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Sunday

Maxine

Max and Pearla couldn’t resist a quick stop at Barnaby’s, and though Max wasn’t ready to admit it, a chance to see Tyne, the ruggedly handsome and charming owner. Smiling, he waved to them saying, “Your booth’s open. Garlic fries?”

“Are we that predictable?” Pearla asked, as they settled into their usual comfy red vinyl booth to discuss the current and upcoming needs of the inn. 

“Two raspberry iced teas?” Kelly called out from behind the bar. Pearla held a thumbs-up. It was too early for beer. Kelly delivered the iced teas, and a few minutes later, Tyne strode over. He was wearing his usual faded jeans and snug black t-shirt under a worn-in red plaid flannel. Leather flip-flops completed the look. He was an older version of a hipster, and Max felt her heart speed up as it always did in his presence. She smoothed down her dark blond, shoulder-length hair, wishing she’d thought to check her appearance before entering the restaurant.

“I’m glad you stopped in. I wanted to ask you something.”

“Shoot,” Pearla said.

“What’re your opinions about the golf course? It’s a sizeable piece of land. I’m sensing mixed feelings from the regulars,” he said, while setting down a basket of Barnaby’s signature fries. 

Why does he always have to look so good? Max grabbed a fry and before depositing it directly into her mouth, responded, “It’s shaping up. There’s a lot of potential. Shame the family has to sell. I think it’ll end up as a bidding war with the investors.”

Tyne shoved into the booth next to Max while asking, “May I?” 

“Sure,” Pearla said. “We’d love to hear your thoughts, and everyone else’s. You’ve always got the lowdown.”

“Well, the timing’s right. Once the Gateway Wellness Center opens, it should drive business; wives and girlfriends will hang out at the spa while the men golf. Then they’ll stop here for some beers,” Tyne said, grabbing three fries from the basket.

“Seriously Tyne? That’s sexist. Who’s to say men don’t want spa treatments?” Max asked, nudging him and fixing him with a mock glare.

“And why are we assuming women don’t golf?” Pearla added with a smirk. Both knew Tyne meant nothing by his remarks, it was just his way. He looked sheepish for a moment, finished chewing, and responded, “You’re right. Just because I don’t want a facial and a manicure, doesn’t mean other men don’t. I don’t golf either,” he said with a laugh. “Too boring.”

“I didn’t even know there was a golf course here when I first arrived. And I don’t remember it from when I’d come to Silvermist as a kid. I suppose I never noticed,” Max said.

“It was hidden in plain sight under all that overgrowth. Do we know why the owners let it go like that?” Pearla asked.

“Well, that land’s been in the Worley family for generations, and for a while, maybe fifteen years ago, there was a thriving little nine-hole golf course. There were even a few small tournaments with semi-professionals. But, when the clubhouse burned down, none of the Worley kids wanted to rebuild. They put up a chain-link fence and some No Trespassing signs, then moved away and let it go. It’s been an overgrown mess for years. It’s only recently Pete Junior revived the first few holes, so investors can see the potential. The property is extensive enough for a full eighteen-hole course, and he and his brothers are motivated to sell. With the spa going in, they’re seeing dollar signs,” Tyne said, and added, “I’ll bring out more fries. Didn’t realize how hungry I was.” 

“That’s okay. We’re heading out in a few,” Max said. 

“Then these are on the house.”

They watched him walk to the kitchen.

“Silvermist Point of View would’ve had something to say about the golf course. That writer had a knack for finding out all the juicy details,” Pearla said, referring to the now-silenced village newsletter.

“Whether or not they were accurate,” Max added, thinking about how desperate she’d felt when the gossip was untrue and aimed at the Snowy Plover Inn, and only months after she had taken over as the new owner. The little local newsletter had ceased with the death of Beth, all but confirming suspicions she wrote it.

Just then, Pearla put her finger to her lips and cocked her head toward the booth behind her. The booths’ backs were tall, extending a foot above their heads, providing patrons with a sense of privacy. But if you listened carefully, you could be privy to the conversation of those behind you. Max fell silent and leaned across the table as they listened in. Two men were in a heated discussion.

“I don’t like it, and I know Dad wouldn’t either. That land should be sold to the conservancy. I told Pete that. I don’t know what his angle is.”

