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Chapter One
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“Seventy-five,” said Myrtle with great conviction.

She and her friend Miles were sitting in rocking chairs on Myrtle’s dock. It was July, there was a light breeze and shade from an oak tree to offer relief from the heat, and they were counting the number of songs a nearby mockingbird knew. Myrtle’s feral cat, Pasha, looked out over the lake with interest, her tail swishing from time to time.

Miles, however, disagreed with Myrtle’s count. “No, the bird clearly started over again around fifty-five. The rest were repeats that you didn’t recognize as repeats.”

Myrtle gave him a stern look. “I’m quite certain he didn’t repeat any songs at all. They were all original.” She rocked vigorously in her rocking chair.

Miles gave her a leery look. “Don’t rock so violently. You ended up in the lake that one time.”

“Which, as you know, had absolutely nothing to do with me and everything to do with a murderer who was trying to off me.”

This minor argument might have continued for some time if Myrtle’s phone hadn’t trilled at her. 

She frowned as she looked at the screen. “It’s Sloan.”

Sloan was the editor of the local paper, where Myrtle wrote a regular column and as many crime-related stories as she could get away with. “I wonder what he wants,” she muttered.

“There’s a good way to find out,” suggested Miles helpfully. 

The mockingbird continued his aria of songs in his repertoire as Myrtle answered the phone. Pasha looked longingly at the bird as if it appeared very tasty to her.

“Sloan,” Myrtle said briskly. “How are things?” 

Sloan stuttered a response. Myrtle had taught him English many years ago, and he always seemed to lose his ability to speak it properly when he was speaking with her. It always amazed her how he reverted right back to high school.

“Things are good,” he said after a couple of moments. Then he seemed to get back into the swing of things. 

“You’re not calling me about that helpful hints column, are you?” she asked suspiciously. “I sent it in last week and it’s nowhere close to being due again. No one needs that amount of helpful hints in their lives.”

“No, no,” said Sloan quickly. Myrtle could just imagine him perspiring in the newspaper office downtown as he attempted to find the words to express himself with Myrtle. “This call isn’t about the column at all. I had a different idea for an assignment for you.”

Myrtle bit back a sigh. So often, she had her hopes raised and dashed when Sloan offered her a story opportunity. She’d hope it would be an investigation of potential fraud or some other crime. But it would be a puff piece on someone turning one-hundred. As if that was some sort of remarkable accomplishment. 

She was glad she hadn’t hoped for much when Sloan said, “I believe your high school class is having a reunion tonight at the school. I was wondering if you could cover it for the paper. You know, quotes and so forth. A bit of description of the proceedings.”

Myrtle glowered. “I know nothing about a high school reunion. Are you quite certain it’s mine? Surely it’s some other class reunion.”

Now Sloan sounded even more nervous than he had previously. “Uh, I’m pretty sure, Miss Myrtle. I ran it by Red first, and he told me it was definitely your class.”

Myrtle’s brows knit in annoyance. “No one has contacted me regarding it. And everyone knows where I live. It’s not as if I’ve moved for the last sixty or more years.”

“Maybe the invitation got lost in the mail?” offered Sloan in a small voice. He clearly hoped Myrtle wouldn’t take out her lack of inclusion on him, as the bearer of bad news. “Perhaps you should contact the class president. Isn’t it usually the class president who organizes such things? If you remember who the class president was.”

“Of course I remember who the class president was.”

Sloan quickly said, “Right, right, of course you do. Although it would be understandable if you didn’t. After all, it wasn’t yesterday.”

“No, you’re quite right,” said Myrtle coldly. “It was more like sixty-seven years ago. Which seems a very odd time to be having a class reunion. But, just the same, I’ll cover the event for you.” She paused. “Thanks, Sloan.”

Now Sloan sounded vastly relieved as the uncomfortable conversation appeared to be drawing to a close. “Thanks to you, Miz Myrtle.” He quickly hung up.

Miles was watching her with a quirked eyebrow. “I think you enjoy alarming Sloan.”

“I consider it revenge for all Sloan’s ineptitude in high school. And it’s especially annoying that he had the impudence to become editor of a newspaper.” 

Miles said, “What was all that about a reunion?” 

“That’s what I’d like to know.” 

Pasha abandoned her fruitless interest in the mockingbird and jumped into Myrtle’s lap. This had the intended effect of keeping Myrtle from the vigorous rocking that was threatening to toss her into the lake. 

