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Dedication


For my mother, Wendy





Epigraph


Painful is birth again and again. I’ve seen you, house-builder! You won’t build a house again! Your rafters are all broken, your roof-peak is demolished. My mind, set on demolition, has reached the end of craving.


—DHAMMAPADA, 146–156, TRANSLATED BY BHIKKHU SUJATO


He who once was heedless, but turned to heedfulness, lights up the world like the moon freed from clouds.


—DHAMMAPADA, 172, TRANSLATED BY BHIKKHU SUJATO


If the call comes, he can buttle with the best of them.


—Stiff Upper Lip, Jeeves, P.G. WODEHOUSE
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Prologue

ANTIGUA AND BARBUDA

It could not have worked out any better. Not for her, obviously. Things could have worked out considerably better for Trudee Burnett, personal assistant to Cartier Hightower.

The accident was intentional, but no one could have predicted the cartoonish chain of events that befell Trudee out there on the blue Caribbean water.

Kitesurfing is dangerous, but usually people sustain only modest injuries. They get dragged by their kites onto shore and torn up by bushes. They break their legs on driftwood. They crash when the wind gets gusty and unpredictable, or they end up getting dragged in and out of the water like tea bags being endlessly dunked when their kites go into a death loop. They don’t usually die.

Any sport that involves being towed on a board while attached to a massive, partly inflated kite is going to involve an element of danger. Any sport that allows big air riders to jump high enough to clear a ten-storey building and downwinders to reach top speeds of over a hundred kilometres an hour is going to involve a degree of mayhem. People sustain bruises and abrasions. Sometimes they break bones. When things go really bad, people drown. Accidents aren’t as common as they used to be, but they make for popular viewing on the internet. As a category, kitesurfing wipeouts can’t compare with deadly car crashes or gruesome football injuries, but they get decent numbers on YouTube.

The Epic Kitesurf Crash Compilation got 1.2 million views. Worst Kitesurf Accident Ever? 1.7 million views. Kiteboard Horror Costa Rica: 1.4 million. Kitemare! cracked 1.9 million views.

As luck would have it, Trudee’s crash crushed them all.

Part of the attraction was the hours of video that had preceded it, every minute of which seemed designed to make the watchers at home jealous. The footage was taken on a one-week cruise on a ninety-five-foot luxury catamaran, outfitted with air conditioning, a captain, and a hot tub. They were all so beautiful and they lived the way other people only dream of. On the first day, they filmed their stops at various beaches and islands. Fans on the internet watched them diving and swimming, drinking and dancing, and partying with other wealthy, attractive people. Trudee, who was a little older and not so beautiful, stayed in the background, helping, helping, and helping. She was good at that. But on the second day, the wind finally cooperated, and Trudee was able to give them the kitesurfing lessons she’d promised, and boom. There it was. The perfect opportunity.

None of them had wanted to scuba dive, and try as one might, it was impossible to booby-trap a snorkel and swim fins. But messing with a kitesurfing set-up was easy. All that was required was jamming some sand in Trudee’s harness release and using a nail file to saw partway through one of her kite’s back lines, so it would break at a critical juncture, also known as a belt-and-suspenders approach to creating a wipeout.

If things went wrong and she got a little injured: fantastic. If not, there would be other opportunities.

Trudee never thought to double-check her gear, which was old and not well-maintained, because she was so excited about having her big moment in the spotlight. The others might be better-looking, funnier, and far, far more popular, but she was the only one who knew how to kitesurf. After they filmed themselves trying to get up, she was going to have her chance to show them how it was done.

All that had come to pass. The others had not had much success, in spite of her coaching. Then she’d put on an impressive performance while her new boss, Cartier Hightower, who was worth more than the gross domestic product of Antigua and Barbuda, filmed her. Trudee had sliced through the impossibly shining waters under the blazing tropical sun, doing things that looked, to the uninitiated, impossible. She performed tricks and jumps and, when the wind picked up, hung for a few seconds like someone for whom the rules of gravity were only a rumour. A person didn’t have to be a contender for the Red Bull King of the Air competition to look impressive hanging from a kiteboard. Nor did you have to reach the elite level of the sport to have a wipeout for the ages.

The area around them was crowded with other boats, all of which had released their own windsurfers and kitesurfers onto the water. They swooped around the shallow bay on their boards, towed by their straining kites, and for the first part of her run, good old backstage Trudee, with her short, muscled legs and heavy jaw, was undeniably the star, at least until the line finally broke and the cascade of increasingly serious misfortunes began.

Was there any regret about what happened to her? A sharp sliver of guilt? Absolutely not. Trudee had proven herself an untrustworthy bitch who had the potential to ruin everything. She didn’t have what it took to keep the secret for both of their sakes. Trudee was a problem and she needed to be taken out of the picture, at least for a little while.

A broken arm or leg would have removed her from the scene long enough to get through the rest of the plan. After all, influencing waits for no one. But, as anyone with access to a computer could tell you, instead of sustaining a break or two, Trudee had become the star of one of the most popular videos the sport of kitesurfing had ever produced. In death, poor, sad, striving Trudee got more attention, more fame, than she’d ever bargained for. She’d been removed from the scene for good. That turned out to be the ideal outcome. The lesson was to always aim higher. Always drive harder to the goal.
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Chapter 1

Helen was closing the retreat for her employers, Mr. and Dr. Levine, their greyhound rehabilitation consultant, Dr. Levine’s hairstylist, and their best friend from up the road, Mrs. Shelton III, who had the distinction of being the mother of the second-richest man in the world. The odd assemblage of people sat in front of Helen on their brightly coloured meditation cushions, except for Mrs. Shelton, who sat in a richly upholstered Bergère chair she’d had her driver bring from home.

“I invite you to take the blessings of your practice deep into your bones and then out into the world as you gradually reintegrate,” said Helen. Then she rang the silver bell three times.

The five yogis let out long sighs and relaxed their postures.

“Amen,” said the greyhound expert, who was Southern and couldn’t stop talking for longer than forty minutes at a time. Her garrulousness didn’t seem to bother the others. Mr. and Dr. Levine were people of unusually deep equilibrium, and the others, Helen suspected, were too busy thinking their own thoughts to notice or care what the dog trainer said.

