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Chapter One
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“YOU’RE SLIPPING,” SAID Myrtle in irritation as Miles carefully placed tiles to spell ‘too’ on the Scrabble board. “And you even used up one of your blank tiles.” 

Miles gave his friend a sour look. He shouted, “That’s because it’s noisy in here. It plays havoc with my concentration.”

As if to corroborate his words, the vacuum cleaner, in the hands of Myrtle’s housekeeper Puddin, swerved perilously close to his feet. It nearly knocked over the card table where Myrtle and Miles had set up their game.

“That Puddin,” said Myrtle, glaring at her housekeeper. “She was supposed to be here hours ago. I didn’t plan on her interrupting our game. She’s a terror with the vacuum.”

Miles shouted, “Couldn’t you send her away? Have her come back later?”

“You know she’d never come back,” said Myrtle. “And my house is a disaster.” 

Miles stood up. “Let’s move the game to my house. It’s quiet there.”

“Absolutely not. All the tiny tiles would fly off the board and mess up the whole game,” said Myrtle.

Miles looked as if that thought very much appealed to him. But then, he wasn’t winning. “I’ll be careful.” 

Puddin took another menacing pass at them with the vacuum, her pasty, doughy face sullen but focused. 

Miles carefully placed both hands on either side of the Scrabble board and lifted it while Myrtle scowled at him. Then he crept toward Myrtle’s front door, focused on the tiles on the board the entire time. When he reached the front door, he turned and said loudly, “It’s fine. I’ve got it.” 

Myrtle said, “Well, don’t try to open that door.” She reluctantly stood up.

Miles, however, in a fit of overconfidence, hooked his arm under the board and reached for the door handle with his other hand. In flew Myrtle’s feral cat, Pasha, unnoticed by Miles, who was still delivering his undivided attention to the Scrabble tiles. Pasha belatedly spotted Puddin and the vacuum—two nemeses. She gave a hissing scream right as Puddin switched off the vacuum. Puddin, never a fan of Pasha, screamed too. Miles jumped wildly, tiles scattered everywhere, and the word game crashed to the floor as Pasha leapt back out the front door.

Myrtle walked over and stared at the floor with disgust. “So much for our game.” She turned to Puddin. “Puddin, you’re a danger to society with that vacuum.”

Puddin put her hands on her hips. “You said you wanted your floor cleaned.” 

“That’s enough of your foolishness, Puddin. You’re a disaster today. The carpet looks all right ... just move on to the bathroom, would you?” said Myrtle.

Miles put the Scrabble board back on the table and dumped handfuls of tiles on top. “Let’s start over.”

“Certainly not! The only reason that you want to start the game over is because you were losing, Miles. My memory is excellent and I can picture where every word was. We’ll reconstruct the game.”

Miles looked glumly at the pile of tiles. “It will take longer to do that than it would be simply to start over again.”

“As if you have anything else to do! I happen to know there’s nothing on your agenda for the rest of the day,” said Myrtle.

Miles turned a few tiles over. “And how do you know that?” 

“You told me, yourself. You said you were going to have to find something to do. So we have all the time in the world to put the game back the way it was,” said Myrtle.

The sound of shampoo bottles and other paraphernalia hitting the floor and the bottom of the bathtub came from the direction of the bathroom. Puddin muttered darkly to herself in the back.

Myrtle’s doorbell rang, and she lifted her eyebrows. “Who on earth could that be?” She stood up and walked to the front door, opening it.

Her son, Red, was standing there, frowning. “Where’s your cane, Mama? Did you walk all the way across your living room without it?”

“You may be the police chief of this town, Red, but you’re not the cane police,” said Myrtle with a sniff. “I don’t need a cane inside my own house. I could navigate my living room blindfolded.”

“Let’s not give that theory a try,” said Red, shuddering. He stepped inside. “Hi, Miles. Everything going okay with you?” 

“Aside from a bad bout of Scrabble? I suppose so,” said Miles. 

Red shook his head. “I can tell you where you went wrong. You went wrong when you agreed to play Scrabble with Mama. You’ve heard of card sharks? She’s a tile shark.”

Myrtle glared daggers at him. “You make it sound as though I’m cheating—keeping an extra ‘T’ in my pocket or something.” 

“You cheat by playing without a handicap,” said Red. “When you play Scrabble, you should be given all Js and Qs. Or only vowels. Otherwise, it’s unfair.”