“Yeah, so that’s not gonna happen, Bro. It’s greed. A nice thought, but a non-profit will never pay what private investors can. Look at it this way, a small golf course is better than a real estate development with a bunch of cookie-cutter homes. Dad would have despised a planned neighborhood in Silvermist. He loved the character of the village.”

“It’s not even zoned for residential! The golf course is the only option Dad would be okay with. That, or donating it and taking a write-off. We could even call it Worley Park, or something like that, to honor his name.”

“Look, we have to sell it. Pete will make sure we get the best possible price. We all need the money. Dad would understand; he’d never expect us to suffer financially.”

“You’re right. It might be a hard sell anyway, since it’s not zoned for big development.”

The other man let out a deep, sarcastic laugh. “Ha! Zoning laws can change. It just depends on who’s got the cash. And the influence. But don’t worry about it, Seth. Pete’s taking care of it.”

“That’s what I’m afraid of. Just because he’s the oldest, doesn’t mean he’s in charge.”

“As the executor of Dad’s will, he pretty much is.”

The booth was too high for Max to get a decent look at the men. Kelly came over, they settled their check, and got up to leave. Max slid out of her seat in time to see the men exit out the back door.

“I don’t recognize them,” she said. “I don’t think they’re locals.”

“Definitely not,” Pearla agreed. “They must be Pete Worley’s brothers.”

* * *
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The four potential investors would all be lodging at the Snowy Plover Inn. Pearla had taken the reservation from Pete Worley himself. Four upstairs rooms on either side of the central courtyard, all similar in size and amenities. Pete had requested the rooms be equal so as not to show favoritism to one prospective buyer over another. The investors would meet with the sellers to walk the course, see the town, and name their price. The highest bidder wins. 

As the current hot topic of the town, the Worley property was the main focus of Thursday’s residents’ meeting. Every third Thursday, folks from Silvermist met in the living room of the inn. It was an informal gathering that often devolved into a gossip or gripe session, and last Thursday speculation regarding the property abounded. Who would buy it, and what would that look like for the future of the town? Opinions were varied. Some were frustrated that it could be sold at all and would readily agree with the brother who wanted it donated to a conservancy. For a small faction of the town, any changes to the landscape of Silvermist Point were not welcome. They would stop time if they could to leave their little gem of Silvermist just as it had always been.
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Pearla

It had been two days since Pearla had strolled along the shoreline in front of the Snowy Plover Inn. Two days too many. I need to feel the sand between my toes. She fired off a quick message to Max before gathering her curly, chestnut-colored hair into a messy bun and securing it with a scrunchie.

Going for a shore stroll. I’ll be back to set up reception 

Pearla’s daily beach walks were an addiction of the most favorable kind. If she’d heard about ‘earthing’ and ‘grounding’ before moving to Silvermist Point, she’d have scoffed and called it hippie nonsense. The healing properties of the ocean’s rhythms, the salt air, and the invisible positive energy weren’t easily explained. You had to immerse yourself to understand the peace it brought. In her previous life, her addiction was television, with occasional podcasts sprinkled in, and maybe a book or two a month—all forms of media tied to crime fiction. Watching, reading or listening to gruesome crimes play out, ideally in exotic and beautiful locations, oddly satisfied Pearla’s need to experience beauty herself. Terrible things happen, even in beautiful places. It’s a good thing I stay home.

The unexpected move to Silvermist Point was everything Pearla never knew she needed. Once again, she was so grateful to Max for offering her the opportunity to leave her job at the high school and help restore and manage the inn Max had bought on a whim. The Snowy Plover Inn was magical. Set back from the hauntingly misty shoreline, the original home was built in the style of a lighthouse, complete with a tower that provided a spectacular view.

Pearla’s cozy studio was on the second floor above the reception area, and the back entrance opened onto the staircase of the tower, allowing her access to the circular glass room at the top any time she wanted. Her space had no walls except for the bathroom with its old-fashioned, cast-iron clawfoot tub. It was upon first seeing this tub that Pearla felt, deep in her bones, she had made the right move coming here. Silvermist Point was her place in the world.

