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“I dare you,” he said, watching me with those mesmerizing eyes. “Go for it.”

“I don’t think so,” I laughed, swirling my iced tea around in my glass. “Nice try.”

“Coward.”

“Excuse me?”

“You’re afraid to live your life out loud.”

“Says the man who lives like a monk at the top of a mountain, only emerging from his hermitage to hunt down his groceries once a week.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. There is nothing monk-like about me. I’m a hot-blooded American male. Trust me when I say know all about lust. I frequently fall in love.”

“Really? When was the last time you were over-the-moon in love, Romeo?”

“It hasn’t been that long.”

“Of course not,” I smirked. I knew that would get him crazy. “You wouldn’t lie about that, would you?”

“You think I would?”

“The proof is in the pudding, and Camila doesn’t count. She had ulterior motives when she seduced you with her pastas.”

“Okay you have me there,” he said, pushing his empty plate aside and leaning across the table. “But fess up. When was the last time you were all tingles and twitterpation? Don’t brush me off with some silly excuse. I want the truth.”

“If you want my answer, you’ll have to go first.”

“Me?” He studied me carefully as he gave me his answer. “It happened last month. I had such a hot time that I thought my socks would melt. In fact, it was the best damn chili encounter I’ve had in ages. Maybe on the list of the top ten encounters I’ve had in many decades on the road. The secret ingredient was the beef brisket. Now it’s your turn to answer.”

Nuts. I was so sure he’d come up empty. After all, I hadn’t gotten together with him in ages. I’d had too much on my plate after my dad died. When had he managed to find love on his own? That pang I felt reminded me how much I missed spending time in his company.

“Well?” He sat there waiting. When I wasn’t forthcoming, he pointed an accusatory finger in my direction.

“I knew it!” he crowed. “I was right about you.”

“In what way?”

“You’ve hit rock bottom. You’re stuck in a dry spell.”

“I’ve been busy,” I admitted.

“Too busy to feed your passion?”

“You keep forgetting that I just lost my dad. And I’ve got a new pup who is a handful, not to mention the fact that I’m all tied up with work issues.”

“Excuses. Nothing but excuses. It’s because you’re chicken.”

“I am not. I’ll get to it. I will.”

“When? The day hell freezes over?”

“Very funny.”

“It’s your last chance today. Tomorrow might never come. Do it. Carpe diem.”

“No, I can’t. It doesn’t feel right. I have to be in the mood for it.”

“How can you deny your desire this way? It’s not healthy. You’ll end up a dried-up old prune.”

“I shan’t!” I replied.

“You shall,” he insisted. “Let’s do it, Anna Banana. Hot fudge or butterscotch?”

“Stop,” I begged him.

“You know you want to do it. You’re already salivating.”

“Is that the devil sitting up there on your shoulder? Get thee behind me, Satan.”

He threw back his head and roared. “Here she comes. She’s got her order pad at the ready. Gooey fudge or gooey butterscotch? Name your poison.”

The young woman in the striped apron sidled up to our table. “I’m so sorry to keep you waiting. Did you want dessert?”

“Annie?” Angus prompted me.

“I’m fine, thank you. Maybe just a cup of coffee.”

“Certainly,” she smiled, collecting my plate and silverware.

My disappointed companion frowned. That determination to have his way had been stymied. He turned from me and gave the waitress his most charming smile.

“I’ll have the Aloha banana split and the check, please.”

Five minutes later, I was squirming in my seat. It got so bad that you would have thought I had ants in my pants, and it was all because of three scoops of ice cream that sat at the bottom of the dish across the table from me.

“Pineapple, coconut, and mango,” he smiled slyly. “Looks tasty, doesn’t it? And this hot fudge sauce with the bananas and macadamia nuts? It’s definitely over the top, especially with the vanilla bean whipped cream. Are you sure you don’t want to dip your spoon in for an itty-bitty taste?”

“No, I’m fine. You enjoy it.”

There was a glint in his eye as he buried his spoon into the whipped cream on the top and continued down, layer by layer, to the frozen delight on the bottom. He was all too aware that I longed to know if it tasted as good as it looked.

“I’m not going to cave in,” I warned him. “It’s not going to work.”

“No?” He gave me a devilish grin. “Are you sure about that?”

“Positive.”

When he withdrew that spoon, I caught a whiff of the hot fudge sauce on it and cringed. He gave me a wink and opened his mouth to swallow.

