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  Author’s Note


A large part of the Tales from the Sheep Farm project is about racial justice. To that end, most of the characters you will encounter do not have their race identified. Only a few must be entirely white, and it should be evident who they are. Likewise, only a few must be other races or ethnicities. It should be evident who they are, as well. 
This goes for a character’s sexuality and gender identity, too.
The rest? That is up to you.
And if you feel inspired to tell a story of your own in this world, or if there’s a character you want to know more about, I am accepting proposals so that you can come play in this world and help advance the issues of racial and social justice.
Your voices matter. Your stories matter. Delia’s story, hopefully, continues to lay the foundation for my firm belief in that.






  
  ONE  


There was only one other person who had the key to Delia’s place: her younger brother, Leon. That was because Leon was the only person she could trust with it; if she’d given it to her parents, her dad would have come by to paint and change lightbulbs, and her mother would clean the kitchen and do her laundry. 
And other than her parents and her brother, Delia didn’t have anyone left in her circle. Not anymore.
So when someone jerked her out of an alcohol-induced sleep—not a drunk sleep, but the aftereffects of hitting the sweet spot of just enough—she didn’t freak out the way she might have if she’d still been seeing Chad. She was safe. She could trust Leon.
And he did have a reason for being there.
“Stevie needs you down at the gallery, like an hour ago.”
“Why?” Delia rolled over and put an arm on her forehead. She had no responsibility at the Woolslayer Gallery. She made sure new things were delivered as promised and picked up the checks for the old. That was it. Nice and simple.
“You just need to get down there,” Leon said and twisted around, looking for, probably, clothes he could throw at Delia.
Too bad for him she’d learned to actually put her clothes away. Even what she’d worn to Journey’s End the night before had been summarily deposited in the dirty laundry basket. Or, more likely, the floor in front of her very small laundry machines. Small was better than not in the condo, though. She’d take small.
“Is it really a national emergency?”
“Apparently,” Leon said.
When he started opening the drawers in her dresser, she stopped fighting him. After all, he’d come across town, used his key to get in, and wasn’t backing off. Whatever this was, it was real.
“Can I shower?”
“No.”
“Eat?”
“I’ll fix you something. Just put some clothes on and let’s go.”
He had a package of Pop-Tarts ready for her when she came out of her room dressed in ripped black jeans and a dark purple t-shirt. She was trying to both walk and tie her Docs at the same moment, and that wasn’t going so well, so she jammed the laces inside, grabbed the Pop-Tarts, her wallet, camera bag, and then her own set of keys, and followed him downstairs to his car. Like usual, he was in the loading zone out front.
The gallery was hopping, Delia noticed as Leon drove past and turned the corner so he could park. Whatever this was, she thought, maybe it wasn’t so bad, even if the gallery was really only open on Sundays during the December shopping season.
As they walked over, Delia decided hopping wasn’t the right word and that yes, it was as bad as Leon had hinted at. Stevie was in the center of the thick group of people who’d gathered, and she was talking to a cop.
And Tess Cartieri.
“Whoa,” Delia said, stopping in her tracks. Leon bumped into her, fumbling as he swung around her body, grabbing her upper arm and starting to tug her forward.
“I told you.”
“Yeah, but Tess?”
“Nothing happens in Woolslayer without her knowing,” Leon said, like it was no big deal.
Rumor had it that Tess had her fingers in the finances of the gallery, like she did with almost every other woman-owned business in the neighborhood. And there were a lot of women-owned businesses these days—thanks to Tess.
“Delia, there you are,” Tess said as Leon pulled her through the people who’d gathered to sightsee, most with their phones held up, possibly to get pictures of Tess, although that didn’t make perfect sense. From what Delia knew, Tess didn’t keep a low profile in the neighborhood. She looked Delia over, then turned back to the cop and made introductions.
Delia paused. She’d never met Tess, but clearly the other woman knew who she was. Or maybe it was that Leon had escorted her through the onlookers and Tess wasn’t stupid. Leon had said they were waiting for her.
Even though she knew it was stupid, she was glad Tess didn’t react to her clothes. Then again, she was wearing an electric blue oversized hoodie, dark yoga pants, and a pair of sneakers that were probably more expensive than Delia’s last grocery run—although, to be fair, Delia still shopped at the discount grocery. Tess’s dark hair was down, as always, spilling over the hood and, in spots, into it. It had the perfect look of carelessly messy and Delia would have thought it was arranged except that as Tess turned her head, her hair moved in and out and around the hood.
Delia itched to pull out her camera, but this didn’t seem to be the right time for that. She didn’t even want Tess’s face in the shot. Just that hair.
“I’ll let you two talk,” Tess said, touching Delia’s elbow gently before she turned to Stevie and pulled the other woman aside.
The cop commanded Delia’s attention. “Pissed anyone off lately?” he asked.
Delia blinked in surprise. “N-not that I know of.”
“Break up with someone? A one-night thing that maybe didn’t end the way you thought it did?”
“Just Chad Flaherty, but that was months ago and he wouldn’t be caught dead in Woolslayer.” In some part of her brain, she heard his disdainful sniff. “What’s this got to do with the gallery?”
“Got any fans who’ve asked you to give them some of your work because they can’t afford it?”
“No,” Delia said slowly. That question, at least, was worth considering. But anyone who’d asked for freebies, other than her family, hadn’t come around since before Chad. That was a year now. A lot of bridges had been burned in that year. “Why are you asking me all this?”
“Someone broke into the gallery last night. They jimmied the door and managed to disable the alarm, then stole all of your items.”
“All?” Delia tried not to smile. That was kind of flattering.
“All. And nothing else.” The cop wasn’t smiling.
It was useless. Delia let herself grin. “Well. I’ve got a fan.”
“Who’s committing crimes.”
