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Chapter One
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D

illy Boyd stuck her head inside the door of the Down South Café and called, “Big Harry Ostermann needs a bandage! He got a splinter from his apple crate!”

At least, I thought it was Dilly. All I could see was her blue floral sunbonnet. But I was pretty sure it was her.

“I’ll get it.” I was ready for a break from the kitchen. Hosting a farmers’ market during the fall Saturdays had been Dilly’s idea—an idea that I’d thought was wonderful—but I hadn’t realized how much extra work the market would mean to me and my staff. Today, in addition to Jackie, Shelly, and Luis, our part-time waitress Donna was on hand and Luis’ younger brother Oscar was helping out at the cash register. Our “uniforms” consisted of jeans and blue t-shirts with the Down South Café logo in yellow. Since we sold the t-shirts at the café, having Oscar “suit up” hadn’t been a problem.

I could only hope that all the extra work would mean a big boost in revenue. So far, the extra work had, in large part, consisted of pouring coffee and doing things like finding bandages and making change. 

I stepped outside, squinted in the mid-September sun, and looked for the Ostermanns’ booth among the crowded area. I’d roped off a third of the parking lot on the side of the building that housed our screened-in patio. Vendors with canopy tents or pickup-truck tailgates formed a semi-circle in which shoppers stood shoulder to shoulder as they sought the best produce, honey, eggs, and handcrafts Winter Garden had to offer. Winter Garden was mostly farmland, and the Down South Café was surrounded by pastures and fields of goldenrod.

The Ostermanns had a canopy tent and were using the back of their pickup truck as well since they had bushels of Golden Delicious and Red Delicious apples for sale in addition to pumpkins, tomatoes, peppers, squash, green beans, cucumbers, and cabbage.

I gasped when I approached the tent and saw that Harry was removing the splinter with his pocketknife. I was afraid he might need more than the small bandage I’d brought by the time he was through.

The big man chuckled. “Now don’t be squeamish, Amy. This works as well as a pair of tweezers.”

My eyes flew to Harry’s wife, Nadine. She just smiled and shook her head. I handed her the bandage.

“Um...if you guys need anything else, please let me know.” I looked back at Harry. “Unless you need an ambulance. For that, you’ll need to call 9-1-1.”

“I don’t believe it’ll come to that. I’ll be inside in a little bit for some breakfast.”

“All right.” I hurried back into the café to find Jackie filling to-go cups with coffee for a couple of shoppers.

She handed them the cups and directed them to Oscar, who was ringing up another customer. As I stepped behind the counter, Jackie took my arm.

“Did you go by and say hello to Ryan’s mom?” she asked.

“There were several people standing in front of her tables. I thought it best to come on back inside.”

Jackie—my cousin-slash-best friend—just nodded. She knew me well enough to know that I was avoiding Ryan’s mother. 

Ryan. Should I call him my boyfriend? I’d been on several dates with the handsome deputy in the past few months, but I didn’t know if I should be so brazen as to refer to him as my boyfriend just yet.

I hurried back into the kitchen to work on the three orders that had come in while I’d taken the bandage outside. I washed my hands, slipped on plastic gloves, and broke several eggs into a large bowl.
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HALF AN HOUR LATER, Jackie joined me in the kitchen and handed me an order.

“Harry Ostermann wants a stack of buttermilk pancakes with a side of bacon, and Homer is here for his sausage biscuit.”

“It’s ten-thirty already?” I glanced at the clock. It was 10:27. Homer Pickens was a regular customer who came in every day at ten-thirty for a sausage biscuit.

When I had both orders ready, I took them out myself rather than waiting for Jackie to pick them up. I took Harry’s order to his table first.

“I wanted to make sure you still have both hands,” I joked.

He held them up. “I do. And I plan on eating with both of them.”

“Is Nadine manning the booth while you eat?” 

He nodded. “She’s not big on breakfast anyway. She’ll be in for lunch.”

“If there’s anything else you need, just give Jackie a holler.”

“Will do. By the way, you should come out and visit our corn maze tonight. It’s opening night, and we’re having a bonfire, s’mores, hot cocoa, cider, ghost stories, a hayride... I guarantee you’ll have fun.”

“It sounds fantastic. I’ll do my best to get out there.” And I would get out to the corn maze...just probably not tonight. I had a feeling I was going to be exhausted.

