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Chapter 1
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Some secrets are so delicious you just have to keep them to yourself. Like chocolate on a hot summer day, they melt in your mouth. You want to hold them for as long as possible, never giving way to the need to swallow. Their sweetness bursts with flavor. To swallow would be to lose them forever and so you hold on for as long as possible, relishing every morsel. 

Other secrets are too good to keep to yourself. They beg to be shared, taunting you, “tell me, tell me!”

And others are meant to be kept silent. They crawl into the recesses of the mind where, if you are lucky, you forget they even exist. There are secrets that in telling cause unnecessary harm. Better to keep silent.

And then there are those that need to be told to clear the air. You have to fight to hold them in. You want to spit them out lest they contaminate the good. You hope that in the sharing they will be robbed of their power.

A family is as healthy as its secrets. I guess the same can be said about a community.

I’m an expert on secrets so I ought to know. I am the holder of the key to multiple secrets, the gatekeeper of secrets. I’m a secretary!
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“Is the Sunday bulletin ready, Marcie?” Pastor Joe stood at her desk, Marcie quickly shut the file she was working on.

“Sure, Pastor, ready to go,” she said.

“Good. Would you send it to me so I can proof it before we run copies?”

“Sure, only ...”

“Only what?” 

“I’ve got that thing.”

“What thing?”

“You know, that thing. I told you about it last week. Don’t you remember?”

“Could you help me out?”

“What good is telling you anything if you are just going to forget? I’ll be back by noon. You’ll have your bulletin then.” Marcie closed her computer and prepared to leave.

“All right. Just make sure I have it on my desk when I return from lunch.”

“I’ll work through my lunch hour to do it,” Marcie reassured him as she picked up her laptop and left. That would buy her some time, she thought. She loved how easy it was to get over on her boss. The fact that he was a minister made it all that much simpler. She would go to the local coffee shop, order a latte and finish her work in the cozy atmosphere. So much more fun than the boring church office. 
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Joe wondered about his new church secretary. Something just wasn’t right, but he couldn’t put his finger on it. Is it possible he was being played?

Ever since Edna, the previous secretary had retired, he had been struggling to find her replacement. No one wanted to work for the wages the church could afford. And at thirty hours a week, the church didn’t include benefits.

The minute he thought he had a replacement, they would leave for a full-time position with benefits, something he just couldn’t provide.

“Sorry, Pastor, I need the hours and benefits,” they would explain as they cleared their desk.

“I understand,” he said, and he did. The position required someone who considered it a calling, someone who didn’t need to support themselves or their family. Someone who didn’t need the money. It required a special someone. Someone who knew how to keep him organized, who was discreet, who could be trusted with confidential information. Edna had been that special someone. He wouldn’t find anyone like her. At this point he would appreciate anyone with computer skills who actually showed up. He had even tried his daughter, Michelle, in the position, but between school and all of her senior activities, she just couldn’t put in the hours he needed. 

Marcie was a church member’s daughter. He had agreed to give her a shot at the position as a favor to her father. She had dropped out of college and ended up back on her dad’s doorstep.

“Give her a chance, Pastor. She just needs to get some direction.” Joe had agreed despite his concerns. He didn’t want to be the place where wayward young adults got their footing before taking off. He wanted someone he could rely on for the long haul. He didn’t want to have to keep training new secretaries. It took time he didn’t have, time away from his ministry. He had reluctantly agreed.

“So, how’s the latest secretary shaping up?” Kathleen had asked him over for dinner that night. He and Kathleen had been dating off and on for the past year. They had both wanted to keep the relationship quiet, as secret as possible for someone living in the fishbowl of a pastorate. Rather than going out in public, they took turns having each other over for dinner, where they could talk in the relative quiet of their homes, that is, if you didn’t count family members coming and going.

“I don’t know. There’s something not quite right.”

“I saw her at the coffee shop this morning, chatting with her friends.”

“So that’s the thing.”

“What thing?”

“Never mind. So, she was playing hooky from work.”