“Thanks for your misguided concern about our game. As it happens, we were having lots of fun until you arrived. Weren’t we, Miles?” asked Myrtle.

Miles’s face was dubious. 

Red said, “It looks like somebody got mad and flung all the tiles off the board.”

“Oh, that was Puddin’s fault. She’s a holy terror today,” said Myrtle. 

Red snorted. “Worse than usual?”

“You wouldn’t think it was funny if she were throwing around your things and messing up your game with a vacuum,” said Myrtle. “Anyway, why are you here? Did you come by to drive me up the wall?”

Red shook his head. “Actually, I was just stopping by to see if you had anything to eat over here.”

Miles gasped so violently that he gave himself the hiccups. It was quite a loud case of the hiccups, too. Red grinned at him. “It’s okay to eat prepared food here, Miles.” 

Myrtle frowned at Miles and said to Red, “I have a whole kitchen full of food. Help yourself. But don’t you have food at your own house?” 

“That is a matter of opinion,” said Red, walking toward the kitchen.

Miles hiccupped again and followed Red, pouring himself a glass of water. 

Myrtle said, “Elaine thinks it’s food and you don’t?” 

“Precisely. My dear wife’s gone all granola on me. House is full of sprouts and chia seeds and all kinds of crazy stuff.” He shook his head as he rummaged in Myrtle’s refrigerator.

Miles took a large gulp of water and said in a steady voice, “I wondered what made you choose your mother’s house for sustenance.”

A look passed between Red and Miles and Miles hiccupped again.

Myrtle said crossly, “Miles, you’re being obstreperous today. You know I have food here. I cooked just last night, and it was superb. It was so good that when I was putting my leftovers away, I thought it was such a pity that no one else lived here and could enjoy it.”

Red blurted, “That’s great Mama, but I was only looking for a sandwich. I’m still on duty and a casserole would make me too sleepy this afternoon.”

“I never said it was a casserole” said Myrtle, narrowing her eyes.

Red drawled, “With you, it’s always a casserole.”

Myrtle watched in annoyance as Red took the rest of her ham and mayonnaise and put together two large sandwiches. “I don’t understand why you’re not grabbing lunch on the go at a fast food place or something.”

Miles said thoughtfully, “I bet Elaine packs his lunch every day.”

Red pointed at Miles. “Good analytical thinking. You should join the force. Elaine has been sending me to work with all sorts of organic, non-GMO mumbo-jumbo. She’s gone vegan, too, and I don’t like the slice of ‘cheese’ that she puts in my sandwich. If it’s not dairy, I’m not sure what it is. The sandwich bread is some kind of multigrain, gluten-free obscenity. She offered me a coconut milk yogurt for a snack. But I can’t pick up fast food because she’d know I wasn’t eating her food if I’m spending money on lunch. This is a delicate situation.”

“Elaine’s hobbies never last for long,” said Miles in a comforting tone and finally without hiccupping.

“That’s right. She gets these short-term obsessions and then she’s done,” said Myrtle. 

“I sure hope you’re right,” said Red. He enthusiastically chewed and swallowed a large bite of his sandwich. “I can barely choke down the food she gives me every night. And I really hate that. I’ve always tried not to hurt her feelings when she embarks on these madcap hobbies. I’ve been able to sustain an interest in her art, landscaping, knitting, photography, and a lot of other stuff.”

Myrtle said thoughtfully, “And, for the most part, you’ve done a good job acting interested.”

“This one is really testing me. You should have seen what she gave me to eat last night. It makes me feel nauseated just thinking about it,” said Red with a shiver.

Myrtle said, “It couldn’t have been that bad.”

Red said, “Mama, you know I’m not exactly your biggest fan when it comes to your cooking.”

“For whatever unwarranted reason,” said Myrtle coldly.

Miles smiled.

“Well, let’s just say that I’d rather have eaten the entirety of whatever casserole you concocted than what Elaine put on the table last night,” said Red.

Miles stared at him, shocked into silence by this statement.

Red said, “Fortunately, Jack had the foresight to try and flush one of his shoes down the toilet and Elaine had to run away from the table. While she was in the back of the house, I stuffed the abomination down in the bottom of the trashcan and concealed it with trash.”

Miles said in wonder, “What was this awful meal?” 