“You didn’t receive an invitation?” asked Miles.

“Decidedly not. And I don’t believe it was lost in the mail, as Sloan suggested. I think it must have been a deliberate snub.” Myrtle looked quite aggravated.

Miles said slowly, “Do you know who might have organized a class reunion?”

“It would have to be Belinda Holloway. So very annoying.”

“Annoying that she didn’t invite you?” asked Miles.

“Annoying that she exists,” said Myrtle. “At any rate, I’ll be attending the reunion, anyway. Sloan just asked me to cover it for the paper.”

“So you’ll call Belinda Holloway.” 

“Certainly not,” said Myrtle disdainfully. “I’ll just crash the event.”

Miles gave a shudder, the mere thought of party-crashing clearly occupying a prime spot in his catalog of personal terrors.

Myrtle looked at him in a considering fashion. “You could come as my plus-one.”

“You don’t have a plus-one. You weren’t invited.”

Myrtle conveniently ignored this interjection. “I’d imagine most of the guests will be there with a significant other.”

“Surely that’s unlikely, statistically speaking.” Myrtle gave him a dark look, and Miles quickly attempted to redeem himself. “I mean, many people have lost a spouse. It’s natural.” But he was clearly just digging the hole deeper.

Fortunately, Myrtle, after shooting Miles another look, was willing to move on with the topic at hand. “Anyway, I’ll just get the reunion details from Sloan, since he clearly has them. Then we’ll go to the event.”

Miles shook his head. “You’re on your own, Myrtle. I’m absolutely not going to crash a party with you. It will not happen. You can go, catch up with your classmate chums, and report on the reunion. Then you can tell me all about it later.”

Myrtle looked for a moment like she might argue the point before giving a shrug. “I suppose that’s fine. Reunions aren’t particularly fun anyway, are they?” 

“Is there anyone in particular you’d be interested in seeing? This Belinda Holloway?” Miles hid a smile. Since Myrtle had described Belinda as annoying, he supposed she wasn’t on Myrtle’s list of favorite people.

Myrtle considered the question. “Honestly, I’m not sure how many alums will be there.”

Miles supposed this meant that many of the alums might not be active anymore, but he was wise enough not to ask.

“Do you have a high school yearbook?”

“Naturally. Let’s go inside, and I’ll grab it.” 

Myrtle, being Myrtle, went right to it on the shelf. It had a green cloth cover and Bradley High School emblazoned on the front cover. She handed it to Miles, who handled the old volume gingerly. 

“You had boys and girls at the same school?” Miles asked in surprise. “That must have been rather unusual at the time. In the South, I mean.”

“It solved a budgeting problem for Bradley and made them look progressive,” said Myrtle, shrugging.

Miles carefully turned the yellowed pages until he found Myrtle. She had a severe expression on her face, as if the photographer had somehow displeased her. 

“A very attractive photo,” said Miles politely. 

Myrtle shrugged again. “I was too tall and my bones were too big. But I wasn’t terrible.”

Miles found a group photo further into the yearbook. It was the journalism club. Myrtle, at nearly six feet, towered over the girls and most of the boys. Again, she glowered at the camera.

“You didn’t seem to be very fond of having your picture taken,” noted Miles.

“The photographer was always saying ridiculous things to make us smile. I didn’t appreciate it.” Myrtle took the yearbook back from Miles. Flipping through the pages a lot rougher than he had, she frowned as she peered at various photos. She finally stopped at one, studying the faces. Then she thrust the book back at Miles.

He pushed his glasses up his nose, studying the page. It was a picture of the student government leadership. Miles spotted the name “Belinda” under one picture. She was a stunning blonde with a megawatt smile and perfect posture. Belinda seemed also to be dressed in the height of fashion. Myrtle, as the student government secretary, looked perfectly tidy in a dress that Miles suspected her mother might have made.

“I’m guessing Belinda might have been a bit much,” said Miles diplomatically.

Myrtle snorted. “In every way. Since she was the class president, she’d have been the one tasked with organizing the reunions.” She frowned. “Since I have no information on this event, I’m going to have to call Sloan back.”

Miles hid a smile as Sloan nervously dropped something on his end of the phone when Myrtle called him back. He wouldn’t have known Myrtle was aggravated at Belinda for not inviting her, and not at Sloan. A minute later, she had all the information she needed. Judging from her expression, it hadn’t made her happy.