She slid into flip-flops, grabbed the mesh bag she used to collect treasures, and slung it over her shoulder. The air was brisk, but not chilly. Pearla was confident last night’s high tide would have left a bounty from the sea on the shoreline and hoped today’s low tide might reveal even more. She exited through her back door and followed the spiral staircase down to the inner courtyard, then took the path leading through the inn’s property to the trail down to the shore. The beach was not private, but to Pearla it felt that way as there were often no others in sight. Several other trails besides the one through the property led to the shoreline, but the ones from the upper cliffs were seldom used and were not well-maintained.

Pearla rushed into a shallow wave and reached down to grab the dime-sized piece of sea glass before it washed away. Red was the rarest color, but aqua was her favorite, along with deep blue. Her collection now almost filled a large-sized Mason jar, but included only one piece of yellow and a tiny shard of red. Most common were the whites and browns and greens, probably beer bottles in a former life. This was an aqua piece, beautifully seasoned. Pearla deemed it worthy of keeping and dropped it into her bag. She walked on.

Before she knew it, close to an hour had passed. The low tide created a path along the shore flanked by the cliffs on her left and the waves on her right. The path would narrow as the tide rose and eventually would disappear until the next low tide. I’d better turn back. As she reversed course, Pearla noticed a second set of footprints, heading the same way back. Someone must have taken one of the cliff trails down. Whomever these feet belonged to had high arches and a long stride. 

For some steps, Pearla fit her own feet into the impressions. Then she strode along next to them until the prints disappeared by a second inlet leading to a trail connecting to the bluff above. She quickened her pace and arrived back at the inn with plenty of time to set up the afternoon wine and snacks in the living room. 
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Maxine

Saturdays always felt like new beginnings. The inn’s guests typically checked in on Saturdays and stayed the whole week. It had been the same when Max and Char would come as girls. Max thought Pete Worley had the right idea to book the rooms for the entire week. That way the potential investors could get a genuine feel for the area, and if all went well, the deal could be wrapped up during that time. Max was curious to meet the oldest Worley brother, whom she guessed was in charge.

“My brothers and I will lodge at our family’s property,” he’d told Pearla when he booked the rooms. Max had asked Tyne for the scoop on the brothers, but learned he didn’t know much, only that the Worley family home was seldom used. It was a second home, and in recent years no one had seen much of the Worleys.

“You might ask the Trawls,” Tyne suggested. “They’ve lived here forever.” 

Max had groaned at the proposition. “I wonder if I can get Larry or Colby to talk.” 

Conversation with the Trawls could best be described as tedious. Neither were social, to say the least, but since the attempted murder during the inn’s grand opening, and their help in saving the inn’s reputation, they had come to an understanding. Even Colby, who harbored childhood resentment of Max and her closest childhood friend, Char, was much more personable lately. He was working through the steps of Alcoholics Anonymous and had reached the one where he made amends.

Max found Larry and Colby on the path from the inn’s property to the shore. Larry was wearing his typical uniform of overalls, a long-sleeved t-shirt and work boots. A bucket hat covered his thinning white hair. He was raking wood chips. Colby, sporting a worn-out Grateful Dead t-shirt and ripped jeans, was pulling weeds. Max carried a tote bag with a thermos of cold lemonade and three plastic glasses. She conjured up a cheerful smile as she approached.

“I brought you some lemonade.” Max held up the bag. 

Colby turned from his task, cocked an eyebrow, and ran a hand through his shaggy, overgrown hair. “What do you want?” 

Hello to you, too.

“Colby!” Larry scolded his son.

“Sorry, I meant, ‘Thank you’.”

“Well, you’re not wrong. I do want to ask you guys something. What do you know about the Worley family? Specifically, the brothers selling the land.”

“They’re dicks!” Colby shouted, no filter as usual.

“Can you elaborate?” Max asked, while calmly pouring him a lemonade.

“They were part of the vacation crowd. Always acted better than the local kids. We got into it a time or two. The sister was hot, though.” And he made a lewd gesture. 

Seriously? How old are you?

“Thanks for that. I didn’t know they had a sister.” 

Larry took a long swig of his lemonade and said, “Annie. She’s not been around. Didn’t even come to her father’s funeral. The whole town was there, even me. Poor Pete Senior. They didn’t find him right away. The neighbor hadn’t seen him, and when she went to check, well, he had already passed.” 

