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            CHAPTER 1

          

          JUNE 1988

        

      

    

    
      “Don’t look now, Bobbi Sue, but Hemi Miller and his fiancée just walked in.” Misty Ambrose perched on her usual barstool next to mine at Tate’s Place.

      “You say that like he’s a big deal.” Staring straight ahead, I swirled the ice in my glass and tapped my foot along with Def Leppard while “Pour Some Sugar on Me” played on the juke box.

      “You have feelings for him, so don’t even try to tell me he isn’t,” she whispered and tossed her curly red hair over her shoulder.

      “He isn’t.”

      “I don’t believe you.”

      “Suit yourself.”

      My life had been hectic lately, and I could’ve used a quiet night at home reading. Instead, Misty had convinced me to join her at the local bar, which was the most exciting place to be on a Friday night in our hometown.

      That wasn’t saying much.

      She stuck out her lip and glanced toward Hemi and Leslie. “She’s not as pretty as you,” she whispered.

      “Get real.” I emitted a wry laugh. “You’re carrying the supportive friend act a little too far, don’t you think?”

      Leslie’s feathery blond hair and innocent looking brown eyes were a much more compelling combination than my blue-gray eyes and shoulder-length brown hair. I was attractive and skinny enough, though my ears were too big for my liking, but it was fair to say I wouldn’t be entering next year’s Soybean Queen Pageant.

      For so many reasons.

      “She looks like an airhead,” Misty said. “And before you can say it, I know. It takes one to know one.”

      Misty loved playing the role of bimbette—but I knew better than to buy it. “Wasn’t going to.” I drained my Coke.

      “But you were thinking it.”

      “Actually, I was thinking I should’ve stayed home and read a book.” I slammed my glass against the bar. “Kurt, may I please have a refill?”

      Kurt Conway had a smile that made most women forget his short stature, including Misty, who frequently used the lame excuse that she was keeping Kurt company while he worked.

      He glanced at Misty in her short denim skirt and swiped up my glass. “Sure you don’t want something stronger?”

      “No thank you.”

      “She’s pretending she doesn’t care about Hemi Miller.” Misty sipped her beer.

      “I don’t need to pretend. He’s off the market, we’re just friends, and I was never looking in the first place.”

      I’d started my final summer in Wildcat Springs, Indiana, working in his mother Amanda’s bookstore. But my life had become complicated, and Amanda had fired me, mostly because she’d sensed—correctly—that her son was getting too interested in me. Even though we’d worked together for a month, Hemi hadn’t bothered to tell me he was engaged, though no one else in town had seemed to know either.

      However, these events didn’t matter. When summer was over, I had one more year at the University of Northern Indiana, and then I was planning to be a newspaper reporter in a city far, far away.

      Although Wildcat Springs wasn’t nearly as boring as I’d once believed, I didn’t have the time or inclination for romantic entanglements when I needed to finish college and begin my career.

      Kurt slid my glass across the bar. “What about Duke Talbert?”

      “What about him?” Edsel “Duke” Talbert was a handsome investigative journalist and ufologist I’d met recently.

      Kurt’s icy blue eyes twinkled as he looked at Misty. “Did she tell you about the passionate kiss he laid on her when they were in here together?”

      “No!” She gave my arm a playful slap. “How could you keep that from me?”

      I felt my face grow warm. “I told you Duke was a player.”

      “For a writer, you aren’t very descriptive.” Misty huffed. “How was I supposed to know ‘player’ is code for passionate kisser?”

      Kurt laughed as he walked away to help another customer.

      “So how was it?” she asked.

      “How was what?”

      “The kiss!” Misty shrieked at the exact moment “Pour Some Sugar on Me” ended.

      Everyone, including Hemi, looked at us.

      Shrugging away my embarrassment, I waved. “Good evening, Wildcat Springs. If you’re wondering, the kiss . . . was fantastic,” I shouted. “Now, the show’s over, so as you were.”

      A few people chuckled as they resumed their conversations. However, Hemi stood and headed straight for us. Leslie must’ve been in the restroom because she was nowhere in sight.

      “Hemi’s coming,” Misty whispered.

      “I’m not blind.”

      “Play it cool.”

      “I don’t need to play anything,” I hissed. “He’s my friend. Or . . . that’s how we left it.”

