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Chapter One
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The warm May breeze teased the ends of Donna’s hair as she leaned against the wooden railing on their cabin’s tiny balcony. Her gaze riveted on the tube that connected the entrance building with the giant cruise ship. Janice chattered on about the grand adventure the trip was going to be. Her tone veered toward self-congratulatory.

“I can’t wait to change into my swimsuit, stretch out on a lounge chair, and have some cute cabana boy bring something sweet and potent to drink with an umbrella in it.”

“Me, too.” Even though Donna half-meant the words, her mind raced through all the items she should have done before leaving. No one was booked at her bed and breakfast inn, which made it the perfect opportunity to get away. Tennyson, her college student employee, stayed because of school, but it allowed him to watch her dog, Jasper, and keep an eye on the inn, too. The last part worried her the most, especially since the romance between him and Sloane had blossomed. A man in love didn’t listen for running toilets or checked all the doors before retiring. Who was she kidding? He never did that anyway. She did.

The familiar silhouette of a very pregnant woman had Janice pointing. “Look, it’s Maria and Daniel”

Their appearance wasn’t a surprise. She’d known they were coming ever since she announced her intentions to go on the cruise. Her mother had been the first to jump on board, and Maria had spoken wistfully of going as soon as she heard. It was no surprise her indulgent brother booked them on the same ship.

“I told you they were coming.”

Janice sidled a little closer despite the couple being a good hundred yards away and enclosed in a transport walkway, where they couldn’t possibly hear them. “I know what you said, but if I were that pregnant, I’d never get on a ship with the possibility of having my child at sea.”

“You don’t have any children. Besides, her due date is a month away, and first babies are always late.”

Janice gave a sniff, letting Donna know how she felt about being corrected. The woman wrapped her fingers around the wooden banister and used her hand to shield her eyes. “I heard your mother and a friend were coming.”

“No reason to say friend like that. She’s bringing Heloise Thornton.”

Janice slapped her hands to her cheeks. “Tell me no. You know how Heloise is.”

“Yeah.” No need to say much more. Everyone in their small town of Legacy knew how Heloise was. She was the quintessential busybody. If you looked up gossip in the dictionary, you’d find her picture. Amazed that Heloise and her mother were friends at all, Donna supposed it could be her mother provided Heloise with never-ending fodder with her various dates and adventures. “You know Mom. She feels sorry for the woman. Says she never goes anywhere or gets invited anywhere.”

“There is a reason for that.”

“Her husband Bernie dying cut off her last ties to a social life.”

“That’s not how it was. People only invited them anywhere because they liked Bernie and felt sorry for him. You wouldn’t be all that thrilled to have her near if you heard what she said about you.” Janice’s eyes danced as she smirked, assuming Donna would cave eventually and ask what had been said.

Relaxing while strolling white sand beaches would be hard to do if her molars were clenched due to something Heloise said or did. Not wanting to consider the possibility, Donna’s eyes fixed on the forklifts scurrying about, loading the ship with soft drinks and bottled water. How many soft drinks would a ship with approximately four thousand people need? Hopefully, the math would keep her busy as she waited for various members of her family to board.

Her cell phone chirped causing Donna to glance down at the text.

We’re onboard. Heloise and I are on the lido deck, and there is a pair of darling twin brothers up here.

Her lips pursed as she tried to imagine if the twin brothers were about two and in sailor suits or in their seventies sporting yachting caps. “Mother and company are here.”

Janice nudged her shoulder. “Look, it’s a limousine.”

The black stretch limousine parked near where the forklifts moved in an orchestrated loading dance. The driver door opened and a smartly dressed chauffeur stepped out. The front passenger door swung wide as another uniformed man stepped out. The uniformed men moved to the trunk and unloaded luggage, piece after piece, until a small mountain sat behind the car.

Using her powers of observation, Donna catalogued the men. They were about the same height, though it was hard to see their faces with the billed caps. Similar build and skin color, they could be brothers. Did the rich pick out their employees to match rather like the aristocracy who insisted on footmen the same height? Even the Queen’s guards were at least six foot. The tall fur hats probably made them seem taller.

Janice turned and announced as she stepped back into their cabin, “I’m getting my binoculars. I want to see who the hotshot is who gets to bypass the embarking process.”