The retreat took place at the Levines’ home in West Vancouver. The meditation sessions were held inside the hall built by master craftspeople from Japan, hired by the Levines at great expense.

The Levines also had khutis constructed for each participant. The living and sleeping area in each charming little building contained a single bed and one chair. In the back was a small but exquisitely equipped bathroom containing a toilet, bidet, custom-designed concrete sink, Japanese bathtub, and rainforest shower system with all spray types to simulate different sorts of jungle precipitation. It all had a vaguely Zen whiff about it, although the style of Buddhism the Levines practised was Theravada in the Burmese tradition.

All the guests enjoyed their accommodations, except for Mrs. Shelton, who’d taken one look at the khutis and said no thank you. Her driver and security guard escorted her home each evening so she could sleep in her own bed.

“I’ll sleep in the second master bedroom,” she’d told Helen, with zero self-consciousness. “Like some sort of renunciate.”

Helen, who was the Levines’ butler and a former Buddhist nun, loved that Mrs. Shelton was not one for pretending to be some sort of ascetic.

Helping her employers with their spiritual journey was just a sideline for Helen. Her full-time job was taking care of everything else for them. She made sure their various homes and estates ran smoothly and were fully and competently staffed. Helen travelled with her employers and handled all their social engagements and day-to-day needs. She used a combination of elite-level organization skills, love, and firm boundaries to keep all the irritations of everyday life at bay for Bunny and Benedict Levine.

Even though Helen was a highly trained butler and former monastic, the retreat had proven challenging. Helen had arranged for a number of high-profile teachers to Zoom in to give dhamma talks and conduct interviews, and their busy schedules had been tricky to coordinate. Then there were the complex personal requirements of the attendees. For instance, Dr. Levine’s hairdresser, London, had a lot of highly specific dietary peculiarities and had diagnosed herself with a serious autoimmune condition on the basis of her fingernails.

“Ridges, Helen,” London had said, when Helen asked whether she had any food allergies. “I think it’s quite serious and a sign of deeper underlying issues.”

Nail ridges, Helen thought, were more likely a sign that London was now in her forties. As a result of the nail situation, London had decided she could only eat meat, salmon, and berries, “like a bear.” This was an issue because Buddhist retreatants usually take the five precepts when they go on retreat. The first of these precepts is to abstain from killing and at least refrain from harming other living beings.

“What should I do?” asked London when informed of the proscription. “My immune system simply cannot take another change.”

“Well, you could not take the first precept,” said Helen. She knew other participants were likely to have trouble with some of the precepts as well. For instance, the greyhound specialist was going to have a hard time abstaining from wrong speech, which was number four on the list of taboo activities. “Or we could find a way to meet your protein requirements without killing anything,” she added.

“What about,” said London in a conspiratorial tone, “if it was already dead before the retreat started and then I ate it?”

London’s all-meat diet hadn’t adversely affected her exuberant good looks. Skilfully braided hair cascaded down her back, and her green eyes glittered in a classically beautiful face. Aside from the nail ridges, she was a genetically blessed example of well-tended humanity, and she knew how to help Dr. Levine, a retired cardiac surgeon, reach the heights of her own aesthetic possibilities.

Instead of serving London beef and chicken and fish at every meal, Helen had the household chef, who, bless him, had not wanted to attend the retreat, prepare the stylist a nearly carbohydrate-free, protein-packed, but meat-free menu. London whispered to Helen many times, in violation of her vow of silence, how outstanding it was.

“Oh, bless your heart. This is just delicious. I think my nails are growing in smoothly. Oops. Sorry.” Then London would make a key-turning motion at her lips, throw the key away, and glide off smoothly to do some languorous walking meditation.

While leading the yogis in walking and sitting meditations throughout the day, Helen was still receiving and responding to the endless stream of invitations, including one from a former U.S. vice president. The designer who would be outfitting Dr. Levine in couture for the season was in constant touch to set up the fitting schedules in Paris. The apartment the Levines were having renovated in New York was nearly ready for a walk-through, but there were questions about when the custom furniture would be ready. Triffon Whyte, famous for her Beatrix Potter–hued pastel sofas and chairs, was designing everything and was behind schedule.

Helen had wanted to gradually transition her employers out of the retreat and into the luxurious demands of their lives, but they’d insisted on scheduling a luncheon on the same day the retreat ended.

She would have preferred the Levines to have at least two days to process their insights and gradually reintegrate, but Dr. and Mr. Levine had invited Archie Hightower and his daughter many months before and they didn’t want to reschedule.

Putting on a lunch for four adults was hardly a test of Helen’s butlering abilities or Chef’s culinary prowess, and everything was ready, but it was taking place too close to the retreat for Helen’s liking. Shielding clients from harshness and inconvenience was the goal of every good butler, particularly those who also supported their employers’ meditation practice.

Helen felt deep, abiding joy that she could use her skills as a former monastic and her abilities as a highly trained domestic professional in her care of the Levines and their friends. They adored her and she adored them, and she had enjoyed almost every minute of the two and a half years she’d spent with them.

By eleven thirty that morning, all the retreatants had gone and the Levines had retired to their rooms to dress for lunch. Helen carefully put the finishing touches on the table. The guests were due at noon. Helen had been informed that Mr. Hightower had “traditional tastes” in food, that the menu should not be too “refined,” and that it should definitely include meat. Dr. Levine had not been able to provide any insights into Mr. Hightower’s daughter’s preferences other than to say that Cartier was a “delightfully girly girl.” Helen, who was not and never had been a particularly girly girl, wasn’t sure what that meant.

Helen and Chef had come up with a menu that started with a selection of crispy vegetables and small breads to dip in Chef’s signature bagna cauda, followed by Spanish tortilla pie and roast chicken, a wild rice medley, a green salad with mint, olives, and pomegranate seeds, and a lemony pasta salad. Something for everyone, thought Helen. The Levines would not drink alcohol so soon after their retreat, but Helen had chosen a bottle of Dolcetto for Mr. Hightower, and Chef had conjured up a beautiful basil-and-cucumber-infused non-alcoholic drink and another one made with watermelon and strawberry for the Levines.