      Hemi, who was built like a string bean, often wore heinous bow ties when he worked in his mom’s bookstore, but tonight he looked like a normal twenty-something in a navy polo, khaki shorts, and boat shoes. Several people had told me they thought he resembled Matt Dillon, and even I, a longtime fan, had to agree.

      “Sounds like you girls are having a good time.” Hemi smiled and leaned against the bar.

      “Another wild Friday night in Wildcat Springs,” I said.

      “Who’s the lucky guy?”

      “Subtle, Hemingway. Very subtle.”

      “I wasn’t trying to be.”

      “Why do you care?”

      Misty elbowed me. “It was Duke.” She waggled her eyebrows at Hemi.

      “Really,” he said. “Are you dating him?”

      “We haven’t defined anything.” The truth was, I hadn’t heard from Duke in several days, which was fine, but Hemi didn’t need to know that.

      “He seems like a ladies’ man, so don’t let him break your heart.”

      “Thanks for the advice.”

      Misty hopped off her stool and stuck out her hand as Leslie approached. “I’m Misty Ambrose.”

      “Leslie Enright.” She looked back and forth between Misty and me.

      Leslie was wearing a fitted black T-shirt BeDazzled with teal and pink rhinestones, and she gave me a sideways glance before grasping Hemi’s arm.

      “Leslie just moved to Wildcat Springs,” Hemi said. “She’s living with my mother until we get married next year.”

      Last I knew she’d been working at a summer camp. Had she moved to keep a closer eye on her man? Whatever the reason, living with Amanda Miller would be a nightmare. “I’ll pray for you, Leslie.”

      Leslie squinted at me as if she had no idea what I meant, and Hemi’s jaw ticked.

      “Are you working at the bookstore?” Misty asked.

      “No, I’ll be teaching third grade at the elementary school this fall,” Leslie said. “This summer, I’m substituting for the aerobics instructor at the community center.”

      “You and Misty should take a class.” Hemi looked at me.

      I cringed. “I don’t know if—”

      “That would be sooo much fun, wouldn’t it?” Misty clasped her hands. “I have the cutest leotard with matching scrunchie socks, because I meant to take a class last year and never got around to it.”

      “There’s a class tomorrow morning at ten,” Leslie said.

      “Perfect. Bobbi Sue and I will be there.”

      “Great. See you then.” Leslie issued a smile that could only be described as forced, clasped Hemi’s hand, and led him back to their booth.

      “Wow,” Misty said. “That was interesting.”

      “I can’t believe you roped me into aerobics.”

      “Why? You played softball in high school, so it’s not like you don’t have athletic ability.”

      “That’s not it,” I muttered. “I’d rather not take a class Hemi’s fiancée is teaching.”

      “I thought you don’t have feelings for him.”

      “I don’t.”

      “Then it shouldn’t matter.”

      I stood and threw some money onto the counter. “See you tomorrow.”

      “Don’t be mad,” Misty said.

      “I’m not. I’m tired.” I’d stayed up late the night before writing a freelance article for Hoosier magazine, and I’d waited tables at Chuckie’s Chicken for most of the day. After losing my bookstore job, it’d been the best replacement I could find.

      “I’m sorry for volunteering you.” She stuck out her lip. “You could write an article about taking your first aerobics class to encourage more women to try.”

      “That’s not a bad idea.”

      She beamed. “See? I have—”

      “I told you to stay away from us!” A woman’s shrill voice reverberated through the bar.

      I whipped around and saw Leslie staring down Jennifer Coulter. Since they were both so petite, they looked like two chihuahuas about to nip each other in a fight.

      “You’re crazy.” Jennifer held up both hands. “All I did was say hello.”

      “You did a lot more than that, and we both know it,” Leslie spat out.

      Misty and I exchanged glances. Jennifer was a pretty brunette, and her miniskirt displayed her toned legs. Had she captivated Hemi’s attention?

      I could just see the headline now: “Fight Over Bachelor Bookstore Owner Leads to Barroom Brawl.”

      “Forget it.” Jennifer shook her head. “Hemi, I wish you luck. You’re gonna need it.” She stormed toward the ladies’ room.

      “What was that about?” I muttered.

      “I don’t know,” Misty whispered, “but Hemi dated Jennifer in high school.”

      “Now that you mention it, I remember, but there must be a lot more going on. It’d be stupid for her to get upset about running into his high school girlfriend.” Had Leslie moved to Wildcat Springs because she’d been worried about Jennifer stealing Hemi? “Do you know who broke it off?”