“It was some sort of soggy gluten-free wrap stuffed with limp veggies and held together with hummus. It fell apart when I looked at it.” Red took a final, appreciative bite of his last ham sandwich. “Then this morning it was tofu scramble. And I was so hungry I thought I might cry.”

Miles said, “Do you have a long-range plan for handling this? You can’t just not eat.”

“I know. I’ve lost a ton of weight already. I’ll waste away,” said Red, alarming himself by his own words.

Myrtle snorted. “I see no wasting away in your immediate future, Red. But listen: while Elaine is in this healthy mode, why not stockpile food over here? You could do some grocery shopping for both of us. Then you can fib to Elaine and say you need to run by and check on me for whatever reason.”

Red rolled his eyes. “It’s no lie that I need to check up on you. Okay, that sounds like a plan. I’ll go on a big shopping trip later today and tell Elaine that I’m giving you a hand. I just hope she doesn’t find out. She’s so earnest. Elaine thinks she’s doing this good deed to make Jack and me healthier. I feel bad about not eating her food because she’s worked so hard at it.”

Miles said, “She’s put Jack on that food?” 

“Well, she’s tried. But it’s not exactly easy to make a nearly three-year-old eat carrot cake protein bars. Jack has gone on a hunger strike. I slip him Cheerios when I can,” said Red. “I’ll try to rescue him later for a stroller ride and maybe we’ll walk to Bo’s Diner and get some real food. And I’ll pay in cash so Elaine won’t find out.”

There was a crash in the bedroom and the sound of books falling out of the bookcase. This was followed by more dire mutterings from Puddin. 

Red said, “She is bad today. What’s going on with her?” He walked over to Myrtle’s pantry and grabbed the potato chips. 

Myrtle shrugged. “I assumed at first that Dusty was getting on her nerves. But then she mentioned shortly after she arrived that it had something to do with someone who owed her money.”

Red raised his eyebrows. “Puddin is in a sound enough financial position to lend people money?” He grabbed a handful of chips from the bag and stuffed them in his mouth.

“No, this seemed to be someone she worked for. She launched into a long explanation, but Miles and I were about to play our game and I needed her to clean, not flap her gums. I’m sure I’ll get to the bottom of it later.” Myrtle paused and hollered, “Puddin, in case it’s not completely obvious to you, you need to pick those books up!”

“Stupid books!” came the angry and tearful reply.

“I’ll leave you to it,” said Red quickly. “Good luck.” He started to put away the chips, then shook the bag. “Not enough in here to put away. I’ll take them with me.”

Myrtle sighed. “When are you going on this grocery shopping expedition? I’ll need some food in the house now that you’ve raided my pantry and fridge.”

“I’ll go this afternoon. Anything you specifically want? I’ll try and keep my stash separate.” Red walked toward the front door.

“Yes. Don’t you need to write it down?” 

“Nope. Mind’s like a steel trap.” Red tapped his head.

Myrtle frowned doubtfully as she followed him to the front door. “Hm. I need one percent milk. Not two percent. And I want brown eggs, not white eggs. And I’d like a bag of barbeque potato chips ... not any other kind.”

“Got it,” said Red. “See you, Miles.” Red turned at the door and gave her a stern look. “Mama, you aren’t using your cane.” 

Myrtle bared her teeth at him.

“When I come back with those groceries, I want to see you holding that cane,” said Red firmly as he shut the door behind him.

“I’ll hold that cane, all right ... so I can beat him with it,” growled Myrtle. 

“Assaulting a police officer?” asked Miles, returning to the living room and sitting down at the card table. “I have a feeling that may backfire on you.”

“All right then, perhaps a more visual display of my displeasure is in order,” said Myrtle.

Miles raised an eyebrow. “In the form of an army of gnomes? Facing his house?” 

“It’s ridiculous that those precious yard gnomes upset Red so badly. They’re so whimsical. All I need is for Dusty to come by and give me a hand with them and we’ll be all set,” said Myrtle.

“Are you certain that you want to make Red angry before he goes to the grocery store and buys you food?” asked Miles.

“Red will botch that, anyway. Even when I’d send him to the store when he was a little boy he’d come back with the wrong stuff. I’d tell him to get green apples and by-golly, he’d come home with red ones. I’d ask him to get Duke’s mayonnaise and do you know what he’d come back with?” 

“Mustard? Ketchup?” asked Miles, hazarding a guess. He continued putting tiles back on the board.