“She did have her laptop with her. She was working on something.”

“Not church work, I’m sure.” She had done a good job on the bulletin though, when he finally got it that afternoon. When she did work she could get a lot done at once. She was efficient.

“Maybe she just needs some direction.” Kathleen twirled the spaghetti on her fork.

“That’s what her dad says, but this isn’t career counseling. I need someone I can count on.”

“But it is a church.” Joe was aware that Kathleen knew something about needing direction. She had been one such young person. Her misdirection had landed her in prison. “You know, if Joy hadn’t taken interest in me, I wouldn’t be here.” Joy, her sister-in-law, had seen the potential in Kathleen when she had returned home after her jail stint. She had believed in her, given her a chance, given her purpose, direction. Joy had died from breast cancer several years ago. Now Kathleen was in charge of the Arts Center named after Joy, giving her ample opportunity to work with other directionless young people. 

“Yes, well, I have enough young people needing direction in the youth group. I don’t need another one in my office. If she needs direction, let her get involved with the young adults at church, not play at secretary.”

“You know it doesn’t always work that way,” Kathleen reminded him. 

Joe knew. He couldn’t argue the point. 

“As you always say, God works in strange ways. Who knows why God placed this young woman under your care,” Kathleen continued. 

Joe had said similar things to Kathleen over the past years. “Touché. Now I see how patronizing those words sound. You’ve made your point.”

“That wasn’t my point, however ...” Kathleen smiled as she sipped her after dinner coffee.  
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“Hey, Marcie,” the two young women tapped her on her headphones and sat down. “What’re you doing?”

“Hey,” Marcie took off her headphones and paused the program on her computer. “I’m listening to a webinar on the ‘laptop life’ – making money through the internet.”

“Let me tell you how it ends,” Gwen started. “Sign up for my on-line course and I’ll teach you in ten easy lessons how you can do your own on-line course and make money off of losers like you.”

“That pretty much sums it up.” Marcie took a sip from her coffee, savoring the aroma. “But you can get some useful information from these free seminars before the sales pitch breaks in. I usually exit at that point.”

“So, is that your latest get rich quick scheme?” Maya teased.

“Pretty much,” Marcie teased back.

“No, tell us. What is it you are up to, all the time typing away at your computer?” Maya asked. “We know you. You’re always up to something.”

“Okay, if you promise not to tell anyone.” Maya and Gwen put their fingers to their mouths to indicate their silence. “I’m writing a book.”

“What about?” Gwen asked.

“That’s it. It’s a secret,” Marcie said.

“What secret?” Gwen asked.

“I’m not sure just yet. I’m digging around. This town is full of secrets.” Marcie’s eyes glimmered as she spoke about secrets.

“Yeah, right.” Maya dismissed Marcie’s statement.

“No, it is. You have to open your eyes, look around and keep your ears open. St. Luke’s is the perfect place to hear secrets.”

“Speaking of St. Luke’s, aren’t you supposed to be working?” Gwen asked.

“Oh, Pastor Joe is so easy to get over on. He’d believe me if I told him the pope was on line one,” Marcie explained.

“Lying to a pastor?” Gwen continued.

“Just stretching the truth a little. What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him.”

“I don’t know about that,” Maya said. “Isn’t there a special place in hell for liars, especially those who lie to ministers?”

“I think that applies to ministers who lie and lead their sheep astray. They are held to a ‘higher’ standard. That’s why this book will be so great.”

“You mean you’re writing about Pastor Joe?” Gwen asked.

“You know there’s more there than meets the eye. First there’s that woman he’s dating. What’s up with that?” Marcie leaned in and lowered her voice. “From what I heard she not only doesn’t attend St. Luke’s, she doesn’t attend any church. And rumor has it that she smoked pot in the church’s woman’s lounge.”

“Maybe the novel should be about her,” Gwen suggested.