“Yeah,” Delia said and managed to erase the grin. “That’s not cool. I mean, stickers sell for a buck. Who can’t afford a buck?”
Stevie came back over, hugging herself. “Any ideas?”
Delia looked at her, speechless. A wave of sympathy rolled through her. Having the gallery robbed must feel like an invasion on the scale of a rape, she thought. Violent, unwanted, unwelcome. A power play.
“About what I thought,” Stevie said. She had dark circles under her eyes, which turned them from brown to almost black, although maybe the thin eyeliner helped with that. Her hooped nose ring glinted gold against her dark brown skin, made even more obvious by the fact that her impossibly dark hair was, like Tess and Delia’s, down around her shoulders—which wasn’t Stevie’s norm. She wore jeans and a patterned shirt that was probably from India, like many of her tops were. She finished it with simple brown ballet flats.
“Whoever it was, they knew what they were doing,” Stevie told Delia, then turned to the cop. “Can I show her?”
He motioned to her to lead the way, wrapping his free hand around his utility belt. That, too, would make a great shot, Delia thought, wondering how she could make it happen. Could you ask a cop if you could take pictures of his hand?
She was aware of the cop behind them as she and Stevie walked into the gallery.
“What?” Delia gasped when they got inside. This was beyond anything she had imagined, even though the cop had said all.
The gigantic picture, which had been fully framed and had needed a forklift to mount, was gone, too. It had been a picture of the street the gallery sat on, black and white, gritty, full of people—and definitely not for sale. It had been a gift to Stevie when she’d started carrying Delia’s photography.
Stevie put her hands on her hips. “Like I said, they knew what they were doing.”
Delia couldn’t argue.
“And they must really like you,” Stevie went on. “That had to have taken multiple people more than an hour to get down.”
“Could it have been someone who used to work here, then?” the cop asked.
“It’s been me and Georgie ever since I opened.”
“Georgie?”
“Not our guy,” Delia said. She pointed to another picture of Woolslayer on the wall. “That one’s his.”
“Professional jealousy?” the cop pressed.
This time, Delia and Stevie laughed.
“Georgie used to follow me around, asking for tips,” Delia told him.
“And you snubbed him?”
“Hell no. Kid’s got talent. Remember the water main break about a year ago?”
The cop gave her a look.
“Remember the alligator? That was Georgie’s work. All of it. I helped him sell those pictures to the paper.” She snorted. “Jerks weren’t going to pay him for them. Trying to pull one over on the inexperienced kid.”
“Doesn’t mean he couldn’t have done this. Or helped whoever did.” The cop turned in a circle, as if taking in all the artwork. “Where is he this morning?”
“Probably at church. With his mother,” Stevie said and Delia looked down at the floor and scuffed her toe on the spotless surface. So she wasn’t the only one annoyed by this cop. Good.
“You think I haven’t seen that one before?” the cop asked.
“Have you met Bettina?” Stevie tossed back. “If I have to go get Tess so she can tell you, I will. There’s no way this was Georgie. There’s a reason his isn’t a name you know.”
“Who else knew how to disable the alarm and get the picture off the wall?”
“Georgie didn’t know how to get the picture down.”
“Do you need me?” Delia asked. She looked at the cop. “I have things to do, so maybe give me your card, tell me not to leave town or something?”
“It doesn’t work like that.”
“Well, however it works,” she said, reminding herself it probably wasn’t a good idea to roll her eyes at a cop. “I didn’t do this; why would I take my own things?”
“For the publicity.”
“Please.” This time, she didn’t bother to stop the eye roll. “I’m doing just fine. And I can promise you Georgie didn’t do it and if you keep looking at him, someone around here will hit you with a racism charge, and it might even be Tess herself who does it.”
The cop glared at her but didn’t say anything.
“We don’t need to hide behind Tess,” Stevie said after the silence had started to stretch.
“You sure?” Tess herself asked. She stood in the doorway with a silver travel coffee mug in one hand and a white bakery bag in the other. “Because I was walking past on my way home and was surprised to see you’re still here.”
“He thinks Georgie did it,” Delia said, tilting her head at the cop.
Tess laughed.
“That’s what we said,” Delia said. She glanced at Stevie, wondering why she’d gone quiet, and realized she and the cop were still glaring at each other.
Slowly, Stevie raised one eyebrow. “Would you care to listen to more reasons why Georgie couldn’t have done this?”
“And if I didn’t check out everyone, would you be satisfied?” the cop answered. His calm manner set Delia on alert.
“Fair point,” Tess said. She was leaning against the doorframe, as relaxed as anyone Delia had ever seen. She could have been watching a tennis match, she was so mellow.
“It’s one thing to talk to the people with access to the gallery,” Stevie said, “and another to pin it on a seventeen-year-old high school kid just because he seems convenient.”
“Fair point,” Tess said again and sipped at her coffee. “Officer? You’re up.”
“I don’t answer to you.”
“Oh, but you sort of do,” Tess said with a smile that suggested she wasn’t as mellow as she seemed. “Taxpayers and all that.” She held up the hand holding the white bag, almost as if she were offering it to whoever jumped for it first. Delia wondered what was in it; Pop Tarts weren’t much of a breakfast after a night at Journey’s End. “But we understand you have procedures and hoops to jump through. Maybe we should all get out of here, let Stevie close up, let you go poke around at everyone, and we can all get on with our days.”
The cop didn’t look happy, but Delia didn’t much care. This was Tess Cartieri setting him in his place, and it was kind of fun to watch. She hadn’t pulled on any of her connections, or her identity, or anything. She’d just stated some basic, true facts in a very calm, quiet, reasonable way.
It was an impressive show, an impressive lesson to absorb.
Stevie motioned them out of the gallery. By the time Delia got outside, Tess had rounded the corner, presumably headed to her place.
Delia figured that was the smartest retreat. She pulled out her phone, intending to ask Leon for a ride, and decided to hop the bus instead. That way, she wouldn’t have to answer Leon’s questions.
Small favors, she reminded herself. Be thankful for small favors.