The moment that it hit his taste buds, his eyes grew wide for a split sec. That was the tell. I knew he didn’t fake his emotions. It really was that good. It was so good that he let it linger on his lips like a lover’s kiss.

“What a heavenly bite,” he sighed. “Pure ambrosia of the gods. I can die now and go to Heaven.”

“That’s not where you’re going, you crazy fiend!”

“My, my. Someone’s got her granny pants in a bunch. If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were....”

“Oh, shut up and pass it over!”

Just like that, I abandoned all good sense and caved in. What hurt the most was that he knew I would. The minute that I lifted my spoon and reached over to that decadent dessert, I was a goner.

“I hate you, Angus,” I mumbled as the fudge sauce melted on my tongue and slid down my throat like liquid silk on naked skin. “You have corrupted me.”

“Good. Now, when shall we make our first trek back into the culinary wilderness?”

“Say what?” I could barely hear him as I returned again and again to that forbidden tropical paradise in a dish. I was in love like I hadn’t been in love ever since my dad’s health took a turn for the worst.

“We have to plan it properly. Maybe we should start you off with a breakfast run.”

I snagged a piece of fudge-covered banana and wolfed it down. “O-ma-gawd!”

“Just name the day, Annie.”

“What?” I glanced up at him. “What are you talking about?”

“We’re hitting the road, babe. You and me. You need to do this. Look at you. By the time you finish this Aloha banana split, the waitress will be scraping you up from the floor.”

“You’re hilarious.”

“Come on, we’ll bring the pooches along with us and make a day of it.”

“I can’t. I’m still getting over....” He refused to accept my excuses with a wave of his hand. Instead, he changed the subject in typical Angus style, using his trademark carrot-and-stick approach.

“Here,” he said, sliding the metal dish over to me. “You need this more than I do. Finish it up. I’m free next Saturday.”

“But....” I gazed up at him and then down at the ice cream. “Wait a minute. Is this a bribe?”

“Don’t be silly. Saturday it is,” he nodded, adding it to the calendar on his cell phone.

“It feels like a bribe,” I told him, even as I shoved my spoon back into the whipped cream. Guilt knows no shame.

“Now, we have to pick a diner.”

“Must we?”

“Darling, if we are going to have a culinary treat that will make your taste buds sing, we must do our research. You know how this works. We check the reviews before we go. Now, tell me about the new pup. What’s he like?”

“She. Her name is Cinnamon. She’s a rescue Maltipoo.”

“Half Maltese, half poodle?”

“Yes. She’s still quite young. I’m not sure I should bring her. Your dog’s probably not fond of wild things.”

“She’s rambunctious, is she?”

“To say the least.”

“Well, Truffles is a Lagotto Romagnolo, so they should be fine together.”

“What’s a Lagotto Roma....”

“An Italian truffle dog.”

“Like the chocolate kind or like the thousand-dollars-a-pound kind?”

“The latter. He’s very agile and athletic. Wonderful dog.”

“He might get rough with little Cinnamon,” I decided. “It might be best to leave her at home.”

“Oh, I get it. She’s your excuse for not going anywhere. You’ll promise me you’ll come and then you’ll bow out at the last minute because you can’t leave her alone. You have no shame, Annie.”

“That’s not true!” I exclaimed adamantly. I hated the fact that he knew me so well.

“Of course, it’s true. She’s your security blanket, to keep some distance between you and the great big world now that you’re on your own. You can’t go anywhere because you have a dog.”

“She’s not an adult dog. She’s a puppy.”

“Truffles loves other dogs.”

“Great. She’ll be an appetizer for him.”
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“You’re picturing some large beast, are you? My boy is only eighteen inches high and he weighs thirty pounds. What about Cinnamon?”

“She’s about half his size and seven pounds. What happens when she crawls all over him?”

“I’ll tell you what. If you’re that worried, you can bring her crate and they can get used to one another safely. I think we’re looking at a trip to the shore. Let’s tire them out with a long walk first and then hit the diner for breakfast.”

I stared down at the empty ice cream dish. Fate had clearly tempted me on this occasion. My resolve was weak. Was it any surprise that I lost this battle?

“I probably won’t be very good company, Angus.” My year-long stint as a caregiver had taken me away from the world of dining out. I had forgotten what it was like to socialize with others. Maybe he was right. Maybe it was time to hit the road again. Could I do it? Should I do it? “You might have to exercise patience with me.”

“That’s no problem. We’ll take it one step at a time.”