There was some discussion about the propriety of serving meat so soon after the retreat, but they decided to offer their guest what he seemed to require.

“Can we serve him a chicken that has died of natural causes?” asked Dr. Levine.

“We might have to delay the engagement, in that case. Our rescue chickens are remarkably long-lived, my love,” said her husband.

The Levines were the anonymous benefactors of a farm animal sanctuary in the Fraser Valley that looked after chickens and cows and pigs and a variety of other creatures who’d had the good fortune to escape the agricultural industrial complex.

Helen was a life-long vegetarian, but even she hoped they wouldn’t decide to serve a bird that had been partly eaten by a fox or run over by a tractor, and she was relieved when Chef had sourced one apparently so high-strung that it had died of fright during a thunderstorm. The rest of the details about its demise were sparse, but Helen felt confident it would be suitable for consumption.

The table was decorated entirely in cream and pink in honour of Ms. Cartier Hightower’s alleged girly-girlness. Pale-pink stocks and white peonies ran the length of the table in small vases. The dinnerware was also pink and white, and the linen napkins were large and white, with the faintest pink pinstriping. The colour palette looked extremely appealing against the large Monet painting that hung behind the dining table.

Helen gazed over the table and was aware of her own intense feeling of pleasure at its beauty. She savoured the sensation but didn’t cling to it.

Then, in her earpiece, she heard the voice of one of the security guards. “Hightowers have arrived.”

“Thank you, Abbie.”

Helen went outside to greet them and was surprised to see two cars approaching. One was a Mercedes sport utility vehicle. The other, a white Bentley. They rolled to a stop and Helen and the Levines’ driver, Terry, waited with their hands behind their backs.

Terry was a wiry woman who used to drive race cars and now jumped show horses when she wasn’t valeting or driving for the Levines. She approached the black Mercedes. A squat, balding man got out, shoved his keys at her, and headed for the other vehicle, ignoring Helen, who stood ready to greet him.

She’d just had time to register his poor manners when the driver of the Bentley struggled out of the front seat. He was a heavy-set man wearing a tight black uniform decorated, bizarrely, with dangly gold epaulettes, which made him look like a dictator from a small, broke country. Everything from his peaked driver’s hat to his jacket seemed to be too small, and he was red-faced and unhappy in the way that suggested chronic breathing problems. He opened the back door of the Bentley and a young woman got out. Staggered out might be the better description. This must be Cartier Hightower. She had on a skin-tight bronze lamé dress and a head covering that made her look like an ancient Egyptian queen who had for some reason decided to wear a half-stuffed pheasant on her head. The girl’s face was made up very dramatically, with the kind of extreme contouring that looked best on a phone screen and eyes that were accentuated with wild swoops of eyeliner. Her eyelashes were tremendous, even in the era of bizarrely long eyelash extensions. One of them had gotten tangled up in the headpiece, which had been knocked askew when she got out of the car. The dress was covered in a pattern of what looked like Egyptian symbols and decorated with random lengths of gold chain.

“Goddammit, Cartier,” barked the short man, who must be the girl’s father, Archie Hightower. “I told you to wear something proper.”

The girl tottered in towering sandals with straps that wound all the way up to her knees, and tried to straighten her head covering. “Ha ha!” cried his daughter, apparently delighted by her own predicament. “I’m stuck. Dad! Get a photo! I’m like seriously stuck!” She laughed uproariously as she wove around in circles, clutching at the feathered blob on her head.

“Cartier! Are. You. Listening?” yelled her father. “And no. I am not taking a photo of this for your social media. There’s more than enough of you on the internet already.”

Cartier was now screaming with laughter in a way that was somewhere between charming and deranged as she attempted to get the edifice on her head straightened out. She said several things that Helen couldn’t hear because she was speaking into the mat of feathers that had somehow fallen over the front of her face—something about having taken part in a “Cher-athon” and more requests for someone to capture her plight on video.

“Should I take a picture for her?” Terry whispered to Helen.

Helen glanced at Cartier’s father’s thunderous expression and shook her head.

The girl looked as though she’d just come from a Halloween party, even though it was early June. In fact, she had the appearance of someone who’d been partying non-stop since the previous October.

“You!” Archie Hightower turned to his daughter’s driver, who was being strangled to death by his dictator suit. “I told you to make sure she looked normal for this thing.”

“Sorry, sir,” said the driver. “I wasn’t sure how to . . .” He didn’t finish but instead looked at the unsteady young woman, who had now apparently caught her hair on one of the dozens of bracelets arrayed all the way up her arm and was struggling to free her arm from her head. “Do that,” he concluded.

“I should dock your goddamned pay for this,” said Hightower, staring at his daughter, who was bent in half and contorting herself into impossible positions in order to pull her arm loose. She was sobbing with laughter, and Helen found herself torn between joining in and worrying that the girl was going to do herself permanent damage.

Helen was about to go to Cartier’s assistance when a sudden change in the driver’s attitude put her on the alert that there was another crisis unfolding in the driveway besides the girl literally contorted by fashion.

The driver had stood up to his full height and was glaring at his employer. “Eat shit, guy,” he said in a barely contained growl.

Archie Hightower, Helen, and Terry all stared, aghast. Even Cartier Hightower peeked at him from under her arm and stopped laughing.

“You can take this miserable job and blow it straight out your ass. I’ve got better offers. Employment Insurance, for instance. Welfare. Starvation. Any of them would be better than working for you.”

And with that, he started to stomp down the driveway.

“I paid for that uniform you, you . . . driver,” spat Archie Hightower, whose face was scarlet. He seemed to be having trouble knowing where to put all his rage.

The driver jerked around and glared at Hightower. Then with great difficulty and much grunting, he managed to struggle out of the dictator jacket. He let it drop to the ground. Then, alarmingly, he undid the top button of his too-small pants, unzipped them, and shoved them down to his ankles. When he couldn’t get his pants off over his shoes, he sat down heavily on the driveway, pulled off his shiny black shoes, and finished removing the pants. He got back to his feet and stood, panting, in his rather jaunty black boxer briefs decorated with a bright-green monstera leaf motif. Then, to Helen’s horror, he removed his dress shirt, with the effortful look of someone trying to get out of a wetsuit. The shirt, too, was dropped on the driveway, leaving his substantial torso clad only in a plain, white undershirt. And with a final flourish, he yanked off his driver’s hat and hurled it toward Hightower, who stepped back, seemingly afraid to be touched by a garment worn by a “driver.” The driver, looking a hundred pounds lighter, or at least emotionally unbound, rubbed at the deep lines the cap had cut in his forehead.

