
Chapter One 

			1948, New York City

			“Don’t forget this.”

			Ava Clark turned, teetering slightly as the box containing her desk items shifted, threatening to pull her sideways behind her now empty desk. Her best friend, Imogene, held up a silver inkwell and pen. It had been a gift from the main postal office in London to commemorate her contribution to the war effort. Imogene dropped the set carefully into the box, then grabbed her own items.

			“Thanks.”

			Most of the mail-sorting room had been cleared out. The desks were empty, and chairs littered the large room now that the three dozen sorters were no longer needed. Over the last few days, they’d been sent home in waves. Today, it was Ava’s turn. She’d known this day was coming, but like all inevitable endings, it had still snuck up on her, seeming to have happened slowly and all at once, spinning her mind into a frenzy with this new reality. The reality that she was undoubtedly unemployed.

			A few ladies lingered near the back of the room, smoking and sharing a flask. They all wore similar outfits to Ava and Imogene, who was making a last-ditch effort to push in chairs. All the women wore pants boasting gloriously wide pockets and billowy legs paired with sleek, button-down blouses. Like Ava, her now-former colleagues wore their hair swept back from their faces. Their ends were either gently curled, or the front was twirled and pinned behind their ears in a flattering way, much like Ingrid Bergman or Greta Garbo. Ava liked to model hers after Jane Wyman and how she wore it when she’d married that actor, Reagan Somebody, in 1940.

			Unlike the other women, though, Ava only wore a light pink lipstick compared to their thickly coated lashes and cheeks. She’d never understood the appeal of covering her face in paint only to take it off each night and reapply the next morning. This was something she and Imogene often agreed to disagree on.

			Outside the old brick office building, the unusually stifling April air hit Ava like a wall. The bottom of one of her shoes stuck to a piece of gum on the sidewalk. She tugged herself free, scraping her two-inch heel on the curb as Imogene joined her. Even at six o’clock, the weight of what would be a gruesome summer in New York City was crippling.

			“Wanna come over?” Imogene balanced her box under one arm in order to swipe a piece of bleach-blond hair from her sticky forehead. Her blue eyes stood out beneath eyeshadow and a healthy layer of mascara. “Joe’s got a six-pack cooling.”

			Ava considered a night on her friend’s fire escape. They could bemoan the end of their time with the War Department’s fifty-third annex for the United States Postal Service until the stars mingled with the city lights.

			The war had been over for more than two years, but the postal service had been integral in tracking down lost or wounded soldiers and reuniting families in the toilsome aftermath. For whatever reason, the government deemed now the time to begin giving up on those remaining missing souls and shutting down half the offices across the country. Ava needed to process such a change alone. At least, for now.

			“I’ll pass,” she said, waving to hail a cab that sped by, ignoring her raised hand. “Gotta get home.” She smiled as she hitched up the box against her hip. Fading evening light ricocheted off the looming office buildings and warehouses that lined the crowded street. She was grateful when Imogene only nodded and managed to hail a cab within seconds. They’d been friends since college, and Imogene knew her well enough to know when she needed time to herself. Even if that time boasted only a sad potted plant and a nearly empty fridge for comfort at her apartment in Brooklyn. Still, the frenetic pace of the last week—all of her office let go, their services no longer needed now that the final wave of soldiers was coming home—had taken its toll.

			“I’d say see you tomorrow, but I guess that won’t happen,” Imogene called as she shoved her things into the cab’s back seat.

			“I’ll call you,” Ava replied, waving as Imogene climbed in and disappeared into the sea of cars.

			Three attempts later, Ava managed to catch a cab home. Her apartment building was nondescript, shabby, and hosted a layer of soot and grime like many of the other buildings on the block. A rusty fire escape snaked its way up the left side, overlooking a crowded alley. She caught the street-level door with her foot behind Mr. Alcala, who lived in 5B. He was a quiet man with four cats. Ava lugged her box up to the third floor by herself, not completely surprised Mr. Alcala didn’t offer to help. She tiptoed past Mr. Wakowski’s unit. The landlord was notoriously nosy. He’d have a field day with her box of pencils, paperweights, and memorabilia from the now defunct war-correspondence sorting room.

			Her tongue between her teeth, she found her keys and unlocked her apartment door, slipping inside. Placing the box on her small pale yellow kitchen table, she went straight to the fridge.