The trouble was that Angus knew all about my failed love affair. Not the one I have with food. Heaven knows we shared that passion. No, he knew about the one I had with Clark Pennington. I had made the cardinal mistake of telling him all about the cad who broke my heart during a rambling moment of panic when I didn’t think I could go on with my life. My dad was dying, and I was heartbroken. We were out with the other members of our gourmet club and I let down my guard. Truth be told, he plied me with a Cabernet Sauvignon that was nothing short of amazing. I was vulnerable. Ever since then, Angus had insisted on staying in touch. He was there for me through to the bitter end, offering encouragement and kindness.

“This is no time for you to be alone, Anna Banana. You need to be with people who care about you,” he often said to me.

“It’s hard because I can’t leave my dad for long. He’s weak and in pain.”

“I know. Let’s get you through the next few months, and then we’ll take it from there, okay?”

But after my dad died, I wasn’t hungry enough to partake of the road trips with my foodie friends in the Golden Fork Club. My heart hurt too much. Nothing could get me out of my slump until little Cinnamon came along. That little fur ball opened my heart just enough. Maybe it was because her owner had died just a couple of months after bringing her home and she was at loose ends like me. We spent our days and nights together as the world passed us by.

And then Angus popped back into my life, with the insistent invitation to lunch. He would not take no for an answer. He was a persistent pain in the neck, pestering me to cede to his wishes. I finally agreed to meet him at the Lost Cause Dinner. Ironic, that name. I think that’s why he picked it. I suspected that he planned to mortify me into agreeing to another road trip. Here was the proof.

“Annie?” I heard Angus’s voice and shook myself out of my musing.

“I’m sorry. Did you say something?”

“Shall I call for you at nine?” he inquired. “Saturday. We’re having breakfast.”

“I guess so,” I shrugged. I pulled out my wallet and left a generous tip for our waitress. “Do you remember how to get to my place?”

“I do.”

We walked out to the parking lot together. I felt his hand on my back just before he leaned over and said something in my ear.

“It gets better, Annie. Not right away, but eventually it gets better.”

When our eyes met, I was surprised to see the compassion there. We’d been members of the foodie club for a few years now, but other than his passion for great cuisine, I didn’t know much about him, any more than he knew much about me. Did he suffer some kind of great loss at some point in his life? Is that why he was so kind to me?

“I’m glad you came, if for no other reason than I had the pleasure of watching you gobble up that banana split. I’ll email you some choices for Saturday’s brunch. Choose wisely.”

I watched him walk to his car. Just before he climbed in, he turned and waved again. And then, a moment or two later, he was gone.

Cinnamon was happy to see me when I arrived back at my place. I leashed her for a walk, and once she tired of sniffing every blade of grass, we headed back. I still had an afternoon’s work to complete, but I no longer minded it. I had something to look forward to, didn’t I?

On Friday, I opened up Angus’s note. He gave me two choices. It’s either the Mad Dog Café or Gerry’s on Main.

I pulled up the menus for both restaurants and looked them over. Neither one seemed to be anything out of the ordinary. Maybe he didn’t think I was ready for my taste buds to go into overdrive.

“Well, Cinnamon, don’t tell Angus, but I’m just going to flip a coin on this one.”

When my quarter landed, I had to laugh. “It looks like we’re headed to the Mad Dog Café. I hope you and Truffles find it to your liking.”

There’s one wonderful thing about road trips for foodies like me. We go places that would otherwise never make it onto our bucket lists. We visit small towns and big cities in search of a great bite. As we drove through Hamburg Cove on our way to the beach, I took in the sights and found myself curious about the little town along the Connecticut River. Angus had spent his summers here as a youth.

“Every August, we’d go to the Hamburg Fair. There were carnival rides, oxen pulls, and horses galore. There’d always be a granny with the best apple pie in the baking contest.”

“That sounds like fun.”

“It was. Summers were magical at the shore.”

We drove to the estuary, where there was an osprey observation platform and sat for a few minutes, looking out at Great Island.

“Ospreys are amazing birds. There are some nests in the area, so it’s not uncommon to see them raising their young. This time of year, though, most of them have already headed south, to their winter territory in South America. But you can sometimes catch sight of the golden eagles and bald eagles that arrive here in the colder months. Their prey is fish, so they follow the river down to the shore. Apparently, they think Connecticut is practically tropical, compared to the Canadian wilderness.”

“You seem quite at home in the great outdoors.”

“I am. I spent a lot of time in the woods when I was a kid. What about you?”