Harry seemed to read my mind. “Well, if you don’t make it tonight, we’ll be open every weekend—Fridays and Saturdays—through the first weekend of November.”

I nodded and took Homer his sausage biscuit. “How are you today?”

“I’m doing well.” He jerked his head to the left. “Impressed by all the vendors you have outside. I think I’ll check everything out after I eat.”

“You should. Who’s your hero today?”

Homer Pickens, now in his late sixties, had grown up without a father and, as a result, chose a new hero every day. Homer came into the Down South Café every morning at around the same time and ordered a sausage biscuit and a cup of coffee. I thought maybe he had a photographic memory. Even though Homer grew up poor and dropped out of school in tenth grade to go to work, he chose a new hero each day and could spout a variety of quotes attributed to the individual. Today’s hero was Victor Hugo.

“Hugo wrote, ‘There is only one thing stronger than all the armies of the world, and that is an idea whose time has come.’ I believe the idea of your hosting a farmers’ market here in Winter Garden has certainly come.”

I lowered my voice. “Between you and me, I’m glad I’m only doing this for five weeks. I didn’t anticipate it being this much extra work.”

“But look at the opportunities and fun you’re bringing to the town.”

Smiling, I patted his hand. “Thanks. I needed that encouragement.”

“Amy—phone!” Jackie called.

I took the call in the kitchen where I could put on my headset and work while I talked. I figured it was my mom calling to see how everything was going. “Hello.”

“Is this Amy Flowers?”

“It is.” I didn’t recognize the voice.

“My name is Gladys Pridemore. I live on the outskirts of Winter Garden on the Meadowview side. I don’t cook as much as I used to, and I wondered if you would bring me a few things.”

“I’m sorry, Ms. Pridemore. We don’t deliver food to our patrons.”

“But I’ll pay you extra!”

“That’s not the issue,” I said, as gently as I could. “We simply don’t have the resources. We’re hosting a farmers’ market outside the café today, and it’s taking all our staff—and then some—to handle our workload today.”

“I don’t need the food right away. It’s for tomorrow. You could bring it to me after closing. And it’s just this once. I promise!”

I sighed. I wished Ms. Pridemore had made her request to Jackie. My dear cousin would have had no problem telling the woman, “Sorry, but that’s not how we do things.” I, on the other hand, could hear the desperation in Ms. Pridemore’s voice...and could imagine it being Aunt Bess who wanted the food...

“Don’t you have someone who could come in and pick it up for you?” I asked.

“No,” she wailed.

“Okay, okay,” I said. “I’ll do it...just this once! Give me your address and tell me what you’d like for me to bring.”

“I’d like some potato salad, deviled eggs, and ham biscuits. It’s for a casual party I’m having tomorrow.”

After talking with Ms. Pridemore, I got to work on my next order—an omelet with ham and Swiss. 

Jackie opened the door to the kitchen. “Everything all right?”

I shrugged. “I’ll tell you about it later.”

“Ryan’s here.”

“Could you finish up this omelet for me?”

“No problem.” She tightened the band on the ponytail that held her copper hair up before coming on inside and taking over so I could go out and say hello.

“I’ll be right back,” I said.

“Take your time. I’ll enjoy hiding for a minute or two.”

I was sure she would. 

My heart raced a little when I saw Ryan sitting there at the counter. He was so gorgeous with his dark brown hair and milk-chocolate-colored eyes. It was his day off, so rather than being in uniform, he was wearing a black t-shirt.

He smiled at me, and my stomach somersaulted. In a good way.

“Hi,” I said.

“Hi, yourself. How’s it going?”

“It’s a madhouse around here today.”

“Mom is thrilled with how many people have turned out. Have you been outside to talk with her?”

“No, the only vendor I’ve had time to talk with today has been Big Harry Ostermann, and that was because he had a splinter and needed a bandage. But I did look over at her table and saw that she had attracted a good crowd.”

“I appreciate your allowing Mom to participate. She loves doing her crafts and sharing them with other people.”

I remembered Ryan saying that his mom knitted, crocheted, and did some woodwork.

“I’d like to take you both to dinner tonight to celebrate,” Ryan continued. “My dad is out of town, and it would give you and Mom a chance to get to know each other.”

“That sounds great...it really does...but I promised to take an order out to the far end of town. It’s a one-time thing for an elderly woman...”