“Oh, no, Pastor Joe’s the greater mystery. I just have to figure it out. And this whole town. It’s full of secrets and I’m in the best place to learn them as a church secretary.” Marcie had long thought that there were mysteries all around if you are open to it. She remembered being in grade school and riding her bike past the old Victorian house on the corner of First and Michigan and imagining that it was haunted. 

“Oh, the secrets those walls could tell,” she had said to herself. There had to be hidden passageways somewhere in the recesses of the house, hidden cubby holes, spaces under stairs to hide. They were ripe to be found by the right person, and she was that person. As a child she had made several attempts at writing a mystery novel set in the home, then gave it up for more interesting pursuits once she had entered Middle School. Still, the conviction had remained that there were secrets everywhere, waiting for her to discover them, even in boring old Cascade Falls. That would be her ticket out. She would write her novel, make her fortune and be gone.

“Then what are you doing here?” Gwen asked.

“I was just going to ask that myself,” a male voice interrupted.

“Pastor Joe,” Maya said. She and Gwen jumped up.

“We were just leaving,” Gwen said, abandoning Marcie to the consequences of her actions. Call me, Gwen gestured with her hand as she left.

“I’m not paying you to drink coffee and talk to your friends,” Joe continued.

“But there’s nothing to do. I have all my work done. Wouldn’t you rather I drink coffee here and pay for it with my own money then drink the church’s coffee?”

“Someone has to be in the office to answer the phone and the door. I thought I had made that clear when I hired you.”

“Yes, Pastor,” Marcie feigned meekness. “Can I go now?”

“As long as you are going back to the church.”

“Yes, Pastor,” Marcie said again. She flipped her laptop shut and stood up. “You know, you should think about getting a Keurig or an espresso maker. I don’t know how you can drink that dishwater you call coffee.” Marcie stopped to get a refill. She glanced in Pastor Joe’s direction and saw him shake his head as he watched her leave.
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Delicious Secrets

From the Desk of Sally Sweetstuff

Church of St. Everybody

Pastor I. M. Knowitall

Pastor Knowitall, or Pastor K, of the church of St. Everybody had another busy day today. The buxom brunette temptress was seen leaving his office at 9 a.m., after an early morning appointment.

“Ms. Sweetstuff,” Pastor K tucked in his shirt as he approached. What’s my first appointment for the day?”

“I believe you just had it with Ms. Blossom.”

“After that one. What’s my next appointment?”

“Why Mrs. Mandelbaum to talk about the funds for the orphans.”

“Yes, that’s right. Our biggest donor. Be sure to let me know as soon as she arrives. Mustn’t make Mrs. MoneyBags, er Mandelbaum, wait.” Pastor K adjusted his tie.

“No, Pastor. Of course not.” I buzzed his office when Mrs. Mandelbaum arrived.

“Mrs. MoneyBags, er Mandelbaum, is here Pastor. Should I send her in?”

“I’ll be right out.” Pastor K came out, making sure his suit jacket was properly fit about his lean frame. He extended his hand to Mrs. Mandelbaum. “So good to see you, Harriet.”

“I hope you still think so after what I have to tell you. Mind you, I’m not one to tell tales.”

“Of course not,” Pastor said as he led her into his office.

“But everyone is coming to me about this ...” I heard until Pastor K shut the door to his office.

What was it this time? Was it the boys chewing gum in church again? Or the babies crying during her solo? Or perhaps someone had been smoking pot in the ladies’ restroom again?

Stay tuned to find out.

SS
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Marcie couldn’t believe how boring the church office was, despite what she had told her friends. She had been faking it so her friends wouldn’t know what a loser she was. The job at the church had been her dad’s idea, not hers. She was trying to make the best of it.

She was serious about writing a book. She had to do something to justify her existence in her own mind. And besides, there was good money in it if you know what you are doing, at least that was what all the webinars she was attending and podcasts she was listening to told her. Problem was, she had yet to write more than five hundred words. That wouldn’t get her anywhere. She had to start writing every day, she told herself, but then she saw another webinar on marketing and yet another article on writing and self-publishing and she was down another rabbit hole, following leads that got her nowhere. So she decided to start blogging.