“That is terribly sad,” Max said. 
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Maxine

Cleaning out the belongings of a loved one who has died is brutal. Max knew it all too well. She waited a few months after losing Adam and then, with the help of Char and Sawyer, her only child, completed the task as quickly as possible. The clothes were the easiest. Donate. But then she’d find a special shirt or jacket, and memories would flood in, distracting her from the task.

“I can still smell his cologne,” she’d say, hugging the shirt and burying her face, delighting in the lingering scent of him. Sand sprinkled from the pockets of his swim trunks, left over from a day at the beach, and as it fell into the bedroom rug, Max worried about hearing it in the vacuum, certain the sound would catch her unprepared and spark memories of beach days and temporarily paralyze her.

“Will this ever get easier?” she lamented, then felt guilty for asking.

“Only with time,” Char comforted. When Char lost her parents, Max had witnessed the toll it took. Sawyer chose to mask his feelings, staying stoic for his mother. This was his way. He was so like his father. Max watched him toss items into an oversized box. He stuffed it full, then packed it down and threw in a few more pieces.

“Where’s the duct tape?” he asked. Max paused and watched him tightly secure the flaps of the box. She wanted to grab the tape and pull it off, to peek inside and check if there was anything she’d regret donating. She resisted.

“Goodwill?” she asked her son. “You can stack it with the others downstairs.” Sawyer shot her a quizzical look.

“No, Mom. I’m keeping all of this.” Relieved, Max opened her arms and when Sawyer came close, she enveloped him in a tight hug. There was so much to say, but no words.

“Mom, I understand if you decide to move from this house. I know it’s soon, but it’s okay. Dad would want us to be happy, not mired in our sadness. You know he’d hate that. It was hard for me to go back to school when I did, but...” he trailed off.

“He always knew what was best.”

“That’s because he was the best,” Char interrupted and joined them in the hug, reaching her arms around both of them.

“Alright. Back to it,” Max said and hefted a thick pile of papers. 

“Paperwork, shred.” 

Papers were easier to toss than clothing, but the personal cards and notes and photos and little mementos of a person’s life, what did one do with all of that? Trashing it seemed disrespectful, saving it too painful. After a full day, the three had narrowed the memorabilia down to a medium-sized box and had taken pictures of all the notes and cards and photos, creating a digital album. 

So, when Max heard herself offering Larry Trawl help with sorting his deceased wife’s belongings, she knew she must follow through even though she realized when he’d asked for help, he really meant he would not be involved and would hand her his house key and some boxes. What was I thinking?

“I’m sorry I dragged you into this,” she said to Pearla as they hopped into Max’s car. 

“Don’t worry about it. We’re a team. With the two of us, it shouldn’t take long, a couple hours at most. We can grab lunch after.”

The drive to Larry Trawl’s house was quick, only ten minutes. According to the locals, getting anywhere in the village was always quoted as ten minutes. Whether you were walking, biking, running, or driving—everything was ten minutes away. Max had laughed at this initially, but then as she settled into life in Silvermist Point, she realized the truth in it. Everything was, in fact, ten minutes away from everything else. 

Larry and Colby had moved back to this home after Larry’s estranged wife, Beth, died unexpectedly. She and Larry were separated at the time, in a stalemate regarding the housing situation of Colby. Beth refused to let Colby, in his fifties, and of questionable morals and character, live with them. Larry felt he had to keep a close watch over Colby, so the two had been sharing a broken-down trailer on the property of the inn. Sadly, Larry never reconciled with Beth before her untimely death. 

Larry’s grief was palpable; his face wore a perpetually pained expression. He still performed his duties as caretaker at the inn, but shared with Max his regret and how he missed Beth. Even Colby was sad, if not for Beth’s death, at least for his father’s loss. He finally agreed to seek treatment for his alcohol addiction and had earned his six-month sobriety chip, which he proudly showed off.

As they pulled into the driveway of the Trawls, Max took a deep breath, steeling herself for the task. They unloaded a stack of flattened boxes from the trunk. Pearla turned the key, and they stepped into the entryway. Thick beige carpet framed a small square of parquet wood flooring. A floral sofa and matching loveseat surrounded a coffee table draped in a doily with a vase of fake fabric flowers sitting on top. The room was sullen and dark with the heavy, embroidered draperies pulled closed.