Donna did, too, but wondered if that made her no better than Heloise. Still, there were facts and then there was gossip. Observing a person boarding the ship was a fact. The chauffeur opened the back door and assisted a glamorous ribbon-thin woman from the car. A dark-haired boy of possibly three or four scrambled out next.

Where was Janice with the binoculars? The woman could be a celebrity. A man, in what Donna would bet was a thousand-dollar suit with its crisp tailoring, stepped out next. His silver hair and cane clearly announced the woman was either his daughter or trophy wife. He gave the waiting woman a slap on the rear confirming the trophy wife status.

A swarm of cruise employees burst into view and swept up the luggage looking like an army of cartoon ants while one of chauffeurs moved around, supervising the activity. Donna’s attention remained on the power couple. A woman in the cruise line’s distinctive colors escorted the family to some hidden entrance in the shadows that Donna couldn’t see. Whoever it was, the cruise line knew they were coming.

Janice popped out of the room, carrying her camera with an attached telephoto lens. “I couldn’t find my binoculars. I figured the camera would work.” She aimed it at the car where the chauffeur stood near the closed trunk.

“Not sure who was in the car, but the driver is hot.”

Donna held out her hand. “Here, let me see.” After all, she dealt in facts, not gossip. A person had to observe to report anything accurately.

Janice jerked the camera away from her. “It’s my camera. I’ll describe him for you. After all, you have a boyfriend.”

“It doesn’t hurt to look.”

“Yeah, yeah, but why look when you can’t do anything about it.”

“Like you can?”

Her friend smiled as she peered through the camera lens. “The dark uniform flatters the man. I bet what is underneath is even better.”

Donna could follow the action by watching the people move around below, but she couldn’t see their features like Janice could. All she really saw was one chauffeur looking off in the direction his employer had gone. Maybe he was waiting, and the husband was only escorting the woman to the ship.

The camera motor whirled as the aperture opened and closed.

“You’re not taking a picture, are you?”

Janice lowered the camera and grinned. “Of course, I am. He’s the best thing I’ve seen so far.” She lifted the camera and snapped off a few more shots.

The other employee had disappeared, probably climbed back into the car while she’d talked to Janice. No reason for two men to open the car door if Mr. Big Spender returned. For all she knew, the missing employee was in the back of the limo guzzling the leftover champagne. After all, the wealthy lived differently than everyone else. The best she managed on her way to the ship was a mediocre cup of lukewarm coffee.

The ship’s horn made a few bass note blasts as the walkway tube swung away. The forklifts were all parked at the side of the building while the drivers were taking a smoke break and occasionally waving to the ship guests. The limousine drove off as cruise line employees threw off the ropes that anchored the ship to the pier. Hard to believe anything as flimsy as a rope could hold the behemoth in place.

Janice sighed and put her camera on the small side table. “Well, that eye candy drove away, but there will be more.”

“I’m sure the cruise line has stocked plenty of gorgeous guys just for you.”

“I do hope so. All kinds. Anxious to wait on me. I can pretend they’re overcome by my beauty and charm as opposed to what type of tip they might get. Don’t tell me you’re not going to enjoy being fussed over by young, exotic men?”

“Not as much as you. Besides, Mark booked the cruise, too.”

Janice groaned. “Don’t remind me. I thought it was going to be a girls’ thing. Then he tags along.”

She hadn’t seen it that way. Donna thought it was rather romantic with the possibility of strolling the moonlit deck hand in hand. It probably put a crinkle in Janice’s plans. “I haven’t heard from him, though.” She held up her phone and gave it an accusatory stare as if it were holding back information.

Janice gave her a pitying glance.

“I refuse to accept Mark missed the boat.” Even as she said the words, she knew it was true as the large ship passed by extravagant homes with huge pools, their own beaches, and one even sporting its own wave rider.

Janice smiled, then quipped, “Yeah, I’d say he missed the boat in more ways than one.”


Chapter Two
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Janice nudged her as the ship maneuvered its way through the harbor passing other waiting cruise ships. Donna entertained herself for a few minutes waving at passengers on other cruise ships and a few friendly folks on shore. In the back of her mind, the argument she had with Mark ran through her head. Was it an argument or more of a discussion?

She’d finally put her own home on the market, hoping to score enough to install an elevator in the inn and some other updates. The way she saw it, as long as she held onto her house it indicated an expectation that the inn would fail. Mark hadn’t seen it that way. Instead, he called it an impulsive boneheaded move that he might expect from a twenty-year-old. Then the man launched into some long-winded speech about a home being all you had. Unfortunately, the discussion had taken place the night before.

