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  PROLOGUE



Jolted from a sudden noise, Patty snapped awake. She’d fallen asleep in her easy chair and the TV still blared. Patty stood up, looked around her, glanced outside and didn’t notice a thing. Yawning, she wondered what had woke her. What sounded like Polly, the parrot from next door, squawked. It kept squawking. It belonged to her best friend Doris who absolutely loved the bird. Glancing at the living room clock, it read: 10:45 pm. Mable, her miniature poodle, barked at her heels. She leaned over to pick her up, and said, “Poor little princess.”
In the kitchen, Patty set Mable inside of her little doggie carrier and walked to the back door. Opening it a crack, she peeked out through the interior and exterior screen door. Knowing that she’d not be able to see into Dor
is’s backyard from the fencing, she glanced toward it. A male voice sounded over the squawk of Polly’s, but the voice barely heard over the bird. She shut, bolted the door lock and went to bed, crawling under the covers.
I must be hearing things. I’ll have my hearing checked the next time I visit the doctor for a wellness check.
Patty’s thoughts went in circles, had she heard Polly again or was it a figment of her imagination? Bert, Doris’s husband, was long since deceased and Patty was also widowed. Could it have been Doris’s brother-in-law? The two couples, Doris and Bert, she and John, had moved almost simultaneously into the neighborhood in 1982. Both she and Doris had graduated from high school in 1970 but Patty went to Theodore Roosevelt High and Doris went to a high school in Milwaukee, Wisconsin.
Yes, she’d check in on Doris and Polly immediately in the morning.
Patty tossed and turned into the night.






  
  Chapter One



Morning came and Patty wondered if she’d really heard a man’s voice last night? Had Polly squawked like a maniac or was it her imagination? Certainly, if Polly had flown out the door, Doris would’ve contacted her, Patty confirmed to herself. “Of course!” she said, pouring a cup of coffee and making a slice of toast with apple jelly before sitting by the table. Her thoughts still wound around the evening’s mystery. Doris would’ve texted or called her immediately, but then, why had Polly’s squawk been so incredibly distressing? Continuing with Patty’s morning routine, she finished her toast and drank her second cup of coffee. Pouring another cup, she sipped slower until all of her thoughts quit circling around her like bees to honey. Finally, they stopped and she went upstairs. 
On the second floor, Patty reset the telescope and retrieved her notebook to record the sunrise and sunset. While she’s repeated this same routine for many years, it still amazed her how the sunrise and sunset charted times compared almost exactly on January 1 of each year for thirty years.
But this morning was different. At least a dozen parakeets circled around the neighbor’s cupola. “That Stella is up to no good! Someday, she’ll be caught at it. Lord, I wish I knew what it was she was up to!” After noting the swarming parakeets as well as the limply strutting peacock in Stella’s yard, Patty moved onto the next neighbor. She turned the telescope away and reached for the binoculars. Doris’s living room was first to view and the parrot, Polly, wasn’t in the cage. Patty wondered if it was possible that Doris had taken Polly out for a walk throughout the house? The leash wasn’t hanging nearby as usual. Where was Doris? Normally, if the bird was out of the cage, Doris was always right beside it and the sliding door closed which separated the rooms. Where is Polly? Polly’s claws were so strong and nails so pointed, Patty was certain that she’d scratch the table. Her wingspan could knock pictures from the wall. Something isn’t right. Puzzled, Patty decided to finish her daily neighborhood checkup before looking deeper into Polly’s disappearance. Had Doris brought Polly to the veterinarian? No, not possible, I would’ve known since I am usually with her when she goes to the vet.
Stella, who captured Patty’s undivided attention because of the numerous birds surrounding the cupola and pooping from the many tall treetops, lived right across the alleyway. Patty has also made note about a sort of delivery truck which parks in the driveway where he’ll wait for Stella to appear. She will sign or look at the billing before opening the side entrance garage door. Then he’ll carry the boxes inside before leaving the vicinity. But what really made her curious was that at times, Patty has found green feathers floating around the driveway. As if that wasn’t enough to make Patty puzzled, all the garage windows were darkened as well as the lower windows of the house. She had no idea what was inside either building and why would a woman want to live alone with so many birds? Was she planning to freak out the neighborhood? Everytime she’d sneaked into the yard, the peacock chased her around like it’s possessed. It was out of the question to enter it again. That peacock will probably put a hex on her. She’d have to find another way to discover what goes on behind closed doors. She promised herself that one day she would. Soon!