      “Hemi. I only remember because I heard Jennifer was suicidal, but that could’ve been a rumor.”

      “I hope so,” I said. “And to think, Hemi accused Duke of being a player when he’s a heartbreaker himself.” I rolled my eyes as I left the bar and crossed Pearl Street.

      The evening was still warm, and I strolled through the public parking lot toward my parents’ tan LeSabre that I’d driven to town. My Escort had four flat tires that I’d yet to replace—due to my lack of funds.

      “Bobbi Sue, wait!” Jennifer Coulter waved and jogged over to me with her permed hair bouncing.

      Why’d she want to talk to me? I didn’t know her well, though she’d been on the high school cross-country team with my sister Rochelle.

      “Are you okay?” I asked.  “I saw what happened in there.”

      “Yeah.” She tugged her T-shirt hem. “I called Hemi earlier this week because I wanted to catch up. I had no idea he was engaged.”

      “A lot of people are just finding out.”

      “I made the mistake of leaving a message on his answering machine asking him to dinner. Apparently, his fiancée heard. Talk about insecure.” She gazed toward the stream of cars passing through town. “Anyway, how’s your sister?”

      “Married to Jason McKeever. Pregnant. Happy.”

      “That’s great.” Wistfulness flickered in her green eyes. “I wish I could find the right guy, you know?”

      I didn’t know what to say, since she’d obviously hoped to rekindle a romance with Hemi. “Where are you working?”

      “I was a live-in caretaker for Della Jones-Nash, but she died.”

      “I heard. I’m sorry.”

      Jennifer pointed at the brick building next to us. “I work at the library now.”

      “I’ve always thought being a librarian would be fun.”

      “It pays the bills.” She shoved her hands into her pockets. “Tell Rochelle I said hi.”

      “Give her a call some time. I bet she’d like to catch up.”

      “Will do.” She fidgeted with her keys.

      “You know, if you wanted to get under Leslie’s skin, she’s teaching an aerobics class tomorrow morning at the community center,” I said. “Misty Ambrose and I are going, and you’re welcome to join us.”

      “I might just do that.” Jennifer unlocked her blue, rust-spotted Cutlass. “Take care, Bobbi Sue.”
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        * * *

      

      To get to my parents’ house, I had to drive through Wildcat Woods on a winding, pothole dotted road. Even though I’d lived in the sprawling stone house since I was ten, traveling through the woods alone at night always set me on edge, particularly after recent events.

      I retrieved a stack of letters from the mailbox and zipped up the tree-lined driveway. Keeping an awareness of my surroundings, I parked the car in the garage and hurried into the house, where I flicked on as many lights as possible.

      Nita, my gray tabby, emerged from the hallway and slinked around my legs while I sorted the mail.

      No letter or postcard from my parents.

      I tossed the bills on the growing stack on the counter and jabbed Play on the answering machine.

      “Nicki, I haven’t heard from any of you since I got back from my cruise, and Judy Beeson told me you went on a vacation.” Grandma Spearman’s voice reverberated through the kitchen. “I can’t believe you’d leave town without telling your aging mother. She even told me Bobbi Sue was caught up in a murder investigation.” She heaved a sigh. “Give me a call when you’re not too busy with more important things than me. You don’t understand how embarrassing it is for an old woman not to know what’s happening with her own family.”

      Isadora Spearman had a master’s degree in guilt studies.

      I collapsed onto the couch.

      Recently, my dad’s friend Ross had been shot dead at an inn my dad’s construction company had been renovating. Then, my parents had left behind their IDs and credit cards and vanished.

      My sister and I thought they’d fled because Dad feared being falsely accused of killing Ross. Years ago, Dad had spent time in prison after a drug lord set him up for his business partner’s murder. Eventually, our family friend and reporter Juanita St. James cleared Dad’s name.

      After I’d helped identify Ross’s killer, Rochelle and I had hoped Mom and Dad would come home. But now, I’d have the awful job of explaining to Grandma that my parents weren’t on a romantic getaway—they were on the run.
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      The Wildcat Springs Community Center was in the old elementary school on the south edge of town. After consolidation, the three-story brick building had been closed until about five years ago when the town council decided it’d make a good gathering place. The budget for reopening the building had been scanty, so the council had focused on cleaning and necessary repairs.