“The gaunch are mine. Same with the undershirt and shoes. The rest of it, you can shove wherever you can fit ’em.” The driver bent over to pick up his leather shoes. “Okay, asshole?”

And with those final words, the former driver strode down the driveway, pantless and holding his loafers. He seemed, Helen thought, happy.

Helen slowly and deliberately took two steps away and held a hand over her mouth as she whispered into her earpiece. “Abbie. The driver is coming back through. Without his pants. Could you please arrange a ride for him? If we have a blanket, perhaps offer it to him?”

“What?” came Abbie’s reply. But Helen didn’t have time to explain. She needed to help Cartier get untangled, and get these guests into the house and settled before things got even more unseemly.





Chapter 2

When Helen was training at the North American Butler Academy, she’d learned that some of the super-rich did not consider the people who worked for them as equals. Indeed, some did not consider those in their employ as even fully human. She’d always felt grateful that the Levines, who were unfathomably wealthy, were also extremely kind and democratic to their core. They were people who acknowledged their privilege, enjoyed it immensely, and shared it widely. They were more likely to socialize with regular working people than other members of their rarified socio-economic class.

Helen had helped them to host multiple celebrations for staff and their families and for A-to-Z-level celebrities, as well as for a few guests of extreme means. Members of that last group were often alarmed at having to socialize with working people, but the Levines were the kind of rich people who set the agenda for everyone else.

The super-rich who took part reluctantly at these occasions frequently wore expressions like they had stepped in dog shit two seconds before getting onstage to accept their Academy Award. Their faces maintained rigid expressions for the duration of the events filled with housekeepers, cooks, dog trainers, staff from the local grocery store, and the guy who installed the floors, as well as financial advisors, doctors, artists, and Buddhist friends.

Sometimes the super-rich huddled together at such events, whispering to each other things like: “They really have the most unusual social circle, don’t they?” and “Oh for god’s sake, is that the greenskeeper from the golf course?” in tones that suggested a greenskeeper should never, under any circumstances, be allowed off the golf course.

“It’s fine to be eccentric, but there are ways to go about it!” a certain kind of wealthy guest would hiss at the sight of some person they had in the past assiduously ignored as being beneath them.

Mr. Archie Hightower at first seemed to be that sort of person, but where the Levines’ rich friends usually ignored staff and those of lower social standing, he chose to be actively abusive to everyone except for his hosts.

Helen escorted the father and daughter to a sitting room, where Dr. Levine waited. Hightower kissed Dr. Levine’s long, sensitive hand, but even his attempts to be gallant came across as abrupt.

“Hello,” he grunted. “Hello. It’s, uh, nice to see you, Bunny.”

Dr. Levine, an elegant Black woman who had retired from a career as a celebrated heart surgeon at age fifty-five, kissed his cheeks in the European way.

“Archibald,” she said. “I’m so pleased you could join us.”

Cartier smiled down at her phone.

“Cart!” said her father. “Bunny is speaking to you!”

“Oh, sorry,” said Cartier Hightower. “Hello, Mrs. Levine. It’s nice to see you.” Her eyes kept drifting down to her phone, a fact that was lost on no one.

“CARTIER! TURN OFF YOUR PHONE!” yelled her father. “Jesus. I’m sorry, Bunny. I don’t know what to do with—”

“I hear yelling!” said Benedict Levine, striding into the sumptuous sitting room. “That tells me my friend and colleague Archie is in the house!”

Bunny Levine, who currently wore her hair very short, smiled beatifically at her husband, who was six inches shorter than she was.

Unlike his wife, Benedict Levine was not instantly imposing for his good looks or his elegance. But he had the sheen of a man who is well tended and well loved. He had marvellous thick white hair, and he wore socks with his sandals, a sure sign that he was coasting along in the same post-retreat metta-filled bliss as his wife.

“Benny,” said Archibald Hightower. “How are you?”

“I am well. And how is my beautiful girl?” Mr. Levine asked, turning to Cartier, who finally looked up from her phone. “Uncle Benny,” she said, and for the first time, the girl seemed fully present.

“You look ravishing. Doesn’t she, darling?” said Benedict Levine.

“Absolutely,” said Bunny.

“She looks like she belongs in a Vegas revue,” said her father. “Or walking the strip.”

Cartier giggled as though he’d said something funny.

At Dr. Levine’s signal, Helen invited everyone to the dining room. Helen was about to show Archie Hightower to his seat, but he shoved past her and heaved himself into it without a word, bent on pretending she didn’t exist. His daughter ignored Helen not out of malice, but because her attention was again on her phone screen, which she stared at with an intensity that made her look like an advertisement for the dangers of cellphone addiction.

Dr. Levine raised and lowered her eyebrows at each new example of bad manners from the guests, but she remained gracious.

“Cartier, for Christ’s sake, put the phone away during lunch. It’s bloody rude to use it at the table,” said Archibald Hightower.

The girl pulled her attention away from the phone screen with some difficulty, as though her eyes were attached to it with fishing line. She put it in her lap, so she could sneak glances at it.

“Off!”

Cartier rolled her eyes. Up close, she looked even more extraordinary, with her theatrically thick makeup and her outlandish outfit.

“So, my dear girl. I must say that you are the very image of your mother,” said Benedict Levine.

“Thank you, Uncle Benny.” Cartier smiled at him. She would be a most unusual-looking girl, even without the strange outfit. She had a wide mouth, large wide eyes, and a straight, prominent nose. Her skin was clear, and she’d removed her Egyptian headdress with the odd feathered mat on top to reveal huge quantities of dyed-blond hair.

She had a good figure that looked hard-won rather than natural. She had a short torso, long limbs, and a malleable quality that was at once interesting and, Helen thought, a little concerning. She was nearly pretty but not quite.