Suddenly, Patty remembered Polly’s squawking from the night before. “Oh my gosh!” She knocked her forehead. “How could I forget!” Patty fit the lens cover back on the binoculars and placed them on a table. She set the telescope ready for recording the evening sunset.  
Downstairs Patty tucked Mable under her arm as she wondered what to do about Doris and Polly.  
How odd to not have seen Polly.
Taking her phone, Patty pressed the speed dial button for Doris’ cellphone. After eight rings, she left a message, “Doris, the princess and I are leaving right now to pick you up for a walk.” To her friend Maggie, from grade school, she texted, ‘I’m checking on Doris. Polly is missing from the cage.’  
Patty slipped the phone into her pocket and snapped the leash onto Mable’s collar and walked out the front door. Doris’s sidewalk was a few steps from her own but made longer because of the fencing to keep Mable inside of it. When they’d opened and closed the back gate, Mable sniffed and began to wander toward another garage, then did her duty in the grass. Patty politely guided her back on track toward Doris’s back yard. It didn’t take but a few minutes before they were in the yard where green bird feathers lay on the grass. “These feathers are the length of Polly’s, not of a parrakeet.” The brighter green shades stood out beside the freshly mown lawn. Patty picked up the few feathers and dropped them inside her pocket and noticed bird droppings near the flowerbed. Patty searched the garden for broken stems or bird remnants but found neither. She looked toward the back door and noticed a book sized package.
“How odd.”
With it in hand, Patty tried to open the locked backdoor. Patty opened the screen door and knocked on the heavy inside door. When no one answered, Patty peered in through the door window. The coffeepot was empty, which didn’t make any sense at all. Doris always had a freshly brewed pot in the morning. Many mornings over the years, Patty had dropped in for friendly conversation and a cup of coffee with her good friend and the pot was never empty. It was always fresh.
“Let’s head back home, Mable, and I’ll have another try my luck at calling her up. How come Maggie hasn’t responded?” Mable barked her answer of ‘who knows?’.
Patty entered through her backdoor. Immediately, she opened the package. Inside was an older, author signed Agatha Christie’s volume of, And Then There Were None. 
She carefully placed the book on top of her kitchen table, poured herself a full cup of coffee and looked at the book. She flipped it over to the back cover and studied the binding, then turned it over once again. Carefully she opened the pages, and read the copyright date, 1939. The ink color for the autograph seems too fresh, like almost smeared. Patty removed her phone and snapped a picture of the front and back covers as well as the signature. The next thing that she did was rush downstairs and return with the old box once used for pinning Monarch butterfly wings. As a kid, she was interested in science, thus her parents had gifted a microscope to her when graduating from high school with high science honors. A roll of clear tape was in a nearby drawer, and she removed it. Skillfully, she lifted two fingerprints from the front cover, and one located on the author page, next to Agatha Christie’s signature. After, they were imprinted on a slide for further scrutiny, if needed for investigative purposes. The steps were repeated with the paper which the book had been placed in. She drained her coffee cup and looked over to Mable who stood by the door. “That’s why you’re looking out and barking, Maggie’s parking. Finally.”
Patty watched Maggie walk towards the door, wearing a paisley top and short-shorts which emphasized her seventy-something varicose vein-legs. Patty winced, looked down at her knobby-knees and lily-white legs and felt better because they were only spotted with freckles and old-age wrinkles.
“What’s up?” Maggie asked, entering.
“She doesn’t answer and Polly’s missing from the cage. The door wasn’t open!”
“You must’ve looked through your spyglass.”
“I’ll give her another buzz, maybe she’ll answer.”  Patty pressed the redial button on her phone and waited for an answer but there wasn’t one. “Let’s go on over. We’ll use her house key that’s outside and no one will know that I have my own.”
“I’ve got mine, too. Remember? We made a copy of it.”
“That’s right. I forgot. You didn’t make a copy of my key for anyone, did you?”
“And risk your ire? Or my life? No way and besides, Julie has one.”
Patty grabbed the leash and attached Mable’s collar. They hurried out the door to Doris’s house and knocked on the backdoor. When there still wasn’t a response, Maggie went over to several flowerpots and searched underneath them until a key was located, turning it over to Patty.