“Should we remove our shoes?” Pearla whispered. 

“Why are you whispering?” Max asked.

“I’m trying to be respectful. It’s like a tomb in here.” She strode across the room and flung open the curtains, letting the sunlight stream in.

“That’s better.” 

The house was in decent shape, much less cluttered than Max expected. So many feminine touches. And clean. But that was because Larry had hired Emma, one of the inn’s part-time housekeepers, to come twice a month. Max had never been inside before. This is not what I imagined. 

The Celebration of Life for Beth Trawl was held on the grounds of the Snowy Plover Inn, and since then what had begun as a rocky and strained relationship between Max, Pearla, and Larry Trawl, had shifted to something resembling a blossoming friendship. Colby still had a 

ways to go. Baby steps.

They tried doors, first peeking into a small, tidy den. The next door revealed what must be Colby’s room with its single, rumpled bed, posters of scantily clad models posing suggestively by monster trucks, empty soda cans, and heaps of laundry overflowing a hamper.

“Looks about right,” Max said and rolled her eyes at Pearla.

“Wonder why he’s still single?” Pearla quipped. They continued down the hallway and tried the next door. It was the master bedroom. 

“It’s so ...” Pearla trailed off, as she scanned the room to take it all in. The bed had a thick mauve comforter with heavy fringe and was covered in about fifteen pillows of various sizes. The adjoining bathroom was pink from top to bottom. A shaggy carpet surrounded the toilet, and another hugged the lid. A crocheted cozy hid the extra roll of toilet paper. The women stared wide-eyed at one another, eyebrows raised, each daring the other not to burst out laughing, picturing Larry in his overalls and work boots in this dainty room and bathroom.

“Yikes! So much pink,” Max finally said.

“Poor Larry,” Pearla said, while examining a bottle of herbal bubble bath. The sunken tub was surrounded with specialty soaps and scented candles. 

“I just can’t see him indulging in a leisurely candlelit soak.”

“Definitely not,” Max agreed.

Wanting a plan and needing a place to begin, Max suggested starting with the closet. Larry had told her the large closet held most of Beth’s clothes. Max slid the mirrored door open and was pleasantly surprised to observe that the walk-in was well organized. Shoes all lined up, sweaters in stacked shelves and blouses, jackets, dresses and pants hung according to season and color palette. 

“I didn’t know Beth well, but from what I remember, she was the jeans and sweatshirt type. No frills. I’m honestly surprised to see such a variety of clothing here. Some of these might fetch a decent price at Everything, Everything.”

“Let’s box those together.”

Pearla climbed the step-ladder and pulled down a plastic storage tote from the highest shelf. She lifted the lid. It was stuffed with wigs.

“Wigs!” she exclaimed as she pulled a tight-curled blond wig over her own unruly chestnut hair.

“These are fabulous!” Pearla stepped out and preened in front of the full-length mirror.

“Don’t get distracted. We have a job to do,” Max said, but couldn’t hide her smile. She wondered why Beth had such an extensive collection of wigs. Maybe she’d had chemotherapy at some point. That would explain it. She couldn’t ask Larry. Too personal. As she and Pearla had gotten to know him, they’d realized he struggled with reading and writing and was functionally illiterate. Once they knew, they were mindful to give verbal directions and not leave notes as they had been doing. Colby, though he technically was literate, couldn’t be relied upon as a messenger. 

Larry Trawl was not an unintelligent man; he was profoundly gifted at fixing things others would have tossed. He had a keen eye for beauty and maintained the grounds of Snow Plover Inn such that they blended with, and stood apart from, the natural land. These skills were innate and Max appreciated him. The previous owners had requested Max allow Larry to keep his job, though he had saved for many years and didn’t need the money. 

“It’s as much a part of him as breathing,” Mable Evans had said. Max understood and planned to let Larry stay on as long as he wanted.

Pearla set up a portable speaker with country music tunes, and they worked in the closet for the next hour, removing clothes from hangers and sorting them into boxes. Larry’s request was that everything be given to a women’s shelter in Brookhaven. The only items he said not to donate were any pieces of jewelry. He didn’t know what they might find, or what it was worth. Max had offered to have it appraised at E.E. Emporium.

“As long as you trust them to do right by Beth, that’s fine with me,” Larry
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