			“Thank God.” There was still a glass of Pinot next to a carton of eggs. Those and a slab of cheddar cheese were the only residents on the shelf.

			Ava poured the wine into a chipped mug and started her gas stove. Cracking two eggs, she let the yolks crackle in the pan that lived on the right burner. She took a long sip, closing her eyes.

			What would happen now that she was without work? She scrambled her dinner, then tossed the eggs onto a plate and took it with her to the living room five steps away.

			A tattered recliner she’d been given by the elderly woman downstairs wobbled when she plopped into it. She didn’t bother turning on the lamp atop her side table. The streetlights provided the perfect dimness. Ideal for self-pity, she thought. Across the room, three photos sat in black frames next to an old radio on a card table. Her parents stood beside her in one, both donning solemn smiles as she held a suitcase. Her house and the barn were behind them, rows of corn caught in the freeze-frame. It was taken the day she left for college at Briarcliff, the start of her life in New York.

			The other two photos were headshots of her brothers in their respective military uniforms. Her oldest brother, William, had enlisted one year before she went to college. Their mother had wept for a week when he’d told them all one Sunday at dinner. He’d done well in the Army, making first lieutenant and eventually being stationed in Egypt with his own troops to command. Only after the Italian forces invaded that part of the world did she and her parents learn he had been part of Operation Compass, where he’d been killed in the first weeks of fighting in December of 1940.

			Her gaze slid to the other photo where her middle brother, James Henry, smiled in his Navy jacket, even though she was certain he’d been told not to smile. He was the spitting image of her father with his hazel eyes, slightly large nose, but otherwise handsome features. He’d enlisted in 1941. Ava had expected more tears from her mother, but James’s news had been met with resigned silence. James had been stationed somewhere in northern England. That was 1944.

			She and James had dreamed of leaving their family’s farm when they were younger. William had always intended to stay, to follow in their father’s footsteps and run the farm. But the threat of the Axis powers had called him to action, which had a domino effect on the rest of the Clark children.

			All three of them had managed to get out of Pennsylvania. Now, she was the only one left.

			Finishing off her eggs, Ava leaned back, the plate in her lap. She swept her gaze over her apartment, listening to the steady hum of the fridge beneath the sounds of the city outside. A thousand thoughts tore through her mind. She needed a job. She needed money. Leaving home all those years ago, she had been determined to make it in the city. She and her brothers had been driven out into the world to make a difference. She’d made a promise to herself a long time ago to make something of her life, to prove she could live on her own. Running back to the comfort of her childhood home wasn’t an option. She couldn’t bear the looks of disappointment on her parents’ faces.

			Throwing back the last of her wine, Ava sighed. Staring at the photos, she muttered, “What now, you two? What in the world do I do now?”

			

			




Chapter Ten 

			“Rise and shine, darling.”

			Harriet rolled over, lifting her eye mask at the same time Scarlett turned on her bedside lamp. “What time is it?”

			“Time for you to get dressed.”

			“Whatever for?”

			“We’re going out.”

			“Out?” Harriet propped herself up as Scarlett opened the curtains. Early morning light streamed in.

			“Yes. I’ve got time before my calls later. I figured we could do Bergdorf’s first. Then maybe JCPenney’s.”

			“Scar,” Harriet grumbled. “I’m not exactly in a place to spend my day shopping.”

			“I know that. But there is absolutely no burden on the purse by simply looking at a fabulous handbag through a window.”

			Harriet found her robe and went into the bathroom to wash her face. While she was confident in her ability to only window-shop, she was not secure in her ability to walk outside. She could see herself as if looking at her reflection in the shop glass, and shivered at the image. A once-prominent young woman with the world at her fingertips now keeping her collar high to avoid the gawking eyes of her former peers. She called, “I can’t. Today’s the first day for my personal secretary.”

			An audible gasp came from her bedroom. In the mirror, Harriet found Scarlett alight with glee in the doorway. “That’s today? My, how time flies.” Her impeccably made-up face fell. “H, you haven’t told me a thing about this woman.”

			“Really, Scar.”

			“What? We’re practically family. Truly, H. I’m offended.”

			“Offended because you won’t be able to tell the ladies at tea later about my new hire?”

