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"YOU KNOW the doctor only told you to read the sports page because it's so boring, right?” Said as I delivered my husband’s toaster waffles. “Box scores and statistics. Who got arrested for mouthing off at a night club. Boorrr-ing."

Rip’s blood pressure had been up at his recent physical, so our doctor wrote an actual prescription ordering him to read the sports page. Razzing my husband about it was my way of reminding him to slow down and relax.

His eyes tightened as he extended his hand.

I slapped the Philadelphia Inquirer onto it with a crooked smile. 

To you, Robert Ripley Barnes may be just another forty-two-year old guy in a blue buttoned-down shirt and a patterned tie, but when his cheeks shine with that spicy after-shave and his damp, dark hair looks a little too perfect, I can scarcely resist mussing him up and giving him a really good reason to stay home. 

Rarely works. Okay, NEVER works. Apparently, it would be bad form for the Head of School to chastise a teacher for tardiness if he’s guilty of it himself. Not for nothing do they say, “It’s lonely at the top.”

"Just curious,” he said as he snapped open the paper. “Did you collect this from the driveway in that outfit?" 

Clutching my pink bathrobe closed at the throat, I answered, “Maybe,” scarcely above a whisper. Rip’s job hadn’t moved us to Philadelphia's famously upscale “Main Line” all that long ago, and I guess I was still adapting. Perhaps an overcoat to run out for the paper?

Then again, who was around to care? Certainly not Letty MacNair, the zany recluse next door to our left. Her whole wardrobe improved tenfold when she discovered sweat suits at KMart. And nobody else could even see our driveway through the unkempt bushes and trees that edged our yard. 

Still...

"Maybe you should start picking up your own paper," I suggested, but Rip wasn’t listening.

"Doc said you wouldn't get it," he groused, abandoning the last of his coffee.

"The paper?" 

"The sports page thing. I shouldn't have told you." 

"Nonsense," I said, happy to resume the game. "Just because I think it's soap opera fodder doesn't mean..."

"Gin," he interrupted.

"...that you can't read it to your..."

"Gin!" Rip grasped my arm. Then he turned the first page around for me to read. 

"TOMCATS' QUARTERBACK FOUND MURDERED," screamed the three-inch headline. 

My heart pounded and my mouth went dry. “Doug’s dead?” My cousin Michelle’s husband. They were expecting their first child in March.

"No, no," Rip said, patting my hand. "I thought that, too. Keep reading." 

"Tim Duffy Shot in Stadium Training Room," the subheading clarified.

I couldn't help it; I sighed with relief. Without question, losing Doug would devastate the fragile mother-to-be. 

I scanned what little the police had released. "After the Tomcats' 28–20 victory over the Houston Hombres, backup quarterback Tim Duffy lingered in the training room to use the whirlpool...body discovered by a security guard closing up...police theorize that a crazed fan hid in the stadium...no suspects as yet...shocked the sports world...great loss..."

A color photo showed Tim Duffy kneeling with a blue on blue helmet under his arm as he stared off into two-dimensional space. A worldly shrewdness emanated from his shadowed eyes, plus a ruthlessness most ambitious people were wise enough to hide. Otherwise he was just another extremely fit, brown-haired athlete who would never see his thirtieth birthday. 

"Too close," I remarked, folding over the paper as our thirteen-year-old approached.  

"What's up?" Chelsea asked as she glanced between her father and me. Today’s yellow pullover highlighted the nutmeg-colored hair she had inherited from me.

"Teammate of Uncle Doug got shot," Rip answered honestly. Our kids’ friends were well aware of the Barnes family’s connection to the newest expansion team. 

Chelsea's onyx eyes widened and her lips formed a perfect, choir-boy O.

"Wow," our son, Garry, piped up, dropping his backpack at his sister’s heels. Genetics had given him his dad's hazel/green eyes and dark, straight hair. Still only eleven, he was an awkward, ingenuous kid who occasionally came up with astonishingly mature remarks. At the moment I couldn’t tell if he was amazed or thrilled by the awful things grown-ups did to each other.

"Where'd it happen?" he asked.

"Training room in Nimitz stadium. Duffy stayed late to use the whirlpool."

"Wow," Garry repeated. "I wonder if Uncle Ronnie was there." 

We had been with Michelle's brother, Ronnie Covington, scarcely two weeks ago on Thanksgiving. What had begun the afternoon as a title-of-convenience for Garry had evolved into a gold-plated badge of honor. “My Uncle Ronnie is a cinematographer for NFL Films!”