As Helen moved around, getting the guests their drinks and laying out the starter course, she caught bits of the conversation, which seemed to consist of Archie Hightower grumbling about the markets and the state of the world and the Levines trying to shift the conversation onto more pleasant or at least neutral topics.

“I understand your driver has just given notice,” said Benedict.

“Him and the rest of Daddy’s staff,” said Cartier, finally looking up from the phone in her lap. “How many are left, Daddy?”

“Never mind!” said Mr. Hightower, face turning red again. “No one wants to work any more. Everyone is too damned sensitive.”

“It’s like Mommy said. There is actually a limit to how much abuse people will take, and Daddy’s specialty is finding that limit for each and every person.” Cartier laughed inanely. “Remember the pool boy? The one Mommy thought was so funny because he could hardly bend over because he was like eighty-five years old? How she said your yelling wouldn’t faze him because he couldn’t hear you?”

“Stop talking such foolishness,” said her father.

“No. It’s the greatest thing. The guy could hear just fine, but Mommy convinced him to pretend he couldn’t hear so you wouldn’t yell at him. Did you know the pool boy and Mommy used to play canasta when you weren’t around? She super loved him. Danny. That was his name.”

“Oh, for god’s sake. Imagine socializing with the help,” said Archie Hightower.

“We consider our employees family,” said Dr. Levine.

“Well, they’re not,” said Hightower. “That’s a damned good way to get taken advantage of.”

“It’s also a good way to keep valuable employees and create a wider sense of compassion,” said Benedict Levine.

“We just finished a retreat led by our beloved Helen,” said Bunny Levine. “One of the best retreats we’ve ever attended, and it took place right here in our own home.”

“Well, it wasn’t in the house, per se,” said Benedict. “We’ve created our own mediation space. You must come see it. It was a very deep experience, wasn’t it, my darling?” He took his wife’s hand in his.

The Hightowers stared wistfully at this display of affection. Helen wondered where Mrs. Hightower was.

“We sat with staff and friends, and Mrs. Shelton joined us.”

“Really?” said Archie Hightower. “A Shelton is willing to pretend she’s one with the common people?”

“Mrs. Shelton’s grandparents started out running a small greengrocer,” said Benedict. “Before they were the Real Foods empire. She has never forgotten her roots.”

“A pittance compared to what that son of hers has made,” said Hightower. “If I had to do it over again, I would have gotten into hedge funds and pharmaceuticals and defense contracting.”

“You certainly have the temperament for those things. Especially defense contracting,” said Benedict, evenly.

“Goddamned right I do,” growled Archie Hightower. “But I ended up in shipping.”

“What was your first job?” asked Bunny Levine, pouring herself a lemon water.

“Worked on the docks,” said Archie Hightower. “And some people never let me forget it. And look at me now. I own the whole fleet. And a lot more besides.”

Helen left the table and came back to set down the trays of vegetables for the bagna cauda. Each diner was given their own dipping pot with a small candle underneath to keep the sauce warm.

“What is this?” asked Archie Hightower.

“Bagna cauda,” said Bunny Levine, in a voice that had commanded hundreds of nurses and other hospital staff to follow her directions.

“Fine,” said Archie. He frowned at the sauce and pushed it aside. Then he shoved a carrot into his mouth and crunched it with grim displeasure.

Cartier began to heedlessly plunge her vegetables into the sauce. “It’s so good. I love it!” she said on one of the rare occasions she looked up from the phone in her lap. “Could I have more bread?”

“Of course, dearest,” said Bunny Levine.

Cartier cocked her head to the side. “Oh, no. Actually, I better not. Ugh. You know?” She patted her stomach, then looked at Dr. Levine. “Or maybe you don’t know.”

“You look gorgeous,” said Benedict. “Doesn’t she, darling?”

“That dress is too tight,” said Cartier’s father. “It’s barely decent.”

Cartier stared down at herself as though surprised to find that she had a body.

“It’s a beautiful colour on you,” said Dr. Levine. “And you look magnificently zaftig.”

“That’s it exactly,” said Mr. Levine to his wife. “You always have the right words.”

“Um, does zaftig mean fat?” asked Cartier.

“How do you not know this?” said her father. “Too much time on the internet. Not enough time reading books.”

“Like you read books, Daddy.”

Helen could sense her employers’ equilibriums slipping. She found herself wanting to get the lunch over so she could re-establish the protection of silence and calm around them.

Dr. and Mr. Levine continued to try to steer the conversation away from vexing topics. They exclaimed over the bagna cauda and enjoyed the small slices of focaccia with the perfectly toothy, salty crusts.

“Helen, you must tell Chef he’s a genius,” said Mr. Levine.

“Truly,” added Dr. Levine, before exchanging a look of mutual adoration with her husband. They were so in love it sometimes took people by surprise, and Helen had heard more than a few guests comment bitterly at their bond when they thought no one could hear. Helen understood that for some who did not have such a strong and intimate romantic connection with a partner, watching Dr. and Mr. Levine was probably like being a starving person peering through a window at a magnificent feast.

Helen found the couple not just admirable, but heartwarming, and she wished, with her usual generosity, that everyone who so desired could have such good karma.

It was clear that Archie Hightower did not share her feelings. He seemed almost repelled by his hosts’ small displays of affection. Indeed, affectionate gestures seemed well outside his interactive repertoire.

The Levines’ new housekeeper, Mariska, a diffident young woman Helen was training, set down the heavy white plates containing slices of Spanish tortilla pie in front of each diner, while Helen placed the dead-of-natural-causes roast chicken, already sliced, in front of Mr. Levine to serve.

Archie Hightower stared at the pie, and once again his high colour returned. He had a concerning yellowish-grey cast to his skin when he wasn’t red with rage.

“Girl!” he said to Mariska, who had arrived from Ukraine only six months before.

Mariska’s large blue eyes grew huge as the angry little man beckoned her with his finger, which was as rigid with outrage as the rest of him.

“Is there dairy in here?” he asked.

Mariska was too afraid to answer, so Helen took over.

“Yes, sir,” she said, coming to stand beside the young woman and gradually and imperceptibly moving her out of the way of the storm she could sense was coming.