  
  TWO


Mz. Iris was waiting for Delia in the building lobby. “Now, Delia, dear, tell me. Have you taken up with another man so soon?” she asked after they had exchanged pleasantries and Mz. Iris had invited Delia to sit. 
No matter how ready she was to go upstairs, take a shower, and make herself something substantial to eat, chatting with Mz. Iris was always worth the delay. Mz. Iris was cool.
“A man?” she asked, wondering if Mz. Iris had seen Noah walk her home from Journey’s End in the early hours. It wasn’t uncommon for the club’s doorman to do so, although Delia had no idea why. He’d never made a pass at her. Never tried to be her friend. He just offered to walk her home if she’d stay and wait until he was able to leave.
“The young man you left with this morning.”
Delia smiled. “That was my brother, Leon. He has my key for emergencies.”
Mz. Iris tweaked an eyebrow, tipping her head ever so slightly.
“I… I don’t even know,” Delia said in answer to the unasked question. She closed her eyes for a minute, trying to sort through it. Mz. Iris, of course, waited until she found the words. “Someone broke into the gallery in Woolslayer, but they only stole my art. All of it, including the gigantic picture bolted to the wall.”
“That is odd,” Mz. Iris agreed, nodding like she understood the whole scenario. Maybe she did; Delia wasn’t sure. Mz. Iris had seen a lot in her life. She understood how people ticked—usually.
“And now you have lost not only that income,” Mz. Iris said, “but the expense you put into production of your items.”
Delia hadn’t had time to think of it like that, but Mz. Iris was right. “Did you have to remind me?”
“It is important.”
“I’d have realized it when I did the books at the end of the month.”
“Do you do them yourself?”
“For now,” Delia said. “It’s no big deal, and I kind of like taking the monthly look at what’s going on and where I stand.” She hoped that didn’t sound too nerdy, but on the other hand, she didn’t care. This was her business and she was still getting back on her feet after the interruption that had been Chad. If he’d been bad for her personally, he’d been terrible for her business. That had been, she’d realized in retrospect, part of his mission.
“Good for you,” Mz. Iris said, and a light in her eyes turned on.
“My goal is to get big enough to hire that part out to an assistant,” Delia said. “As much as I like doing it, I can use that administrative time for other things, like taking pictures or managing my social media.”
“Have you considered hiring someone to manage your social media too?”
“When I’m ready,” Delia said with a nod.
Mz. Iris rocked slightly, her hands on her knees. “Hearing that does my heart good. I want good things for you, Delia.”
“Why? You barely know me.”
“And you barely know me, but how often do you just happen to be leaving your home at the exact right time to walk me to the coffee shop?”
Delia felt herself flush. “Busted.” She smiled, flicking her tongue over her teeth. “Here I thought I was being subtle about it.”
“At first you were, but when I realized I was looking forward to our chats, I caught on. Tell me, what motivates you to walk an old lady three blocks so she can have her afternoon coffee with her friends?”
Delia shrugged. “I just like you, Mz. Iris.”
“I’m like the mother you never had?”
“You’re better than my mother. Wait. That doesn’t sound right; I like my mother. But when I say to you that this thing happened this morning, you’re calm and thoughtful about it. When I tell my parents—and I will, even if Leon already has. You don’t have to yell at me—they’ll get upset and go on and on about who would have done this to me, and why, and don’t they know how they’re hurting me and why would someone have done this to their Cordelia, their baby, and what a tragedy it is and…” Delia paused and took a breath. There was more that they’d say, but Mz. Iris was nodding like she understood.
“Those aren’t the questions you can answer,” she said and paused. “Were the police alerted?”
Delia nodded. “That’s why Leon was here. I slept through their phone calls.” She tried to shrug that off. Maybe she shouldn’t have had quite that much to drink. But it had felt good and been fun, and reconnecting with Kimber had been important. “They were sounding like they wanted to pin it on this high school kid because he had the alarm codes and the alarm was disabled, but someone else has to have that code.” She stood up. Mz. Iris pushed herself to her feet as well, and they headed to the elevator together. “None of that is my business. I meet with Stevie during business hours, or when she asks me to meet her. What happens in her shop, who has the codes… I don’t know any of that.”
“You sound adamant. Has someone questioned that you might?” Mz. Iris pushed the button to call the elevator. As usual, one was waiting. Delia often wondered how that could happen and liked to imagine an elevator elf who took charge of making sure one sat on the ground floor. It certainly wasn’t the doorman or concierge; the building had neither, which was odd, given the net worth of the people who lived there. It didn’t even have a locked entrance, which Delia had come to understand was a selling point for a number of the building residents, although she wasn’t sure why. Maybe they liked stupid risks.
She was the anomaly, which was how she liked it. Even Mz. Iris, in her seventies and retired, always wearing a string of pearls, was wealthy and had things worth stealing.
And then there was Delia, who’d snatched the place out from under Chad’s nose—Chad, who came from one of the oldest and wealthiest families in Port Kenneth.
Funny, the things you could do when you knew the law.
Of course, the trick was going to be able to keep affording the place, especially with the theft. Mz. Iris was right that it did put her back financially. She’d have to figure out just how much.
“Delia? Has someone questioned if you have the gallery codes?”
“Not yet, but look at me, Mz. Iris. I like how I look, but I also know the cops like to think people who look like me are more likely to commit crimes. But really, I’m just…” She shrugged.
“I see a lovely young woman with a tattoo, who takes pride in her appearance and who is kind.”
“And you are kind to say that, but come on. Tattoos, ripped jeans, dyed hair… sometimes, I think I’m a walking stereotype.”
“Why not be someone different?”
“Well, wearing black and dark colors”—she plucked at her purple t-shirt—“just makes life easy. I can do one load of laundry. I can get dressed without thinking about it. Clothes…” Delia shrugged. “It’s weird. I’d tell you how they make every single person I catch with my camera unique and amazing. How clothes define the person. And yet, I’m this total hypocrite when it comes to myself.”
“You have the power to be who you want. And to present what you want to the world.” Ms. Iris patted Delia’s arm. “I personally think you wear dark colors so you blend in and aren’t noticed. People can feel funny about having their pictures taken, so if you blend in, they feel neither self-conscious nor nervous if they notice you at all. And increasingly, I’m told by the City Central when I read it, people around town flock to your social media every Wednesday, when you release a new, what do you call them? Populated Portrait?”
Delia nodded. That was the name. “I still can’t believe people like them so much. I keep expecting someone will sue me for using their face without their permission.”
“I think you’re showing great discretion in who you include in those pictures.”
“It’s luck. Or else it’s because I don’t focus on all the movers and shakers in town.”
“I’d rather see the people you’re showing us. You have given new dimension to Port Kenneth.”
“I hope so.”
“Is that your intent?” Mz. Iris turned to Delia, her brown eyes bright.
Delia fought a shrug. She could tell Mz. Iris pretty much anything. “I’m not sure,” she said, feeling like she was admitting to committing murder or something. “I just wanted to join everyone else whose work celebrates the city. There’s a lot of us, and it seems so joyful and fun. People act like they like it, and I really like doing this kind of commando photography.”
The elevator doors opened on their floor. They walked down the hall together and stopped at their respective doorways.
“Delia,” Mz. Iris said, and Delia could hear concern creasing her voice, “is it possible that whoever stole your work is one of the people you’ve featured in some of the pictures? At least one of them?”
“Anything’s possible,” Delia admitted. “But it still doesn’t make sense. Why take everything? They took the coasters. They took the stickers, and the giant picture of Woolslayer. It’s… it’s so random.”
“And yet it all comes back to you.”
Delia nodded. It did, and that wasn’t a comfortable feeling.
Someone had something to tell her.






