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Book one

A dead professor, a missing bird,

and a killer with bad timing.

Sinful never stays quiet for long.

By Stephen John
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THE GLORY PETERSON Theater was just up ahead, which was good, because I turned into the parking lot so fast I thought the Jeep’s tires were about to come off the pavement.

The only spaces left were near the street, a good thirty yards from the front door. I checked my watch and sighed.

11:58 a.m.

I was nearly an hour late for the Sinful Annual Cribbage Tournament, which wouldn’t have been a big deal if Gertie hadn’t made it to the finals against her arch-nemesis, Celia Arceneaux. I intended to be part of the go-Gertie contingent, and everyone in town knew Celia’s entire legion of God’s Wives would be there, rooting her on like she was about to cure measles instead of count fifteens.

The God’s Wives, or GWs as they liked to call themselves, were a Catholic-based group of widows. Celia had formed the group, grown it to substantial numbers, and ruled over it with the warmth and flexibility of a prison warden. Today, they were all wearing matching pink shirts with a GW logo on the front.

Ida Belle called them the Got No Lives.

By now, they were probably well into game two. The finals were best two out of three, and if Gertie lost, I’d never hear the end of it. Not from Gertie. From Celia. Gertie could lose a card tournament and move on. Celia would have commemorative plaques made.

I parked and sprinted toward the door, racing past an easel board sign that read, Tournament in Progress: Auditorium One—Quiet Please!

Inside the building, I slowed to a quick walk and headed for the auditorium doors. I sucked in a breath, eased one open, and was immediately hit by a smell that should’ve required a hazmat team.

Something in that room had gone wrong. Possibly several somethings, all of them involving fish.

I ignored it and slipped inside as quietly as possible. The auditorium was set up theater-in-the-round, with rows of seats surrounding a twelve-by-twelve raised platform. On the platform sat one table, two chairs, one retired traffic judge, Celia Arceneaux, and an oddly dressed Gertie.

Gertie wore a camo bucket hat with mosquito netting and a matching vest with more pockets than a fishing supply catalog. It was eccentric even for Gertie. If she’d added night-vision goggles, I wouldn’t have blinked.

Something was up.

Ida Belle and Walter caught my eye and waved. Carter sat with them. Ida Belle patted the empty seat between herself and Carter, and I squeezed down the aisle, making a row of people stand and glare as though I’d personally delayed the Second Coming.

Carter gave me a quick scowl and tapped his watch.

“Sorry,” I whispered. “I couldn’t get the Jeep started.”

“I can replace that for you. Walter ordered new starters. Really good ones. They’re at his store now. Duralast Gold.”

“Wow. Wonderful.” I nodded as if that meant something to me.

“I’ll pick it up after the tournament and fix it in no time.”

“You’re the best. What’s that smell? It’s horrible.”

Ida Belle leaned closer. “Pre-tournament lunch. You didn’t miss a thing. They served the greasiest fish sandwich I’ve ever seen. I took one bite and spit it into my napkin.”

Walter nodded gravely. “I’ve talked to the staff here before about storing fish at the proper temperature. I took two bites, and it made my stomach queasy.”

“I feel sick from it, too,” Linda Ogle murmured from Walter’s left.

Linda managed the Sinful Antiques Store two doors south of Walter’s General Store. She was a lovely woman who burned scented candles every day and usually smelled like lavender and vanilla. Today she looked like she’d been trapped in a bait shop overnight.

Walter studied her. “You’re looking a little green around the gills, Linda. Would you like some water?”

Linda waved him off. “No, that’s okay. Thank you. I’ll be fine.”

Walter turned back toward the platform. “She isn’t the only one. A lot of people look unsettled.”

Carter shrugged. “I thought the fish was fine. I think you’re overblowing it.”

“You have the stomach lining of a submarine hull,” Ida Belle muttered. “And the temperature in this room isn’t helping. It has to be eighty degrees in here.”

She was right. It was warm enough to slow-cook a ham.

I nodded toward the platform. “What’s with Gertie’s getup?”

Ida Belle sighed. “She’s leaving for Baton Rouge when the tournament’s over.”

“What’s in Baton Rouge?”

“The Baton Rouge Audubon Society is offering a birding class and a field trip. Gertie has decided birding is going to be her new hobby.”

“Birding? Why the sudden interest in bird watching?”

“Shhh!” Dorothy hissed from behind us. “The game is in progress.”