A phone alert sent the man scampering with his last words being, “We’ll have to agree to disagree.”

What in tarnation did that mean? If it implied every time, they fought that it wouldn’t be resolved, then she could pass on that.

“Donna, get a move on! There’s a lounge chair with my name on it. A person with a faster travel mate will grab it, and I’ll have to stand around looking awkward, holding my rum punch with an umbrella in it.”

“I’m coming.” She grabbed her purse as she weaved her way through the narrow room, working her way around the tiny couch, table, and twin beds. The website mentioned the balcony suite accommodated three. Obviously, one of the three had to be the size of a doll to sleep on the couch. Still, it would be nice to have someone else cleaning the bathroom, changing the sheets, and fixing her meals. She would miss cooking, though.

Outside in the corridor, she looked for Janice who was just turning the corner to her left. The long hallway had a series of matching doors that were indistinguishable from each other except for a small number beside the frame. Theirs was room 714.

“Wait!” She threw up one hand as if her departing friend could see it. No response. Donna broke into an undignified trot to catch up with the splash of color that represented her friend. A few lunges had her abreast with the woman. “Goodness, no reason for you to go all dominant on me.”

The lifted eyebrows and red hair didn’t belong to her friend. Oh, my! “Ah, never mind. I thought you were someone else.”

Janice stood near the elevator bank and waved at her. Donna’s gaze snapped back to the woman whose eyebrows were located somewhere near her hairline. Why had she possibly thought the woman was her friend? The top was the same, while the hair color differed somewhat, as did the style. How embarrassing. It must be true what they say. People see what they want to see. It had to be that as opposed to worsening vision.

By the time she reached Janice, the woman had the nerve to laugh. She teased, “I wish I had a picture of that. It must have been the first time I’ve seen you at a loss for words.”

“Very funny.” She stared at the light above the elevators. None were lit. “Why don’t we take the stairs? It’ll be faster.”

Janice agreed, and they were hoofing it up to the lido deck while admiring the large landscapes placed at every stair landing. Sculptures graced a few nooks making Donna wonder if they were anchored in place. Even now the ship rocked gently under her feet, enough for her to reach for the banister.

The bright sunlight and blue sky greeted them as they reached the lido deck with the pool. The sky roof doors were open to the warm breeze. Several cruisers must have been quick change artists. Not only did they have their suits on, but they occupied all the chairs. The lax posture, closed eyes, and opened mouths indicated either sleep or one too many rum punches. Janice made it a point to gesture to the filled chairs. Her lips pulled into a tight line that said I told you so better than words ever could.

“Over here!”

Her mother’s voice prevented her from saying anything. Her mother’s friend, Heloise, waved with both hands as if directing a plane on approach. With all the hand waving going on, she had almost missed the two men standing near the two.

Janice hadn’t. She elbowed Donna. “Twins. Nice.”

Her eyes traveled from Heloise to two blond men attired in matching polo shirts, baby blue, of course. “I bet they have blue eyes, too.”

“Let’s go see.” Janice hooked her arm into Donna’s to hurry her along.

For all Janice’s talk about Mark ruining their fun, it was obvious Donna’s job was to be the wing woman. Once Janice hooked a man, she’d no longer have any use for her, unless it was to brag about her relationship. Donna’s nose crinkled a little as she considered the possibility. Had she done that? Brag about Mark? Speaking of the man, her eyes roamed the deck hoping to spot his salt and pepper hair. Nothing.

“Girls,” her mother trilled as they drew nearer. “We met these lovely gentlemen. Genuine Norwegian descent bachelor farmers.” Both Heloise and Cecilia giggled as if it were all a big joke. The men turned and gave big grins. One inserted his hand in his pocket and jingled his change. Their intention was probably to look casual and relaxed in their polos and khakis. Too bad they hadn’t told their bodies. The fold creases in the pants indicated newness while the shirts retained their fabric finisher stiffness.

Her mother gestured to her. “This is my daughter, Donna.”

She gave a short nod, while Janice dropped her arm, stepped forward, and held out her hand to the first man before Cecilia could finish the introductions. “I’m Janice.”