“Even worse. Hellman’s mayonnaise! It’s as if he wasn’t even listening to me at all,” said Myrtle.

“It does sound like a habitual problem,” agreed Miles. “But I will point out that Red is now in his 40s. Perhaps he’ll come back with exactly the eggs and milk you want.”

“Let’s say it’s extremely unlikely. He was way too smug when he said that he didn’t need to write a list to remember the items. I’ll enjoy reminding him of that fact when he comes here with whole milk and white eggs. Putting the gnomes out will protest the cane issue and the messing up my grocery order issue. Two birds with one stone,” said Myrtle. “Now to find out where that Dusty is today. Puddin!”

A tearful and still sullen Puddin appeared reluctantly from the back.

Myrtle looked at her in alarm. “What’s happened now?”

“Stupid knickknacks,” snarled Puddin, holding out her hands to reveal a broken vase.

Myrtle put her hands on her hips. “All right. What’s going on with you, Puddin? You’re even worse today than usual.” 

To Myrtle’s surprise and horror, Puddin burst into tears. 
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Chapter Two


[image: ]


MILES PRETENDED TO be so completely absorbed in arranging tiles back on the Scrabble board that he didn’t notice.

Myrtle sighed, located a tissue box, and thrust it at Puddin. “What in heaven’s name is wrong? Clearly this has nothing to do with knickknacks and books.”

Puddin sulked through her tears. “Them didn’t help, though.”

“Whatever,” said Myrtle. “Now what’s going on?” 

Puddin said vindictively, “Havin’ a bad day. Yer creepy friend called me this morning.”

“Creepy friend? Erma? And if you do mean Erma, please cease and desist using the word ‘friend’ to describe her.” Myrtle shuddered. Erma, her vile next-door neighbor, was most decidedly not a friend. 

“Naw! That witch.” Puddin gave her a scornful look.

“Wanda? She called you?” Myrtle and Miles exchanged glances. 

Miles said, “How did she even know your phone number?”

Myrtle said, “You’re not paying attention again, Miles. Wanda is a psychic.” She turned back to Puddin. “What did she say to you?”

Puddin angrily swiped an errant tear off her cheek. “Said I was in danger.”

“Sounds likely,” agreed Miles. “Those words represent ninety percent of what constitutes conversation from Wanda.”

Puddin gave him a blank look.

“Miles means that Wanda frequently warns people they’re in danger. Usually me. But I’m still around, aren’t I? What else did she say?” asked Myrtle.

“Nothin’. I slammed down the phone,” said Puddin. 

“Avoidance. Your usual strategy for dealing with life’s unpleasantries. Well, I can’t imagine that a two-minute phone conversation with Wanda is responsible for this display of emotion,” said Myrtle.

She waited while Puddin blew her nose and appeared to be trying to decide how much she wanted to share with Myrtle. Puddin finally spat out, “It’s that Amos Subers.”

Miles lifted his eyebrows. “I know Amos.” 

“What about Amos? Do you clean for him?” asked Myrtle.

Puddin said, “Not for long, if he don’t pay me.”

Myrtle said, “Not pay you? For how long?” 

“For the past month. No money!” Puddin made a wild motion with her hand intended to depict abject destitution. 

Myrtle said, “Hm. Well, that probably means that he only owes you for one cleaning. You’re not exactly consistent with your housekeeping, are you? Amos doesn’t look the sort to put up with any shenanigans, either.” 

Puddin curled her lip. “Ain’t been no shenanigans. I done cleaned for him. He owes me money!”

Miles cleared his throat as he carefully arranged tiles on the gameboard. “Have you broached the topic in a professional manner?”

Puddin gave him an uncomprehending stare and then turned to Myrtle for a translation. “How did you ask him for the money, Puddin? Did you screech at him that he owed you? Or did you mail him a bill with a deadline for payment?”

Puddin’s eyes narrowed. “Told him upfront. Ain’t scared of him!”

“What did he tell you? Is he planning on paying you?” asked Myrtle.

“He’s cheap,” said Puddin in disgust. “Said he’d pay me ‘next time.’ When I go in there ‘next time,’ he’s going to be sorry if my money ain’t there!”

Miles asked, “When is the next time?” 

“After I finish here,” said Puddin. “That’s what’s got me keyed up.” She heaved a deep, unsteady breath.

Myrtle said, “All right. If you don’t get your money this morning, call me and I’ll go over and argue your case. He can’t continue expecting you to clean without remuneration.”