She knew she was right about secrets; she just wasn’t as privy to them as she had led her friends to believe. 

“Make them up,” a voice in her head told her. “It’s fiction, after all.”

“Yes, but you’re supposed to write what you know,” another voice told her. She didn’t know which voice to believe, so she chased after another idea down a hole and got lost where it was warm and comfortable.

She didn’t regret dropping out of college. Senior year. Only a year to go, her dad had told her.

“Certainly you can hang in there for one more year,” he had said.

“No, I can’t,” Marcie had replied.

What her father didn’t know was that Marcie had more than one year left to complete her degree, thanks to switching majors three times over the past three years. She didn’t know what she wanted to do. What was the use of continuing and getting a degree if you don’t know what you want to do? If she was wasting her time, wasn’t it better to do that at home, rather than pile up student loans? As it was, it would take her at least a year and a half if not two years to complete her degree, a degree in a field that no longer interested her.

Her dad had okayed her coming home as long as she got a job and paid her expenses.

“I’m telling you, time for you to start taking more responsibility, young lady,” her dad had said.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Marcie had slapped her headphones back on and gone to her room. She was surprised when her father didn’t follow her, pull the head phones off, and insist that they talk. Perhaps he was giving her some time. Or perhaps he was counting on Pastor Joe to work his “magic” on her. Whatever the reason, she realized she was stuck.

And so, she had ended up working as a secretary at her home church, a dead-end job in a dead-end town.
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There’s a parade of characters each week, each one with a story to tell ... Each one with a secret ... Marcie made up these secrets. What surprised her was that she was starting to get a following. Not just people in Cascade Falls, but people throughout the country and other countries, other continents. She didn’t know how they stumbled upon her blog, but they did. She made sure she had a funny picture to go with each blog post then posted it on Instagram to reach more people. What’s more, she started to get comments on her posts. Just one or two at first, then as many as twenty or thirty as her followers grew. And many of them thought she was writing about their church or a church in their town. 

It seemed there were more similarities across churches than she had imagined. She called her church St. Everyone. The town, Cascades. The Pastor was Reverend Ivan Michael Knowitall, because, after all, aren’t all pastors know-it-alls, the repositories of all knowledge, or at least so they thought. Punctilious pundits who proclaimed proofs from their pulpit, Marcie thought with a chuckle and added the phrase to her blog. 

She painted herself in a much more flattering manner. She was Sally Sweet, who smiled and lowered her horned-rimmed glasses when people approached her, seeking her homespun wisdom. She experimented with the name, rolling it around in her mind to see if she liked it. She gave herself wisdom beyond her years. She had considered aging herself to a stereotypical grandmotherly type, more befitting her august role as sage secretary, then decided against it because she didn’t know whether she could pull it off. No, better to be her own age, although not specific about it. It would be her secret. She would be so sweet that maple syrup would ooze from her pores. Oooh, she liked that reference. Now how to use it in her blog?

Yes, sugar didn’t begin to encompass how sweet she was, Sally Sweet. Or Sally Sweetstuff. She liked that better. She started signing off each post with SS.
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Delicious Secrets – The Mysterious Fast Eddie

Legends abound around Eddie. Fast Eddie, some called him. Others, Fearless Eddie. Still others, Frenetic Eddie. He’s a fixture not just at church functions, but around town. He doesn’t own a car, yet he shows up at events and activities all over the county. He attends every funeral and wedding at the church and is a fixture at school reunions. Unsuspecting brides are surprised to see him popping up in their wedding pictures. He has been known to show up at a graduation open house in the afternoon, then a wedding reception across town for dinner and finally ending up at the Crab Shack on Otter Lake, all with no visible means of transportation. 

Rumor has it that he is one of God’s angels, checking up on the residents of Cascades, challenging them to show hospitality to this guest who shows up out of nowhere and is gone just as quickly. Others say he is a secret billionaire, hiding his money in the trailer he inhabits on the outskirts of town. Still others, that he lost his mental capacity during the seventies through drug experimentation, or that he was experiencing the after-effects of years as a prisoner of war during the Vietnam War.