      I’d always been grateful I hadn’t attended school there. After we’d moved to Wildcat Springs, I’d told my parents I thought the building looked haunted. Instead of disagreeing, my normally sensible mom regaled me with the story of how years earlier, a fifth-grade teacher had jilted the custodian and found him dead, hanging from her classroom ceiling. Since then, many people were convinced the custodian’s ghost haunted the building.

      I found a parking space near the entrance in the back of the building and searched for Misty’s Firebird. She wasn’t there, so I shut off the car, rolled down the windows, and waited for backup. I wasn’t afraid to enter, but I wasn’t ready to be responsible for what might come flying out of my mouth if Leslie confronted me about my friendship with Hemi.

      Jennifer Coulter’s rusty Cutlass was parked across the lot in the shade. Women wearing colorful leotards with coordinating tights arrived and hurried inside. With a shrug, I glanced at my sweatpants and Michael Jackson T-shirt that were the best I could do on short notice.

      Oh well. I wasn’t trying to impress anyone.

      A dog’s woof caught my attention. A shaggy brown terrier stood poised at attention behind a chain link fence in the yard next to the community center. What’d the dog see?

      Then, the dog yipped again as a slim, ski-masked figure dressed in black darted into the bushes near the basketball court. The figure sprinted back toward town while the dog yapped and howled.

      I jumped out of the car to get a better look, but the figure had vanished. The dog’s owner ambled out of the dilapidated house and yelled, “Arrow, shut up!”

      The dog yelped before trotting inside.

      “Sir?”

      The grizzled man surveyed me and hooked his thumbs through the straps on his overalls. “What?”

      “Your dog was barking at an intruder. Someone dressed in black and a ski mask was prowling around the bushes.”

      “I ain’t got nothing worth stealin’.” He guffawed. “Maybe someone knocked off the bank over yonder.” He waved dismissively toward the building across the street as he went back inside.

      “It’s Saturday,” I mumbled. “Who’d break into a closed bank in broad daylight?” Still, I walked down the alley and surveyed the empty bank. Nothing appeared to be amiss, so I returned to my car.

      “Are you ready for some exercise?” Misty rushed over to me wearing electric blue tights with a hot pink, blue, and black leotard and matching socks. She could have starred in a workout video.

      “Yep.” I leaned into my car, retrieved my red thermos, and followed her up the concrete steps into the musty building.

      In the lobby, a wide center staircase led to second-and-third-floor classrooms. To my right was the old principal’s office, and Misty led us to the left, past empty trophy cases, toward the gym.

      Hemi’s mother Amanda was collecting money at an old student desk near the gym’s entrance. Like nearly everyone else, she’d dressed as if we were filming an episode of Body Electric and was showing off her slender figure. As usual, her makeup was flawless.

      “Good morning, Misty, Roberta.” She placed some bills into the cash box.

      “Good morning, Mrs. Miller.” Misty handed over some money. “I’m so excited about this class. I’m sure Leslie will be a great teacher.”

      “Yes, she’s a wonderful person.” Amanda’s gaze rested on me as though she wanted to communicate that I didn’t meet her exacting standards.

      As if I didn’t already know.

      “It’s good you get along since she’s your new roomie.” I forked over a few bills.

      “Have your parents come home from their vacation?” Amanda asked.

      I curled my fingers into a fist. “Not yet.”

      “Tell your mother about the classes when she gets home.”

      “I will.” I tightened my grip on the thermos and followed Misty into the gym.

      On the far end was a stage bordered by a dull red curtain. Leslie had set up a boom box, and the rest of the women were finding places on the gym floor in front of the stage. While Misty and I dumped our purses and thermoses next to the wall and staked out spots in the back row, I scanned the room for Jennifer but didn’t see her.

      “Good morning, ladies!” Leslie, clad in a lavender leotard, white tights, and lavender socks decorated with purple rhinestones, bounced onto the stage, and popped a tape into her boombox. Electronic dance music filled the space. “Let’s start with our warmup. Raise those arms, up, up, up, while breathing in, in, in. Put arms, down, down, down while exhaling, out, out, out.” She modeled the moves as we mimicked her.