“Oh, I love to hike. There’s something soothing about being on a trail and the only sounds you hear are birds chattering and the wind blowing through the trees.”

“It is a great feeling. Besides, I need all that exercise after eating my way through some of those meals.”

“Definitely,” I laughed. “I like your idea of a long walk before breakfast. I don’t have to feel so guilty about all those calories.”

“Gluttony is one of the seven deadly sins,” he laughed. “If I’m going to enjoy my time at the trough, I have to find a way to redeem myself, eh?”

“Too true.”

As we continued our drive along the shore road, Angus pointed out the sights. “I used to take the boat out to the point with my grandfather. He kept it at a local marina, and on the way home, we often stopped at the stand right there for a double scoop of pistachio ice cream. It was amazing. So was their peach ice cream.”

Angus said Old Lyme had changed a lot over the years. Restaurants came and went.

“There used to be a great seafood place here when I was a kid. Next to it was a driving range and a pitch-and-putt golf course. We came for baked stuffed lobster a couple of times every summer. Oh, that stuffing was delectable, full of shrimp, crab, and scallops. My old man could eat two at a time. And my mother was no slouch either.”

“You come by your love of good food naturally? Is it in the genes?”

He put his blinker on and made a turn before he answered me. “I’d like to think so. My grandmother was a very accomplished cook. She was known for her big feasts. There wasn’t much she didn’t know about food, whether it was something elegant or just ordinary comfort food. Here it is, the local beach. Luckily, it’s off-season, so the dogs are allowed on the sand. They seem to be getting on well.”

It was true. Cinnamon didn’t seem to mind being in her crate. Maybe it was because Truffles was sprawled out for a nap on the seat beside her.

We took the dogs for a long stroll down by the water. At this time of year, the air was a bit chilly, but bearable. It felt good to be outdoors. I didn’t want to stop.

The two dogs chased one another up and down the beach. Truffles seemed to understand that Cinnamon intended him no harm when she nipped at his heels. It was her attempt at play.

“So far, so good,” Angus said, giving me an elbow. “Are you hungry?”

“I might be. How about you?”

“Ravenous. Let’s head back.”

How can I describe the Mad Dog Café? From the outside, it was nothing more than a little hole in the wall. The windows and door were sheltered by faded red awnings that were tattered around the edges. Peering through the window at the interior, I didn’t find much reason for hope. It looked like the kind of place you’d find in the middle of nowhere, where you’d expect to find a fly in your soup and lipstick on the rim of your glass of water.

“Here goes nothing,” Angus warned me, opening the door. We stepped inside.

They say first impressions are everything. In this case, I was dismayed. The wooden floor was scuffed, the walls were covered in kitschy kitchen paraphernalia, and there were just ten booths, five on each side. Nine of them were occupied.

But what it lacked in ambience, it made up for in sensual delights. The minute we stepped inside, my nostrils detected the smell of cinnamon, cloves, and maple syrup.

“I know the place doesn’t look like much, but a friend of mine told me the French toast is amazing. It’s stuffed with strawberries and mascarpone.”

“That sounds promising.” We settled at the booth by the window and waited for the waitress to bring us coffee. I picked up the menu. It was the usual breakfast fare. Muffins, pancakes, waffles, and eggs six different ways. “What are you having?”

“It’s hard to say. I might go with the stack of brown sugar pancakes with bacon maple butter.”

“There’s something different,” I nodded, giving him a smile. My eyes traveled down the menu until I came to the classic Belgian waffle.

“I think that’s what I’ll have,” I told him. “Simple, uncomplicated, tasty.”

“And yet, if it’s done with a heavy hand, it’s not what we know as fluffy. You’ll soon find out if it’s as good as its reputation. Bacon or sausage?”

“Sausage, I think. You?”

“The same.”

I admit that when I took that first bite of golden goodness, I thought I had died and gone to heaven. It wasn’t just the waffle itself. It was the maple syrup that accompanied it.

“Do you recognize what’s in it, Angus?”

“It’s definitely spiced, but I’m not sure with which ones.” He took another bite of his pancakes, trying to discern the flavor.

“Cinnamon, cloves, and cardamom?”

“And maybe a pinch of allspice,” I decided.

“Yes, I think you’re right. Rather intriguing, isn’t it? Most places just stick to genuine maple syrup. But this?”

“It tastes like an autumn walk in Vermont.”

“Right,” he nodded. “You can practically hear the rustle of leaves as you hike on the trail.”