And you? What about you? Who do you say he is? Send me your stories. The best will be included in my blog.

SS
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“So, how goes the secret book?” Gwen asked, making quotes with her fingers.

“Oh, it goes,” Marcie sighed.

“That bad?”

“No, not bad, just ...” Marcie searched for the right word. What could she say? “It just is.” Try though she might, her writing was searching for a reason to exist. There was no meat to it. No substance. She wanted to write more than little anecdotes or made up gossip.

She watched as the Vietnamese girl in front of her carefully applied lacquer to her toes. Marcie thought of her as but a slip of a girl, hardly sixteen, though she figured she was closer to her own age. She was slight of build and never looked Marcie in the face, keeping her head lowered respectfully. Marcie’s attempts at conversation were met with quiet. The woman who ran the shop ran interference, explaining, “She doesn’t speak English.” The shop owner was happy to keep up a running conversation in place of her “girls.” She also intervened when Marcie tried to tip her.

“Tips into tip jar. All my girls share tips,” she explained and pointed to the jar on the reception desk.

“Okay,” Marcie gave up her attempt to engage the girl in conversation.

“I still can’t believe how cheap these mani-pedis are,” Marcie commented to Gwen as they left. “I’m used to paying three times this amount, besides the tip.”

“I know. It’s a great deal. At these rates, I can afford to come every week. I wonder how she does it,” Gwen questioned.

“Who cares, just so she continues to do it rather than raising her rates.”

The nail parlor was a small establishment with only two chairs for pedicures, four stations for manicures. Those chairs were kept busy. There were only three manicurists that Marcie could see. She was growing fond of her regular person, Mei-Lyn, or so the owner called her. She made a point of requesting her whenever she made an appointment. Mei-Lyn was new to the country. The other manicurists had more of a grasp of English, though they still talked rarely and then amongst themselves in Vietnamese.

She didn’t like the owner. She was disingenuous, with her feigned solicitousness.

“It’s their culture,” Gwen had tried to explain. “They say yes even when they mean no in order to maintain the relationship.”

“No, it’s more than that. I just don’t like her,” Marcie insisted. The owner’s son was even worse. He wasn’t always there, but when he was he talked to the clients in ways that made her want to climb into the shower. It wasn’t so much what he said, just the way he said it and the way he ogled the manicurists and touched them as if they had no right to their own bodies. 

Marcie looked about the room, noting the tidy desk for signing in customers, scheduling appointments and checking out. The girls were dressed in trim, light-blue uniforms. Mei-Lyn’s hair was neatly pulled back in a bun and covered by a scarf. The others had their hair done in differing fashions, shoulder length or pigtails, still pulled back by the same scarf. They talked to each other in a sing-song fashion, laughing at private jokes until reprimanded by the owner. Sometimes Mei-Lyn was the brunt of the jokes, Marcie noted while she and Gwen carried on their conversation. 

“Want to do something this weekend?” Gwen said as they left the salon.

“Sure, what theme?” There really wasn’t much going on in Cascade Falls, they had agreed long ago and so came up with their own entertainment.

“Bikers? We could wear tight jeans and leather jackets and ride our bikes downtown. Or maybe a Hawaiian theme. We could get mocktails at the Crab Shack.” The Crab Shack, so called because of the crab races held there each summer, was a popular hang-out.

“Too cold outside,” Marcie nixed the idea. 

“How about preppy?”

“Nah, that’s passé.”

“French?”

“There are no French restaurants in town.”

“Italian? We could get pizza? Or better yet, Japanese. We could dress up in kimonos and eat sushi.” Gwen pretended to pull her short hair on top of her head as if in a bun and walked with tiny steps.

“Where would we get kimonos?”

“We could come up with something. We could wrap flowered sheets around us.” Gwen demonstrated, wrapping an imaginary sheet around her body.

“Too much like a toga.” Marcie nixed that idea as well.