Chelsea's thoughts had gone another direction. "Premeditated?" she wondered aloud as she settled onto her chair.

"Not necessarily." Rip cast me a glance that said, “See what your snooping started?” 

I sympathized with him. I did. The painfully human problems that crossed a Head of School’s desk on a daily basis were enough to make any father protective. But kids needed to develop a sense of justice, too, and a willingness to do the right thing.

"Lots of people carry guns," Garry observed as if it were the most natural thing in the world. "I bet with the big bucks those players earn, they really need 'em, too."

I wanted to dispute my son's logic; but unfortunately, he was probably right. Instead I went to collect waffles for him and put in some for his sister. 

Gretsky, our young Irish setter, wandered in, glanced around with proprietary interest, then trotted over to his breakfast. His chewing sounded like footsteps on crushed rock.

To change the subject Rip asked if we wanted to hear the entries for Bryn Derwyn’s mascot. In the small private school’s brief decade and a half of existence, nobody had agreed on a name for the sports teams, so each coach made up his or her own. The completion of a new gym was the perfect time to correct the problem. Rip, of course, had the deciding vote.

"Do tell," I encouraged him.

Fork in mid-air, he consulted the ceiling as if seeking heavenly intervention. "Dorks, Druids, Banshees, Baby Elephants..." punctuated with the fork.

"You're kidding!”

He swore he was not.

"What else?"

"Dragons, Deer, Dickenses, that by the chair of the English department, of course. The Doldrums, by the faculty at large." It was that time of year, early December. Winter vacation never came soon enough at a school.

"Whatever will you choose?" 

Rip shrugged.

"Make one up yourself, Dad," Chelsea suggested.

"Wouldn't be kosher," he muttered as if he were tempted to do exactly that.

Minutes later our kids hurried out to their bus, leaving Gretsky to spin out his frustration in the front hall.

Rip and I cleared dishes in a mutual mood of gloom while the dog tip-toed back and forth between us. Then Rip, too, went to collect his overcoat.

At the front door he grasped my shoulders, looked me in the eye, and said, "You know the murder can't possibly have anything to do with Doug or Michelle." He wiggled my shoulders a little until I lifted my chin. “You know that.” 

“Yes,” I agreed grudgingly, and he pulled me in close.

The phone rang, and Rip released me to reach around the corner to answer it.

"Hold on," I stalled my husband as he twisted the doorknob. At this hour it was probably a teacher calling in sick, delayed by car trouble, something like that. Yet after the greeting, I covered the mouthpiece and whispered, "It's Ronnie."

Unfortunately, I had already operated as a “concerned citizen” too many times to suit Rip, so a call from that particular cousin right after an NFL player's sensational murder alarmed my mate. I could tell by the flint in his scowl.

"It's about Michelle,” I quickly added. Probably something worrisome about the baby judging by Ronnie’s voice.

Rip mouthed a silent “Call me at work,” then shut the door hard behind him.

As I settled my backside on the kitchen counter and the receiver against my ear, I thought of the Morton's salt slogan, "When it rains, it pours."

Maybe it could be our family motto.
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"IS THE BABY still okay?" I asked Ronnie anxiously. His sister, Michelle, had suffered at least one miscarriage I knew of and recurrences were always an unspoken fear.

"So far," he answered. "I think. But it's serious, Gin. She and Doug are both pretty freaked out." 

Growing up, Ron always called me "Cuz," in spite of–or perhaps because of–my protests. His using my real name now underscored our new, totally adult relationship and emphasized the gravity of his phone call. With that one-word change, Ronnie's fears for his sister and her baby raced along the wire and burned straight through to my bones.

A needed breath softened my voice. "Exactly what happened?"

"All I know is they're keeping her in the hospital a few days. When she gets out, she'll have to take it really easy." 

A bachelor in his mid-thirties, Ronnie was unfamiliar with the grittier details of childbearing and seemed eager to keep it that way. Who could blame him? I've been through it all twice, and I run away screaming from any conversation that starts with, "My labor lasted..."

"So, what do you want me to do?"

Ronnie chuckled. "Didn't your dad call you Tink, or Tinker, or something because you were always trying to fix things?"

The memory physically hurt. "Briefly," I admitted. "Until some other kids picked up on it." And altered it to mock me–Tinkle Bell, Stinker...