“The reunion is tonight,” she said with displeasure. “Now I’ll have to put my funeral dress on. I haven’t taken a proper look at my funeral dress for a while. It might need attention.” Myrtle's funeral dress had developed the uncanny ability to collect stains and crumbs during its time in her closet, as if it moonlighted at dinner parties while she slept.

Miles said, “I thought you had purchased some other funeral garments.”

“Yes, a nice pant suit-type thing. But I’m not at all sure that’s suitable for crashing reunions. I likely haven’t seen some of these people in quite a while. I should look nice.”

Miles said, “Maybe you should take a look at the dress now, while it’s daylight outside. Then you can see if it will work.”

Myrtle was already halfway to her bedroom by the time Miles had finished speaking. She came out with a somber-looking dress on a hanger. They scrutinized it as Myrtle held it in a sunbeam coming in from the living room window.

“I think it looks perfectly respectable,” said Miles.

Myrtle made a face. “I’m not sure respectable was the look I wanted.”

“You could liven it up a little with a scarf or some jewelry,” suggested Miles.

“The only scarves I have are the winter kind. And my jewelry is all cheap and costume.”

Miles gave Myrtle a curious look. “You aren’t trying to outshine Belinda, are you?”

“What? No. But I have to look professional and appropriate, of course. Considering I’m representing the local newspaper.” She frowned at Miles. “Are you sure you won’t come?” 

“Absolutely.”

“All right then,” said Myrtle crossly. “I suppose I’ll go myself.”

“You wouldn’t be nervous about crashing the reunion, I suppose.”

“Certainly not,” said Myrtle, gritting her teeth. “I’ll enjoy every moment.”
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As a matter of fact, Myrtle did enjoy crashing the reunion at her high school. For one thing, she simply enjoyed being back at the old school. She might not have enjoyed her years as a student there, but she’d enjoyed most days as a teacher. Aside from dealing with school administrators and endless staff meetings, of course. Those had been tiresome. There were a couple of principals who just enjoyed hearing the sound of their own voices.

As Myrtle had expected, there were not many vehicles in the parking lot in front of the school. But then, she herself hadn’t parked a car there, either. Elaine, her lovely daughter-in-law, had come in her minivan full of scattered Cheerios cereal detritus and Myrtle’s grandson, Jack, to drive her to the school. 

Elaine pulled in front of the school. “Is it good to be back?” she asked.

“It’s a little strange,” said Myrtle. “I spent so many years here, teaching. That building has had a lot of renovation, though, since my time.”

“I bet it looks different,” said Elaine.

“It’s both very familiar and very strange. Like visiting an old friend who’s had extensive plastic surgery.”

The bones of the brick building were the same with the imposing stone steps and the tall windows that had witnessed many decades of teen drama. Now the entrance sported an accessibility ramp, which had been sorely needed, even in Myrtle’s day. Security cameras peered down from discreet corners as a modern necessity that Myrtle had never needed to consider.

“You look wonderful, Myrtle,” said Elaine, giving her a warm smile. “Is that lipstick new?” 

It was actually an ancient tube of lipstick, in a shade no longer being manufactured. But Elaine had probably never seen her wearing makeup. “It used to be new,” said Myrtle. “Thanks for driving me here, Elaine. Red’s picking me up, I think you said?” 

“That’s right. I’d come get you later, but I suspect I’ll be in the middle of Jack’s bath time then.”

Jack blew Myrtle a kiss as she climbed out of the front seat of the van. She blew one back, then squared her shoulders and headed toward the school. 

The heavy doors opened into the freshly waxed hallway that smelled exactly as it had during her teaching years—a peculiar mix of floor polish and adolescent anxiety. She saw motivational posters in place of the class photos that had once hung there, though she noticed they’d kept the old trophy cases. She paused in front of them, seeing trophies from her own high school days as well as more recent triumphs. 

Signs with lots of exclamation points and decorated with balloons directed attendees to the gym where Myrtle could already hear muted conversation and what sounded like Glenn Miller being played at a sensible volume. Before heading in that direction, Myrtle couldn’t resist pausing to see her old classroom. 

She tried the door, somewhat surprised to find it locked. She peeked through the window instead. Myrtle frowned, seeing the blackboard had been replaced by some sort of digital whiteboard. She supposed it was progress of some sort, but doubted it would be as satisfying an experience as making a point on a blackboard with a stick of chalk.