Patty unlocked the door and tentatively stepped inside with Maggie following. 
“Doris?” Patty quietly set the book on the table. “Doris!” After a minute, she said, “That’s funny, Polly never answered.” Patty shivered. “It seems eerie in here. Almost creepy.” 
Mable barked.
“You search for Polly, and I’ll take care of princess Mable.” Maggie picked her up. “There, there, princess, we’ll tie you up outside for a just a minute.”  Maggie attached the leash to the railing outside and let her out. “Princess, you be good now and don’t bark too much. I must go inside now, baby girl.” 
Patty reached for crackers on the countertop as Maggie reentered the kitchen. “Doris??  Where are you? Didn’t you get my message?”
Carefully, the two continued toward the living room. Noticeable feathers were scattered around the house. Several piles of bird droppings were noted on the table and on the uncovered furniture. 
“How awful! Something’s not right,” Patty said. “Polly! Where are you?”
“I’m searching for Doris, you take the bird.” 
“I heard a bird during the night outside squawking, did I tell you?”
“For crying out loud! Why didn’t you tell me?”
“I thought I was imagining it, besides, this morning, parakeets were on top of the trees. I suppose they’ve gone into Stella’s cupola. Maybe that’s what I heard?”
“Polly has to be in the house. Doris never let her out.”
“Polly’s leash is missing. Polly could’ve flown anywhere in the house but you’d think she’d fly in after hearing our voices.” Patty approached the open bird cage and found it wet from the empty water dish. “Oh dear me.” Glancing at the floor, she noticed the carpeting was full of birdseed and broken up crackers. Doris’s writing box lay beside the edge of the desk, which was full of calligraphy art, nibs and ink bottles, stationary.
“Patty! Come quickly!” Maggie shouted from a bedroom. “HELP!”
“Maggie! Where are you?” Patty called, continuing further into the house. The air conditioner sounded stressed, blowing cold air at high speed and the motor squeaked. Knowing that Doris only had one appliance, Patty walked into the room. She slammed the window shut. “Why is it opened when the air is on?”
Maggie screamed.
Patty turned toward Maggie for a better look.  “Oh my God!” Doris was face down on top of the bed with a knife sticking out from her back. A red dahlia flower lay beside her with her arms drawn down her side, palms up, fingertips were blackened. “Doris? Oh my God!”  
Patty screamed.
Maggie began to topple over and Patty quickly led her out into the living room and onto the nearby easy chair. Patty went back to Doris.
“Doris! This isn’t right!” She bent over to check her pulse. Fumbling with her phone, and having trouble seeing through her moist eyes, Patty punched the correct emergency services numbers. “Help! Help! My friend’s been murdered! There’s a knife in her back. Yes! It’s 221 Baker Street. I’m a neighbor. Patty Peterson. Come quickly.”
Cupping her mouth, Patty ran into the bathroom and vomited into the toilet. After she cleaned up, she sat near Maggie who looked almost comatose.
“I can’t believe it,” Maggie said. “A knife straight out of her back like she’d been skewered. Who would do something like that to such a nice old lady? Why?”
“I don’t get it. I’m shocked. I won’t be able to sleep tonight.”
“Me neither.”
They reached out for each and held each other tight until the police arrived.
When the siren stopped in front of the house, Patty went to open the front door, ushering the medics into the bedroom.
“Right here! Maggie found her just like this! Right in there!” Patty pointed toward the bedroom.
“Oh my God! I can’t believe that she’s gone! Doris!”
“Calm down, lady,” a medic said.
“In here!”  Patty called, ushering the two policemen into the house.
“I’ll look after Mable,” Maggie said, taking a deep breath and blew her nose. She forced herself to stand and continued toward Mable. “Should I take her back home?”
“Yes! Hurry back.”
While the medics tended to Doris, Patty stayed in the living room and stared at her hands, forcing herself to breath in and out.
“Ma’am! Ma’am,” an officer called to her. “Detective Johnson here to speak to you.”
“Shush, now!” Patty turned toward the policeman. “Coming.”
“Oh, Ronnie! I didn’t think you’d be the detective on the scene.” 
“Detective Johnson. I heard the call-in and had just come on duty. I figured that with this address, the call would have something to do with you. You always seem to get yourself tangled up in messes. Speaking of messes, where’s your other half?”
“You mean the other quarter of us four old friends? She’ll be right back.”  The backdoor opened and Maggie entered. “There she is.”