“We can wait for you. That’s no problem. I’ll go tell Mom.” He gave me a bright smile before sliding off the stool and heading for the door.

I looked over at Homer, who was sitting on the stool beside the one Ryan had vacated.

“Why don’t you want to go?” Homer asked quietly.

“Was it that obvious?”

“Probably just to me.”

“I’m afraid she won’t like me,” I said.

Homer answered with another Victor Hugo quote. “Be like the bird who, pausing in her flight awhile on boughs too slight, feels them give way beneath her, and yet sings, knowing she has wings.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means everything will be all right.” He winked.

“Do you think Ryan knows how nervous I am to be around his mother?”

“More than likely. And I imagine he’s nervous around your mother.”

With perfect timing, Ryan sauntered back into Down South Café with one arm around Aunt Bess and the other around my mom. “Look who I found!”

“Oh, yeah,” I muttered to Homer. “He’s an absolute wreck.” 
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AT THE END OF THE DAY, I looked around at my weary staff. Anyone would’ve been able to tell we were bone tired. Even sixteen-year-old Oscar, who’d tackled his first day at work with gusto, was stifling a yawn.

“Everyone did a wonderful job today,” I said. “May I count on all of you to be back next Saturday?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Oscar said. “I had fun.”

“I’m glad. Could I ask one more thing of you before you go?”

He nodded. 

From the corner of my eye, I saw Luis try to hide a grin. He knew what was coming—it was our usual Saturday routine.

“Would you help me divvy up the desserts in the display case?” I asked. “New employees get to choose first.”

Oscar’s brown eyes danced as he hurried over to the display counter and chose chocolate chip cookies and brownies.

“Anything else?” I asked.

He glanced at Luis for approval. I could see that Luis was shaking his head, so I cleared my throat.

“Just this once,” Luis said.

“May I please have two pieces of the caramel apple pie for my parents?” 

“Sorry, you’re going to have to take the whole half pie.” I shrugged. “We don’t do slices at the end of the day on Saturday. Whatever’s left has to go.”

“Thank you, Ms. Flowers.”

“Please call me Amy.”

The boys said their goodbyes and left, Luis with his arm around his brother’s shoulders. I smiled at their retreating backs.

“They’re sweet, aren’t they?” Shelly asked.

“They sure are.” I turned to her. “Shelly, won’t you please take this banana pudding home with you?”

“Honey, if I did, I’d have it eaten by tomorrow morning, and I’d be sick as a dog. Besides, I’ve got my figure to watch. Grandma always did warn me about the middle-age spread.” She waved as she headed for the door.

“Donna?”

Donna was our part-time waitress. “I’d love to take a few slices of that chocolate cake to Bill and the kids.”

I boxed up what was left of the chocolate cake and handed it to Donna. “Anything else?”

She shook her head. “This is more than enough. Thanks, Amy.”

“Thanks for coming in today,” I said.

“Glad to help.”

I turned to Jackie. “It’s just you and me. What are you taking?”

She blew out a breath. “We can’t eat all that. The boys should’ve taken more. I think Oscar was too shy, and Luis was trying to set a good example.”

“Well, I’m taking food out to Ms. Pridemore, so I’ll include the banana pudding with her order free of charge. It’ll be a bonus.”

“What’s up with that? Since when did we start a delivery service?” 

“We didn’t.” I shook my head. “I wish she’d have talked with you, and then I wouldn’t be driving out there.”

“You’re darn right you wouldn’t. How’d she rope you into doing it?”

I lifted and dropped my shoulders.

“Let me guess,” Jackie said. “Guilt trip?”

“Pretty much. I could just imagine it being Aunt Bess.”

“Wait a minute...Pridemore...” Jackie raised her eyes to the ceiling as she wracked her brain. “Pridemore...” She brought her eyes down to meet mine and then hurried out to the parking lot.

“What is it?” I hurried behind her.

“I was checking to see if the Ostermanns were still here. If so, they could’ve taken the food to Ms. Pridemore. They live in a mobile home on her property.”

“That’s right. I’d forgotten about that. Their farm is actually her farm, isn’t it?”

Jackie nodded. “I heard they have some kind of lease-to-own deal, or that they get the farm after Ms. Pridemore dies or something. But, yeah, they could’ve taken the food.” 