Puddin’s eyes narrowed suspiciously, “Don’t like it when you don’t speak English.”

“You won’t work if he won’t pay,” clarified Myrtle. “Just call me.”

Puddin glanced around Myrtle’s house. “We done here? Looks clean.”

“Does it?” asked Myrtle. 

“Looks better than it did before I got here,” said Puddin. 

“That’s a matter of opinion. There was a lot of crashing and breaking going on back there. You apparently have too much on your mind to focus on what you’re doing. Luckily for you, I want to reconstruct my Scrabble game with Miles. You can go ahead and head out,” said Myrtle, sitting down at the card table. 

A few minutes later, Puddin stomped to the front door. 

“And don’t take my cleaning supplies,” said Myrtle.

“Them is mine,” said Puddin, giving Myrtle a dour look.

“They certainly aren’t. I’ve taken care to mark my cleaning bottles with a Sharpie pen. See?” Myrtle pointed to the bottles. The cleaning bottles ‘property of Myrtle Clover’ written on them in large lettering. 

Puddin said, “But if I don’t take them to his house, there won’t be nothing there for me to clean with! Mr. Subers don’t buy cleaning supplies. He has this glass bottle of stinky homemade junk.”

“Making his own cleaning supplies sounds like strikingly good judgment on his part. I should adopt his reasoning and follow his lead,” said Myrtle. “Honestly, Puddin. Go ahead and take the multi-purpose bottle but bring it back the next time you come.” 

Puddin slouched out the door.

“Good riddance,” said Myrtle. “Now, where were we?” 

Miles said, “You were going to ask Puddin if Dusty could come over here today and pull out gnomes to irritate Red.”

Myrtle’s eyes grew big and this time she did grab her cane, but only to help her navigate the front porch and walkway. She hurried out and yelled, “Puddin!” but Puddin had driven away. 

Myrtle walked back inside. “Missed her. Pooh.”

“Why don’t you call her cell phone?” asked Miles.

“Because half the time she doesn’t pay the bill and it’s out of service. The other half the phone stays cooped up in her glove compartment with a dead battery,” said Myrtle. “Calling her house phone is usually the only way to reach her, but we know she’s not at home. There has been entirely too much aggravation today. This was intended to be a peaceful morning. I was to start off with a clean house via an energized and focused Puddin.”

Miles snorted at Myrtle’s fantastical vision.

“Then you and I would play a competitive game of Scrabble where I would pull off a difficult but well-deserved win,” continued Myrtle.

Miles pushed his glasses up his nose and said defensively, “I was doomed from the start. My letters were horrible.”

Myrtle said, “And my son wasn’t supposed to drop by to eat all my food and chastise me for not using my cane. All in all, it’s been a most unsatisfactory day.”

“Well, let’s see if we can hit the reset button,” said Miles. “You need to cool down. Remember what you said the last time your day got hijacked like this?”

“That I wanted to open a bottle of sherry?” 

“No, that you needed to find a way to start over your day and get back into a good mood,” said Miles.

“I said that?” asked Myrtle, frowning. “That doesn’t sound like something I’d say.”

“You were quite explicit about it. It was made in the tone of someone who was making a resolution,” said Miles.

“Are you sure I wasn’t planning a revolution instead of a resolution? That sounds far more likely,” said Myrtle.

Miles shook his head. “Come on. I’ve got the board set up exactly as it was before.”

Myrtle sighed. “All right. Let me see how well you’ve managed to resurrect this game.” She sat down at the table and stared at the board. “Miles, this is all wrong.”

Miles narrowed his eyes. “I meticulously reconstructed the game.”

“You’re remembering words from the last game we played,” said Myrtle.

“From two weeks ago? I doubt it,” said Miles coldly.

“You most certainly are. And you were in a much better position in that game. The words today were actually like this.” And Myrtle proceeded to rearrange tiles until they fit her vision of the game in progress. 

Miles stared at the board. “You’re delusional.”

“You are,” said Myrtle, but further arguments were cut short by the doorbell ringing. 

“It’s Grand Central Station today,” grumbled Myrtle, heading to the front door.

“Remember, you’re hitting the reset button on your day,” said Miles.

She pulled the door open to see a gaunt woman with leathery skin. A shabby yellow top hung on her emaciated frame and she offered Myrtle a smile, revealing a hodgepodge of missing and crooked teeth.