After we finished our second round of coffees, I paid the bill, and he left the tip. We compared notes back in the car. He gave the Mad Dog Café a nine. I gave it an eight.

“Really good food, the waitress was attentive, but they should work on the charm aspect. It wouldn’t kill them to paint the walls and fix up the ladies room.”

“You’re not a fan of the rustic dining experience?”

“Hardly,” I laughed.

“I think they keep it that way because it scares the crowds away.”

“They don’t want more customers?”

“The waitress who served us is no spring chicken in case you didn’t notice, and the chef looked like she’s been slinging hash there for the last fifty years. Maybe she’s in her comfort zone and can’t handle any more business.”

“Maybe. They did seem to know almost all of their customers by name.”

“Surely that counts for something.”

“It does. And I will admit those waffles were delicious, Angus.”

“Does this change your rating? Care to change the eight to a nine?”

“I’ll go as high as an eight-and-a-half,” I replied. He was satisfied with that.

Just after one, we arrived back at my place. As I leashed up Cinnamon and retrieved her crate from his car, he said his goodbyes.

“Same time next week? Why don’t we ask Cookie and Chester to meet up with us?”

“I see what you’re doing,” I smiled. “You’re trying to entice me back into the club.”

“Am I?”

“I believe you are.”

“And that would be a bad thing because?”

I shrugged. “Maybe it wouldn’t be a bad thing necessarily. It’s just that it’s been so long since I’ve had a proper social life.”

“All the more reason to catch up with the pair of them. I’ll email you a couple of choices for the restaurant. I thought it might be fun to drive up to the Berkshires.”

And that’s how Angus convinced me to come back to the gourmet dining club.

It’s also the reason that we stumbled upon our first murder. Or rather those two dogs did.
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In hindsight, he said it all happened because Truffles was born to be a sniffer dog. I suppose that’s true. We had stopped for a quick hike through the state forest on the way to meet Cookie and Chester at the Dew Drive-In. I opened up the back door of my car and reached in to remove Cinnamon from her car seat and leash her. She was eager to get going as her buddy, Truffles, confidently led the way to the trail head.

The dogs enjoyed the chance to poke their noses under every fern frond. But when they got their first whiff of a cadaver, they completely lost their heads.

“Come here, boy,” Angus called to his pup, who had wandered away from us. But try as he might, he could not convince Truffles to return to his pack, not even with a couple of tugs on his leash. “Hey, boy!”

Of course, once Cinnamon observed her canine companion had made an interesting discovery, she felt obliged to join him, to check it out for herself.

Truffles was mesmerized by something unusual when Angus and I walked up the hill, intending to convince both dogs to abandon their hunt for buried treasure. It was something that didn’t belong there.

“Is that what I think it is?”

“What does it look like to you?” he inquired as a frown crossed his brow.

“It looks like a hand.”

“Ah, maybe.” He hurried forward for a closer look. I followed, nervous now.

“If it’s a hand sticking up out of the ground, it must be attached to a body. That can only mean one thing,” I reminded him. “Someone buried a body here in the woods.”

“I know,” he said grimly. “It must be murder. Grab Cinnamon and stay back, Annie. We don’t want to contaminate the crime scene unnecessarily.”

I picked up the little dog and retreated twenty feet. Angus called Truffles.

“No, no. Leave it,” he warned him. He gave a quick tug on the leash, but it had no effect on the Lagotto. He quickly stepped in and scooped up his dog. “That’s not for you, boy.”

Frantic now, Truffles tried to wriggle out of his arms and get back to his mission as Angus carried him back to the trail. “I’ve got to get him off the scent.”

“He’s intrigued with his find. You said he’s a sniffer dog.”

“You’re right. This is just too tempting to him,” he admitted as he wrestled with the dog.

“Head back down the trail with him. Take him away from here.”

“But we should call the police, Annie.”

“You have your hands full. Go on. I’ll make the call.”

I dialed 911 and provided the details of our gruesome discovery to the dispatcher who answered.

“Where are you right now?” she wanted to know.

“We’re on the white trail, maybe a half mile from the parking lot.”

“Stay there. Officers are on their way.”

I rejoined Angus further down on the trail. Truffles was still anxious, but under control.

“It doesn’t look like the body’s been there all that long,” he confided to me.

“What are you suggesting? You think that the murderer is still around?”

“He could be.”

I glanced over my shoulder to surveille the area. “I think you’re wrong.”