“Maybe she didn’t know about the farmers’ market...or didn’t realize it was in our parking lot. Still, how weird is that? The first time she ever calls us for food—and begs me to deliver it—her tenants are here.”

“Yeah, that sounds fishy to me. Want me to go with you?”

“No. I’m sure it’s all right. She’s probably just old and stubborn,” I said.

“Still, you’ve never met this woman before. And what if she has a big mean dog or something?”

“I told her I would call when I got there. If nothing else, maybe she can come out to meet me.”

“I still don’t like it,” Jackie said.

“Fine. You can come along.”
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AFTER WE DROPPED THE rest of the desserts off at my house, I drove Jackie to the Pridemore house. Before we got to the property, we saw signs directing people to the corn maze. It reminded me to make this a quick visit so that Jackie and I didn’t get blocked in or caught up in the traffic.

The large, white farmhouse was set about a hundred and fifty yards off the road. I couldn’t see a mobile home or the corn maze from Ms. Pridemore’s driveway, so I guessed the woman must have quite a bit of acreage. 

I requested my Bluetooth device call Ms. Pridemore as we neared the house. There was no answer. 

“Oh, well...I don’t see any dogs around,” I said. “Do you?”

“No. And surely we’re close enough that they’d be running out barking by now.”

“We’ll just go to the front door then.”

After getting no response from Ms. Pridemore at the front door, we decided to go around back. From the back of the house, we could see the corn maze, the apple orchard, the garden, the barn, the mobile home, and other small buildings on the Pridemore property. 

I knocked on the back door. Again, no answer.

“Let’s just go,” Jackie said.

“But all this food...” I shook my head and tried the door. It was unlocked and opened easily. “Ms. Pridemore! It’s Amy and Jackie from Down South Café!”

There was a strong, almost overpowering musty odor in the room. I pushed the door open farther and saw Ms. Pridemore slumped onto the kitchen table, an overturned coffee cup by her left hand.

I thrust the box toward Jackie and hurried into the room. “Ms. Pridemore!” I kept calling her name as I patted her arm and tried to rouse her. I noticed that her fingernails and lips had a bluish tinge. “Jackie, call 9-1-1.”

“Already on it,” Jackie said.

I looked around to try to figure out what had caused Ms. Pridemore to collapse. My head was starting to ache, and given the odor in the house, I thought maybe there was some sort of gas leak. I noticed that the stove was on. There was a Dutch oven on one burner, and it was on low. The pot must’ve contained only water, however, because it had evaporated. That or Ms. Pridemore hadn’t put anything in the pot. I wondered if she suffered from dementia.

I turned the oven off and moved the pot to the kitchen sink. There were no other dishes in the sink, and the room was tidy. I didn’t hear any hissing, and since the stove appeared to be electric instead of gas, I didn’t think that was the problem.

“The paramedics are on their way,” Jackie said.

“I sure hope they hurry.” 

––––––––
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Chapter Two
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“T

he smell in here is making me sick,” Jackie said.

“Me too.” I propped the kitchen door open with a chair. “Can you open that window over the sink?”

Jackie scrambled over to the window, as eager as I was to get some fresh air into the room. “Huh.”

“What’s wrong?”

“Check this out.”

Clear plastic film had been placed over the window.

“I guess Ms. Pridemore is already preparing for winter,” I said. “Hopefully, the kitchen door will let enough air in to dispel whatever that is lingering in the air.” I returned to Ms. Pridemore’s side and continued trying to revive her. Her pulse was faint.

Jackie and I were relieved when the EMTs arrived. They immediately administered oxygen to Ms. Pridemore and loaded her into the ambulance. After a brief, whispered conversation, one of the paramedics decided to stay behind with Jackie and me while the other two transported Ms. Pridemore to the hospital. The paramedic who stayed behind phoned the sheriff’s office.

“In cases like this where there could be a gas leak or something of that nature, we always report it to the sheriff,” the young man told us. “Would the two of you mind remaining here until the sheriff or a deputy arrives?”

We told him we’d stay, and then all three of us stepped outside. I phoned Ryan and explained what had happened. I could hear Jackie speaking with Roger.

Sheriff Billings, a tall, lanky man with a solemn demeanor, arrived within ten minutes. He got out of the car and strode to the paramedic. “What did you find?”