I turned halfway. “Sorry. I’ll be quieter.”

Dorothy gave me a look that suggested she doubted it.

I leaned toward Carter. “Who’s winning?”

“Celia won the first game by a wide margin, and she’s well ahead in game two.”

“How far ahead?”

Carter pointed to the monitor above the contestants. A camera offered a bird’s-eye view of the cribbage board and scoreboard.

Gertie Hebert: 98 Celia Arceneaux: 115

I groaned.

A sea of pink GW shirts filled one section of the auditorium, and more than half the women in our section wore them, too. It was like sitting inside a bottle of Pepto-Bismol with enemies.

“We need to cheer Gertie on.”

“Go, Gertie!” Ida Belle bellowed.

“Shhh,” Dorothy snapped. “Rooting isn’t allowed.”

Ida Belle turned and glared. “Not allowed? That’s ridiculous. What am I supposed to do with all the foam fingers I bought?”

Dorothy snarled and turned away.

Carter lowered his voice. “It’s not looking great. Gertie’s behind by a lot. It’s her crib, though. She still has an outside chance.”

“Celia counts first. If Celia gets six points or more, Gertie won’t even get to count. The game will be over.”

“I know, Fortune. I taught you cribbage, remember? She’s counting now.”

Celia laid her cards face up on the table and grinned. “I have six points. I win.”

The crowd applauded. The GWs stood and cheered. Celia beamed, stood, smiled broadly, waved, and took a bow.

Gertie leaned over the cards. “No, no. Wait just a minute, sister. You have four points, not six. You have a hundred and nineteen total. You need one-twenty-one to win.”

Celia’s smile disappeared. “No way. I have six points. Game over. Tournament over. I won.”

Judge Parsons leaned forward and adjusted his glasses. He was a retired New Orleans traffic court judge who’d moved to Sinful after retirement and somehow became the go-to official for every town contest, dispute, and argument involving baked goods.

“I’m afraid Ms. Hebert is correct. Ms. Arceneaux has four points, giving her a total of one hundred nineteen. It’s now Ms. Hebert’s turn to count.”

“You’re only delaying my victory by a couple of minutes,” Celia snapped.

Gertie smiled. “We’ll just see about that.”

“Please place your cards on the table face up, Ms. Hebert.”

Gertie obeyed. Judge Parsons studied them.

“Ms. Hebert has eight points. That brings her total to one hundred six. Please turn over your crib cards.”

“Happily.”

Gertie tossed the cards onto the table for the judge and everyone watching the monitor to see. Her crib contained a ten, a jack, and two queens. The up card was a five. Together, they gave her sixteen points, bringing her total to one hundred twenty-two.

One point more than she needed.

“Oh my God,” I whispered. “She did it. Gertie won.”

Ida Belle smiled. “I realize that. So does Celia. Look at her face.”

Celia looked as though she’d just smelled a dead skunk and discovered it was related to her.

Judge Parsons lifted his voice. “Ms. Hebert has one hundred twenty-two points. I declare Ms. Hebert the winner of game two.”

The GW section gasped in collective horror. Ida Belle, Carter, Walter, and I applauded, as did plenty of others around us. Gertie grinned from ear to ear.

“Wait a minute!” Celia demanded.

Judge Parsons looked over his glasses. “Did you have something to say, Ms. Arceneaux?”

“Yes. Uh...”

“Well?”

“Gertie cheated! She... cheated.”

Celia pointed at Gertie, then looked toward the God’s Wives section for backup. Instantly, her supporters booed loudly.

“Ms. Arceneaux!” Judge Parsons gasped. “This is outrageous.”

“She did. She cheated!”

Carter groaned and slid lower in his seat. “Here we go.”

Gertie stood. “Cheated? Cheated how?”

Celia jabbed a finger toward her. “You grabbed your cards and stood up. You switched the cards.”

“Horse hockey. Are you always this obstinate, or is today a special occasion? You lost, Celia. It’s one game to one. We’re tied.”

Celia’s face turned fire-engine red. “Look, Judge. Her purse is hanging off her chair. She switched her crib cards with cards from her purse.”

“I did no such thing. You lost, we’re tied, and I’m going to take you down in the final game.”

“I demand satisfaction. Judge, search her purse.”

Gertie scoffed. “Why don’t you hush and give that hole in your face a chance to heal?”