“People are gathering outside. It’s unreal. Don’t they have something better to do?” Maggie stated. She wiped her eyes.  “I’m right here, Mr. Detective Ronnie.” To Ronnie, she said, “I found her because this person was looking for the crazy bird.”
“Which seems to be missing.”
“Missing? How odd.” He shook his head. “I seem to recall that you traveled with her whenever the bird was transported somewhere.”
“That’s true. Here,” Patty said. “I picked these feathers up in the yard when I came over.” She held them out and Ronnie (detective Johnson) motioned for another officer to take them and place in an evidence bag. “Go on with the morning.” To the officer, he said, “Thanks. Evidence it.”
“Since I usually walk with Doris in the morning or have a coffee and she didn’t answer, I walked over. I’m sure that I heard the bird, Polly, squawking during the night and a male voice coming from this direction. I looked out the front window and back door but didn’t see anything. I became suspicious when she didn’t answer the door this morning. It shouldn’t have been locked. She leaves it open for me to enter and we have coffee, then walk.”
“Call me Ronnie, privately, when no other authorities around. Please,” he whispered to both Maggie and Patty. He cleared his throat. “Tell me what you did and first seen as you entered the room. Did Mable enter the room?” Ronnie wrote in his notepad. 
“She was with Patty. I entered the room, didn’t touch anything, saw Doris and stared. It felt surreal. I wasn’t sure at first what I was looking at.”
“Nothing else? Did you see anything out of the ordinary? Hear anything different?” Ronnie asked.
“No,” Maggie said. 
Noise from outside caught their attention, and Patty looked closer. “Look! There’s that Stella from across the alley. She’s so mean. She berated Doris about Polly being so noisy when the windows were open last April. Doris wanted fresh air after the house was closed up all winter. I think, she’s an awful woman.”
“Is she the person who owns the screeching peacock?”
“Yes. Stella. Question her,” Maggie said, crossing her arms across her chest. “I don’t like her either.”
“We’ll canvas the neighborhood. Let us do our job, you two snoops.”
“Mable only entered the kitchen.” Patty waited a beat before continuing, “I can’t believe this has happened. There’s something else.”
“Which is?”
“This morning I picked up a package outside of her back door. I’ve opened it and now it’s on Doris’s kitchen table. This happened the first time I came by, the second was with Maggie when we first entered with Mable.”
“I assume that you’ve got your fingerprints all over it? Will I find Maggie’s too or was she following guidelines that Mark and I have laid out for you both which either you never follow-, or followed perchance?”
“Maggie’s been remarkably responsible.”
“Good. At least someone listens. Tell me your story again. What you did.” Ronnie continued writing into his notepad.
“I found it perplexing that she didn’t answer my message about a morning walk, like I said.” 
“Continue,” Ronnie said.
Detective Mark Hollingsworth, walked toward them, “I knew it was you.” The fourth of the small group of grade school friends. All four went through thick and thin with each other, learning numbers, helping each other read, write, spell, and science. Parties as they grew older and school dances. Friends for life.
“I told them only our names in private. I’ve tried,” Ronnie said.
“Got it,” Mark said. “Either Hollingsworth or Johnson is acceptable, also, but Ronnie or Mark only privately. Got it?”
“Got it.”
Entering the room, a uniform policeman said, “There is absolutely no sign of the bird. We’ve combed the house. No bird, just lotsa feathers.”
“We can hope that it’s still alive,” Patty said. 
“I’m calling the animal shelter in case a parakeet shows up.” The same officer removed his phone and began the phone call, moving to another room.
“I wonder about the talons or beak?” Hollingsworth suggested. “Officer!” he left the room and went over to the officer. 
“The body hasn’t left,” Johnson said. “The feathers should go alongside of Doris.” Johnson started to move. To the girls, he said, “Don’t move.” 
“Here! I picked these up by the flowerpots, this morning.” Patty pulled them from her pocket and handed them over to him.
“That doesn’t make sense. How can feathers be evidence?” Maggie asked, shrugging. “I’m going back to your house. It’s better than here since there are so many people starting to congregate. Listen to them!”
“Oh my gosh.” Patty looked out at the crowd stretching around the backyard. She yawned. “I’m tired.”
“Me too.” Maggie peeked around the corner just as Mark Hollingsworth came toward them, almost running into each other. “Good grief!”