“How so?”

“Well, for one thing, the maple leaves on the ground look like they’ve been there a while, not like someone just dumped them on top of the burial site to disguise it.”

“But that hand is problematic. How do you explain the fact that it appears to be untouched by any animal?”

“Ah,” I shrugged. “Good point. Do you think we interrupted the killer?”

“If we did, he probably heard you make the call and knows the police are on the way. That could be a deterrent.”

I shivered at the thought that there might be a murderer lingering in our vicinity.

“I hope you’re right.”

It took the police almost twenty minutes to find us in the woods. Two officers arrived on foot, took one look at the find on the hill, and called it a crime scene.

“Why don’t you folks go back to your vehicle and wait there?” said one cop. “We’ll catch up to you.”

“Actually, we’re on our way to breakfast with friends,” said Angus. “We’re supposed to meet them at the Dew Drive-In on Route 7. Do you know it?”

“Sure, right down at the end of the road. Let me grab your details before you go. I’ll send someone there to take your statement as soon as I can. In the meantime, I have to get this area cordoned off.”

Once we had shown our identification and provided our contact information, Angus and I took the dogs back to the car.

“Give Cookie a call,” he urged me. “Tell her we’re on our way.”

“Do we mention the body in the woods?”

“It’s probably best not to do that. We don’t have the details, so why upset them unnecessarily?”

Five minutes later, we parked in the lot for the rustic log cabin restaurant. I opened the back door to tuck Cinnamon into her crate on the back seat. Truffles tried to make his escape, eager to get back to the scene of the crime.

“Not again,” Angus groaned. He reached around and grabbed the dog by the collar. “The last thing I need is for you to do a runner.”

“Biscuit, boy?” I reached into the stash I kept in my travel tote and offered Truffles a bribe. It took a couple of passes under that nose of his before he accepted it. “Good dog. And no, Cinnamon, I have not forgotten you. Here’s one for you.”

Cookie and Chester were sitting at a table on the left side of the crowded dining room when we walked through the door. She waved us over.

“So good to see you, Annie. It’s been too long,” she said. She stood up to give me a hug.

“I know. I missed you two.”

“You look well,” Chester told me, following her lead.

“You do too.”

Once Mary brought us coffee and orange juice, we ordered.

“I’ll have the Eggs Benedict,” Cookie announced.

“Make that two,” I decided. I folded the menu and took another sip of my coffee.

“Corned beef hash, two poached eggs, and the cheese sauce on toast,” Chester decided.

“And you?” The waitress looked expectantly at Angus.

“I’ll go with the special omelet.”

Mary had just brought us our breakfast when one of the waitresses suddenly crossed the room and hurried over to the front window of the Dew Drive-In.

“Grace, what’s with all of the police cars?” she asked a younger waitress. “They look like they’re headed to the park.”

“Maybe it’s those kids again, running amok up in the woods. Let’s hope we don’t have another fire like last fall.”

“I don’t know. There goes the ambulance. Maybe another hiker had an accident.”

“It’s possible, I guess. Remember that time the guy slipped when he was crossing the ridge and fell forty feet into the ravine, Mary?”

The other woman nodded. “That was something else.”

By the time that our finished our meal, the steady parade of emergency vehicles coming and going from the forest had ended. Everyone in the restaurant speculated on what had occurred, but neither Angus nor I made mention of the dead body in the woods. It just seemed wrong to gossip about the poor victim. Little did we know how right we were about that.

Eventually, a police officer arrived and parked his marked cruiser in the lot. He sat behind the wheel for a few minutes before he got out of the vehicle and sauntered into the place. The crowd suddenly went silent.

“Robbie, what the heck’s happened?” asked the young waitress, wiping her wet hands on her apron as she stood up from bussing a table.

“Well, Grace, that’s what I wanted to talk to you about. Is there some place quiet where we can talk?”

“Sure, sure. Let’s go into the manager’s office.”

We were on our last round of coffees when the line cook came out from behind the grill and hurried towards the manager’s office. He was back a minute later.

“Mary, it’s Grace. She needs you.”

A moment later, the cop returned to the dining room. He looked around, studying the patrons.

“Angus?” I gestured to the cop. “Do you think he’s looking for us?”

“Probably.”

I gave him a quick wave. He nodded and walked over to us.

“I’m looking for an Anna Colston and an Angus MacDonald.”

“You’re in luck,” Angus told him. “You’ve found us.”

Cookie poked me under the table
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