As she walked through the gym, she suspected she was going to have to deal with a good amount of nonsense and foolishness. Streamers in the school’s colors and balloons were in evidence, although there appeared to be punch and a nice spread of food. But then, Belinda wasn’t one to take responsibility lightly.

Myrtle received some satisfaction as the attendees turned and looked in silence as she walked toward them, head held high in her funeral dress. Belinda looked rather taken aback as she stood by the punch bowl, elegant as always in what seemed to be expensive clothing.

“Myrtle,” she said archly. “What a surprise.”

“Yes, isn’t it?” asked Myrtle in a sweet voice. “Sloan Jones, the editor of the local paper, was kind enough to ask me to write a story about our reunion. It seemed churlish of me to refuse him. He relies on me so much.”

“You work for the paper?” asked Belinda.

Myrtle couldn’t tell from her tone if she was intrigued or disgusted by the prospect of working. “That’s correct. Of course, you wouldn’t know that, having moved away.” She pulled out a notebook and pen from her large purse. “I’m assuming you’re the one who planned this shindig? And invited the others?” She cocked an eyebrow at Belinda. She certainly would not give the slightest indication that she’d felt slighted at being excluded.

It pleased her to see Belinda look uncomfortable. “Yes, I organized the event and invited others. Not inviting you was an oversight. I thought you’d . . . passed away.”

“The reports of my death have been greatly exaggerated,” said Myrtle sharply. “Which you could easily have found on social media. I maintain an online presence, you know.”

“Do you? I’m afraid I don’t. It always seemed so unnecessary and plebeian to me.” Belinda gave a light laugh. 

Myrtle was very surprised to hear such a limited take on social media. She jotted something down in her notebook while Belinda looked more uncomfortable than she had before. 

Myrtle said, “I have to wonder what made you decide to have a reunion this year?” She studied Belinda’s features as if looking for the truth in them.

“Well, we’re not getting any younger, Myrtle. I thought it might be a case of now-or-never. Besides, I had time on my hands, which is not something I usually have. I’m always planning a family reunion or a bridge party or a church gathering. It’s July, so school is out and it’s easy to have access to Bradley High.” She shrugged an elegant shoulder.

“But it’s our 67th reunion. It’s nothing remarkable.”

“Every year is remarkable at our time of life!” said Belinda with a brittle laugh.

A voice came from behind them. “Sakes alive! Could it possibly be the fair maiden, Myrtle Clover?” 

Myrtle froze. She had the horrible feeling that, when she turned around again, she’d face Winston Rouse. Belinda now had a smirk on her face, which Myrtle would very much like to wipe away. 

There appeared to be no escape from Winston. He came around to face her and reached for her hand with both of his. He was wearing a festive red bow tie, a sports jacket, and had a neatly trimmed white beard. His eyes twinkled merrily at her. “What an extraordinary honor to have you here this evening, Myrtle!” He winked at her. Belinda’s smirk grew larger and even more obnoxious than it had been before. 

Myrtle was not happy to see Winston. When she’d last seen him, some time ago at Greener Pastures Retirement Home, he’d seemed in romantic pursuit of her. Winston had been flirtatious, charming, and quite complimentary of Myrtle when they’d been young. He’d been well-read and smart. These were all things that Myrtle had liked about Winston. She rarely admitted to herself that she had fallen for his flirtation at one time. However, the things Myrtle disliked about Winston soon outnumbered the positives. 

“Hello, Winston,” said Myrtle stiffly.

Winston was not to be deterred. “I’ve been trying to get somebody to dance with me since Belinda started up the Glenn Miller music. Would you like to trip the light fantastic?”

Myrtle lifted her cane at him, a gesture which came across as threatening rather than as an excuse for her reluctance to dance. 

“I didn’t mean trip in a literal way. I would never let you fall,” declared Winston in his booming voice. “You’ll be in safe hands.”

Myrtle decidedly did not want to be in Winston’s hands in any way. “Actually, I’m here to do some work for the paper, not to enjoy myself. I’m covering the event for the Bradley Bugle.”

Winston sighed. “Well, that’s a shame. Maybe another time.” He looked hopefully at Belinda. “Would you like to go for a spin? You wouldn’t turn me down, would you? You’ll remember I’m still in touch with your sister. I’d like to tell her we shared a dance.”

Belinda gave him a severe look. “I’ve already danced once. And I’ve got other things I need to do, since I’m in charge of the event. Myrtle, let me give you a tour of the different stations I’ve set up for the reunion. I’m sure the newspaper’s readers will be interested in seeing photos of them.”