“You two should wait to fill out statements.”
“I’m going to Patty’s.”
“Well, okay. That should work out. The rest of the team will be here any minute,” Mark said, continuing, “they will help us out.”
Maggie walked out the door, ignoring all the shouts from the onlookers.
Ronnie reentered the room. 
“As you know, Doris and I have been neighbors for centuries it seems and friends the whole time.” She watched as the officer began looking through the birdcage as they walked into the bedroom.
“I’ll take over,” Ronnie said.
“Let’s get back to what you saw, what or why you entered,” Ronnie said, opening his notepad and poised himself ready to write.
Patty shifted her stance, crossed her arms. “Well, she didn’t answer the text message I sent beforehand about a walk, and I knew where her key was and, you know, we’ve known each other for so long. I’ve come in here before to water plants and stuff when she was gone, that it all seemed natural.” 
“Did you see anything unusual this morning while snooping in the neighbors’ yards?”
“No, just the feathers and plenty of bird poop.” 
“Still seeing the man with the truck?” Ronnie asked. “Any logo on the truck?”
“I don’t know offhand, but weird woman’s name is Stella. No clue what she does but someday, I’ll find out. The trucker, I don’t think, lives there.”
“They might be brother and sister or just the delivery man since it’s only him that you see on a regular basis,” Ronnie said.  “What did you touch?”
“Only the window, I swear.” Patty crossed her heart. “I really want to go home.”
“You’ll be able to go in a jiffy. When you get home, stay home,” Ronnie directed.
“Let’s continue with where we left off,” Mark said, entering the room. “So you entered. Then what?”
“The air conditioner was running and I remember Maggie leaning over her,” Patty said. She wiped her eyes dry. “The window was open—call me crazy or nutty, but I ran to the window and shut it.”
“Then?”
“Turned to Maggie and realized that Doris was on the bed, but I didn’t see the knife until I stood beside Maggie. I never reached for the knife or touch the flower, but I did check to see if she was breathing. There was no movement and I think, we were both in shock. Maggie started to turn white and began to slump, so I helped her sit. I dialed emergency services, threw-up, then paced and worried and looked for you guys to come.”
“How many times do you think you called out upon your arrival? Once? Twice? More?”
“Two-three when we first entered.” Patty blew her nose and cringed when she heard Mable bark. “I need to get home.” And cry.
“Almost done now, Patty. Did you see or touch anything else? Anyone below the window? What did you touch on the window?”
“I pulled it down. That’s all. I didn’t see anything.”
“Good. Wait right here, please.”
“I will.”
 “The coroner has arrived.”
Mark stood beside the door as the coroner entered.
“It won’t be much longer,” Mark said. “
“The feathers will have the same identifying cells as the body. My partner will be by-when do you believe you’ll be ready for us to take care of it?”
“Give me an hour.”
“Sounds good. As a matter of fact, it might take us that long to complete the process.”
“Okay.”
Patty nodded and quietly removed her phone. She opened the picture app and immediately found an image of Doris. Tears sprang into her eyes. “Oh Doris, I’m so sorry. Whatever will I do without you?” When Patty heard footsteps on the tile floor, she looked toward the doorway and saw a different policeman beside Ronnie.
“Patty, this is Detective Isner,” Ronnie said, turning to the detective. “If you need me, I’ll be in the bedroom.” He walked away.
“Detective Isner.” The young, tall, close shaven red-haired detective showed his badge. “You are?”
“Patty Peterson. I’m concerned about my friend, Maggie and dog, Mable, who is a miniature poodle. They are next door at my house.”
“Oh,” Isner said, studying her, “You’re right next door? Do you mind if I walk with you? I have a few more questions to ask of you before we’re through for the moment.”
“Miniature poodle?” Isner said, looking over to Patty. “Does she bark at night whenever there’s movement?”
“Of course!” Patty said. As they approached the fenced backyard, Mable barked once again. “Last night, I’d fallen asleep in my chair with the TV on, and she heard Polly squawk and began to bark and I’m pretty sure that I heard a male voice.”
“I see.” 
Maggie let Mable out and she ran toward Isner. “This is Maggie, my counterpart who first discovered Doris.”
“Detective Isner.” He showed his badge. “Maggie?”
“Turnquist. Maggie Turnquist.”
“Good.” He wrote her name in his notepad. “I’m here for formal statements.”