“Elderly woman unconscious at her kitchen table. Lips and fingernails showed cyanosis. Weak pulse.” He nodded toward Jackie and me. “These ladies opened the kitchen door to air out the room because they noticed a strong odor when they arrived.”

The sheriff nodded. “Ms. Flowers, why were you here?”

“Ms. Pridemore called and asked me to bring her some food.”

“I put the box in the refrigerator,” Jackie added.

“Sheriff, I believe you know my cousin, Jackie Fonseca?”

“I do. Ms. Fonseca, I’ll get your statement in a moment.” He turned his attention back to me. “When did the Down South Café start a delivery service?”

“This was a one-time thing.” I explained how Ms. Pridemore had called and requested the food for tomorrow. “Had I realized the Ostermanns—who were at the café for the farmers’ market—were tenants on Ms. Pridemore’s land, I’d have simply asked them to make the delivery for me.”

“Nevertheless, you came to deliver food,” said Sheriff Billings. “Walk me through what happened when you arrived.”

I told him how Jackie and I had called Ms. Pridemore to let her know we were here and that when she didn’t answer, we knocked on the door. “She didn’t answer the front door, so we came around to the kitchen door. Of course, she didn’t respond to our knocking on that door either...but we had all that food...” I watched his face carefully, but his expression didn’t change. “So I opened the door and called to her.”

“Was the door locked?”

“No, sir. I wouldn’t have opened it if it had been.”

“Amy was simply making every effort to reach this woman before we left,” Jackie said. “And it was a good thing—had we not, Ms. Pridemore would be dead right now.”

“Again, Ms. Fonseca, I’ll take your statement momentarily.” Sheriff Billings gave the paramedic a curt nod, and the young man came over to speak with Jackie. He tried to lead her away from us, but Jackie stood firmly in her spot.

Sheriff Billings took my arm and turned me toward the house. “All right. You opened the door. Then what?”

“The first thing I noticed—after seeing Ms. Pridemore there at the table, of course—was the odor. It gave me a headache almost immediately.”

“And what did it smell like?” he asked.

“Musty...like the room had been shut up for ages.”

“Continue.”

I related how Jackie and I had gone inside and checked on Ms. Pridemore. “I couldn’t rouse her, but I took her pulse and could tell she was still alive. While Jackie called for help, I looked around to see what might’ve caused Ms. Pridemore to collapse.”

“Did you find anything?” he asked.

“Just an empty Dutch oven on a burner. I turned the stove off and placed the pot in the sink. Then I propped the kitchen door open to get some fresh air circulating. I asked Jackie to open the window, but there was a clear sheet of plastic over it, so she didn’t disturb it.”

Before Sheriff Billings could question me further, Harry Ostermann and his wife Nadine scrambled into the kitchen. Nadine’s long brown hair was disheveled, and her eyes were as wide as saucers.

“Where’s...Gladys?” Nadine asked as she caught her breath. “Harry Junior said he saw an ambulance leaving.”

“And you are?” Sheriff Billings asked.

“I’m Nadine Ostermann. This is my husband Harry. We live here on the property.”

“Ms. Flowers, would you please ask Ms. Fonseca to come inside, please? You may wait for her out there.” He nodded toward the yard. “Ms. Ostermann, I’ll want to speak with you and your husband later, but Ms. Pridemore has been taken to the hospital.”

“Wh-what happened?” Nadine asked. “Will she be all right?”

“We’re not sure what happened, and I’m not aware of the severity of her condition.”

I plodded over to Jackie and the paramedic. “Jackie, Sheriff Billings would like to talk with you.” I gave the paramedic a half smile. “You get to babysit me now.”

When Jackie went inside, I closed my eyes and ran my hand over my face.

“I’m sure this ordeal has been upsetting for you,” the paramedic said softly.

“It has. I’ve never even met Ms. Pridemore. I came here for the first time today.” I examined him a little closer and estimated him to be no more than twenty-three. “How long have you been doing this job?”

“Five years,” he said.

“Do you think Ms. Pridemore will be all right?”

He lowered his eyes and shook his head.
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AFTER SHERIFF BILLINGS cleared us all to leave, he and the Ostermanns went to the hospital. The paramedic caught a ride with the sheriff. I dropped Jackie off at the café because that’s where we’d left her car.  

“See you tomorrow.” She stepped out of the car but turned back almost immediately. “Wait. We never decided what to make tomorrow.”