“Ms. Arceneaux,” Judge Parsons warned, “cheating is a grave accusation, and there’s no foundation to support such a claim.”

“She did switch the cards,” a GW called out.

“That’s right,” Dorothy shouted. “I saw her.”

“Me too,” Betty Sue Larkin bellowed from the front row. “She switched them from her purse. Her real crib is in her purse.”

Betty Sue was a large woman with a voice that could stop traffic. In addition to singing bass in the Catholic church choir, she was an occasional guest in the sheriff’s jail for smacking around her equally substantial boyfriend. She might have belonged to a church-based group, but her reputation at the Swamp Bar was hard-drinking, flirtatious, and allergic to peace.

A chorus of boos filled the room.

Judge Parsons rose halfway from his chair. “We will have order here, or I’ll clear the auditorium.”

The crowd quieted, but barely. Gertie turned and glared at Dorothy.

“You didn’t see anything, woman. You have cataracts, and your eye surgery isn’t until next week. You couldn’t see Celia’s butt if it were a foot from your face.”

Several people chuckled. Dorothy’s face went red.

“How dare you! I’ve never been so humiliated in all my life.”

“Does that include the time you got caught in the woodshed with the Orkin man?”

“I never...”

“And Betty Sue,” Gertie continued, “I’m shocked even to see you here. The bakery’s been open for two hours.”

A few chuckles rolled through the room, followed by some ooohs and ahhhs. The crowd was getting angry and restless. If something didn’t change soon, all hell would break loose, and in Sinful, all hell usually brought snacks and collateral damage.

Betty Sue gritted her teeth and clenched her fists. She stood and looked ready to charge the stage. Her forearm was bigger than Gertie’s thigh. Fortunately, Bonnie Martin, seated beside her, grabbed her arm and coaxed her back down.

“Don’t listen to Gertie!” Celia shouted, pointing again. “She’s trying to wiggle out of the fact that she cheated. She needs to empty her purse right now.”

“I’m not doing any such thing.”

“Empty the purse,” Celia chanted, pumping her fist. “Empty the purse.”

Other GWs joined in.

“Please, please,” Judge Parsons called out. “We must have order.”

“This could be bad,” I whispered.

Carter looked at me. “Why?”

I checked the people around us and lowered my voice. “Because the last time I looked in Gertie’s purse, she was carrying two sticks of dynamite, a hand grenade, and a speargun.”

Carter closed his eyes. “Why was she carrying all that?”

“We were fishing at the time.”

“Fishing? With a speargun?”

“It’s a long story.”

“Wait a minute. How did she get a speargun in her purse?”

“In fairness, she brought a duffel that day, not a purse.”

Carter leaned across my lap toward Ida Belle. “Do you think she has anything dangerous in her purse?”

“Everything in Gertie’s purse is dangerous. But normally, she wouldn’t bring explosives into an auditorium with half the town present.”

“Normally? What’s normal for Gertie?”

“You ask an interesting question.” Ida Belle looked to Walter. “What do you think?”

Walter studied the stage, then Celia. “That’s Celia across the table from her.”

Ida Belle considered this and turned back to Carter. “Fifty-fifty.”

I stared at her. “Do you really think she might have dynamite in her purse?”

“No. I think she probably does. I was trying to give it a positive spin.”

Carter stood. “I’ve heard enough.”

“What are you doing?”

“I’m going to the cruiser for my handcuffs. I have a feeling I’ll need them.”

“For Celia or Gertie?” Ida Belle asked.

He paused. “Good point. I’ll get two pairs.”

“Do you have any riot shields in your car?” Ida Belle asked. “And if you do, bring extras.”

Carter rolled his eyes and headed up the aisle.

A loud bang came from the stage. Gertie had slammed her enormous purse onto the table.

“Better hurry, Carter,” I muttered.

He glanced back, saw the purse, and picked up speed.

Gertie leaned over the table and swept her gaze across the audience. “Fine. Since some of you seem hell-bent on supporting this lie, I’ll prove I didn’t cheat. Judge, you may inspect the contents of my purse.”

She unzipped the bag, took two steps back, and motioned for Judge Parsons to proceed.

The judge approached the purse as if it might grow teeth. He bent, peered inside, sniffled, then reached in and pulled out an item.

His confusion deepened. “What is this? A hot water bottle?”

“No. It’s a whoopee cushion.”