“Lars.” The man took the outstretched hand and gave it a hearty shake. “This is my brother, Olaf. We decided to try sailing the seas for a bit.”

Olaf caught Donna’s eyes and announced, “We’re looking for wives. We thought this might be a good place. I remember watching The Love Boat as a kid. Each week, single people would board the boat, while couples disembarked at the end.”

Really? “You do realize the screenwriters wrote the show that way intentionally. Otherwise, they couldn’t call it The Love Boat.”

Her mother gave her reproving look that made her feel almost four years old. Ah, yes, she should know better than to point out the obvious. Let people have their dreams, no matter how impractical or illogical. She harbored a few herself.

Janice managed to include both brothers with her response, by tapping Lars’ arm, then smiling at Olaf. “It may be a show, but it does happen. A woman at my church met a man on a cruise and married him.”

Both men nodded eagerly as Janice confirmed their wife shopping option. It must be an add-on like a shore excursion. One she hadn’t noticed. Donna kept her thoughts to herself as Janice animatedly conversed with both men, and Heloise questioned her mother.

“Was Janice referring to Debbie Sue Thockmorton?”

Cecilia managed to herd Heloise over to tables stacked with cruise line t-shirts before her friend mentioned the man Debbie had met online. The man cleaned out her bank account and grabbed all her valuables before relocating to parts unknown. Not exactly a testimonial for cruise romances.

Olaf used the empty space left by her mother and her friend’s departure to move closer to Donna. “This cruise has a great deal to do.” He pulled a folder travel bulletin from his back pocket, smoothed the paper, and handed it to her.

When they boarded, someone had handed one to them, but everything was so crazy with Janice barking at her heels like a demented terrier, she couldn’t remember what she did with hers. As she perused the various offerings, Olaf leaned over her shoulder, commenting on each one.

“Lunch is already being served in the main dining room. Are you hungry, Dana?”

“It’s Donna.” She’d missed breakfast due to Janice’s fear of not being the first people on the boat. It didn’t help that the hotel shuttle disappeared with the first round of guests going to the cruise port and didn’t return in a prompt fashion, forcing Janice to call a taxi. Technically, they had seven hours to board, but when Donna tried to mention it, she was shushed.

Not discouraged, Olaf’s finger went down the paper. “They are having complimentary acupuncture.”

“No, thanks. I stick people with needles for a living.”

“You’re an acupuncturist?” His eyebrows lifted as if he’d just discovered an unusual creature under his nose.

“No, a nurse and B and B owner.”

“Lars!” He called over to his brother who had his neck bent to hear whatever Janice was chattering on about. “Dana’s a nurse. We sure could use a nurse. Remember that time you sliced your hand up trying to pull brush out of the combine?”

“Yah, still have the scars. You did a pretty decent job of stitching me up. Janet here runs a restaurant. Can we pick them or what?”

“Janice,” her friend corrected, looking a little pained that she had to do so.

As for picking them, Donna felt the need to clarify that no one had been picked. They were not peaches or apples to be plucked from a tree. Before she could mention this, her mother and Heloise strolled by.

“We’re meeting Daniel and Maria for lunch at the Italian restaurant.”

“Us, too.” Not even sure her mother was throwing out a graceful exit, she’d take it as such. “Come on, Janice. Remember, you should never keep a pregnant woman waiting.”

Donna waved at the brothers and hustled to catch up with her mother. Janice came more reluctantly, complaining as she came.

“I’m not sure why we had to leave those handsome brothers.”

It would be pointless to mention the men had no real interest in them as people. If they had, they wouldn’t talk about them as if they were commodities and at least try to get their names right. “Janice, you’ve been on the ship less than an hour. Do you seriously want to commit without seeing everyone that’s available?” She shook Olaf’s travel bulletin she still had. “There’s singles trivia at the Neptune Bar tonight.”

“Let me see.” She grabbed for the paper, ripping it in the process. Donna released the part she still held for Janice to hold the two pieces together. “There’s a singles mixer, too. We have to go.”

Someone save me now. When her friend first suggested the cruise, she assumed it would consist of endless buffets, lounging in the sun, and visits to exotic ports, which would involve shopping and a possible donkey ride. When her mother, Daniel, and Maria also booked, it took on a floating family reunion aspect. Then, Mark announced he had always wanted to go on a cruise, but never wanted to go alone. No way would he be lonely on this cruise. Still, she imagined walking on the beach barefoot holding hands or watching the moonlit waves.