			Scarlett lifted her nose. “Speaking of the ladies at tea…” She seemed to scrutinize Harriet, who dried her face, quickly brushed her long hair, then pulled it back into a tight bun. “A few of them are starting to say things. It isn’t anything of substance, mind you. Not yet. But…”

			“What, Scar? Spit it out.”

			“Well, darling, they say you’re becoming a…a recluse.”

			Harriet barked a laugh. “Is that what they’re saying?” She kept her eyes on the mirror. The confirmation of what she’d feared was happening, of what was being said about her, felt like the floor giving out beneath her. She focused on her reflection to keep steady.

			“You don’t come to the weekly teas anymore. You haven’t in months. You’re sequestering yourself from everyone.”

			“You’re here.”

			“Only because the doorman loves me.” Harriet finished pinning back her hair, then turned to face Scarlett, who said, “Dear, you can’t stay in here forever under that ghastly pile of papers. You need fresh air. You’re looking awfully pale.”

			“Thank you, Scar.” She moved past her and headed down the hall. Scarlett followed. Harriet avoided her gaze, chewing her lip at Scarlett’s news. Yes, Harriet hadn’t called on anyone in some time. Each time she’d considered it over the past few months, something had pulled her back. At times, it was like the very furniture in this apartment gripped her, unwilling to let her go out into the world. A small part of her feared that it was actually she who clung to the confines of the walls. She wasn’t sure what frightened her more: the world not wanting her anymore or her own self unwilling to want the world.

			In the kitchen, Harriet put on water for coffee and found two eggs in the fridge. Scarlett eyed her, then dramatically fell on to the edge of the bench by the table. “What are you doing?”

			“Keeping you company, of course. Really, H, has it been that long since you had a meal with anyone else?”

			“You came over for lunch last week. Unannounced.” She shot her a look. “I’m sensing a trend.”

			Scarlett waved a hand as Harriet let the eggs sizzle. “Maybe this secretary can get you to step outside once in a while.” She tilted her head, putting on an innocent face. “What did you say her name was?”

			Scooping her over-easy eggs onto a plate, she arched her brows at Scarlett. “Really now, it’s nearly nine forty-five. She’ll be here any minute.” Setting the plate on the table, she pulled Scarlett from her seat, pushing her toward the elevator. I need you gone before Ava shows up. Harriet could only imagine the look on Scarlett’s face if she knew who Harriet had hired.

			“I thought she started at ten?”

			“What if she’s early?”

			“What if she’s late? You know, Martha Forbes gave me the name of her uncle’s cousin’s housekeeper. If this doesn’t work out, I’d be happy to give you her information.”

			Harriet found Scarlett’s handbag hanging on the coat­rack. “Here. Now, please. I need to eat and get ready. I don’t want—”

			The elevator rumbled to a start. They both turned and watched as the thick black cable pulled the car higher. Harriet’s throat went dry. She glanced at Scarlett. She hadn’t wanted her friend here, especially not when Ava arrived. They’d never met, but Harriet had told Scarlett about her when she’d divorced Scarlett’s brother. Scarlett had always known there had to have been a more significant reason for not staying married to her “dull but kind” sibling.

			Now that reason was riding up the elevator.

			Harriet helped pull open the gate, taking in Ava’s dark pants, low heels, and white blouse. Her hair was half-pinned back and fell just past her shoulders in a gentle wave, the way it always did. “You’re early.”

			“I caught the train at the right time. I hope you don’t mind.”

			Harriet took her coat. Scarlett seemed amused, watching this exchange before stepping forward. “Now, H, you won’t keep anyone around with that attitude. Good morning, I’m Scarlett. Scarlett Sachs, formerly Atkins.”

			Ava took her gloved hand. “How do you do? I’m Ava Clark.”

			Scarlett’s brows shot skyward. Her gaze roved over Ava, then cut to Harriet above a sly grin. “Ava…Clark. Well, it is lovely to meet you.”

			Between Scarlett’s tickled look and Ava’s bemused grin, Harriet wondered if she’d fallen into a staged comedy. God, this can’t be happening. Harriet practically shoved Scarlett into the elevator. “You’ll be late, Scar, for that appointment.”

			Scarlett looked joyful. “If you say so.” She waved to Ava. “I’ll leave you to it.”

			When the elevator descended, Harriet let out a breath. She pulled the collar of her robe tighter and smoothed her hair. “Apologies. I didn’t know she’d show up this morning.”