A few chuckles came from the audience.

“A what?”

“A whoopee cushion. It makes fart noises when you sit on it. Squeeze it.”

The judge squeezed it.

A loud fart noise echoed through the auditorium.

Laughter rose, even from the GW’s section.

Judge Parsons gasped. “My word. That wasn’t nice.”

More laughter.

Gertie shrugged.

“Whatever. Let’s proceed.”

Judge Parsons pulled more than sixty items from the purse, including a half-used can of pepper spray, three .45 caliber bullets but no gun, two fishing lures, a guitar pick, and a box of birdseed, presumably for Francis, Gertie’s pet bird. There was also a Wonder Woman mask and a Playboy bunny swimsuit, which I’m embarrassed to admit I’d seen her wear, and I still haven’t recovered emotionally.

Finally, the judge reached into the purse again. “There’s one last item. I don’t know what this is. It feels like... a tube of some sort.”

He pulled it out and held it up.

It was brick red.

Celia screamed. “Oh my God! That’s a stick of dynamite! Gertie’s carrying a bomb. Everyone, she has a bomb! Run! Get out before it explodes!”

She waved her arms frantically. “Run! It’s a bomb!”

Celia had two settings: smug and hysterical. Today she’d chosen both.

“A bomb?” a woman shrieked.

“Did she say dynamite?” another yelled. “Let me out of here!”

Agnes Fellows, the GW sergeant at arms, jumped from her aisle seat near the fire exit and yanked the fire alarm.

The sound blasted through the auditorium.

The alarm triggered a full-blown panic. People shot out of their seats, crashed into one another, kicked chairs aside, and tried to reach every exit at the same time.

“Gertie is crazy!” one GW shouted. “Always has been!”

“Now hold on, everyone,” Gertie hollered, but no one heard her over the alarm and the rising hysteria.

Widespread chaos took over.

Betty Sue Larkin stood, screamed, and charged up the center aisle with the force of a runaway parade float. She clipped Mrs. Wilkens, who lost her balance and slammed into Mr. Partridge, who spilled hot coffee down Mrs. Blake’s back.

Mrs. Blake howled and lurched forward into Emma Schlarp, an elderly woman with a bouffant wig that immediately slid over her eyes. Emma screamed, tripped over Mr. Martin’s cane, and flung her hands out to break her fall. She missed the chair she was aiming for and punched Linda Ogle in the stomach instead.

Linda grabbed her middle and made an awful retching noise.

Ida Belle saw it first. Her eyes widened.

“Ohhhh noooo. Head for cover. She’s gonna blow.”

Ida Belle, Walter, and I moved out of the danger zone. The people in front of Linda weren’t so lucky.

Linda gagged again, lurched forward, and released an unholy amount of vomit onto the heads of fourteen-year-old twins Tracy and Stacy Baker.

The smell hit me a second later.

Rancid didn’t begin to cover it.

Betty Sue, now fully committed to evacuation, charged up the center aisle with a dozen pink-shirted GWs behind her.

“Follow me!” she bellowed. “Let’s get outta here!”

At the double doors, Carter appeared, holding two pairs of handcuffs. His eyes widened. His mouth dropped open.

“What the hell?”

He took in the scene all at once. Screaming women. Flying chairs. Vomit-covered teenagers. A fire alarm. Gertie’s purse spread across the stage like evidence from a federal raid.

And then he saw Betty Sue... coming straight at him.

Impact was imminent.

“Outta the way, tin badge!” Betty Sue shouted.

Carter didn’t move. Because Carter was Carter, he stood his ground and held up both hands, trying to restore order through sheer lawman confidence.

“Everyone stop. Now!” he commanded.

No one stopped.

Carter’s eyes grew to the size of dessert plates as the thundering herd bore down on him.

Ida Belle climbed onto her chair. “Oh no. Carter’s going to be trampled. He’s standing there like a deer in headlights.”

“Carter, move!” I screamed.

The alarm swallowed my voice.

Betty Sue collided with him first. The GWs hit next. Carter went down in a heap, and both sets of handcuffs flew into the air like silver birds.

I’d seen Carter take punches, kicks, and one memorable frying pan, but nothing prepared him for Betty Sue at full gallop.

“Oh, Fortune,” Ida Belle groaned. “This is just awful.”

“What happened?”

She sucked air through her teeth and grimaced. “Don’t ask. It isn’t pretty.”