“Wanda!” said Myrtle, standing back so that the psychic could come inside. “We were just talking about you a few minutes ago.”

Wanda nodded as if that went without saying. She glanced around the living room and slumped. “She’s already gone,” she said with a gusty sigh.

“Puddin? Yes, a few minutes ago,” said Myrtle. “But she mentioned that you called her this morning. I think you shook her up. But she was rattled already, so who knows?” She saw Wanda eyeing the kitchen and said, “Come on in and let’s find you some ... lunch? Brunch? Whatever meal it is.” 

“Hi Wanda,” said Miles. 

Myrtle noted that Miles sounded quite cordial. Perhaps he’d finally gotten over the fact that Wanda was a cousin of his. He continued to feel a good deal of financial responsibility for her, however, and frequently gave her gifts to help her survive. The psychic business was apparently not thriving in Bradley, North Carolina. 

Wanda gave Miles a nod in greeting. “Got something to tell you.”

Miles looked discomfited. “I’m in danger?” he asked, his voice pitched slightly higher than usual.

“Nope. Love that houseplant you gave me.” Wanda gave her big grin again. 

“It’s still alive?” Miles looked stunned. The shack that Wanda called home was not designed to allow living things to thrive. Including Wanda. 

Wanda said, “Sure is. Makes me want to grow more stuff.”

“Don’t you and Dan have a garden already?” asked Myrtle, opening her pantry doors and gazing critically at the food inside.

Wanda shrugged a bony shoulder. “Fer food. Tomatoes and such. Not fer fun.”

Miles said, “So you’re thinking about planting flowers and shrubs and things like that?” 

He exchanged a look with Myrtle. It would be humanly impossible to beautify the house Wanda shared with her brother, Crazy Dan. It was totally covered with hubcaps and the hubcaps were for sale. They were, fortunately, slow sellers so the house still retained its protective exterior. The yard, if it could really be called a yard since it doubled as a parking lot, was red clay and not a speck of grass dared to grow there. 

Wanda shrugged again. “Maybe. Or maybe herbs or somethin’.”

Myrtle snapped her fingers. “You should be my guest at the garden club gala in a week!”

Miles’s eyes grew wide.

Wanda drawled, “Gala?” trying out the unfamiliar word on her tongue. 

“Yes. My garden club that I’ve been part of for over fifty years is having a gala this year to raise money for a new town park. I’m supposed to be selling tickets and it would be a relief if I had to sell one fewer. I’ve already made Miles buy one,” said Myrtle. 

Miles’s face offered glum affirmation of the fact. 

“There’ll be a special speaker who’ll give a talk to beginners about improving their yards. And there’ll be lots and lots of food. And let me tell you—those ladies pick at their food like birds. We can send you home with the gala’s leftovers and it should feed you and Dan for a week.”

Wanda considered this for a second and then her eyes crinkled in a smile as she nodded.

“Good. Then that’s settled.”

Miles looked at Myrtle. He would likely talk with her later about the odd combination of the garden club gala and the attendance of Wanda the Psychic.

Myrtle pulled out a can of soup. Red had apparently finished her loaf of bread, but Wanda could eat some canned potato and broccoli soup and have peanut butter crackers. “How is your decluttering project going? You really got rid of a lot of stuff.”

Wanda shook her head sadly. “Dan brought in a lot of stuff. We’re the same as we ever was.”

Which meant that you couldn’t see the surfaces of any tables and some of the floor. 

Wanda plopped down in a kitchen chair and a few minutes later Myrtle produced the soup and crackers. 

Miles said, “So you apparently knew something bad about Puddin. With the ... psychic thing.”

Myrtle rolled her eyes. Miles never sounded so awkward as when he was trying to wrap his head around Wanda’s gifts. 

“Knew somethin’ bad was goin’ to happen to her.” Wanda put her thin face close to the bowl, apparently not wanting to lose a single drop, and quickly and accurately shoveled potato soup in her mouth.

“Okay,” said Miles. “And so you called her.”

Myrtle interjected, “And Puddin didn’t want to take the call.”

Wanda nodded, already halfway finished with the soup.

“So you came here. Looking for Puddin,” said Miles. “Because you knew she’d be here?”

“She has the sight, Miles. For heaven’s sake,” said Myrtle impatiently. 

“Was goin’ to be able to see her, too. Left in plenty of
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