“What is it about ‘allergic to dairy’ that you don’t understand,” he said. “Huh? If I eat this, I’ll be shitting all night. How hard is it to get basic directions right?”

Helen had not been informed that Hightower had a dairy allergy. She’d called his house, and the person who answered had assured her that he had no dietary restrictions whatsoever and that he was particularly fond of dairy. Dr. Levine had told her that Hightower preferred simple food. To Helen, it didn’t get much more simple than Spanish pie.

“I’m sorry, sir,” said Helen. She picked up his plate.

“Are you people deaf or just stupid?” he persisted. “How hard is it to get directions right?”

This was too much for Bunny Levine. “Archie, you may not speak to any member of our staff in that manner.”

“Yes, exactly,” said Mr. Levine. “Let’s try not to be such a towering asshole for the remainder of the lunch.”

And something about the straightforward clarity of their words took the steam out of Archibald Hightower.

“Sorry,” he grumbled.

The interaction had even captured Cartier’s gnat-like attention, and she giggled. “Oh, Daddy! You get called an asshole at every single event you go to!”

Sometimes twice, thought Helen.

Archie Hightower looked straight ahead like a bullfrog who had missed every fly so far that day.

“Helen? You and Mariska can take a break, please,” said Dr. Levine. “Benny and I will finish up.” She smiled at Archie Hightower as though daring him to yell at her.

“May we collect the dishes when you’re done?” asked Helen.

“No, thank you,” said Dr. Levine. “We’ve got it. Please just tell Chef that we need a dairy-free alternative to the Spanish pie. Perhaps a nice omelette?”

“And toast,” said Archibald.

“We appreciate you, Helen,” said Bunny, and Benedict nodded.

Helen went back to the kitchen. She was glad for her employer’s words, but she felt a deep discomfort about leaving them to serve and clean up after their guests.

As a butler, she had a near compulsion to take care of any matters, large or small, that her employers might need even before they were aware of that need. But she’d worked for the Levines long enough to know that they always meant what they said and enjoyed “slumming it,” as Benedict Levine called taking care of themselves, even though they had a full complement of household staff. Helen had the impression that the couple treasured their time alone in the house and they liked doing for themselves now and then.

Helen kept her earpiece on, in case she was summoned, and she assured Mariska that she’d done nothing wrong.

“Will many people talk to me like this?” asked the girl, who still seemed shaken by her interaction with Archie Hightower.

“Some will,” said Helen. “If you have genuinely made a mistake, all you can do is apologize, make it right, and then move on. If you have not made a mistake, most people just want to feel heard.”

“Do NOT let these client peoples bully you,” said Chef. “There are some real sadies out there. Don’t ever let those peoples know they got your goats.” Chef was from Greece and, Helen could tell, would last about ten minutes doing table service before he stabbed someone in the neck.

“Sadies?” asked Mariska. “Who is this?”

“You tell her, Helens,” said Chef. “They are like the Putin Russians. Mean. Unreasonable.”

“The word is sadist,” said Helen. “It means people who get pleasure from hurting others.”

At this, Mariska nodded her head. “I know about this kind,” she said. “Very common where I come from.”

Helen knew that this kind existed everywhere.

Chef whipped together a perfect herbed omelette without cheese or butter and Helen brought it to the table. When she tried to offer fresh coffee, she was waved away by the Levines. She noticed that Cartier wasn’t even trying to hide her phone use anymore.

A few minutes after Helen had returned to the kitchen, Dr. and Mr. Levine entered the enormous space together with the air of sixth-graders escaping an extended and unwelcome session of dodge ball.

“We’re here to ‘get the desserts,’” said Benedict Levine, widening his eyes and putting air quotes around his words. “Right, darling?”

“Oh yes,” said Dr. Levine. “It’s unfortunate that they are not quite ready, and we’ll be forced to hang out here with you all while Chef finishes.”

At this, Chef’s head reared up in alarm.

“Is not true, Dr. Levines! The desserts are here! Including a no-dairies version!” He pointed at three slices of white cake with dark icing and a magnificent pavlova topped with coconut cream and berries.

“What sort of cake is that, Visilis?” asked Dr. Levine.

“The cake is a tres leches! Made specials for today.”

“As in three-milk cake?” asked Dr. Levine, who was clearly struggling to keep a straight face.

“As in the most dairy-filled thing imaginable other than a cheese platter and a side of whipped cream,” said her husband. “It all looks fantastic.”

“Yes, and since news just now comes to me of this allergen to good dairy, I bring out a pavlova I made last night.”

“I see. And there’s no dairy in the whipped topping?” asked Dr. Levine. “Amusing as it is that we nearly served him a dairy-filled dessert, I think the poor man really is allergic.”

“Coconut cream. Light as starving cloud,” said Visilis, which made everyone stare at him. “And the pavlovas have only eggs whites. No cows, eggs!”

“Okay, well, it all looks superb,” said Dr. Levine. “But I think we’ll hang out here for a few minutes. If you don’t mind.”

Visilis was unsettled by their presence. “What can I feed you during your visit to my kitchen that you have hired me to run like well-oiled gear shift?” he said, throwing out his arms grandly to encompass the huge kitchen.

“Oh dear, Visilis. You are too kind, but we are very full and happy already,” said Dr. Levine.

“And may I say, your food during the retreat was ambrosial,” added Benedict Levine.

The two of them seemed inclined to stay awhile. They looked like satisfied cats as they perched on two of the tall stools arrayed behind the huge island with the eight burners and two sinks.

“I should really learn to cook, shouldn’t I?” mused Dr. Levine.

“No one makes an apple sprinkled with granola like you, my beloved,” murmured her husband.

“The secret to making an apple is to use either Envy or Pink Lady apples,” said Dr. Levine.

“Shall I check on the guests?” asked Helen.

“If we all stay away from dear Archibald, we are far less likely to have issues. It’s when one goes near him that the trouble starts,” said Dr. Levine.

“I have to say, I think he’s mellowed since he lost Bonnie,” said Benedict. “He was truly unbearable when she was alive. To everyone but her, that is. She was the only person to whom he was not a complete bastard.”

“He dotes on Cartier, too. It’s just hard to tell because his emotional range is so . . . limited,” said Bunny.