Patty opened the backdoor and allowed Isner to first enter the kitchen. He stood near the door as she placed food and water inside of the dog carrier before settling Mable inside of it. She latched the door so Mable couldn’t escape.
“Should I stay?” Maggie asked. She stayed near the door.
“Yes, of course. I want to speak with both of you.”
Maggie pulled out a chair and sat down.
“Would you like anything to drink, coffee?” Patty asked.
“No thank you, I’m good.” Isner slowly began to walk further into the house. “Finish telling me about last night.”
“Nothing more about last night, but this morning, there is.”
“Tell me. I suppose your fingerprints are on it?”
“Yes. I brought it home and opened it up because I’m nosy. It’s on Doris’s kitchen table unless it’s been taken care of. The title is, And Then There Were None, by Agatha Christie. I don’t think the signature is authentic. It looks too fresh, in my opinion.”
“Your opinion.” Isner wrote the information down. He contacted detective Mark Hollingsworth to make sure that the book is marked as evidence.  “Where was the key?”
“Under a flowerpot in the back.”
“Did you already know it was there?”
“Oh yes, I’ve watched after the house many times.”
“Where is the key now?” Isner looked at her.
“It should be on the kitchen table. Doris’s.” Maggie took a drink of water. “I’ll be happy when the day is over. I’m going to dearly miss my friend.”
“We both are.”
“How was the body when you first saw it?” he asked Maggie.
“It looked as stiff as a board, like it might break. I didn’t touch it except look for her pulse. I felt spooked, then Patty entered the room. The red dahlia is what spooked me. What does that mean?”
“Doris wasn’t moving and had the knife sticking out of her back. I presumed she was dead because I didn’t see her breath. No inhale or exhale when we stared down at her,” Maggie said.
“What did you do next?”
“I stood there and stared at her. I couldn’t believe that she was dead. Our Doris.”
“I called emergency services after helping Maggie sit in the living room, then went into the bathroom to throw-up.” Patty waited a beat, “That’s not all accurate.”
“I brought Mable home when the medics first arrived, then came back,” Maggie said. 
“I was trying to locate Polly, you see? We thought we’d go for a walk. Polly usually scared Mable half to death!”
“I can about imagine.” Isner frowned. “Then what?” He turned to Patty.
“The air-conditioner was running, and it seemed stressed and I felt the window open so I immediately closed it. I had called for Doris, but she never answered.”
“You closed the window, turned around. Did you touch her?”
“No. Not at all.”
“She’s a painter?” Isner asked.
“If you can call calligraphy, painting. I think it is. Why?”
“Anything else that you can think of?”
“Not really.” Maggie said, “except the house was a mess. Her desk was never messy. Nothing seemed right.” She shook her head; tears formed. 
“The three of us loved old books. We’d go to old bookstores and exchange them. It was really kind of fun. Our own little book club.” Patty blew her nose and wiped her eyes.
“Can you think of a reason for her desk to be so mussed up?” Isner closed his notepad. “Now it’s your turn.” He looked at Maggie and asked similar questions. When finished, he said, “I’ll get this all typed up for you to sign at a later date.”
“Okay. I’ve wondered about the messed-up desk, myself,” Patty said. 
“I thought it was because of Polly, but she wouldn’t have, would she? What do I know about birds?” Maggie scratched her hair. “What an awful morning—day.”
“We’re all sorry about this. We’ll catch ‘em, with your help.”
“I hope so.”
“Can you show me how you closed Doris’s window?”
Patty looked at the window above the sink, then stood up. “Follow me to the dining room. It’s easier to raise and lower than this one.”
Isner watched her open and close the other window from where he stood.
“It’s really quite easy. I didn’t touch anything else. I lowered it down like this,” Patty said after lowering the top window. “See? It just pulls up lickety-split!” Patty locked the window.
“Okay. Thank you very much.” 
“We replaced them at the same time a few years back with the same contractor. 
“One more question. You would’ve locked Doris’s window, also?”
“Yes, out of habit.”
They walked back to the kitchen.
“Thanks. We’ll send over the fingerprint detective after he arrives because he’ll want to discount both of your two prints.”
“I’ll be right here.” Patty plunked into a kitchen chair. 
“Me, too.”
Detective Isner walked out from the backdoor.
After a short, measured length of time, Patty let Mable free to roam the house. 
“Come on, Mags!”