  
  THREE


Thanks to the magic of the internet, which didn’t close on Sundays, it only took a few hours to file a claim with the insurance company, call her friendly Woolslayer cop to get his report for the claim, and order more stock for the gallery. The last she’d been planning to do anyway, with some new images ready to go, so it turned into less of a restock and more of a planned change. 
Stevie called her back down to the store, promising dinner, so Delia grabbed her camera bag and jumped a bus over to the neighborhood, telling herself she had to stop in and see her parents. That she hadn’t done so when she’d been here before was probably about to become an unforgiveable offense.
The whole crew was there: every artist who displayed their art for sale. That was about fifteen of them, and as Delia looked around, she wondered if her friendly thief was in the room with her. But no one seemed to be paying any attention to her.
She wondered how they felt about having her back in the community, post-Chad. And what they thought about the fact that what had happened that morning had dragged them all into this drama.
“The place seems so empty without the picture,” Georgie said, rubbing his arms like he was cold and looking up at the spot where it had hung.
“I’d be glad to replace it,” Nayeon said, practically bouncing in her seat and actually raising her hand, flapping it so Stevie couldn’t help but notice her.
Delia tried not to groan, but she did let herself slouch in her seat.
“That’s Delia’s space!” Georgie protested, turning on his chair, his legs splaying out, one hand on the back of it. He was wearing a light blue button-down and navy pants and brown shoes: church clothes.
“We can talk about that later?” Stevie said. “What we need to talk about now is how we’re going to control the word about what happened here this morning.”
“What did happen?” Craig asked. His arms were crossed over his round belly and chest and, as always, his tattooed sleeve caught Delia’s eye. It hadn’t been planned, and it had wound up being a riot of chaos. He had dense, curly light brown hair, brown eyes, and a spotty light brown beard, too dark to be a ginger. He threw amazing vases on a pottery wheel; they had motion and harmony, unlike his arm of tattoos. Delia liked to give his smaller pieces as gifts.
Chad had thrown one over the balcony in what was now Delia’s place. It had been less upsetting that he’d broken art than the idea that he might have hurt someone on the street below—a fact which he hadn’t cared to stop and consider.
“Someone with the alarm code broke in,” Stevie said.
“And stole that,” Craig said, pointing at the bare spot. “They have good taste.” He nodded. “I’d have killed to have that in my place.”
“We can talk,” Delia told him.
He looked over at her, his eyes roving her body, and then he nodded, giving her an appreciative grin that was somehow both businesslike and carnal, all at once. “I have a spot on a wall that’s crying out to have you cover.”
“Stick to art, Craig,” Delia told him. “You’re not my type.”
“What else did they take?” Georgie thankfully asked before Craig could answer.
Delia felt his eyes lingering on her. She tried not to react, willing to bet he was more interested in trying to look like a stud in front of someone than actually trying to come on to her. She seriously doubted she was his type.
Stevie gave them the rundown of what had been stolen.
“No one else’s art?” Nayeon asked.
“Don’t be insulted,” Delia said. “This is going to be a headache, just dealing with the insurance company. You guys don’t need it too.”
At the end, it was decided to be honest and not try to hide anything. Delia’s work had been stolen by someone with the alarm code, but they didn’t know who that could be.
“Maybe it was some computer whiz,” Nayeon said, her eyes big. “You know. The sort who plugs his computer into the socket and it works to crack the code while the bad guys sweat out the cop who’s about to come by on his beat…”
“Girl,” Georgie said, waving a hand at her and adjusting his legs, “you’re watching too much TV or something.”
“While I’m sure you’d all like to play detective,” Stevie said, “and while I’m even more sure the cops aren’t going to do a lot of work to try to solve this, let’s drop it for now and eat.”
She’d had food brought in: wings, both chicken and tofu, and mac and cheese and salad and bread. It was a messy meal, perfect for a bunch of artists.
Delia found herself alone, which was unusual for her. Or it had been, pre-Chad. Usually, she was one of the people everyone wanted to talk to and be around. Maybe it was Chad. Maybe it was the theft. Maybe it was the idea that everyone wanted the space that used to feature her photograph of the neighborhood.
Whatever it was, she left before Georgie could pull her into discussion, or before Craig could make another awful comment. It was bad enough that she had to stop in and see her parents who, sure enough, fussed over her and complained that they never saw her now that she’d moved to the north side of the city.
“That’s the idea,” she told them.
“Cordelia Delayney Ford.”
She stood up, wrapping a hand around the straps on her camera bag. Somehow, she always felt better like that, like it was her anchor. “I’m leaving.”
“You just got here!”
“And you just started nagging and Mom, come on. I’m thirty-one. It’s time to stop nagging me about how often you see me.”
“We see your brother—”
“All the time. I know.” Delia closed her eyes. “That’s because he lives two floors up and because, frankly, you treat him differently than you treat me.”
“We do not!”
“When was the last time you did his laundry?”
“Last week.”
Delia closed her eyes. Of course. Maybe they didn’t treat him so differently. “And go grocery shopping for him?”
“He’s busy! We could help you, too, if you’d let us.”
“And that’s just it. I don’t want to let you. I want you to let me be an independent adult and build my own life already.”
“Don’t you want your parents to be part of your life?”
“Not if all you do is nag me about not seeing me enough, and not if you can’t give me the space I need.”
“You had space here!”
“A small bedroom in a small apartment?”
“It cost you nothing! You had no expenses! And apartments open in this building all the time. You could have moved to one of those instead of the whole way across town—”
“It’s about being independent, Mom. About making my own way in the world. I’m not that sick kid anymore and it’s past time I straighten out my life.”
Her mother crossed the room and caressed her cheek. “Delia, we love you. You are so beautiful. Why you have to mark yourself up…”
“Goodbye, Mom!”
She heaved a few deep breaths after she was through the door. Mz. Iris would probably not be pleased to hear how that had just gone, but then again, Mz. Iris wouldn’t have nagged her. Not like that.
Before she headed home, she decided to take another walk, camera in hand, and see what or who she could capture, despite the fact that it was almost dark. Nothing calmed her like photography, like seeing life through the lens, and besides, she needed more pictures to sell—and, come Wednesday, another Populated Portrait to post on social media.