Helen felt something close to a compulsion to check on the Hightowers. It wasn’t just her butler training. Some instinct was pushing her to go to the dining room.

“Visilis, darling? Any chance of an orange juice and soda, with just a teensy bit of pomegranate juice?” asked Bunny. She was slowly swivelling her chair and showed zero sign of urgency to rejoin their guests.

“Mrs. Doctors. Of course!” said Visilis, and like magic, there was a small juicer, sparkling water dispenser, three perfect oranges, a knob of ginger, and a tiny carafe of fresh pomegranate juice on the acre of countertop.

“Please excuse me,” said Helen.

The Levines smiled at her like a single happy being. “Of course, Helen. We know our benign neglect of guests is very hard on you. We promise to be along in a minute. We’re just enjoying being away from them right now,” said Dr. Levine.

“And we’re enjoying not hearing anyone being abused by the thundering arsehole that is Archie Hightower,” said Mr. Levine. “I apologize, Helen. That’s not right speech, is it?”

Helen smiled.

“It’s a damned good thing he has control of a significant part of the global shipping sector, because he’s not winning any awards for . . .”

“Human resource management?” supplied Dr. Levine.

“Human interaction,” said Mr. Levine. “And I say that as a hardened businessman who has been known to stake out a firm position.”

“Oh, my love. You are about as hard as a blancmange.”

“And twice as delicious?” said Mr. Levine, making all the staff look quickly away in quiet horror.

Helen took that as her cue to go back to the dining room, where she found Archie Hightower sitting alone at the pink and white table, looking like the saddest man alive.

“Sir?” said Helen. “Dr. and Mr. Levine will be back shortly with the desserts. I hope you and Ms. Hightower will enjoy what Chef has prepared.”

Archie Hightower, whose body in repose radiated a sort of knotty tension, looked at her without quite as much ill will as he had earlier. “My daughter will not,” he said.

“Oh?”

“She has buggered off. She got some sort of news. Had to go.”

“Archie?” said Benedict, who’d entered the room holding two prettily plated desserts. “Where’s Cartier?”

“Gone,” he said shortly and stared at his plate.

“Is she okay?” asked Bunny.

“Apparently her friends have a shoot planned. She is in a panic that she’ll be left out and so she took off.”

“That’s too bad,” said Bunny, and her husband nodded.

“Cartier is genuinely terrified that she’ll be left out of any of their boneheaded, pointless activities.” Archie Hightower stared down at his dairy-free dessert wearing an expression of mute, furious misery. In spite of everything, Helen felt deep compassion for this man and his giggling, uncertain daughter. “She told me to say goodbye to you both.”

The Levines didn’t respond but just looked at their remaining guest with concern in their eyes.

“She’s got these new friends. Complete morons,” said Archibald Hightower. “Shallow as plates of water. Film themselves constantly. One of them just died doing something stupid. I have no idea how to make her find new friends. How to convince her not to be a nitwit. How to force her get some sort of a life for herself.”

He sighed and the Levines laid hands on his shoulders, like they were giving succour to a dying man. Which, it turns out, they were.





Chapter 3

An hour after Archibald Hightower headed back to his home in West Vancouver, Helen was summoned to the study.

There she found Mr. Levine standing with his hands behind his back, staring at an enormous painting of his father, Lewis T. Levine, who had been president of the Bank of the Founders, one of the most prestigious banks in the world. Benedict himself was renowned as an innovator in the world of finance and as one of the finest minds in economic theory.

Dr. Levine, who had changed into cream cashmere lounge pants and a silk top, lay on a divan in the corner. She absently fingered an antique, hand-carved mala.

Bunny Levine had ineffable grace, a generous heart, and a slightly hedonistic quality kept in check by her rigorous training as a surgeon and her devotion to the easier parts of Buddhism. Mr. Levine, a secular Jewish man, had retired early to devote himself to philanthropy, relaxing pursuits, and his wife. They were in their late sixties and were as well matched a couple as Helen had ever met. They seemed to be coming from a place of almost limitless good karma and made everyone and everything around them feel good. They were also madly in love in a way that could feel a bit uncomfortable for those in their vicinity, including their grown children and staff.

During the retreat, Helen had several times mentioned the precept against engaging in sexual activity, but thought it was fifty-fifty that the two of them had failed to remain chaste in their individual khutis.

Now that their vexatious guests were gone, they were back to being languorous and beatific.

“Helen,” said Benedict.

“Yes, sir?”

“You know how much we appreciate you,” he said.

“Yes, sir.”

“We feel so, so fortunate that you have come to be in our employ,” said Bunny. “After so many years of flawless service from Fred, we could never have imagined finding someone so perfectly suited to the position as you.”

Same, thought Helen, with absolute sincerity. She took in the large, elegant room with the floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out over a large pool and carefully designed grounds planted with drought-tolerant native plants. Paddock House, as it was known, was a multi-level masterpiece with tiered landscaping. Besides the new retreat facilities, there was stabling and pastureland for the Levines’ small, well-cared-for herd of off-the-track racehorses. They also cared for a large pack of retired greyhounds, including six Galgos, the badly mistreated hunting greyhounds from Spain. Two of the lean grey and white beasts lounged at Dr. Levine’s feet, and a third lay half across her lap on the divan while she stroked its narrow head as it slept.

Metta, the feeling of loving-kindness, and mudita, the feeling of empathetic joy, washed over Helen as she was once again filled with a sense of her extreme good fortune. She was indeed blessed by life and by her employment.

“We want to do something nice for Archibald,” said Mr. Levine.

“Yes, sir,” said Helen.

“He is such a difficult man,” said Dr. Levine.

“An extremely rich person,” said Benedict. “But a truly challenging personality. He needs help. I worry about his health. Spiritual and physical.”

“Benny and I were reflecting on the powerful teachings we received on generosity during our retreat,” said Bunny. “We feel moved to share our blessings.” She bowed her head slightly and clasped her hands together again. The dog that lay beside her released a long, whistling snore of perfect contentment.

Helen awaited her instructions. She would arrange for a large donation to a worthy charity perhaps? Maybe they would send Archibald Hightower a book that might help improve his temperament? Recommend a top therapist for him?