Every Sunday, Jackie and I prepared lunch for Mom and Aunt Bess. It was our traditional weekly gathering.

“Let’s just make spaghetti and meatballs,” I said. “And we’ll take the key lime pie and the rest of the coconut pie we took to my house for dessert. It’s not fancy, but it’ll work.”

“I’ll stop on my way and get us a baguette from the grocery store.”

“Thanks. I can make herbed butter.” I smiled. “I’m sorry we walked into a disaster, but I’m glad you went with me.”

“Me too. Have fun with Ryan and his mom.”

“Yeah...well...wish me luck.”

When I got home, I heard Rory’s feet pounding the floor before I even got my key in the lock. I couldn’t help but grin at the dog’s unbridled enthusiasm, but I braced myself as I pushed open the door.

The little brown terrier jumped at me. I caught him in my arms and kissed the top of his scruffy head. He licked my chin. 

I sat him back onto the floor and tossed my purse on the chair. “Did you have a good day?”

In answer, Rory ran through the room to the kitchen and back. I laughed.

Princess Eloise, a white Persian cat, strolled from the kitchen to the living room. Her head and tail were held imperiously high. She had been Mom’s cat before Mom had gone to live with Aunt Bess. Unfortunately, Aunt Bess’s allergies had prevented Mom from taking Princess Eloise with her. But the cat and I got along all right. Or, at least, the princess tolerated me and allowed me to do her bidding.

I fed both pets before sinking onto the sofa. I’d have loved nothing more than a nap, but I knew I needed to get ready to go to dinner with Ryan and his mother.

Before I could hoist myself off the couch to go shower and change, my phone rang. The number was unfamiliar. 

“Hello,” I answered hesitantly.

“Amy, hi, this is Ivy Donaldson. Sheriff Billings gave me your number.”

“Hi, Ivy. What can I do for you?”

I knew Ivy was the crime scene investigator for the Winter Garden Sheriff’s Department, and I’d seen her at the café a few times, but I had no idea why she’d be calling me. 

“Gladys Pridemore is in a coma, and an electrolyte panel indicated a high level of carbon dioxide in her blood. Sheriff Billings told me you turned off the victim’s stove and that you began to suffer a headache after you’d gone into the kitchen.”

“That’s right.”

“Would you be able to go with me to the Pridemore house?” she asked.

I hesitated.

Before I could answer, Ivy continued. “I’m sorry. I know you had plans with Ryan, but the sheriff has already spoken with him and explained the gravity of this situation. I need to know exactly where everything was positioned when you walked into that room.”

“All right.”

“Thanks. I’ll pick you up in twenty minutes.”

After hanging up with Ivy, I called Ryan and told him I didn’t know when I’d be able to get away.

“That’s fine. I understand as well as anyone that when duty calls, you have to answer,” he said. “Sheriff Billings said you had a headache earlier?”

“Yeah, it’s easing. I think it was caused by the odor in that house.”

“From what he told me, he thinks there was a gas leak. Be careful when you and Ivy go back in there.”

“I might grab a light snack before I leave,” I said. 

“Go ahead and eat,” Ryan told me. “Mom is hungry, and she doesn’t like to be out very late, so we’ll go on and have dinner...if that’s okay.”

“Sure. That’s fine.”

“I’ll be happy to bring you something after you get back from Ms. Pridemore’s place.”

“No, thanks,” I said. “I’ll be all right.”

After ending the call, I went into the kitchen and got a pack of peanut butter crackers. As I opened the package, I waffled between feeling relieved that I didn’t have to go to dinner with Ryan’s mother after all and feeling resentful that they were so amenable to going on without me. 

I was washing down the crackers with a glass of iced tea when I heard Ivy’s car roar into the driveway. I put the glass in the sink and walked out the door, making sure to lock it behind me. 

Ivy drove a sporty blue convertible that necessitated her wearing her long, auburn hair in a French braid this evening. 

“Thanks for agreeing to this,” Ivy said, as I got into her car and buckled my seatbelt.

I hadn’t realized I had a choice, but I didn’t say so.

She backed out of the driveway. 

“So...do you think it’s a gas leak?” I asked, trying to make conversation.

“Too soon to say.”

“I hope this investigation didn’t spoil any plans you had for this Saturday evening.” Attempt number two.

“The job comes first. That’s a requirement
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