  
  FOUR


The next afternoon, Delia got a call from her friendly Woolslayer cop. His name was Snider, Officer Snider. She didn’t know if he had a first name. 
He asked her to meet her at the Woolslayer police station.
“Why do I feel like that neighborhood’s trying to suck me back in?” she asked her reflection as she swept some mascara on.
“Because you’re the fool selling your art there. Art that got stolen, and now the cops handling things are there, too. Because, you know, proximity.”
She told herself to shut up, grabbed her camera bag, tucked her keys and wallet inside, and headed across town.
Officer Snider was waiting for her and escorted her into a conference room, then offered her a drink. She showed him her Hydro. 
“This showed up today in the school playground,” he said as he sat down at the head of the table.
Delia looked at him.
He handed her a picture.
What looked like a department store mannequin sat on the swing, wearing one of Delia’s stolen t-shirts. And in case there was doubt, a note had been pinned to it, thanking Stevie for making it easy.
She stared, open-mouthed, at the cop for a minute, then closed her eyes and banged her forehead gently on the table between them.
“It’s not your doing,” the cop said.
Delia sat up and looked at him. Really looked at him, like he’d look through her camera. He had brown hair, was clean shaven, had a mono-eyebrow, brown eyes—pretty nondescript. Close to her age, and a nice guy. And he was being nice right then, too.
“Indirectly or not, I’m responsible.”
“Maybe. Maybe they’ve done other things to get the attention of other artists but failed and so escalated to you. You are a bit of a big name in town these days.”
“That doesn’t feel like much of a compliment,” Delia told him.
He chuckled. “It’s a compliment. I’ve been aware of your art, even before this.” He nodded. “You do nice work. You rep the city well.”
Delia really hoped he wasn’t going to hit on her.
“Anyway,” the cop said after the minute had stretched and started to get uncomfortable, “we have to keep the shirt and the note for evidence, but I wanted to let you know that whoever stole your stuff, he’s not sitting around.”
Delia closed her eyes, hoping he wasn’t going to make some comment about the thief rolling around naked in the t-shirts he’d stolen. Or worse. She shuddered. Chad definitely would have done worse, and then made a point of showing her.
“So that gives us a better chance of finding him than if he just stuck everything in his attic and waited us out,” Officer Snider continued and Delia breathed a sigh of relief.
“Is this where you talk about DNA and fingerprints and all that stuff?”
The cop chuckled. “Not to you, I don’t. Let us handle all that. You go back to making your art and doing your thing.”
“You don’t even want to try to bait him?” Delia held her hands up, marquee style. “Delia’s got something new! Come be part of it.” She paused, thinking. “Actually, that could be fun.”
“Don’t do anything dumb.” It was a warning, she knew, but her brain was spinning. “Delia.” His voice held a new sharpness, a command.
“No, definitely not dumb,” she said and grinned. “I’ll get permits, call the media, let you guys know what I’m up to…” She stood up and slipped the strap of her camera bag on her shoulder. “Right now, I’ve got to go call the PK Arts Council. You say I rep the city well? Well, let’s rep the city.”
“Delia—”
“It’ll be good. Trust me. This is one that’s going to get people talking about PK, in all the good ways.” She all but skipped out of the police station, Officer Snider chasing after her, only managing to get in front of her when she got stuck at the safety door that he had to badge open for her.
“You be careful,” he told her.
She couldn’t help herself. She reached up and patted his cheek. “Let’s have some fun with this guy.”
With a wink, she was gone, all but running for the bus stop.
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Later that night, Delia stretched, her arms overhead, her body arching, her legs trembling. They’d been at this too long to have so few answers. Even worse, her body was protesting the lack of movement. “The worst part,” she said, “is that everyone seems to think it’s a great idea.” 
Leon took a deep breath and let it out. Delia eyed him, but he didn’t say anything.
“All we need is one person to open the proverbial faucet,” she continued, standing up and pacing her apartment, shaking her arms and legs out as she did. “Stevie says she can’t because if no one else steps up, she can’t fund the whole project. But as soon as we get someone else on board, she’s in for five hundred dollars.”
“How much are you thinking?”
“Five grand?” Delia said, hoping that didn’t sound like too much but also knowing she didn’t have a real feel for the total cost. Not yet; this was still too new an idea. “Permits cost, banners done right cost. I’m not going to ask anyone to put their art on a brown paper bag. Not for what we’re going to do with it. I mean, it’s going to need to be weatherproof.”
“PK Arts Council?”
“Would do it in the art district only but will help us get permits for anyplace we need them. They’ve been helpful, at least, with information about where I need the permits and who to approach and what to say, but their budget’s tied up. Pop-ups like this aren’t on their radar, apparently.” She frowned. If a bunch of artists couldn’t throw a pop-up event, who could?
Leon left the bedroom Delia’s computer was set up in. “What you need,” he said when he came back in, a beer in hand, “is a corporate sponsor who’ll kick everything into gear.”
“How do we find one of those?” Delia waited until he’d taken a drink before she reached for the beer. She didn’t want to say it, but she was feeling less like the influencer she wanted to be and more like an idiot wannabe.
Something nagged at her and she brushed it aside. It was, of course, the memory of Chad’s voice, telling her to give it all up and let him take care of her. Let him keep her. Really, he’d purred as he’d stroked her body, she wasn’t good for much else. Not anymore. No resume, no past job history, no job prospects. It was him or McDonald’s.
Except the reason he’d been interested in her was because her photography was gaining traction. Her star had been on the rise until he’d tied himself like an anchor around it and tried to stick to the bottom of the river, holding her in place until she withered away.
That hadn’t worked. No one held Delia Ford down.
And now she was on the way back up. For proof, all she had to do was point to the fact that someone had stolen all of her artwork.
Surely that had to add up to some sort of political currency.
“What we need to do,” Leon went on, retrieving his beer as if doing so would get her attention, “is find who sponsors most of the shows and stuff that the Port Kenneth Arts Council puts on. That’s where our funding is.” He leaned over and jiggled her mouse; out of habit, she’d locked her computer when she’d turned away from it.
“What’s your password?” Leon sighed.
She motioned to him to give her room, then stepped in and filled in the password herself. “Chad tried more than once to break in,” she said. “No one gets my password.” She paused. “But it’s in that open if I die vault I left you. And yes, it updates automatically, since I change this monthly.”
“Little paranoid?”
Delia glanced over her shoulder at her little brother. “You weren’t here,” she said quietly and stepped back to give him access.
Leon watched her for a minute, during which she fought the urge to wrap her arms around herself and rock. “Guess not,” he said at last and leaned over her to open a new browser tab.
“What are you looking for?” she asked as he called up the Port Kenneth Art Council’s website, scrolling down to the bottom.
“The donors. We need them.”
“Why would they give to me when they give to the council?”
“Corporate donors, then. That’s who we definitely need.” Leon paused, his hands over the keyboard. With a foot, he pulled her chair closer and took a seat. “Have you talked to Tess?”
“Why would I do that?”