People kept flooding through the doorway. Once the first wave cleared, I saw Carter lying prone and motionless on the floor.

“Carter!”

I hurdled a row of chairs and bolted toward him. By the time I reached him, he was conscious, but barely. His mouth hung open. His eyes blinked fast, but he didn’t focus on me.

“Carter, are you okay?”

“Ah... bub-ba... hubba... bub-ba...”

His eyes rolled slightly.

Walter appeared beside me. “He hit his head on the concrete when Betty Sue knocked him down.”

“Uh... uh... ah bub-ba... ah bub-ba...”

“What’s he trying to say?”

Ida Belle knelt beside me. “I don’t know. I don’t speak baby talk. I called the paramedics. They’re three minutes out.”

I checked Carter’s pulse and breathing. Stable, but the blow to his head scared me. Carter had taken hits before, but I’d never seen him like this. Not dazed. Not annoyed. Not suspicious.

Just... out of it.

I didn’t like it.

Judge Parsons, Celia, and Gertie hurried toward us.

“My word,” Judge Parsons blurted. “Is that Deputy LeBlanc on the ground?”

“No, it’s Barney Fife,” Ida Belle snapped. “Really, Judge Parsons, you let this whole thing get out of hand. And Celia, this was low. Even for you.”

Celia tittered but wisely kept her mouth closed.

A siren sounded in the distance.

I looked at Celia. “You caused all of this. What do you have to say for yourself?”

“Gertie caused it, not me. She cheated.”

Gertie balled her fist. “Cheated my butt. Say that one more time and we’ll need two ambulances. For the last time, I did not cheat.”

Judge Parsons nodded reluctantly. “Ms. Hebert is right. There were no cards in the purse. She did not cheat. She did, however, have a very suspicious tube in her purse.”

Gertie held it up. Celia and Judge Parsons both gasped.

Gertie rolled her eyes. “It’s not dynamite. It’s a plastic tube. A travel toothbrush holder. See?”

She handed it to the judge. He opened it, and a toothbrush and tube of toothpaste fell out.

Judge Parsons frowned at Celia.

Gertie folded her arms. “Come on, Celia. Even you know I’d never bring dynamite into an auditorium filled with people.”

“That’s what I tried to tell everyone!” Ida Belle shouted.

I glared at her.

She shrugged.

Gertie pointed at Celia. “You disrupted this event and caused a panic, and you did it on purpose.”

“I did no such thing. It clearly looked like a stick of dynamite. I was trying to protect all the good people of Sinful from you. You’re a crazy person, Gertie Hebert.”

“Celia Arceneaux!” Ida Belle barked. “Your accusation was unfounded. You caused this entire mess, and I agree with Gertie. You did it on purpose. Because of you, Carter’s on his way to the hospital.”

“Blame Gertie, not me. It’s not my fault if he got his brains scrambled. I was on the stage, away from the whole mess. I didn’t pull the alarm, and I...”

“Give it a rest, Celia.”

Celia gasped. “I was just trying to explain what I was doing.”

“Celia, I’m not an astronomer, but I’m fairly certain you are not the center of the universe.”

Celia lifted her chin. “I am one child of God, like any other. Everyone has a purpose.”

If Celia’s purpose was humility, God might need to tweek that one.

“And your purpose is to be a future organ donor.”

Judge Parsons rubbed both hands over his face. “This whole thing is a disaster. I’m postponing the event. The third and final game will be scheduled six weeks from today.”

“Six weeks?” Celia complained. “Why so long?”

“The auditorium has a full schedule. The next available Sunday is six weeks from now.”

The paramedics came through the doors with a stretcher.

Gertie stepped aside. “Make way. The paramedics are coming through.”
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THE NEXT FOUR HOURS went by in a blur.

I called Carter’s mother, Emmaline, who was out of town. She went from calm to full maternal panic in under three seconds and promised to get on the first flight home. I assured her we’d take care of him, which was technically true, although “taking care of him” mostly meant standing around a hospital waiting room trying not to look terrified.

Carter was admitted, wheeled into the back, and subjected to an MRI and enough neurological tests to make me wonder if they were checking for a concussion or seeing if he could qualify for NASA.

Once the tests were done, they moved him into a room, and he fell asleep almost immediately.

Ida Belle, Gertie, Walter, and I waited with him.

Or near him.

Or around him.