The two climbed the stairs and through the binoculars, they took turns watching the detectives and police in Doris’s living room and other officials come and go from the room. 
Patty zeroed in on Doris’s messy desktop. 
The doorbell rang and both stared at each other.
“Don’t worry,” Maggie assured her, “we’ve got this.”
They zipped back down the stairs.






  
  Chapter Two


“Right!” Patty sucked in a deep breath, smoothed down her short, curly bob with one hand, only to realize that the binocular strap was still around her neck. She slipped it from her neck, the two glanced at each other for assurances. “Coming!” Mable barked the moment she entered the kitchen. “Oh dear me! Maggie, will you look after Mable?”
“Sure.” Maggie bent over the carrier. “Sweet baby, come to auntie.” She opened it to allow Mable out, then picked her up. “Poor little princess.” 
Mable barked and cuddled.
Patty opened the backdoor. “Yes!”
“Detective Young,” he said, showing his badge. “I’m here for your fingerprints.” Patty opened the door wider for him to enter, setting his kit on the table. “May I?”
“Let’s go to the kitchen,” she said. 
“I’ll put Mable outside so she doesn’t bother us,” Maggie said. 
“You are?”
“Maggie Turnquist. I discovered Doris.”
“She’s a little fluff ball,” Young said. Mable sniffed around his shoes as Patty bent over to pick her up. “Don’t worry. I like little poodles like you.”
“You’re a dog lover, that’s nice,” Maggie opened the door to let her out. “Outside you go!” 
Patty sat while Young stood, and began taking her fingerprints.
“I thought we’d have a big mess,” Patty said, wiping her fingertips clean with the given, moist tissue. “I’m impressed.”
“Gone are the days of black ink all over that seeps and soaks into everything imaginable,” Young said, grinning. 
“It’s best with Mable outside,” Patty said, admiring her fingers. “Poor baby. She doesn’t know what’s happening today. She’s all mixed-up.”
“I know, poor little princess.” Maggie and Patty exchanged seats. 
“This won’t take long.” Young nodded to the places for her fingerprints. “It’s marked. Easily followed.” He placed each finger pad into a solution and then onto the pad until all ten were recorded. “Here.” A moist tissue with solvent was offered to Patty to remove the ink.
“Finished!” She threw the dirty tissue into the trash bin.
“Thank you! Now we can check you both off from the suspect list.”
“Do you have anyone on the list?”
“Not at the moment.”
“Would you mind calling someone to see if Polly has been found? She could be hovering in the trees squawking Doris’s name. I’m so worried about her. Doris loved that bird. Polly was good company.”
“Sure.” Young took his phone and pressed a couple buttons and asked the officer who answered about the bird. After disconnecting, Young said, “They’re searching the neighborhood for it. We’re finished. They want you back to the house.” 
“What? You’re kidding me?”
“Nope. Right now.”
“Good grief! We both needed a cup of coffee. We haven’t had time to digest what’s just happened. Give us a few,” Patty said.
“It’s the very least that you can do,” Maggie said, reaching for two clean coffee cups.
“Well, okay. No more than ten.” He raised both hands. “We’re all impatient to locate the bird.”
“Polly. The bird’s name is Polly.”
“Got it.”
Young gathered his fingerprint kit together and left. Patty followed him out and carried in Mable. Mable climbed up on Maggie’s lap as Patty joined her with a strong cup of coffee which went good with a couple of cookies. With each bite, both wiped tears over the loss of their friend. Their nerves began settling. Their hands didn’t seem to shake as much as they initially did when the body was first discovered. Seeing the knife inserted in Doris’s back was so horrid and heart wrenching that it was impossible to comprehend what had happened. Patty wiped away tears, sniffling. 
“We need to do something besides sit here,” Maggie said.
“We need to find the killer.”
“We’ll start with locating Polly.”
“Can you imagine? Where on earth would a bird like that hide?”
“Let’s try to find some humor in that,” Maggie said. 
“I can’t.”
“Neither can I,” Maggie said.
Patty took a few deep breaths and set her coffee cup aside and stood up. “Time for me to get over there. You’re staying?”
“Nope! I’m coming with you. I wouldn’t miss hearing about the bird for anything.” She forced a grin. “It’ll work out. We’ll be in this together.” Maggie stood. “Let me visit the bathroom right away.”
“Me too.”
When
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