"Good old Tink,” Ron said, remembering. “I knew I called the right cousin." 

That was it, the one unguarded line that brought all my childhood affection for my cousin rushing back. Suddenly I longed for the chance to mend what time and distance had done to our relationship. And, as it turned out, I was about to get my wish.

"Come on,” I urged. “Out with it."

Ron got to his point by way of the mulberry bush. "Since it's Doug and Michelle’s first year in Norfolk, they don’t know anybody well enough to ask them for help. And, of course, Doug's mother is all the way out in California. Plus, she works, and anyway she hasn't really come to grips with Coren's suicide." Doug’s sister. Yet another tragedy, but farther removed, having occurred on a thinner branch of the family tree. I didn't really know the details, and I certainly couldn't ask.

"It's much too early," I sympathized. Two months to adjust to a daughter's death? I doubted that two lifetimes would be enough.

"And Harriet and Cynthia are..."

"...are Harriet and Cynthia," I finished for him. My mother and her sister were endearing eccentrics who "meant well," as they say, and sometimes even did well. But no one would mistake them for practical women. Either one could be counted on to cause Michelle more work and anxiety, not less. Then, too, my mother didn't drive and Aunt Harriet shouldn't.

As far as useful relatives on the Siddons side of the family went, that left me and Gloria, Aunt Harriet and Uncle Stan's overachieving daughter. Gloria holds the World's Busiest Woman title hands down–just ask her.

I began to wonder exactly what I was talking myself into. "What do you want me to do, Ronnie? Go down there? Clean the house? Cook a little? What?" During the season did professional football players go home for dinner like regular people? And if so, what did they eat? Roast ox? A pig in a blanket?

"Sure, Gin. That would really be nice. I think having somebody sensible around would really calm things down, and believe me, after this scare over the baby both of them need all the calming down they can get."

"I'll have to make a few arrangements for myself, but I can probably work something out."

"Great. Thanks, Cuz."

I laughed a little uncomfortably over the confession I was about to make. 

"You know," I began. "The way you quizzed me on Thanksgiving I thought for a second you wanted me to go down there and see what I could find out about the murder." 

I laughed again at the folly of such a thought. Armies of police and lab technicians were already on the case. The media was no doubt poised to saturate the news with non-reports of the authorities' non-progress for weeks to come. The most scrutinized murder investigation of the year? Ha! Experts would be dining out on the lurid event for years. The more I thought about my ridiculous knee-jerk notion, the giddier I got.

My cousin laughed a little, too, but not quite enough.

"Sorry," I finally apologized into the silence. "Tension. Once the cork's out."

Ronnie said, "Don't worry about it," then added, "To tell the truth..."

Not sufficiently sobered, I interrupted. "Oh, do tell the truth, Ronnie.” Said like a little girl, or perhaps an embarrassed adult who suddenly felt defensive. 

"To tell the truth," Ronnie resumed. "You're not that far off."

Thunk. The sound of the other shoe falling. I waited for my lungs to re-inflate, then I rattled off, "Waitaminute, waitaminute, waitaminute," in my cousin's ear. "Back up. Are you saying what I think you're saying?"

"What do you think I'm saying?"

"That Doug and Michelle are more than marginally affected by the, the...shooting?"

"Go on..."

"I can't. That's as far as you've taken me, Ronnie. Dammit. You go on."

"I told you Michelle was in the hospital because of stress, didn't I?"

Had he? "No. I don't believe you mentioned that. No. I'm sure you did not."

"Well, she is."

"Stress over the murder?"

"Yes. No, not exactly. Well, maybe."

"Ronnie!" 

"Okay," he said. "Okay. I guess I better explain." He paused to gather his breath. "They're both distressed about the murder, okay?"

"Did Doug have anything to do with it?"

Silence.

"Ronnie. I suggest you tell me absolutely everything you know. I will not, get that, WILL NOT, go down to Norfolk to become an accessory after the fact."

"Whatever that is."

"Right."

"Doug didn't have anything to do with it."

"But..."

"But they're both afraid... Oh, hell, Gin. Tim Duffy and Doug have a history, okay. I'd rather let Michelle tell you about it. I can only give you the bottom line."

"By all means go straight to the bottom line." My arms had crossed my chest like the steel bar on a warehouse door, something Ronnie could surely sense.

