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  Tiers of Trouble


“You won’t forget the flowers today, right? Keryll? You hearing me?” 
“Sure . . . flowers. Gotcha.”
“And the cake tomorrow . . .”
“Cake . . .”
“Keryll!”
I looked up from the book I was pretending to read. “I hear you, Krystene. Get the flowers today! Pick up the cake tomorrow. I got it! Go get ready, already!”
“You better not forget, Keryll Lannette!” And she flounced out of the room.
“As you wish, Queen Krystene Lannelle! Why can’t they be delivered?” 
“Delivery is extra!” came from the hallway. Momma. “I offered to pay for it, but she said no . . . so . . .”
I tossed the book aside and fished the drawing out from under my desk that I’d been putting the finishing touches on just before Krystene’d barged in.  Barely had time to stow it under there, but I’d heard her hollering to Momma, so I had a bit of a warning.
It was a portrait of her and her fiancé, Matt. I’d been working on it for ages. My technique had improved, and I was pretty proud of it. The two of them under the blossoms of Grampa’s cherry trees last year, gazing deep into each other’s eyes, just before Matt had dropped to one knee to propose. Maybe those blossoms weren’t on the grand scale of those trees in Japan, but still, they were beautiful, and they’d made his plea all the more romantic and special that day.
I planned to frame it and display it on the table with the wedding cake tomorrow. Until then, I didn’t want her to know anything about it.
You wouldn’t know we were twins. We’re not identical. I was tall, dark, and passably pretty. Krystene was small, fair, and gorgeous. I was relaxed and creative. She was feisty with no spark of creativity in her. Except for gardening. Which I hated. Picking up flowers at Flo’s Flowers and Balloons was as close to gardening as I cared to get!
Glancing at the time, I put the drawing back under my desk and headed for the shower. Pulled on jeans and a gray T-shirt that said Who cares? What’s the difference? Why bother? in bold black letters, and went off to Flo’s for those well demanded flowers.
Found a note on the door that informed, Went for food. Back in ten. I waited. For twenty-nine minutes.
“Oh, I’m so sorry, Keryll!” Flo apologized sincerely when she came back to find me waiting for her, sitting in the Adirondack chair under her awning—looking totally bored. “I couldn’t get a sub at Gil’s—they were out of rolls. So I went to Liberty Deli and they were swamped with people.”
“They usually are,” I observed, getting up to follow her in.
“True. Now,” she said, putting her container of food on the counter, “What can I do for you—oh, you’d be here for your sister’s roses, right?”
“Right.” 
“You got the truck?”
“No, my CRV.”
“Oh.” She glanced out the big front windows to size it up. “Well, you might have to make two trips . . . maybe three.”
“So, how much extra is delivery?”
She looked a little impishly guilty. “Depends. First of all, I’m here alone today. I’d have to close up to pack them all into my van and deliver ’em. I suppose there’d be people there who’d help me unload, yet maybe not. But, you know—it’s your sister. Not in the mood to put up with her crap today. Was bad enough when she placed the order. If she treated me like I had a brain in my head, I might have cut her a break. As it is—no can do for under three hundred!” 
Terrific. I perfectly understood. But—it was not going to be wonderful for me. She’d ordered one hundred rose displays in matching vases. Some large for along her planned walkway to the altar, a couple humongous ones for the altar setting, and many smaller ones for the tables.
I laid the seats flat, and we packed the back of my CRV as full as it could hold with most of the smaller bouquets. But I would definitely need to get Dad’s truck for the next run as those larger arrangements were never going to fit in my CRV. 
Just like me and Krystene. She fit anywhere. Me, not so much.
Jumping into the driver’s seat, I eased into the street. Dawned on me then, that I hadn’t a clue where I was supposed to go with these flowers. Okay, I should’ve known. But I’m afraid I wasn’t paying a lot of attention when these details were being discussed after she’d changed her mind on a venue—again. Why would I? I wasn’t a part of her plans, and who knew I’d have to be the one delivering her precious roses!
I knew it was one of the country clubs though.  Littleton Country Club? Littleton-by-the-Sea Country Club? Littleton and Hughes Country Club? One of them Littletons. Or was it Redfield’s? Maybe.
I tried calling Krystene to find out, although I knew she’d act like I was a  mindless idiot. She didn’t answer her cell phone—yay in one way. Momma answered hers, but the call dropped before I could even say hello. Tried Krystene again. Nothing. No point in calling Daddy. He never remembered his phone anyway. I tried Matt. I tried his mother . . . 
Guess they were all too busy getting things ready for The Special Day. 
Well, you’d’ve thought that since we were sisters and twins, I’d’ve been a part of the wedding party. Maid of Honor or one of the bridesmaids at least.  Nope. She gave those honors to her favorite cousins and her best friend, Anne Marie. So, that should tell you how close a relationship we actually had. 
I cruised past each club to see what was going on there. I should by that, maybe figure out where I was supposed to be. Nothing out of the ordinary at Redfield’s. There was something happening at Littleton-by-the-Sea, but it didn’t seem to be a wedding, so I went on to Littleton and Hughes. Now, there, there was a bustle of activity going on, and I thought I recognized some of the vehicles in the parking lot. So, I toodled up to the front of the building.