			Ava unpinned her hat. “That was Lawrence’s sister.”

			Harriet blinked. “How did you—”

			“I imagine there are only so many wealthy Southerners with that name roaming the streets of New York.” She flashed a smile, then pointed to Harriet’s bare feet. “Did you just wake up?”

			“I was making breakfast.”

			Ava nodded. She shuffled to one side, and they stood awkwardly across from one another. “Oh,” she said, reaching into the coat she’d hung up. “I took the liberty of bringing your paper up. Figured I could save Bert the trouble.” She handed it over. “He said you like the business papers on top.”

			“So I do.” Harriet smiled. “Have you eaten?”

			Ava looked thoughtful before she shrugged. “Got any coffee?”

			“It should be ready. Come on. I’ll show you where to start.” A flutter turned in Harriet’s stomach, but she reminded herself that was simply old emotions playing out of habit. A reflex, she told herself, at Ava’s presence. This was nothing like before. This was professional.

			* * *

			After drying their coffee mugs—which were finer than any collection of dishes Ava had ever owned—and gobbling a pear with some cheese, Ava headed down the hallway. Harriet had scarfed down some eggs and retreated to her office to start work. The carpeted hallway was dark, made more so by the three closed doors lining the right-hand side. She was about to join Harriet when she paused at the last guest room door.

			“If I remember right, this one…” She opened it. “Yes. The sailing room. How could I forget?” She smiled at the bombardment of blue that leapt off the queen-size bed, the wallpaper, even the carpet. Each built-in shelf on the opposite wall above a desk was lined with nautical accoutrement. Sailing instruments, jars of seashells, sea-themed books, and those tiny ships in glass bottles all lived here, stranded ashore in upper Manhattan.

			Ava crossed the room to open a window. “It’s not a sea breeze, but fresh air will do this room some good.” She ran a finger along the edge of the desk, the same one she used to study at the summer she’d spent six weeks here. This room, the entire penthouse really, had seemed to trill with life. Now, it was as if she could hear the very sands of time gathering upon the windowsills.

			She backtracked down the hall, curiosity getting the better of her. She opened the next room’s window, then lingered in the third room back near the kitchen. It was the largest of the three guest rooms. Ava did a turn, wondering if she was, in fact, in the room she thought. The floral wallpaper she remembered had been replaced by a more neutral, plain eggshell. The walls still boasted framed art, and several finished canvases stuck out from beneath a large sheet in one corner next to a vacant easel. The large case hosting Harriet’s art supplies—to Ava’s surprise—was gathering dust beneath an old but beautifully lavish desk in the opposite corner. Fifteen years ago, this room, like all the others, had felt vibrant in every sense. She could smell the oil paints mingling with the scent of Harriet’s perfume. She could feel the breeze through the window that had always been open while Harriet painted, and Ava—tired from studying in the next room—came to watch her work.

			Ava moved to stand at the foot of the bed. Though the duvet was different, a pale gray to match the other muted tones the room had taken on, she knew it was the same one. She grazed the comforter with her fingertips as her gaze fell to the pillows. Like mist rolling in from the harbor, two figures appeared, wrapped in each other’s arms and tangled in the sheets. Harriet had her finger pressed to Ava’s lips, urging her to keep quiet.

			Inhaling sharply, Ava hurried from the room.

			In the office, she found Harriet had dressed. She wore a cream-colored dress with pearls in her ears to match. The few stray hairs Ava had noticed when she’d arrived were now diligently pulled back into an airtight bun.

			“I opened some windows in the guest rooms.”

			Harriet didn’t look up from what appeared to be an accounting ledger. “Thank you. Do you mind?” She gestured toward a table near the sofa. “There’s some correspondence I’ve been neglecting. Can you organize it by date and sender?”

			“If it’s from the Byrds, keep it at the back?” Ava asked, grabbing the tall stack of unopened envelopes, each with curled script across the front.

			Harriet smiled. “They do remain utterly insufferable.”

			Ava laughed. For a moment, it felt as if she was back in that summer. Memories mixed with the present, and Ava cleared her throat as she shuffled through the envelopes, though she wasn’t reading the names. An odd sense of melancholy climbed across her shoulders. So many wonderful times here had been tainted by how things had ended. Being here, laughing once again with Harriet…how was Ava supposed to feel about that?

