. You do know what crochet hooks are?” I asked.

She nodded and gave me a withering look. “Of course I recognize crochet hooks.”

She held up her handbag. It had wooden handles, but the body was made out of a variety of stitches of blue yarn. I had seen something like it in a fancy store at the mall, with a fancy price tag to match. “Looks just like that Balboa bag, doesn’t it? I made it,” she said proudly.

“Oh, then you crochet,” I said, thinking our conversation had turned friendly. But her eyes flared.

“No, I knit.” She pointed out the intricate cable stitches that gave the purse its sculpted shape.

“Knit, crochet, it’s all the same, isn’t it? Yarn, metal things.” I tried to sound light. She shook her head with a boy-are-you-stupid expression.

“No, they’re not,” she said in a clipped tone.

Who knew she was so serious about her yarn work?

She scribbled some notes in her notebook and then asked if I had noticed anyone outside when I’d gone in.

“Oh, you mean like the burglar?”

“What makes you think there was a burglar?” She moved just a little closer to me as if she wanted to hear my every word.

“I’ve seen enough cop shows to recognize a burglary scene. There was stuff all over the place. Obviously Ellen Sheridan walked in on them and they clobbered her. The fireplace tool was right next to her head.”

Heather’s blue eyes locked on me. “Or that’s what somebody wanted us to think.” Something about her look made the hair on the back of my neck stand at attention. Did she think that somebody was me?

After a moment she straightened and asked for my personal information. Though she explained that it was just for identification purposes, I thought there was a certain curiosity factor, too.

She began with age. I knew I wasn’t under oath or anything, but I gave her the truth, forty-eight, which compared to her perky mid-thirtysomething probably seemed ancient. If she asked for my weight, I was going to knock off a few pounds, which I doubted even counted as lying. But she skipped right to my marital status, and when she heard “widowed,” I half expected her to ask if I planned to marry again. Instead she just muttered an automatic “sorry.” It was in the same tone someone says “you’re welcome” after you say “thank you.”

Finally she asked for some samples from me, so they could separate my fingerprints and hair from the others at the crime scene. One of the investigators showed up and  took my fingerprints and a few strands of hair. Then, to my great relief, Detective Heather let me go.

I was thrilled to get in the greenmobile and head for home.

The phone was ringing when I walked in. I grabbed the cordless and started walking around the house turning on lights.

“Mother.” The word stretched into a sentence of disapproval. “Why didn’t you answer your cell phone? Are you watching the news?” It was my older son, Peter’s, shorthand for “turn on the TV.” I checked my cell in my pocket as I headed to the den. It had once again set itself to silent. I flipped on the flat-screen and swallowed hard when I caught the image of myself in the police car. Detective Heather certainly photographed well. I couldn’t say the same for me. I looked like I’d felt, rumpled and upset.

“How could you?” he said, and I could just picture him looking heavenward.

How could I what? Did he really think it was part of my afternoon plan to trip over Ellen Sheridan’s body and end up on TV so I could embarrass him? Peter’s a William Morris TV agent and very concerned about his image. He’s been the uptight Brooks Brothers type since he was a kid. He’s a little short in the sense of humor department, though you’d think someone with a name like Peter Pink would have one.

He wasn’t happy until I apologized—for what, I’m not sure. Then, when he’d heard the whole story, he asked me if I needed a lawyer.

“I hope not,” I said with a shudder.

Call waiting beeped, and I hit the button. It was a frantic Dinah. The detective had let her go almost immediately, and she wanted to make sure I was okay since, when she’d left, I’d been sitting in the cruiser. I assured her I’d made it home unarrested.

Before I could click off, another call came in. It was my younger son, Samuel.

“Ma, are you all right?” There was concern rather than disapproval in his voice.

I was surprised he had even heard about my recent escapade, since he rarely watched television. It turned out Peter had called him.

“I could come over,” he offered. Samuel was totally different from Peter, softer, less judgmental. But, then, he was a musician. Though he was head barista at a coffee place to pay his rent.

“Peter said you were in trouble.”

“‘Trouble’ is kind of a strong word. I had kind of a bad day, but it’s over now.” Samuel had taken his father’s death hard, and I knew he was worried something might happen to me. I had to reassure him that I was fine. Well, I was, almost.

After hanging up with Samuel, I took a shower and changed my clothes, but I couldn’t seem to wash away the image of Ellen sprawled on the carpet.

Blondie, the terrier mix I’d recently adopted, was sitting by the back door, staring at her leash. Her world was a lot less complicated than mine, and obviously she didn’t think my finding a dead body was an excuse for skipping her walk. I thought it might do me some good, anyway. But I was still tense when we returned. Blondie had a catlike personality and went off to the bedroom to sit in her chair.

I tried watching TV, but it didn’t help and I only made myself more nervous by constantly flipping through channels. I needed to do something. I wandered around the living room, feeling at loose ends. Normally I loved my house, even if Peter was trying to get me to sell it and move to a condo. He couldn’t understand why I needed all this space now that I was alone.

But tonight nothing felt right. I didn’t even enjoy the way the whole back of the house looked out on the yard. The flower bed and the orange trees barely registered. If Charlie had been here, he’d have known what to do to get  me out of this funk. But, then, if Charlie had been here, none of this would have happened. I wouldn’t have gotten the job at the bookstore, and I wouldn’t have known anything about Ellen and her damn crochet hooks.

There was only one antidote to my nerves that always worked—cooking. I went into the kitchen, considered my options and chose caramel corn. I’d make it and watch an old movie and try to forget about everything.