      After our warmup, “Girls Just Want to Have Fun” began playing, and the workout intensified. The moves weren’t difficult, but watching the other women entertained me. Amanda was a half-step behind. Misty had an intense look of concentration while her ponytail bounced. Flossie Perkins, a seventy-something retired teacher, was doing an impressive job matching Leslie. A woman with close-cropped blond hair and a teal, belted leotard kept stumbling over her own feet and swinging her arms wildly to regain her balance.

      When the song ended, I meandered over to my thermos, guzzled my water, and took my pulse as Leslie instructed. I was more winded than I wanted to admit, so when “Another One Bites the Dust” came on, I held up my half-empty thermos, looked at Misty, and mouthed, “I’ll be right back.”

      I darted out of the gym and into the hallway. While I was searching for a water fountain, a framed black and white picture of a handsome, dark-haired young man with wistful eyes caught my attention, and I stopped and read the inscription on the plaque underneath.

      In loving memory of Custodian Phineas Jones (1910-1950). Thank you for your service to our school.

      Fighting a cold chill, I resumed my search for the restroom and located a worn sign to guide me. Next to the ladies’ room, I found a chipped porcelain drinking fountain, but the water only dribbled into my thermos. Was the running water in the restroom causing the fountain’s low pressure?

      While I tapped my foot and waited, I perused the flyers on the bulletin board above the fountain. Sunday morning and Wednesday night basketball leagues. A craft club on Thursday afternoons. Sweatshirt decorating on Monday nights. An upcoming cheerleading clinic for elementary-aged girls. An advertisement for next Saturday’s Independence Day Parade.

      When my thermos was finally full, the water in the restroom was still running. Was someone taking that much time to wash her hands?

      I stepped into the women’s restroom, but it was empty, and the faucets were off. A quick peek into the men’s room revealed the same. Where was the sound coming from? I stood in the hall and listened.

      The basement locker rooms.

      I’d heard they didn’t get used because they were dilapidated, but I’d better check because the town couldn’t afford a flood in this old firetrap. I hustled down the concrete stairs and pushed on the door to the women’s locker room, half expecting it to be locked.

      Instead, it swung open. I didn’t find a light switch, but sunlight streamed through a dirty egress window. To enter the locker room, I rounded a corner and took a few more steps down as the sound of rushing water grew louder. A purple rhinestone glittered on the concrete where the flood water lapped over the bottom two steps.

      And Jennifer Coulter sagged against a wooden bench with water rising around her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 3

          

        

      

    

    
      My first instinct was to leap to Jennifer’s rescue and drag her out of the water before she drowned, but my dad’s warning from long ago came flashing into my mind.

      “Never wade into a flooded basement until you cut power to the house because you could electrocute yourself.”

      “Jennifer?” I yelled. “Wake up! Get out of the water! Come on!”

      She didn’t stir, and I couldn’t discern the rise and fall of her chest. Then, I spotted a dehumidifier plugged into a submerged outlet.

      My stomach dropped, and I grasped the handrail and slowly backed up the steps.

      Since she was wearing denim cutoffs and a tank top, she must’ve come here to change, and not thinking about the electrocution risk, she’d waded in to stop the flood.

      Praying she’d just suffered an electric shock and was alive, I flew upstairs to the office where I burst in, grabbed the phone, and dialed 911.
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        * * *

      

      After hanging up the phone, I sneaked back to the locker room because interrupting the aerobics class would cause chaos. I hovered at the top of the stairs while the water continued to rise around Jennifer.

      I clutched the railing and shouted, “Jennifer, please get up!”

      Holding my breath, I waited. But she didn’t move.

      Knowing there was nothing else I could do, I trudged upstairs to wait in the hallway for the sheriff’s deputies, volunteer firefighters, and the paramedics. My mind raced, and guilt pummeled me.

      Would Jennifer have come to the class if I hadn’t opened my big mouth last night? But who could’ve anticipated this scenario? And why had she felt compelled to stop the flooding herself instead of reporting it to the community center director?

      Something didn’t feel right.

      Then, like a gut punch, I remembered a story my sister Rochelle had told my parents and me one year when she came home from high school cross-country camp.

      Rochelle and her teammates were running through the campground after a heavy rain and encountered a flooded dip in the road. A few of the boys were so focused on the idea of playing in the muddy water that they hadn’t noticed the submerged powerline.

      “If Jennifer Coulter and I hadn’t screamed for those dorks to stop, they would’ve run right in and electrocuted themselves,” Rochelle had said.