What she didn’t plan on was helping Janice land a man. It made her understand her friend’s wardrobe better. Women of a certain age wore glittery clothes while on the prowl. Somehow, all those shimmery sequins must confuse the aging male, making it easy to scoop them up.

The last thing Donna wanted to do was attend any activity that had the label single in front of it. Been there. Done that. Rather covertly, she’d admit. No one in her family knew anything about her escapades even though they were more than a decade in the past. It involved going to an advertised singles group in the next county. Donna even used a fake name for the occasion, Dana. Maybe Olaf was psychic.

All she came away with, besides there being tons more single women than men, was that the women hated all the other women since they were competition. They especially hated her because she arrived with homemade fireside popovers with brie. The half dozen men in the group all asked her if she had made them herself as they gobbled them up. The experience convinced her any men worth having were already had.

The cruise’s single activities would be more of the same. She’d have to endure some of them for Janice, but then, Mark would hopefully show up and rescue her. After all, it would be reasonable to spend time with her acknowledged sweetie. He was still her sweetie, wasn’t he?

Janice flapped the torn pieces of the bulletin. “Look! They have late night dancing and midnight bingo.”

“I don’t want to dance with you. You always lead.”

Her friend’s gleeful expression melted as fast as a snowball in the microwave. Donna lips twisted as she tried to decide if she was acting more like Scrooge or the Grinch. “Okay, I’ll go to the mixer and bingo with you.”

“Yay!” Janice waved her hands over her head attracting a passing employee.

The dusky young man in a cruise line polo inquired with a smile, “How can I help you lovely ladies?”

Janice’s lips pursed, and her eyes took on an interested gleam. Afraid of what her friend might say, Donna answered for them. “We’re looking for The Italian Grill.”

“Allow me.” He turned around and held out bent arms for them to hold onto. “I was just going that way.”

Her mother, who was only a few feet ahead, threw her a questioning look, noticed the employee, and winked.

Janice grabbed onto his arm without any hesitation. Donna did initially but allowed her hand to slip. The man was shorter than her, which caused her hand to be more at his bicep. He might mistakenly think she was feeling him up. Then later, he’d go back to the crew lounge and complain about lecherous older women on the ship hitting on him. No, thank you.
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The delicious looking sauce oozed over the chicken scaloppini Donna ordered. Her first forkful she held reverently in her mouth the same way a wine connoisseur would a fine wine trying to experience the body and flavor. Another perk from the cruise was she might discover some new dishes for The Painted Lady.

The presentation with the sliced lemons on top worked. She mentally took apart the flavors on her tongue. Chicken on its own was a flavorless meat, but it took on whatever it was cooked with. White wine, capers, butter, and garlic she recognized. The mushrooms were visible in the glaze that covered the chicken. There were a few other spices she wasn’t quite sure about.

“How’s your chicken?” her mother asked while sawing through a wedge of lasagna.

“Divine. I noticed in the bulletin that they have cooking classes. It might be useful to attend. I wonder if any of the dishes featured on board will be a part of the class.”

“Thinking of stealing the recipes?” Maria teased as she speared a meatball.

“Please. It isn’t stealing when you change one ingredient. I will merely make it my own.”

Janice agreed with a hearty nod. “We’ll have to check out their seafood offerings, too. I don’t want to introduce anything Italian at the Croaking Frog Restaurant.”

“Why not? Afraid to give Luigi’s a run for the money?” Daniel had his laden fork near his mouth, not waiting for a reply.

“Of course not.” Janice gave a small snort. “I could run circles around the man. Nope, I don’t need any more menu items. The kitchen is small and can only handle so much. Right now, I have a temperamental sous chef. There are times I’m convinced he’s looking for a reason to quit in a huff. Last week, he blew up because the kiwis he ordered were too soft.”

Donna used her fork to appropriate some of her brother’s pork marsala.

“Hey!” Daniel grumbled. “I saw what you did there.”

“It wasn’t a secret. I need a wide variety of dishes to sample.” Donna shook her head no when Heloise pushed her plate full of sauce-covered spaghetti. “No, thanks. I’m trying to find some unique dishes for The Painted Lady Inn. I’m considering doing a romantic evening dinner. Maybe even a cooking class. Emily, Tennyson’s friend, got me thinking about it. I should call Ten to see how things are going.”