None of that paper-bag microwave stuff for me. I poured oil and popcorn into the bottom of a saucepan, stuck on a lid and turned on the fire. The room filled with the smell of it popping, reminding me of movie theaters and events with the kids. I emptied the finished product into a bowl and got ready to make the caramel part. The candy thermometer was already stuck onto the side of the pan holding the butter and sugar, ready to go. The butter portion looked a little scant. I opened the refrigerator, and my gaze stopped on the six-pack of Hefeweizen. I had noticed it on sale and without thinking bought it for Charlie. He loved the wheat beer very chilled with a slice of lemon.

I felt my eyes tear up. “I’m past this,” I said out loud, and then doubled the amount of extra butter.

Once the caramel mixture reached the hard ball stage, I poured it over the popcorn. While it cooled, I looked through my DVD collection and found a frothy Audrey Hepburn movie.

Popcorn in hand, I hunkered down in the den and started the movie. By the time it was half over, I’d stopped thinking about Ellen’s body, and made a serious dent in the candy-covered popcorn. Was it my imagination, or were my khaki slacks already a little tighter through the hips? I really needed to find an outlet for my nerves with fewer calories.

Just as Audrey sat down at her typewriter and William Holden began to dictate a love scene, I heard my kitchen door open and shut, and Barry called a greeting. A moment  later he came in the den. He was still dressed in his suit, and was pulling off his tie.

“You bought Hefeweizen?” he said, holding up a bottle before taking a sip. “I didn’t know you drank beer.”

There was an odd moment. I almost wanted to say, “That’s for Charlie.” Then logic kicked in. Charlie wasn’t going to drink that beer, and neither was I.

“I bought it by mistake,” I said, finally.

Barry’s dark eyes clouded, and without my saying any more, he understood. He set the bottle down and didn’t pick it up again. He eyed the bowl of caramel corn.

“Have some.”

“There’s no connection to Charlie with that, is there?”

I shook my head, and he grabbed a handful. As soon as the flavor kicked in, he got a look of ecstasy.

“Better than beer, anyway.” He dropped his tie, took off his jacket and sank down next to me on the couch. “I wanted to make sure you were okay. Last time I saw you, you didn’t look so good.”

“I think stepping on the leg of your dead neighbor will kind of do that.”

“Yeah, they always say your first body is the toughest.”

“First body!” I squealed. “How about first, last and everything-in-between body? I don’t want a repeat performance.”

“And why exactly is it you were standing over said body?” he asked.

Here we go again. I repeated the story about being a nice guy and returning Ellen’s hooks. “Next time I think I’ll just call,” I said when I finished.

“You understand why I couldn’t take the case.”

I nodded halfheartedly. “Well, Detective Heather ought to take herself off it, too. She’s personally involved. She’d like to buy me a ticket to the moon so she could have you all to herself.”

“You flatter me,” he said, putting his arm around me and pulling me close.

“No, you’re just blind.” I reminded him of the scene in the Sheridan front yard. He didn’t seem to have any memory of the hair flicking or arm touching.

“She’s a good detective, fair and impartial. Besides, you didn’t do it, did you?” he said, his mouth sliding into a grin.

I rolled my eyes. “Does the phrase ‘all’s fair in love and war’ mean anything to you?”

Blondie ambled in and looked at Barry.

“Some watchdog,” he said, shaking his head. “Doesn’t she know how to bark?”

“When the mood suits her,” I said, reaching out to pat her head.

“You shouldn’t leave your back door open. You never know who might drop in,” he said, leaning in to kiss me. “Got to go.”

He didn’t have to explain. I knew it was something to do with his son. Barry was divorced. His ex lived back east and had had sole custody of him. Jeffrey was thirteen and had recently come to stay with Barry, who was very serious about the father thing. It cut into his social life and mine. But he as always reminded me that if I was willing to kick up our relationship a notch, by moving in with him, getting engaged or, even better, getting married, then things would be different.

I got up and packed the rest of the caramel corn to go. We’d been over this before and again I told him I would rather have a chopped-up social life than a relationship I wasn’t ready for.

“Sorry, babe,” Barry said. “But for me the few months we’ve been seeing each other are enough to know I want to move on to something more. I understand you still need more time.”

It wasn’t just because of getting over Charlie. It seemed like all my life I’d been setting aside what I wanted, for  somebody else. My older brother was conveniently always gone, leaving me to deal was my mother, the original diva. Her profession was backup singer, but she was all star at home. My father, the skin doctor, was either at work or quietly letting her be the center of attention. I felt more like her road manager than her daughter.

Charlie and I had married young. Peter and Samuel came along soon after. Whatever I had thought of for myself somehow went out the window after that. I loved doing all the PTA stuff, going on school field trips and attending every game either boy played in. I was glad to keep things together for Charlie at home and help him out at work. But then when he died, something had happened. Once I was semifunctional and realized I had to rebuild my life, I saw it was just that: my life. For the first time there was no one to defer to, and even with the occasional loneliness, I discovered I liked the freedom. I could do laundry at midnight, fall asleep on the couch reading or have ice cream for dinner, and not have to answer to anyone.

All those years I’d been the wind beneath everybody’s wings. Now, for the first time, I was the one doing the flying, It was scary and exciting.

I walked Barry to the door and handed him the bag.

By now the fluffy feeling of the movie had worn off, and I had a stomachache from the caramel corn and was back to thinking full-time about Ellen’s body and Detective Heather. There was something I’d forgotten to mention, or maybe I hadn’t wanted to mention it. Either way, I’d said nothing about it. Ellen and I had more of a connection than crochet hooks.
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