“Then how about a toga? Or maybe we could do a zombie night?” Marcie and Gwen had been doing dress-up since they were children. Half the fun was coming up with ideas. Gwen’s mother had started it by hosting Hawaiian afternoons in the dead of winter. She would turn up the heat, have them put on bathing suits, put a small wading pool in the living room and feed them pineapples and popsicles. The girls loved it. Marcie had quickly fallen in love with both Gwen and her mother.

Marcie had been delighted when she had met Gwen in first grade and discovered she lived only a block away. They had been fast friends ever since. Gwen’s family had moved there when her dad, a physician, had been hired at the local hospital. She was the youngest of four, with two older brothers and one sister. Her brothers had been already in high school, her sister, six years older than her, was in seventh grade. Gwen was the beloved baby one minute, spoiled and fussed over, the next quickly forgotten as her siblings were pre-occupied with more important ventures than watching a little sister who wanted to tag-along. As such, Gwen sometimes felt alone in her family of six, everyone living in their own world, her dad with his busy practice, her siblings with their lives, and her mom ... well, her mom was also lost in her own drama where she was the central character. Gwen had been as grateful to find a friend and sister in Marcie as Marcie had been grateful to find Gwen.

Gwen’s mom had been so full of life back then, lavishing attention on all four of her children, but especially on her youngest as the three oldest sought to break free into their own identities. There had been good days with the “fun” mom. Marcie used to love going over to Gwen’s, being petted and fussed over as her mom’s energy and affection seemed to overflow on to anyone in its path. She used to think that maybe here was a second family, the family she had always wanted, with two parents, older brothers to tease her and an older sister to imitate. Not that she didn’t love her dad. It was just so quiet with no one to play with, only the housekeeper around while her dad was at work, and her dad home at night.

There had been tea parties with large floppy hats and pretty dresses – the hats and dresses provided by Gwen’s mother who had a flair for the dramatic. Gwen’s mom always called her Marcella instead of Marcie. Marcie would have resented it from anyone else, but from Mrs. Thompson, it was okay.

“Marcie is such a plain name. Marcella is so much better. So much more romantic. I dub thee Princess Marcella and Princess Gwendolyn.” Mrs. Thompson tapped each of them on the head with a toy wand and gave them tiaras along with the title. What was there not to adore?

Marcie had loved dressing up in Gwen’s mom’s feather boas and flopping around in her high heels. There was no such female paraphernalia in her home. And sometimes Gwen’s mom put her make-up on them. Those were good times. 

But then there were those days when everything wasn’t going as well, when Gwen couldn’t have any friends over. When Gwen retreated to the outdoors in order to be away from her home or wanted to go to Marcie’s home.

“It’s so quiet here.” Gwen sighed, luxuriating in the silence that was Marcie’s home.

“Too quiet. Why can’t we go to your house and play?”

“Because, like I told you, my mom has a headache. I can’t have any friends over.” Sometimes these headaches went on for weeks at a time. Marcie hadn’t understood it back then.

By the time Gwen reached high school, all three of her siblings were long gone, off to college in other parts of the country, leaving Gwen as her mother’s sole companion and caretaker as her dad spent long hours at work. Gwen didn’t like to talk about it. Marcie remembered that day in her freshman year of high school. She had gone over to Gwen’s when she hadn’t received answers to her repeated calls. When no one answered her knock on the back door she had tried the door. Finding it unlocked, she had walked in. The house was silent. The only light in the kitchen came from the windows.

“Gwen?” Marcie had called quietly. She had jumped at the sound of her own voice in the empty room. She had walked into the darkened hallway and heard the sound of a TV coming from the front room. The room was dark except for the glow of the TV screen. The curtains were pulled shut.

“Gwen?” Marcie asked again. “Mrs. Thompson?” Gwen’s mother seemed to be swallowed by the couch.

“What are you doing here?” Gwen stopped Marcie before she could go further into the room.

“You didn’t answer my phone calls.”