He sighed. "Michelle really is having trouble keeping the baby," he reaffirmed, "and she really doesn't need to be worrying about whether her husband might be suspected of murder. Obviously, Doug is in the middle of his very crucial first season with the Tomcats, and he really can't afford to be worrying about his wife. So I figured you've been through more stuff like this than the rest of us, and maybe you could like, reassure them, or something."

"That's it?"

"That's it."

"Does Doug have an alibi?"

"He was with Michelle."

My throat clenched.

"Gin?"

"Yes, Ronnie?"

"Will you go?"

"Yes, Ronnie. I'll go." 
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HEAPING household details on top of the myriad of responsibilities Rip already carried would have been unrealistic, not to mention unkind. I phoned my mother.

"Gin, how nice to hear from you," she began as if my call had no other purpose. "I'm just waiting for Gracie."

"Who's Gracie, Mom?" Keeping track of Cynthia's friends was as pointless as it was impossible. 

"You remember Gracie. My high school chum who lives in Montclair. Her Ralph died a few years ago, so we've been back in touch. She's coming down for a visit."

My hopes sank. "I guess that answers that," I muttered mostly to myself.

"Answers what, dear?"

"I'm going to Norfolk to help Michelle out for a little while. I was going to ask you to stay here while I'm gone."

"Oh," she exclaimed, "Oh!" as if my one sentence told her everything. "You're going down there to investigate why that terrible man was shot, aren't you?" It was not a question. Mother had made up her mind.

"No, Mom. Nothing like that. And I don't think Tim Duffy was necessarily a bad man." 

Too late, I remembered that one grain of sand constituted a beach to Cynthia Struve. If she knew I knew the murdered man's name and something, however insignificant, about him, I must be on the case. 

I tried reasoning with her anyway; I always try. "Actually, Mom, Michelle is in the hospital, some sort of scare over the baby–I'm sure Harriet must have told you–so Ronnie asked me to go down there to," here I had to watch my words, "to cook for Doug and take care of Michelle when she comes home."

Mother's laugh was much less inhibited than the snickers Ronnie got from me only minutes before. She bent at the waist and let it go.

I waited long enough for her to find a tissue to wipe her eyes. "Everyone knows you don't cook, dear," she imparted between two last snorts. "You're marvelously intelligent and surprisingly good with a wrench, but," she paused to giggle, "you can't possibly convince me Ronnie asked you to cook." 

I scowled, but it wouldn't hold. "Make food, then," I amended. "Doug's in the middle of the football season, and I suppose he..." I couldn't help it. I laughed myself, "...eats a lot, and..."

"Oh, give it up, Gin," Mother advised.

"Okay, sure," I agreed. "I'm going down there to solve the murder of the year. You want to babysit my family while I'm busy making headlines?"

"Can Gracie stay over, too?"

"Sure. Bring Gracie," whoever she was. "Bring all your friends."

"Now you're just being silly."

Mother and I ironed out the particulars of pickup and delivery, then I rung off and went to work on the details of my own trip. Half an hour later I was booked on the U.S. Airways Monday flight to Norfolk, Virginia, departing 3:40 p.m., arriving 4:37 p.m. A shuttle service would take me directly to the hospital. Apparently, Michelle had driven herself in; so after my visit with her, I could use her car for the duration.

Rip listened to my plans with approval until I got to the Cynthia and Grace whatsername part.

"We could have managed," he almost whined. "The kids are okay on their own."

"For a week?" my guesstimate and probably the longest I dared to be away. "You're involved with that accreditation stuff, holed up in your office even when you're home..." 

Periodically PAIS, the Pennsylvania Association of Independent Schools, put the schools they accredit through an exhaustive self-evaluation and brief committee visit. The process was as annoying to the faculty as it was essential and ultimately worthwhile. But probably more than anything it was time consuming.

"Haven't been much fun lately, have I?"

"No complaints here. I just thought you didn't need to add laundry and dog dinners and TV monitoring to your chores."

"You're a wise woman, Gin Barnes."

"Sexy, too," I pointed out.

"So I've heard."

To prove how swamped he was, he delegated my ride to the airport. His assistant, Joanne Henry, who I once affectionately dubbed, "Hank," would drop me off then take the rest of the afternoon off. Joanne was also chronically overworked.

And, as it turned out, grouchy about it today. She threaded her Jetta in and out of the Route 476 traffic while delivering a monologue of complaints.