Earth to Helen, she gently reminded herself.

“Cartier really hasn’t recovered from the loss of her mother,” said Mr. Levine, his kind face suffused with compassion.

“We’re very worried about her,” said Bunny, “and these new companions of hers.”

“So we have decided to give you to her,” concluded Mr. Levine.

“I’m sorry,” said Helen, thinking she’d misheard. “Pardon me?”

The Levines nodded peacefully.

“Cartier needs guidance,” said Dr. Levine. “A steadying hand.”

“She could do with an infusion of wisdom,” agreed Mr. Levine, levelling an adoring look at his wife.

A fire burned in the fireplace and made the room feel cozy on the unusually cool June afternoon. Or was the room a hair too hot?

“Wisdom, grounding, and help with her . . .” He looked to his wife for guidance.

“Taste,” said Dr. Levine. “She needs some taste. And some judgment.”

“Boundaries,” said Mr. Levine.

“She’s a very wealthy young woman already, and when her father dies, she’s going to inherit a substantial fortune.”

“Archibald is not well,” said Dr. Levine. “There is no time to wait.”

Benedict Levine shook his head sadly.

It had never occurred to Helen that she could be given away. That eventuality had not been covered in the North American Butler Academy guidebook.

Seeing the dismay that must have crept onto Helen’s face, Bunny Levine broke into a rich, throaty laugh.

“Oh, Helen, dearest one! Not forever! Consider it a secondment. Benedict and I loved the retreat so much that we’ve decided to go to Nepal for a month. We would like to start a children’s school. Perhaps more than one. We would also like to help in the ongoing efforts at earthquake relief. We’re going to need you to find us a suitable architect and an educational consultant who is accustomed to working in the region. Both of them need to be able to travel with us. And please contact the consulate and let them know we’re coming. The President will likely want to be in touch. It’s been ages since we’ve seen him and his lovely wife.”

“If we’re working on earthquake recovery, we must also look at how we can help in Syria,” said Benedict.

“And Haiti.”

“You are absolutely right. We can always do more.”

The two of them clasped hands and looked into each other’s eyes.

Helen produced her notebook from her pocket and took notes.

“But while we’re away, we will loan you to dear Cartier. As a favour to Archie and to Cartier. It is the greatest gift we can think of for such a one as him. But only if you’re willing, of course.”

Helen, whose equilibrium had briefly abandoned her at the thought of leaving the Levines, quickly regained a sense of balance as she made plans for her employers’ trip and tried not to dwell on her new, temporary assignment.

Pain is inevitable. Suffering is optional. Resisting this new duty would only cause suffering.





Chapter 4

A day later Helen sat in Archibald Hightower’s kitchen, where she had been invited to wait for the man himself to see her. She had been there for an hour and a half. The housekeeper, a stocky white woman in her early sixties, wore a starchy black dress and white apron, and the chef, neatly turned-out in traditional whites, spoke freely in front of her.

“What’s causing him agita this morning?” asked the chef, a Black man who was probably in his late fifties.

The housekeeper, who’d introduced herself as Lou Ellen, shrugged and took another sip of her coffee, a pour-over the chef had handed her without a word when she’d walked into the cavernous kitchen.

Lou Ellen leaned heavily on the marble-topped island. “Who cares. I’ve got two more days and then I’m going to work at Waffle World. Better clientele.” She scratched the back of her neck. “This uniform must be made of sawdust. I told them I was a size twelve and they gave me this thing. It’s an eight.”

Helen remembered the much-too-small uniform the chauffeur had stripped off when he quit in such spectacular fashion. Perhaps Archie Hightower made everyone wear the same size uniform, no matter what their proportions.

“It’s from the girl who was here two housekeepers ago,” said the chef, sighing deeply. “Is Waffle World taking resumés?”

“Damn right they are,” said Lou Ellen. “You should get out before you forget what
























































































































Also by Susan Juby

Mindful of Murder

The Fashion Committee

The Truth Commission

Republic of Dirt

Bright’s Light

The Woefield Poultry Collective

Nice Recovery (memoir)

Getting the Girl

Another Kind of Cowboy

Alice MacLeod, Realist at Last

Miss Smithers

Alice, I Think



OEBPS/images/part.jpg





OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml


Contents







		Cover



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Epigraph



		Contents



		Prologue



		Vancouver



		Chapter 1



		Chapter 2



		Chapter 3



		Chapter 4



		Chapter 5



		Chapter 6



		Chapter 7



		Chapter 8



		Chapter 9



		Chapter 10



		Chapter 11



		Chapter 12



		Chapter 13



		Chapter 14



		Chapter 15



		Chapter 16



		Chapter 17



		Chapter 18



		Chapter 19



		Chapter 20



		Chapter 21



		Chapter 22



		Chapter 23



		Chapter 24



		Chapter 25



		Chapter 26



		Chapter 27



		Chapter 28



		Chapter 29









		Weeping Creek Ranch



		Chapter 30



		Chapter 31



		Chapter 32



		Chapter 33



		Chapter 34



		Chapter 35



		Chapter 36



		Chapter 37



		Chapter 38



		Chapter 39



		Chapter 40



		Chapter 41



		Chapter 42



		Chapter 43



		Chapter 44



		Chapter 45



		Chapter 46



		Chapter 47



		Chapter 48



		Chapter 49



		Chapter 50



		Chapter 51



		Chapter 52



		Chapter 53



		Chapter 54



		Chapter 55



		Chapter 56



		Chapter 57



		Chapter 58



		Chapter 59



		Chapter 60









		Epilogue



		Acknowledgements



		About the Author



		Also by Susan Juby



		Copyright



		About the Publisher















Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Chapter 1




















		iii



		v



		vi



		vii



		viii



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		i



		ii



		iv
















OEBPS/images/title.jpg
A
MEDITATION
ON MURDER

A Helen Tharpe Mystery
BOOK 2

SUSAN JUBY





OEBPS/images/9781443469531_Cover.jpg
SAN
JUBY

Authon of Mindful of Munder

DITATI (
-~ ON

MURD

“Compulsively readable, self-deprecating wit, a candid
voice, and an entertainer's penchant for the lively
-~ —Tonouto Star on Susan Juby