Myrtle was relieved when Belinda whisked her away, although she was certain Belinda was less interested in saving her from Winston than she was in publicizing all her hard work for the reunion.

“These are stations I’ve set up. I thought it would be fun to have little triggers to help us reminisce about the old days.” 

There was a table set up with old yearbooks opened to their class, a table with loose photographs from their time at the school, and another with printed emails of the attendees’ recollections from their schooldays. 

Belinda was pulled away by Winston on some other pretense, affording Myrtle the opportunity to look around her for a few moments before taking photos. She found, to her amazement, that she recognized the other people at the reunion. As expected, there were only a handful. 

Dr. Harold Blackwood stood with his wife, Evie. He was squinting at the photographs through his bifocals. Evie hovered nearby, occasionally touching his arm and seeming very solicitous of him. Myrtle had the feeling Dr. Blackwood might be a suitable target for a few quotes on the reunion.

Frank Lawson was peering into another trophy cabinet, this one in the back of the gym. He’d been quite the athlete in high school, remembered Myrtle. She suspected he might want to go on and on about his glory days, so perhaps he was not the best individual for good quotes. He brightened considerably as he spotted her, and she quickly pretended not to have seen him.

Millie Thatcher was studying the displays with poorly concealed disdain. Apparently, she was not a fan of Belinda’s efforts. Myrtle remembered her as a slender, rather mousy girl who was always carrying an armload of books.

Gladys Pinkerton was also present. She’d been something of a follower in high school, trying to be part of the crowd. From what Myrtle could tell, she seemed to be doing the same thing now.

Myrtle walked over to the food table, or station, as Belinda had called the different tables. Belinda had borrowed the plastic trays from the cafeteria to evoke their schooldays, although Myrtle remembered the food back then had not remotely looked as good as the food here. There were pimento cheese sandwiches cut into triangles, ham salad sandwiches on white bread, cheese straws, deviled eggs, and a bowl of salted mixed nuts. On the sweeter side were lemon squares and pound cake slices. A punch bowl was nearby with what tasted like ginger ale and sherbet. Myrtle suspected the cost of attending the reunion was either very low, or Belinda had made all the food herself. She took a few cautious bites. It was actually all very good. Which irritated Myrtle even more.

By the time Belinda clapped her hands to get everyone’s attention, Myrtle was seething with annoyance. Perhaps because, in this setting, which had been her workplace for decades, she’d been the one in charge. At least in her classroom. 

Even more annoying, Belinda seemed to be proposing a game of some sort. “Everyone! I’ve come up with a fun activity for us all. A scavenger hunt.”

The group murmured. It was hard to tell if the murmur was pleased or not. 

Belinda apparently decided on the former. “Yes, won’t it be fun? I thought we might all enjoy seeing how much things have changed since our own days at good old Bradley High.” She turned to Evie. “Could you pass one of these cards to everyone?” 

Evie did as instructed. Myrtle declined a card on the grounds that she was there to work. But she took a picture of one card with Evie smiling in the background. Looking at the photo, Myrtle spotted some scavenger hunt locations that made sense: the chemistry lab, their old homeroom. But others seemed oddly specific, like the art room (which hadn’t been around when they were in school), and a particular corner of the library.

“The cards are all slightly different so we won’t all be in the same locations at the same time. Let’s all meet back here in thirty minutes,” said Belinda, “so don’t spend too long of a trip down memory lane! There’ll be a prize for the winner.” She looked around her. “And I might catch up with some of you individually as we scatter around. There are just so many happy memories to discuss.”

The suggestion of wandering around the school seemed more popular with the group than the forced interaction in the gym had been. Their countenances had brightened considerably. Although Myrtle felt like she was back in high school. Gladys had immediately tried to attach herself to Belinda, who was still the popular girl, and had been rebuffed as Belinda linked her arm with Harold’s. Harold’s wife looked none too amused. 

“I might take a look at the other trophy cases near the high school’s entrance,” announced Frank-the-former-athlete to the room, looking hopefully at Myrtle. Myrtle was in no mood to be impressed and pretended to be so absorbed by her phone that she hadn’t heard him. It was a very odd situation, having the tables turned like this. Usually, the old women were chasing after the old men, since there was such a dearth of them. 