“Who’s there?” Gwen’s mother stirred on the couch.

“Marcie, Mom. Don’t worry.”

Mrs. Thompson slouched back down into the couch without a word as if the effort to speak had drained her of every bit of energy.

“Do you want anything, Mom?”

“No,” the listless figure responded. Gwen took Marcie back to the kitchen.

“Is she always like this? Is it another headache?” Marcie asked.

“Yeah, sure, a headache. I’m sorry. I had my phone turned off so the noise wouldn’t bother Mom. I can’t come over.”

“I see that. Is there anything I can do?”

“No, I just have to wait till she pulls out of this.”

“How long will that be?”

“Don’t know. She seems to be getting worse. Her bad days are lasting longer.”

“I’m so sorry.”

“Well, it is what it is.” Gwen looked away. “You better go. I have to check on her.”

Marcie had asked her dad about it that night. “Dad, do you know what’s wrong with Gwen’s mom?”

Henry had stopped eating and looked at her. “What do you know?”

“It’s just I went over there today and she had all the curtains closed. It was eerie.”

“Is Gwen okay?”

“I guess, but she said she had to take care of her mom. It was one of her headaches again.”

“Gwen’s mother isn’t well.” Marcie’s dad shook his head and looked down. “Now that her sister is gone, Gwen must be the one taking care of her.”

“But what is it? Is it cancer?” Cancer would be bad, but Marcie knew something about it from books she had read and movies. She had this romantic notion of helping Gwen take care of her mother, if only Gwen would let her in on the secret. They could be just like the characters she read about.

“No, it’s not cancer.” Marcie could see that her dad knew more than he was saying. Why all the secrecy?

“Then tell me,” Marcie demanded.

“It’s not for me to tell.”

“You mean I have to ask Gwen?”

“Yes.”

“But she doesn’t want to talk to me about her mother.”

“No, but maybe she needs to.” Marcie started to ask her dad again when he told her to finish her meal and clear the table. “I’ve got some work to do in my study.”

Marcie had learned not to press Gwen to tell her about her mom. It remained a secret pact between the two of them.

Marcie knew that was why Gwen hadn’t gone away to college, instead attending the local community college then transferring to a Christian college nearby. It wasn’t because of any great love for Cascade Falls. The agreement with her dad was that he would pay all her bills and give her spending money as long as she stayed home, went to a local college, and took care of her mom. He even provided her with a car and gas money. Gwen was free to come and go as she pleased as long as her mom was doing okay. On those occasions when her mom wasn’t doing okay, Gwen would go to class then return home immediately. Even on her worst days her mom was all right alone for several hours, long enough for Gwen to run errands and go to class. Fortunately, she had been better this spring, allowing Gwen to go out with her friends and almost have a life of her own.

They finally decided on a movie night.
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Delicious Secrets

Mrs. Henderson (name changed to protect the guilty) wears her cockapoo on her shoulders like an oversized brooch. She comes to see Pastor K at least once a week. She doesn’t have anything better to do, at least as far as I can tell. But I suspect she has a secret life. She wasn’t always old and alone. She had a secret lover, many years ago, but her father didn’t approve. She ran off with her lover but when he left her alone and pregnant, she returned home. Her father welcomed her back on one condition – that she give up any contact with her former lover, and relinquish the baby. The baby was given away in a concealed adoption. She never knew her little girl or the adoptive family. Instead she had a series of small dogs. 

She stayed home with her father, inherited the family estate after he died and now continues his legacy of interfering with the affairs of the church. Money is power. I call her Mrs. Honeybucks. And so she uses this power to dictate the goings on in the church, but I know better. Under that icy exterior is a mother in search of her child. Maybe there is a grandchild waiting to find her grandmother, Marcie wrote on her laptop. No wait ... She deleted the last part. 

Ida Henderson isn’t fooling anyone. Her granddaughter is really her daughter, shipped off for someone else to raise. Marcie’s imagination





































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
DELICIOUS

Secrts

PATRICIA M. ROBERTSON





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