“Because she might have ideas. She might even be your first financial support; you’re a woman, and that’s who she helps the most.”
“But I don’t live in Woolslayer.”
“Only because you landed yourself this place. You used to. And you might be back.”
“I’m not coming back.”
“Well, don’t tell her that.”
“I’m not going to lie, either.”
Leon shrugged. “Then fine. Do it the hard way.” He spun her desk chair around so he was facing her. “And the hard way means without me.”
“Leon—”
“Being a jerk about leaving Woolslayer isn’t an attitude I can get behind,” he said. “I still like it there.”
“And the only job you’ve been able to land is delivering packages.”
“That has nothing to do with where I live.”
Delia shook her head. Maybe it did. Maybe it didn’t. She nudged him out of her chair so she could sit in front of her computer and start poking around at websites. Someone had to have a corporate donor who wanted their logo flashed around online.
“Need anything else?” Leon asked.
“Got a date?” Delia asked.
“Mom and Dad need me to do something.” He shrugged and handed his beer back to her. He’d barely touched it and she wondered why he’d opened it if he hadn’t planned to drink it. “Call Tess,” he said as he left.
There was no reason to give in so easily, but after another half hour wasted searching for information that wasn’t online anywhere, Delia gave up. She’d found all the names of the big foundations who donated huge amounts of money to keep the various organizations going, but not the corporate donors.
In some ways, it was no surprise. People forgot about Port Kenneth, wrote it off as a city that should be left to die or just be generally ignored. The city wasn’t a player, didn’t have power nationally, wasn’t respected. There were people who’d laughed about the return of PharmaSci, people who said there was no way other companies would follow suit.
Chad, in particular, had laughed about the idea of PharmaSci moving back to PK. He’d said it would be the end of the company, finally, after almost two hundred years of Mackenzies fucking up everything they touched.
Then again, Chad had also been excited they were coming back, so the Port Kenneth version of the Hatfields and the McCoys could resume and finally come to an end with the rightful winner in place. Chad might have had a bone to pick with the Mackenzies. It had been one of his—many—less endearing traits.
With a sigh, Delia turned off the computer and picked up the phone to call Tess, who didn’t get back to her until early the next morning, but did so with an invitation to meet for lunch. “Middle Eastern okay? Share a bunch of small plates?” Tess asked and gave Delia the directions to a hole-in-the-wall place that Delia, who knew the area where Tess’s office was located fairly well, had never seen before.
Tess was sitting outside in a little courtyard so surrounded by the city’s buildings that there was no sunlight, just fresh air. “It’s better than being inside,” Tess said when Delia didn’t sit immediately, instead turning a slow circle as she took in the shadows and how they played with the space.
She itched to pull her camera out, glad she’d brought one with her.
“So what do you need?” Tess asked after telling Delia that if there was anything specific she wanted to eat, she should ask. Otherwise, food was about to randomly appear.
Delia asked for a few favorites, Tess confirmed they’d be coming, and they began talking about her idea and the problem with funding it.
“Oh, this is easy,” Tess said when she’d finished. “First, you want to get in touch with the microsponsorship department at PharmaSci. They’re still getting up and running, and this would be great visibility for them, and it’s right up their alley.”
Delia drew back. “PharmaSci? The PharmaSci? The biggest corporation in PK? They’d get involved in this sort of street art?”
“Oh, hell yeah,” Tess said, nodding with enthusiasm. “With the move here, the new focus is on supporting the community, at the community level. So none of the sexy big donations at the society event, but money going directly to the people who need it.” She ripped off a chunk of pita bread that was so fresh, it had practically jumped from the oven onto their plates, and scooped it through the hummus.
Delia noticed it was a familiar motion. Again, she itched to pick up her camera and wondered if Tess had any idea how photogenic she was.
“Oh, so good,” Tess said, raising her chin and closing her eyes as she chewed.
“I can’t,” Delia said and, as Tess gave her a strange look, bent and pulled her camera out. “And don’t stop me.”
“Just don’t sell anything I’m in,” Tess said. She winked. “I feel how you’re looking at me.”
“It’s not sexual.”
“I know.” She pulled another piece of pita off, and Delia had the camera to her face in a flash, snapping off a few frames as Tess did the swirl through the hummus again. She stopped to adjust the settings.
“The next thing,” Tess said as Delia checked and triple-checked her settings, “is that I’ll talk to Red, my boss. We sponsor things too, but only if they’re related to architecture. Go figure, right?”
When she didn’t start talking again, Delia figured she was waiting for a response. “Oh, sure.”
“Are you listening or are you lost in your camera? You’re not even eating.”
“It’s awesome out here.”
“Eat and talk first.” Tess put a hand on Delia’s arm until she put the camera down on an open spot on the table.
“What wasn’t I listening to?” Delia asked as she dug in, sorry she’d missed that first blissful expression on Tess’s face.
“My firm sponsors events as well. We’re more selective and it has to relate somehow to architecture or one of us directly—like, we sponsor the 5k run to raise money for the Port Kenneth Historic Registry of Places. What’s art but another form of architecture? Or, what’s good architecture but another form of art?”
Delia needed a minute to process that. “So you’re telling me,” she said slowly, “that you’re, just this easy, practically guaranteeing me two sponsors?”
“Yes.”
“Wow. Umm—”
“Eat.” Tess looked up as someone came into the courtyard. It was a man, and he looked sweaty, his face a little red, like he’d been running. He was dressed in running clothes, too, with bright yellow stripes down the body of his shirt and across the back of his shoulders, and black running shorts. His hair was short and dark, his body smoking. “Grab your camera,” Tess breathed and turned to the man. “Hey, you.”
Delia saw why immediately. This was someone important, and Tess was already standing up to greet him and he was reaching for her waist and leaning forward, but the kiss he gave her wasn’t exactly chaste.
He opened an eye and glared at Delia, who moved the camera away and said, “Tess said I could.”
“I did,” Tess said, disengaging. “Lunchtime run? Bad day?”
“Yeah,” the man said, rubbing the back of his neck. Delia noted he was a leftie. “Taylor kicked me out.”
“I love them,” Tess said, affection in her voice. Delia hoped she managed to get the camera up in time to catch Tess’s expression.
“I won’t keep you,” the man said and started to turn away, but Tess caught his hand. “What?”
She made introductions. Delia shook his sweaty hand and tried to keep a poker face when Tess introduced him: her husband, Emerson Mackenzie, the CEO of PharmaSci—and Chad’s sworn enemy. No wonder Chad had been so threatened by this guy. And no wonder Tess knew so much about PharmaSci’s microsponsorships, especially since it was a new program.
“Yeah,” Emerson said when Tess told him what the meeting was about, “definitely call Gayle and Philippe. Tell them you talked to me.”
“Just that easy,” Delia said. Someone needed to pinch her because this was too good to be true.
“Put the camera down,” he said.
“She’s worse than Georgie,” Tess said. “And very much the sort of photographer Georgie can turn into.”
Delia lowered the camera. “You know Georgie that well?”
Tess nodded. “He does a lot of work for us at the firm.”
“Shot our wedding too,” Emerson agreed as Delia winced, thinking she should have known all that. This was what she got for letting Chad distract her, though.
Tess’s husband touched Tess’s waist and bent to give her another kiss, this one a peck on the lips. “I should keep moving.”