Mostly, we hovered like concerned vultures.

Carter looked pale, bruised, and way too still. I’d seen him angry, irritated, suspicious, exhausted, and once holding a garden hose while trying to arrest a half-naked man covered in barbecue sauce. Stillness was not his brand.

When Dr. Southard finally appeared in the doorway, he was wearing a mask. That alone made my stomach tighten.

“I’m afraid I need everyone to leave this room immediately.”

I stood. “Leave the room? Why?”

“Because in addition to sustaining a concussion, Deputy LeBlanc has tested positive for COVID.”

“COVID?” Ida Belle repeated. “He seemed fine to me.”

“He’s asymptomatic, which is good news, but he still needs to be isolated to prevent spreading it. Follow me. I’ve reserved a conference room where we can talk, and we’ll give each of you a rapid test.”

He handed us masks. We put them on and followed him down the hall to a conference room where a nurse waited with test kits.

Gertie stared at the swab in the nurse’s hand. “If that thing goes up my nose far enough to touch last week’s thoughts, I’m suing.”

The nurse blinked. “No, ma’am.”

“Good. I’m using it.”

The nurse wisely chose not to ask for clarification.

After the tests were complete, Dr. Southard leaned against the end of the conference table and got down to business.

“Carter has a concussion. He took a hard blow to the head. The good news is, the MRI didn’t show any major damage.”

“So he’ll be okay, right?”

The doctor nodded. “I believe so. It may take ten days to two weeks for him to fully recover. Possibly longer, depending on how his symptoms progress, but I don’t see anything right now that suggests permanent damage.”

I released a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding.

Ida Belle leaned forward. “When can he go home?”

“I’ll know more in twenty-four hours. When I examined him, he was conscious but severely disoriented. That’s common with a concussion.”

Walter frowned. “Disoriented how?”

“Headache, nausea, balance problems, some confusion, and short-term memory issues. He may repeat questions. He may forget conversations. He may seem foggy. That can be frightening to see, but it isn’t unusual.”

“When can I see him?”

“It may be a while. We’ve moved him to the COVID isolation ward. Right now, what he needs most is rest. I gave him something for the pain and a mild sedative to help him sleep.”

“But I should be with him.”

The words came out sharper than I intended, but I didn’t care.

Dr. Southard’s expression softened. “I understand. But he has COVID, and the hospital has isolation protocols. I can’t allow visitors right now. Once he’s awake and able to talk, we can set up a video call from his room.”

A nurse entered and handed him a slip of paper. He read it, nodded, and she left.

“Well,” he continued, “everyone tested negative for COVID except Walter.”

Walter stiffened. “I have COVID?”

“Yes.”

“But I feel great.”

“You’re related to Carter, and he’s asymptomatic too, so I’m not surprised.”

Walter rubbed his chin. “We must’ve gotten it at Randy’s going-away party last weekend. There were probably ten of us packed in at the Swamp Bar, including Carter and me.”

“The timing fits. You should call everyone who attended and let them know. Walter, you’ll need to isolate at home.”

Ida Belle looked at him. “If Carter’s released tomorrow, you should stay with him. You’re already positive, and Fortune shouldn’t be exposed.”

Walter nodded. “Absolutely. Once they send him home, I’ll move in with him until he’s steady on his feet.”

“That’s a good plan,” Dr. Southard agreed. “As long as you both isolate together and follow basic precautions, that’s workable.”

Gertie raised a hand. “I haven’t been close to Carter for over a week until today, and even then he was in the audience while I was onstage being slandered in front of half the town. Am I good?”

Dr. Southard looked as if he wanted to unpack several parts of that sentence and decided life was too short.

“Yes. You, Fortune, and Ida Belle tested negative. That doesn’t guarantee you won’t develop symptoms later, but at this point, your risk appears lower.”

“Excellent.” Gertie stood. “Then I’m heading out. I have just enough time to make my bird-watching class.”

Ida Belle stared at her. “Your friend’s boyfriend is in the hospital with a concussion and COVID, and you’re worried about bird watching?”

Gertie lifted one shoulder. “He’s asleep. The doctor won’t let us see him. Walter’s going to take care of him when he gets out. I can’t heal concussions by staring at them.”

I hated that she had a point.

“I still don’t understand what you see in that particular hobby,” Ida Belle grumbled.

“What don’t you get? It’s the perfect hobby for me.”
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