      I closed my eyes.

      Jennifer did know about the electrocution risk from floodwater, so unless she’d forgotten, she’d slipped—or someone had pushed her.

      I considered Leslie’s socks and the purple rhinestone on the locker room steps. Could she have shed a rhinestone during a physical confrontation that ended with Jennifer in the water? Or what if the masked prowler I’d seen before class had been involved?

      The sheriff’s deputies would arrive and assume a hapless female had wandered into floodwater and accidentally electrocuted herself.

      End of story.

      But my gut screamed there was more to this situation, which meant that as much as I didn’t want to deal with Misty’s stepfather, Detective Tim Melchor, we needed him. Before I could change my mind, I raced back into the gym where the ladies were exercising to “Billie Jean.”

      Misty lunged to the left. “Where were you?”

      “We have to talk.” I dodged a pudgy woman with a side ponytail.

      “Give me four more, ladies!” Leslie shouted. “You can do it!”

      Misty reached to the right. “Why?”

      “Reach for the sky,” Leslie yelled.

      Leaping out of Misty’s way, I glanced around. “Trust me. This is big, but we need to keep it quiet.”

      She dropped her arm. “Fine.”

      She followed me out of the gym, and we arrived in the hallway just as approaching sirens wailed.

      As we stopped next to the trophy case, her eyes widened. “What’s going on?”

      Whispering, I told her about Jennifer. “I’m nearly certain she’s gone, so we shouldn’t tell anyone who it is.”

      “You’re right. The sheriff’s department will notify her family.”

      “I don’t think it was an accident, so would you call Tim?”

      “What?” Misty gaped at me.

      I told her the cross-country story, and she grimaced.

      “You have a point, but maybe she’s still alive and will be able to tell us what happened.”

      “I don’t think so.”

      Misty chewed her lip. “Have you completely forgotten my stepdad thinks I’m dumb?”

      “No, but if Jennifer was murdered, someone in the class might’ve killed her. Do we want to let the women leave without the police questioning them?” I considered the figure I’d seen running from behind the school. “While I was waiting for you before class, I saw a masked person running away from the building. What if that person is the killer?” I pointed toward the old principal’s office. “There’s a phone in there.”

      “Fine. I’ll call Tim. But he’ll just make fun of me.” She entered the office as the emergency vehicles arrived.
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        * * *

      

      “I heard you were the one who found the poor woman. Did you recognize her?” Flossie Perkins approached me while surveying the clusters of women chattering in the parking lot.

      All the ladies in the class had been sent outside because the firemen had cut power to the entire building. Not long after, the county coroner had arrived and hurried into the community center.

      “I did, but I’d rather not reveal her identity until the sheriff’s department contacts the family.”

      I glanced around at the women. I’d begged one of the deputies to guard the lot’s entrance until Detective Melchor arrived. That is, if Misty was able to convince him Jennifer may have been murdered. The deputy had grudgingly agreed and had parked his car sideways to block the exit.

      Flossie surveyed me. “You’re the reporter who saw the alien in Wildcat Woods, aren’t you?”

      “Well, that’s not the full—”

      “Oh, I know. I read in the Richard County Gazette about how you helped catch Ross Garland’s killer.” She stuck out her hand. “Flossie Perkins.”

      “Bobbi Sue Baxter.” I shook her hand. “I remember you from my days at Wildcat Springs Elementary School—even though I moved here after second grade.”

      “I’ve been retired for seven years, and I’m not sorry to be missing the things teachers have to deal with nowadays.” She removed her yellow sweatband, stuffed it into the tote on her shoulder, and looked back toward the building. “Such a tragedy, but I can’t help but wonder if the ghost of Phineas Jones gave the poor girl a shove.”

      I stared at the elderly woman. “The custodian who hanged himself? Mrs. Perkins, I don’t think—”

      “Were you teaching school in this building when he died?” She put her hands on her skinny hips. “Did you work with the teacher who found his body? Did you witness the strange occurrences in this building after he killed himself?”

      “No, but—”

      “Young lady, I suggest you keep an open mind.” Flossie may’ve retired, but her teacher look hadn’t.

      Feeling like a naughty student, I glanced around at the other women who were standing in clusters and whispering. “Would you please tell me about that day?”

      “I’d be happy to. That is, if you’re willing to listen.” Her beady black eyes bored through me as if she’d be able
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