Her mother made a face. “Trust the boy some. Don’t call every day. All he has to do is look after your spoiled pooch, Jasper and my elderly canine, Loralee.”

“True.” She already had her cell phone out and was staring at it. “There’s no bars.”

Heloise chuckled. “Haven’t you ever been on a cruise? The idea is to get away from it all. No phone calls, no faxes, nothing.”

“Nothing?” Maybe Janice had mentioned this, but she doubted it. “What if Tennyson needs to get ahold of me?”

“He won’t.” Her mother responded before anyone else could. “Besides, when we go ashore you will have cell reception.”

“How far are we from our first shore excursion?”

“A day or so.”

Whatever she had to say would have to wait. There wasn’t anything pressing. Besides, as her mother pointed out, all Ten had to do was take care of the dogs. She thumbed through her texts. Most were from Janice urging her to hurry and get out to the shuttle stand. Wait. There was one from Mark. MISSED THE BOAT. WILL EXPLAIN LATER.

“Mark missed the boat!”

Daniel dropped his fork. “No way. I would have bet good money he’d be on it.” He shared a knowing look with Maria.

The two of them knew something. “Is he not coming because of the fight we had?”

“What fight?”

Even though the question came from her mother, Heloise’s avid expression announced the question could have easily been hers. Ah, Donna could demur and tell her mother she didn’t want to talk about it now, which would cause it to blow into a bigger deal. “He didn’t think I should sell my house.”

“Hmmm,” Daniel murmured and met his wife’s gaze.

Once she got the two of them away from the listening ears of the town gossip, she’d pump them for information.

“He probably had his reasons. It could be related to something that happened to him as a child.” Cecilia explained. A waiter swooped in to refill their water glasses and stopped conversation for a few seconds.

Heloise broke the silence first. “Heard you got a good offer on your house, the full asking price?”

While her facts were correct, Donna wondered who had the loose lips. Instead of looking at Heloise, she moved her head the tiniest bit to glance out toward the window. Miles of blue waves frosted with white foam, not a speck of land in sight, either. They really were at sea. The smoothness of the ship almost made her consider that they were close to the coast. Still, her view confirmed water as far as she could see. A man-shaped object flew past the window.

While Donna was trying to figure out what happened. A woman screamed. “Someone fell overboard!”

There was a murmuring among passengers and a rush to the windows as people tried to confirm the incident.

“I think I see something.”

“Me, too,” another voice confirmed.

Donna stayed in her chair replaying what she had seen. Large object plummet through the air. It did have appendages, which could have been legs and arms. A round spot of pink topped by silver could have been a head. Goodness, maybe someone did go overboard or it could be a drill of some sort. The cruise line did pride itself on safety. Maybe they tossed a dummy overboard to see how fast it could be retrieved.

A shrill alarm assaulted her ears followed by a stern voice that announced, “Man overboard. This is not a drill.”

The crowd at the window speculated about the unfortunate individual.

“Must have been drunk.”

“Could have been taking a selfie.”

“Maybe his wife pushed him.”

“Did anyone know if it was a he or she?”

The words swirled around her as Donna sat, frozen in her seat. Both Daniel and Maria had stopped eating, but Janice hadn’t. Her mother gazed off in the direction of the window. The seat next to her sat empty. The vivid turquoise outfit Heloise had on was easy to spot in the wall of people cramming the windows.

A cheer went up. “The rescue launches are in the water!”

“Looks more like jet skis to me,” one man commented.

Donna wished she was at the glass like Heloise as opposed to hearing everything second hand, but she’d run the risk of appearing morbid. Her gaze passed over the various diners at the window. There were so many of them blocking the sunlight that the room turned noticeably darker. The ship might even be listing to one side. The gawkers returned to their tables, talking as they resumed their seats.

“Got him.”

“Floater. Made it easy.”

“Drunk.”

“Could be dead.”

The vacation she had fantasized about took a somber turn. Someone, she had no clue who, had planned his or her vacation with equally grand expectations, but fate had other plans. At least, she hoped it was fate.

Heloise made her way back to the table and picked up her fork. “Food’s cold.” She waved down an employee. “Could you heat this up for me?”

The waiter affirmed he could and bustled away, probably wondering how people could be so heartless. They’d watched someone plunge to their death and then returned to eating without even a twinge of remorse
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