"Beepers and virtual pets going off in class, teachers never looking at their mailboxes, boys peeking in the girls' locker room, girls peeking in the boys'. And you know that's just the easy stuff." She wagged her head. "It's the evaluation process that's killing us–committee meetings every day. Why does it have to take all year to prepare for a three-day visit?" She clucked over the unfairness of it all.

"But it's only once every ten years, right?" 

Joanne grunted as she finished passing a Volvo.

I scanned the scenery: embankments of winter-gray grass, clumps of leafless bushes on the median strip, and four to six lanes of cars, depending. "Didn't everybody start calling this the Blue Route because on the original proposal it was drawn in blue?"

Joanne ignored me and floored it up to seventy. Rip's most devoted soldier was footsore, which meant the rest of the army probably needed R and R at least as much or more. The last two weeks before Christmas vacation would be morale hell at Bryn Derwyn Academy. If I made it to the airport intact, I would be sure to warn Rip.

Considering Joanne's mood, I decided to answer my own question. "I think that's right. If they had chosen one of the other possibilities we would be riding on the Red Route or the Yellow Route right now."

"Fascinating," Joanne remarked just to be polite. Her beige hair hadn't budged since we set out. Nor had the scowl lines behind her designer-framed glasses. The troops were definitely not in a holiday frame of mind.

From the relative safety of the Departures’ curb I thanked my husband’s assistant profusely, for she had performed two valuable services. One: She delivered me to the airport unscathed, and Two: She almost made me glad I was going.

THE PLANE rushed off the runway and sliced through a slab of stratus clouds into glaring winter sunlight. There was nothing to see, and I had no concentration for a book. I accepted a Sprite and an envelope of peanuts and stared out the window thinking about dominoes. 

Hanging up a sweater you bump heads with a cute fraternity guy, and the next thing you know he's your husband. Or you chat up a single mom at your son's baseball game and suddenly find yourself in another car pool. Or your aunt Harriet revives the traditional family Thanksgiving dinner, and ten days later your cousin recruits you to help out in a family crisis. Rows of dominoes tumbling down, one event touching off another.

Watching that bed of clouds move under me I imagined myself to be caught up in just such an accidental progression of events, one possibly begun even before the demise of my mother's oldest sibling.

For Thanksgiving had been Aunt June's holiday–the boiled onions, the oyster stuffing, the corny toasts with the sickening sweet sherry, and the kids prodded to come up with something they were thankful for each year. After June's death six years ago, none of us could face Thanksgiving–not together–so each family faction had begged ourselves off in other directions until Harriet wisely tugged on our consciences and gathered us in again.

Nobody even considered turning her down this year, and all of us had been glad we went. Even later, after I found out fate's game was really tag, not dominoes, and I was "It," I still remembered the day with fondness, exactly as I reviewed it in my mind gazing out the window of the plane.

Thanksgiving had been overcast this year, in contrast to our spirits. My mother even got the kids to sing as we headed over the Delaware River and through the woods toward Aunt Harriet and Uncle Stan Applestone's modest, Moorestown, New Jersey, home. 

We arrived about one, but in order to help Harriet in the kitchen, Gloria and her husband Bill had already vanned themselves and their two preschoolers to the Robert's Park colonial. Perhaps because of Doug's need to rejoin his team back in Norfolk the following morning, Michelle and her quarterback husband had also arrived early.

We Barneses scarcely had time to breathe in the fragrance of roasting turkey before Chelsea got conscripted into babysitting the two preschoolers. The last glimpse I got of her until dinner was her phony eye-roll of resignation. Garry recognized what was coming, peppered the air with, "Hi. Hi. Hi," and scooted under Harriet's arm toward the sound of a TV. 

Hugs, kisses. Sniff. Detecting even a whiff of roasting turkey required a hearty intake of air and some imagination. I raised an eyebrow in Gloria's direction.

She moved me out of earshot to explain. "Harriet forgot to turn the oven on. Dinner will be a little late."

"How late?"

"Two, three hours, tops. Know any parlor games?"

Since the only ones I knew had been learned through great embarrassment and were not suitable for children, I told her no.

Gloria tossed her head, which I noticed included a particularly pointy nose. "Well, you'll have to handle the living room. I've got more than my hands full in the kitchen." 

Arm with her sister, my mother was already gravitating in that direction and Gloria rushed to intervene. Evidently, she knew enough about her mother-in-law to know that Harriet's sister wouldn't be much better.