“How did you even know how to find me?”
Emerson grinned. “Anchey told Taylor.”
Tess chuckled and shook her head. “A woman can’t have any secrets.”
Emerson leaned in again for more kisses. “Have all you want. Except where to find you when I’m having a crummy day.” And with that, he left the courtyard.
Tess sat back down, motioning to Delia. “That was fun,” she said with a smile so big, Delia didn’t doubt she was being honest, “and I’m glad his assistant can read him so well. Otherwise, he’d be a bear when he gets home tonight and I’d have to send him out for that run and we’d wind up having dinner at, like, nine, which means my plans for the evening would be shot.”
Delia set her camera back on the table. “I’ll send you any keeper pictures.” It was always better to talk photography, especially over relationships. Delia had no idea about the day-to-day intricacies of living with someone who wasn’t her parents; the condo might have started out as Chad’s, but he’d only come around a few times a week and rarely for more than a few hours or a night here or there.
“Thanks.” The smile Tess flashed her was warm and Delia had to admit that despite herself, she liked this woman. “I’ll get you a list of other businesses you can hit up for sponsorships, as well, especially if you’re willing to take pocket change. Are you thinking of making this a festival, or what?”
“Stealth,” Delia said. “Wake up one morning and PK’s covered in art. I want to challenge my thief to find mine. See if this is really about me or what.”
Tess frowned and ripped more pita. Her mouth stayed twisted, her eyes focused on something Delia couldn’t see. She again reached for her camera as Tess didn’t move.
“What if it is about you?” Tess asked after Delia had put down her camera and resumed eating. “What then?”
Delia shrugged. “I haven’t gotten that far. But clearly this isn’t about hurting me—”
“Except for all the lost revenue on the stuff he stole.”
“Is that hurting me, though, or just getting my attention?”
Tess put her fork down and pierced Delia with her gaze. “Why are you defending this person? They stole from not only you but Stevie and the community as a whole, and then stuck a mannequin in the school’s playground—I mean, think about that. The school. Where kids are.”
“But early enough,” Delia countered, “that kids wouldn’t be there before it was found. What if he was scaring off someone who was really up to no good?”
Tess frowned but didn’t say anything and Delia wondered if she knew something she wasn’t saying. Probably. The Woolslayer Elementary playground had been a spot for drug deals since the dawn of drug deals.
The conversation turned after that, as if Tess wanted nothing more to do with Delia’s thief. Tess, it turned out, was from a suburb not far from Kenilworth University and had gone to college there. “I just fell into being involved in Woolslayer,” she said. “I was looking for a community that needed a hand, and we found the building and the women all in one spot. Serenity and Gerri actually came to me, truth be told.”
“I’m glad I got out,” Delia said, wondering why she felt like she was making a confession. It wasn’t one. It was a simple fact.
But Tess was nodding. “I get that. If I’d grown up there, I’d want to do the same—and for all the reasons that I’m loving it right now. Everyone’s up in each other’s business.”
Delia nodded. That was it, exactly.
“The flip side, though, is that if you’re someone like Mack, you’ve never had someone poking their nose in just to be kind. In his world, they do it to destroy you.”
“You make him sound like some prep school one-percenter.”
Tess looked startled. “Oh, but he is.”
Delia blinked at that, then smiled slowly. “And a one-percenter is living in Woolslayer?”
“Loving it.” Tess cocked her head slightly as she spoke, like there was more to it than she was saying. “He really likes getting to know the people. I… I thought he’d put up with it to humor me and gradually grow to love it, but he’s jumped right in like he was made to be social like this.” She shrugged, dismissing whatever she was thinking. “He’s full of surprises.”
Delia thought that wasn’t half the story, but they were finished eating and it was time to go. She had things to do and Tess said she had a meeting back at her office. “I’m glad you called,” she said. “I’d have hated to miss being part of whatever this is you’re up to and yes, I will talk to my boss and get you that list for who to approach for more money.” She asked Delia to do a formal write-up to make the sponsorship that much easier.
“But won’t word get out? Won’t we lose the element of surprise?”
“Maybe, but the way to handle that is to say that in order to preserve the pop-up nature of the event, you’re going to withhold information until the last minute. In fact, you can even use that mystery to build buzz—so long as you don’t drag it out too long. I’m sure you know people don’t have long attention spans.”
“That’s a squirrel, right?” Delia asked, and Tess laughed and dumped three twenties on the table, then cocked her head toward the door, but Delia asked if she could stay and have some fun taking pictures in the courtyard.
Their server came out then, pocketing the cash and stacking dishes. She gave Delia the go-ahead to get lost in her art, and Delia didn’t see or hear Tess leave.
She managed to get back to her building just in time to walk Mz. Iris to the coffee shop.
“You are not going to believe where I’ve been,” Delia said.
Mz. Iris looked her over, frowning at the dirt visible on Delia’s knees despite her black jeans. “Crawling through weeds?”
“I had lunch with Tess Cartieri,” Delia said and told her all about it.
“You had better get right home and busy with that letter she asked you for,” Mz. Iris said outside the coffee shop. “Don’t get lost in taking pictures.”
“Any more than I already have?” Delia asked with a grin, feeling unusually cheeky. But successes like today were rare. Most days, Delia felt like she was the only one who cared about her art, even though she had all those social media likes and increasingly frequent orders.
In fact, after she was done with the letter, she needed to check her social media and then the updated list of the day’s orders, if there were any. There usually was at least one, but some days—fewer each week—she wasn’t so lucky.
“Everything in its order,” she said as she got back to her building and opened the door and went inside.
But then she stopped cold.
One of her stolen pictures, a matted print that was the five-by-seven size favored by arts festival patrons, was propped on top of the mailboxes.
Hi, Delia. Can you make this one bigger for me? the note stuck to a corner read.
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Mz. Iris was just getting back from the coffee shop as the police were wrapping up. Delia sat on one of the couches in the lobby, rubbing her arms and wishing she had a better idea of who to call to keep her company. Leon had still been out driving his route, there was no way she was going to bother her parents and worry them, and none of her few remaining other friends felt like the  right person to call. Most of them weren’t even friends, just people she knew. They definitely weren’t who she could trust to have her back.
“Delia?” Mz. Iris asked, eyeing the police and coming straight over. “What has happened now?”
Delia pulled out her phone and showed Mz. Iris the pictures she’d taken after she’d called 911 and was waiting for the police to arrive. She’d taken more than a few with her actual camera, too, but had wanted the quick snaps with her phone so they were handy.
Mz. Iris leaned around the corner but was shooed away by the police. The picture, Delia noticed, had been taken down and wrapped up. She’d asked for it back but had been told it was evidence and needed to be held.
“You should think about finding another place to stay,” the police told her. She missed Officer Snider. “Whoever this is might want more than special order photography.”
“Is that a euphemism?” Delia asked, cocking her head at him