			She was about to sit when a wooden box caught her eye. It was settled between two rows of leather-bound books, which all the shelves in the grand office boasted. Lifting the lid, she was hit with the old familiar smell of Mr. Browning’s cigars. “This entire room smelled like these,” she said, running her fingers over the lines of fine Cubans. In the lid, a polished silver lighter sat in a pouch. “Each time I was here, your father was smoking one of these. And so were each of the men he was meeting with.” She turned and could practically see the clouds of gray billowing over even grayer heads. “He sat right behind that desk. The way you are now.”

			Harriet paused in her writing. After a moment, she looked up but only to scan the office. Her gaze flickered from the sofa to her desk, then to the window. When she did meet Ava’s gaze, she said, “Close that, please.”

			Ava did so. She knew Mr. Browning had passed away years ago. She’d only known, though, because one of the supervisors in her office had a newspaper open as she’d brought him his coffee. There on the front page she’d read, “C.M. BROWNING, LUMBER KING, DEAD.” She’d stared at the print, bombarded for the first time in a long time with the knowledge of the Brownings’ existence. Well, now with the exception of Charles Browning, the lumber king.

			Ava hadn’t called or written. She couldn’t. Any restringing of the lines that had tied her and Harriet together couldn’t be touched. Ava couldn’t go there again. Yet here she was now. Standing in Charles M. Browning’s office, across from his daughter, the woman who’d broken her heart.

			Snap out of it. Do what you’re here to do.

			Taking a seat, Ava glanced again at Harriet. She wore a serious expression, her head resting against her knuckles as she wrote. Sifting through the letters, Ava used the coffee table in front of her to make separate piles. After a few minutes, she sat back, frowning.

			Nearly every letter, save for one from Harriet’s mother, was dated March. Early March, at that. More than half hadn’t been touched for over a month. Was Harriet deliberately ignoring her mail? If so, why?

			Ava leaned forward to rest her elbows on her knees. She pretended to rearrange the letters but studied Harriet.

			Closed windows. Private interviews. And whatever she was working on over there.

			Ava didn’t care about Harriet’s affairs. She hadn’t cared about them in fifteen years. This entire endeavor was about quelling her curiosity. And paying rent. Yes, Ava told herself, curiosity was the feeling that had sparked to life the moment she’d returned to this apartment. And it was curiosity that drove her thoughts now. Thoughts like, what in the world was happening to Harriet Browning?

			

			




Chapter Eleven 

			Harriet added the closing sentence on her letter to the bank. She reread the page, the end of her pen between her teeth. It had to be perfect; she couldn’t afford to let on that she had little idea what she was doing.

			A faint growling noise made her look up. She was surprised to find Ava sitting on the leather sofa. Harriet blinked, reminding herself that she’d hired Ava. Of course she would be in her apartment. Still, the visual was taking some getting used to.

			“Sorry.” Ava clutched her midsection. “Guess I’m hungry.”

			Harriet sat back, glancing at the desk clock. “It is nearly one.” She noticed the two dozen small piles in even rows across the coffee table. Ava sat back on the couch, a pleased but curious look on her face. “That’s very organized.”

			“It’s one of my strong points.”

			Harriet smiled. “If I recall, you once arranged my paints by color and name.”

			“Someone had to. Leaving them scattered all willy-nilly with the reds and whites mingling was asking for trouble.” She flicked her gaze to Harriet, then refocused on the letters. “You said whoever is hired on will be informed”—she nodded to the desk—“regarding what you’re working on over there.” She hesitated before adding, “And your family’s finances.”

			Harriet set her pen down. “So I did.” Standing, she motioned for Ava to follow. “Come on, I’ll explain things over lunch.”

			In the kitchen, they sat across from one another at the table.

			“So your father made some bad investments?” Ava shrugged, finishing the last of her cucumber sandwich, then downing a glass of milk. Harriet decided not to comment on how quickly she’d cleaned her plate. “You have funds, don’t you?”

			Harriet blotted the edge of her mouth, her gaze lowered. “Well, Father’s mills have been closing, slowly but surely, over the last ten years. The need for timber isn’t what it once was.” Glancing up, she found Ava turning her empty glass, her gaze thoughtful. Harriet smiled at the familiar gesture.

			“The wars did demand metal.”

			“Yes. The world in general seems to be shifting to one of concrete and steel.” Harriet gestured to the corner window and the buildings beyond.