Everyone headed out, cards in hand, for the scavenger hunt as Glen Miller’s music followed them. 

Myrtle had already seen most of what she’d wanted to see. Besides, she’d been at the school since retiring. She was a bit more curious about what Belinda was saying to Harold to make his face the scarlet shade it was turning. Harold’s wife, Evie, walked up and tried to interrupt their conversation as Belinda waved her away dismissively. Belinda had said she wanted to catch up with former classmates individually, but she hadn’t mentioned engaging in upsetting conversations.

No one was operating in groups, apparently preferring to work alone in order to win the prize. Myrtle waited in the gym for everyone’s return. She’d finished taking her photos and had some more of those pimento cheese triangles. They were surprisingly good. She hadn’t taken Belinda for someone who might be proficient in home skills.

Then Myrtle took a seat at a table to wait for the others. She might have dozed off because she was surprised when she heard voices returning and realized thirty minutes had already passed. To cover up the fact she’d been napping, she leaped to her feet to take pictures of the incoming reunion attendees. They all seemed quite chatty now, and were showing off their scavenger hunt cards to each other. 

After Myrtle had taken a few pictures and gotten a couple of quotes from a grouchy Evie and an irrepressible Gladys, she noticed everyone seemed to be waiting for something. She frowned. “Where’s Belinda?” Myrtle asked. 

Everyone looked at each other and shrugged. 

This was most irritating. Myrtle suspected Belinda was planning on making a grand entrance. She always was an attention hog. Myrtle wasn’t in the mood to attend the reunion much longer. She’d already decided she’d leave after taking a picture of the winner of the scavenger hunt. “Harold,” she said sharply. “You were the last one who saw her.”

Harold frowned, and Evie said just as sharply, “He wasn’t. Belinda was talking to others, too. I saw her speaking with Frank.”

Frank shook his head quickly. “She didn’t want to talk to me. Belinda was too busy trying to talk to Gladys.”

Gladys turned a rosy shade of pink. “That was a quick conversation. Only a minute.” 

“Winston?” asked Myrtle.

Winston gave an apologetic shrug.

Millie, still looking disdainful, said, “We don’t really need Belinda here, do we? I won the scavenger hunt—anyone can look at my card and see that.”

Myrtle said in frustration, “Doesn’t anyone know where the woman is? For heaven’s sake. She’s the one who’s supposed to be in charge here.”

They all looked at Myrtle as if waiting for her to fill in temporarily. She blew out a sigh. “Okay. I need to take pictures of the winner then call my son to pick me up. Who found all the items on the scavenger hunt? Millie, you mentioned you had.” 

Millie Thatcher raised her hand, always the perfect student. 

Frank said, “I think we should find out who came in second place.”

Myrtle said sternly, “As far as I’m aware, there was no mention of a second-place prize. So we’ll forego that. Millie, stand over here and smile.”

“Where’s my prize?” demanded Millie, looking fractious.

“Who knows? I’m not the one who’s supposed to be distributing prizes. Just hold out your winning scavenger hunt card.” 

Myrtle felt as if she were dealing with children instead of very senior citizens. She took the picture of a visibly tense Millie with the card, then pulled out her phone. 

“Red? I’m ready to head out now.”

Her son sounded very much as if he might be in the middle of his supper. “Right now? You sure weren’t over there long, were you?” 

Myrtle said, “About an hour. It was time enough.” She didn’t think she wanted to see any of her former classmates again. 

Red sighed. “Okay. Let me swallow down this food, and I’ll be right there.”

Myrtle hung up. She found everyone was still staring at her as if she were the master of ceremonies. What was more, she couldn’t decide what her gut was trying to tell her. Was she wanting more pimento cheese sandwich triangles? Or was she, perhaps, concerned about Belinda? Surely the woman couldn’t have fallen and have a broken hip somewhere in the building, could she? 

Myrtle decided Belinda couldn’t. She seemed to be a very surefooted woman, even in the heels she was wearing. Even so, she couldn’t seem to shake the feeling. She started heading for the gymnasium door.

“Where are you going, Myrtle?” asked Gladys. 

“I’m just checking something,” said Myrtle. “Continue with whatever you were all doing.”

Which was nothing. A couple of them followed her, which was most annoying. It nearly made Myrtle make a sharp detour to the ladies’ room, just to shake them. 

Gladys was one of her followers. She stuck to her like a limpet. “Where are we going?” she asked breathlessly. 

Winston was along for the ride
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