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
Populated

=~

A Tales from the Sheep Farm Novel






OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    
      Contents


    

    
      
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        1.
        
        Author’s Note
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        2.
        
        ONE  
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        3.
        
        TWO
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        4.
        
        THREE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        5.
        
        FOUR
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        6.
        
        FIVE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        7.
        
        SIX
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        8.
        
        SEVEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        9.
        
        EIGHT
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        10.
        
        NINE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        11.
        
        TEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        12.
        
        ELEVEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        13.
        
        TWELVE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        14.
        
        THIRTEEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        15.
        
        FOURTEEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        16.
        
        FIFTEEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        17.
        
        SIXTEEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        18.
        
        SEVENTEEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        19.
        
        EIGHTEEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        20.
        
        NINETEEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        21.
        
        TWENTY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        22.
        
        TWENTY ONE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        23.
        
        TWENTY-TWO
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        24.
        
        TWENTY-THREE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        25.
        
        TWENTY-FOUR
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        26.
        
        TWENTY-FIVE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        27.
        
        TWENTY-SIX
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        28.
        
        TWENTY-SEVEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        29.
        
        TWENTY-EIGHT
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        30.
        
        TWENTY-NINE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        31.
        
        THIRTY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        32.
        
        THIRTY-ONE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        33.
        
        THIRTY-TWO
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        34.
        
        THIRTY-THREE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        35.
        
        THIRTY-FOUR
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        36.
        
        THIRTY-FIVE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        37.
        
        THIRTY-SIX
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        38.
        
        THIRTY-SEVEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        39.
        
        THIRTY-EIGHT
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        40.
        
        THIRTY-NINE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        41.
        
        FORTY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        42.
        
        FORTY-ONE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        43.
        
        FORTY-TWO
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        44.
        
        FORTY-THREE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        45.
        
        FORTY-FOUR
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        46.
        
        FORTY-FIVE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        47.
        
        FORTY-SIX
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        48.
        
        FORTY-SEVEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        49.
        
        FORTY-EIGHT
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        50.
        
        FORTY-NINE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        51.
        
        FIFTY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        52.
        
        FIFTY-ONE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        53.
        
        FIFTY-TWO
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Note from Susan
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Also By
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        54.
        
        Sample Chapter of Safe House
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
      


    
  