			Ava nodded. “The funds aren’t great, then?”

			Harriet chewed on her apple slice. She’d left out the part about her father putting the apartment up as collateral after investing in a failed company. It was too awful. Harriet struggled to believe it, despite staring at the numbers all day and to her dismay, dreaming about them at night. She couldn’t bring herself to admit to Ava that she might be losing her home in a matter of months. “Not great,” she finally said.

			“And your mother isn’t helping? She’s really herding cattle in Arizona?”

			“Nevada.” Harriet laughed. “I know. It’s hard to imagine.” She let her laughter linger, hoping it covered the low-lying resentment in her throat. Harriet loved her mother, but part of her was angry at her running off to the other side of the country, leaving Harriet alone to handle this.

			Ava leaned back, crossing her arms. Harriet swallowed as she noticed the open top button of Ava’s blouse that revealed the hollow of her neck. Old, intimate memories bombarded her thoughts, and she closed her eyes briefly to force them away when Ava said, “Velma Browning, the queen of couture, living in a barren desert.”

			Harriet shook her head. “I never would have thought it possible.”

			“I guess people can surprise you.”

			Harriet cut her gaze to Ava, who seemed to realize what she’d said. She stood quickly, taking both their plates. At the sink, her back to Harriet, she said, “What do you need to do to sort things out?”

			“Well,” Harriet said with a sigh, “since it’s just me, I’ve been meeting with Father’s advisors monthly. I want to believe their numbers can’t possibly be right.” At Ava’s incredulous look thrown over her shoulder, she added, “I know. Numbers aren’t my strong suit, but…” It can’t be true, she thought, digging a finger into the table’s surface.

			“You’ll figure it out.”

			Harriet stared. Ava still had her back to her, drying their glasses. Such a simple phrase. A single encouraging sentiment. Yet it was something Harriet hadn’t heard from anyone since discovering her family’s financial woes. A thin sliver of something new cut through Harriet’s chest. It let in the faintest sense of hope while simultaneously releasing some of the pressure that had piled itself onto her shoulders.

			Ava hung the rag above the sink, then turned to lean against it, meeting Harriet’s gaze. Harriet nearly said, “It’s so nice having you here,” but bit her tongue. She couldn’t afford to lose herself in distraction. She’d weighed the pros and cons of hiring Ava. She hadn’t been sure Ava would even consider it, but everything she’d said on the phone had been true: Ava knew this place well, and even though it had been a long time, Ava understood her, too.

			Granted, she wasn’t the same person, but something told her to ask Ava to work for her. Even that morsel of belief just now had shined like a beacon of light in Harriet’s dark world. That was worth whatever baggage they clung to in the meantime.

			Harriet tore her gaze away. “There’s much to be done.” She found a paper under a year-old department store catalogue. “Here’s the grocery list I made last night. They know what I like.” She held the paper out. Ava looked at it, then her. Harriet sensed a question, but Ava only took the list. “Tell them to put it on my tab.” Then she headed back to her office, closing the door behind her.

			Her back pressed against the door, safely on the other side, Harriet exhaled. It would be a balancing act, juggling this newfound hope from Ava’s presence with the reality of her situation. But that was fine, she could handle it. She only had to keep the image of Ava in that blouse, standing in her kitchen, deep in the corners of her mind.

			* * *

			On Friday night, Imogene came over to Ava’s apartment for dinner: half a roast chicken with lemon sauce, grilled asparagus, and a bottle of red wine, all compliments of Harriet.

			“She’s paying you fifty cents an hour and giving away full meals?” Imogene asked after Ava poured her a mug of wine.

			“Perks of the job,” Ava said, clinking their cups together. “Turns out she’s become a good cook.”

			“Is this the only perk?” She raised a suggestive brow as she took a sip.

			“Imogene!” Ava was glad her face didn’t warm despite the flip her stomach did at such a suggestion.

			Imogene bit the end of an asparagus, chewing as she replied, “It’s a valid question.”

			Ava laughed, shaking her head. “I must admit, I was nervous at first about how it would be, working in the same space as her. But after a week, I gotta say, it’s not bad.”

			“It still seems odd.” Imogene leaned back, pushing her plate forward. “She makes you fetch her groceries? Deliver her laundry?”

			“She’s paying me to do those things.”

			“Is
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