To my right lay a dungeon of mahogany and brocade that smelled of musty lemon oil when it wasn't busy not smelling of turkey. I checked for a window to open but noticed that all the heavy drapes had been drawn, the better to view the football game on TV. Rip had already hopped over a coffee table to claim a spot on the sofa next to Doug and Michelle. Doug rose to shake my hand hello.

"Don't get up," I hastily told my pregnant cousin, whose expression had begged me to say just that.

"Thanks," she sighed.

"Feeling okay?" I asked.

"Oh, sure," she lied.

Her brother Ronnie popped up from a chair to grin and greet me. His side of our family tended toward wavy medium brown hair and darkly edged light hazel eyes framed with lush curly lashes. "Cuz, you look great," he insisted with some amusement. "New haircut?"

I elbowed him in the ribs, reaching up to do it. "You know it isn't, Turkey." I had been wearing an acorn-lid style since before my senior year.

"Chicken," he retorted.

I threw him a smile and turned toward the edge of the dining room, where Garry had been skewered by Uncle Stan, Harriet's throwback of a husband. For company he had donned a Mr. Rogers cardigan of blah blue. Even six feet away his after-shave lotion competed with the sour lemon oil that had been lavished on the furniture.

"Lookit this," Stan addressed my son with a wink. He seemed to believe Garry was the perfect age to appreciate his dining-table humor, and he couldn't wait another second to start in. 

Garry tilted away from my uncle's shoulder while Stan pressed him to admire the reflection of his knuckles on the back of a stuffing spoon. While Garry squinted to see, Stan rubbed his index finger up and down.

"Dolly Parton taking a bath. Get it?"

"That's totally wild," my son responded with a snort. "Know any others?"

Meanwhile, children’s running rattled the floorboards overhead. Chelsea’s charges, probably playing tag. Since they weren't running past the TV, nobody appeared to care.

Across the room Rip seemed to be chatting up Doug. I hoped he wasn’t asking the pro quarterback to speak at the dedication of Bryn Derwyn's new gym, but he probably was. 

Yup. "Doing anything January sixteenth?" I heard him inquire. Role models were hard to come by, especially in my family.

Doug chuckled. "I won't be getting ready for the Super Bowl, if that's what you mean."

I pushed through the swinging door into the kitchen, and the world tilted.

"Hello, darling," Mother cooed. "Want to stir the gravy?" She thrust a foil envelope in my direction.

"Ack. No, no, no," Aunt Harriet yipped. "We've got enough cooks." Her hair, a bluer gray than my mother's, had been yanked into spikes of frustration. 

I had an impression of pots and pans everywhere, filling the counters left and right, plus the table in between, cluttering even the floor in spots. A gray cat mewed and walked around one.

Gloria stood alone, a slender stalk trembling in the eye of the hurricane. "Harriet's right," she said with lawyerly composure, "we can manage here. Why don't you take some pretzels out to the guys." She handed me a bag of Bavarian jaw-breakers and a basket.

"Beer?" I asked hopefully. It threatened to be a long afternoon.

"I don't...Of course," she said, realizing her error. She extracted a six-pack of long-necked bottles from the antique refrigerator and pushed it toward me. Then she resumed chopping celery on a piece of wax paper. 

Eventually halftime arrived. Six years apart and most of the family was sitting mute as mushrooms in front of the TV. Stirring us up seemed to be in order.

"Ronnie," I said, gesturing with my beer bottle. Unlike Gloria, I did drink the stuff. "Isn't NFL Films pretty near here?" I asked with more than a little hope. 

"Sure. Ten minutes, give or take."

"Could you stand to give some of us a tour? Garry's taking a photography course..." 

During the football season I knew Fridays and Thanksgiving to be Ronnie's only guaranteed days off. Asking him to go to the office today was quite an imposition, yet it seemed preferable to sitting there growing spores.

Ronnie called over his shoulder to Garry. "Hey, kid. You wanna see my office?"

"Yeah!" Garry’s voice almost squeaked with excitement. 

"Anybody else?"

Doug accepted, and I very much wanted to go. However, Stan and Rip preferred to stay to watch the second half of the game, and Michelle had fallen asleep against some pillows. Doug removed her glasses and folded them on the end table before we left.

A VOICE COINCIDING with our airplane's touchdown rattled me out of my reverie. "Please remain seated until the plane has come to a complete stop in front of the terminal." 

I peeked out the window at tarmac and low clouds. I had arrived in Norfolk.
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“Most enjoyable.”
—Avid Reader
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