A harassed looking guy in a suit holding a clipboard came over, and seeing all the flowers in my back end, looked rather puzzled, but hollered for someone to come unload them. Several people answered his call, and as he started to move away, I asked where my sister was.
“Your sister? Who’s you sister?”
“I’m Keryll, sister of the bride,” I answered as if he should know that.
He now appeared even more puzzled. Scratching his head he said, “Thought you were already here, Ker. Nice wig you got there. So, just so I’m sure, these flowers—”
 Someone hollered to him, and excusing himself, he hurried off in answer to the call. Left me standing there wondering how he thought I was already there. Nice wig?
I gave that a shrug and helped bring in the flowers. Really, I hadn’t known Krystene had hired a wedding planner. She’d been so adamant to do it herself along with her best friend and favorite cousins. But, maybe she’d decided one would be handy. She’d changed her mind about so many other things after all.
People scurried here, there, and everywhere, setting up tables in the banquet room, or hurrying outside to the courtyard where the wedding would take place. I didn’t recognize anyone right off, but I didn’t think much of it. Just figured they were people Krystene had hired to set stuff up. Was odd she wasn’t out here micromanaging it all though.
I buzzed home to get Daddy’s truck. Flo was right, I needed to take two more trips. We’d gotten all the flowers in the truck bed for the last trip when Flo said, “These are going to look so beautiful in that back courtyard at Whitmore! They have such a glorious view of the ocean there!”
No! Whitmore? Really? Whitmore? 
Flo looked at me funny since I’d uttered that aloud. “Yes, Whitmore. Where did you think it was?” Then, “Keryll . . . where did you deliver those flowers?”
“Not Whitmore.”
“Oh, my god, Keryll. Krystene is going to murder you! She’s called here twice. I told her you were on your way.” The shop’s phone rang as she said it. “And there she is again, I’ll bet you a fortune!”
I sighed. “Of course! Well, I am on my way. I’ll just deliver these and . . .  go get the others. Hopefully, she won’t ask too many questions.”
“Heh! Good luck with that!”
Yeah, I’d need that.
By the time I got to Whitmore the rehearsal was over and so was dinner. People were standing around talking about how well it’d gone and how lovely the dinner afterwards had been. Someone mentioned the lack of flowers, and that’s when Krystene spotted me.
She hotfooted it over to me, demanding, “Where have you been? Just one simple thing I ask you to do! What? Did you get lost?”
“When did you change your mind about where you were having this picnic?”
She stared at me in disbelief. “You were going to deliver my flowers to the wrong place?”
“Thanks for telling me you’d changed your mind—again! I’ve got your flowers. Where do you want ’em?” I know where I’d like to put ’em . . .!
Matt and his groomsmen graciously offered to help me empty the truck and place these ones at the end of each row along the walkway. As it was getting dark, the area lit up with the outside lights, and it looked wonderful with just those few vases to decorate it. It’d be positively breathtaking once all of the roses were in place at the other end of each row of chairs.
I thanked the guys for their help, and Matt thanked me for delivering them. Which was more than I got from my sister.
Now I had to trek back to Littleton and Hughes to retrieve all those other roses. I disappeared out to the truck before Krystene could inquire about all the those other roses.
Well, of course, by the time I got there, there was no one there for me to talk to about getting back those roses as the club was about to close. 
“We open at 7:30 AM,” said the bartender as he exited the building. “Someone should be around to help you then. Lots of compliments were being passed around about those red roses, just so you know. The wedding party wondered why they were getting a delivery of red roses. Apparently, they were expecting pink ones!”
Great. 
I thanked him and went back to the truck. Pretty soon the lot was empty. Except for me. I wanted to spend the night right there until they opened again. 
But then, I started to think. This was an outside event as well . . . I wonder . . .
I drove the truck close to the side they’d been setting things up at. Ran around the building. Lucky for me, I encountered no barriers to hinder me from my purpose.
The tall vases of roses were sitting on a veranda. Twelve steps led to those roses on that veranda. The smaller vases I assumed were inside somewhere since I didn't see them out here. Well. Nothing I could do about those right now.
In the moonlight, the dozens of vases that had to be hiked all the way back to the truck seemed impossibly endless. The trips up and down those  steps exhausted me before I was half done. 
I’d just placed the last vase in the truck cab, when I noticed a car in the parking lot facing me. The light was on in it, and someone was chatting on their cell phone. I dismissed it at first—but then considered the possibility they thought they were witnessing a thievery going on . . .
Okie dokie, time to get scurrying out of here—just in case!
I wanted to peal out of the parking lot. But I rolled out at a normal speed  and pulled out into the road. In my rear-view mirror, I glimpsed flashing lights  already coming up toward Littleton and Hughes. Wonderful. I kept to my slower speed until I couldn’t see those lights. Then I hit the gas and headed for Whitmore Golf and Country Club. 
What to do?  What to do?
If I could make it to Whitmore, I could swing in by the cart garages and maybe avoid capture. 
Impulsively, I left the main road and turned right onto Glenn Street. As I did, I glanced to see if I was safe, but nope. They were coming!
So I took an immediate right onto First Street. I hoped to be turning left  before the cops figured out where I’d gone. Apparently, I wasn’t quick enough. As I made the turn onto Harold Ave., they started to go past First, paused, backed up and
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