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Chapter
One


 


Normal Junction is anything but.


You won’t find it on any map, but it looks
very much like the place you’re most familiar with. It has the same rhythm, the
same pulse and no matter where you are, you’re never far from it. The people you
meet there seem just like family, the people you work with, and even the ones
who live next door. And, although you may find it hard to believe, once there,
most don’t even realize that they’re somewhere other than home.


That’s because Normal Junction is not a
place that one goes of their own accord. It’s a place that you’re taken to when
you need a little help. And because of that, some may try to convince you that
it doesn’t actually exist. That the idea of a place like Normal Junction is just
a figment of one’s imagination. Nonsense. Rubbish.


Poppycock.


I could go on, but I’m sure you get the
picture.


Okay, maybe just one more.


Balderdash.


So don’t be fooled. It does exist, and
what’s more, I can assure you that in your time of need you yourself have
traveled there.


Ah, I bet now you’re a bit confused,
thinking no, not you. You’d surely remember if such a thing happened. But, Dear
Reader, it is true. Everyone has. Maybe even more than a time or two.


Don’t be surprised. Or alarmed. Come. Give
me a moment and let me explain.


Have you ever had déjà vu? Something
that made you stop and pause? Or a gut feeling – a sense of something “bad”
that urged you to take a different path, that guided you out of harm’s way?
Perhaps, at the time, you thought it might just be coincidence. Happenstance.
Maybe even serendipity?


It wasn’t.


I can assure you that that was the time
when that rocky road of life, your life, was guided by an invisible hand that
took you to that place called Normal Junction. For it is there where Hope, A
Helping Hand, Resilience, and yes, even Miracles reside.


Oh no, the streets of Normal Junction
aren’t paved in gold, the sun isn’t always shining, and even things on the
surface aren’t ever picture perfect – actually it’s quite the opposite. But I
will tell you this, all those that have passed through have come out on the
other side the better for it.


Well, maybe most of the people.


Okay. A few.


And as we look in, we’ll just keep our
fingers crossed that’s that what will happen for our photographer, Leah “Sunny”
Leibowitz, who unbeknownst to her, had just arrived.


 


⸶⸷⸶⸷⸶⸷⸶⸷⸶⸷⸶⸷⸶⸷⸶⸷⸶⸷⸶⸷⸶⸷⸶⸷⸶⸷⸶⸷


 


A tangle of hopelessness seeped through the
refuse-filled landscape. Amidst the mounds of reddish-orange bricks from
crumbling buildings fashioning the broken horizon, nondescript debris littered
about. It clung to the ice and slush of pooled water, impregnable against the
brisk, festering moan of the impending winter wind. A grayish sky seemed
stalled overhead, filibustering against even a sliver of sunlight. It was
surely portent of what was to come.


Sunny pulled her eye away from the lens of
the camera. Taking in a deep breath, she blew out trying to dispose of the
desolation that had amassed within her, sucked in from the backdrop of her
current assignment.


“Get it together,” she told herself. She
shook off her feelings of dread and let her naked eye slowly survey the
terrain. “There’s nothing to be afraid of.”


Yes, Sunny assured herself, she’d be okay.
She wouldn’t be among the desolation for long, just long enough to get the
needed pictures for the magazine spread she’d been hired to shoot. Urban
blight. Third world poverty in a first world country.


She figured that nothing could go wrong in
such a short time even in a bad neighborhood. Only, as we shall shortly see,
Sunny figured wrong.


Never embracing her biblical name – the
older, unwanted sister in the Book of Genesis’ story of Jacob – “Sunny” was the
perfect nickname for Leah. Always ready with a smile, she had a perpetual
optimistic outlook to share. An introvert for the better part of her thirty
years, her life had seemed dull, ragged and inconsequential. Photography – her
passion, was also her refuge. She’d always hid behind the lens of her camera,
and there she’d felt safe and larger than life.


Sunny’s mother, wanting her to be outgoing
and bold, had often reminded her that the Biblical Leah was the mother of Judah
- the lion of the twelve tribes of Israel. So after her mother died,
Sunny decided to see just how loud she could roar. She resolved to step out and
step up. Step out from the backside of her cameras, and step up and find for
herself a life full of the vibrancy, action and wonder that filled the pictures
she took.


The day after her mother’s funeral, before
she could change her mind, Sunny packed her camera equipment, her gray and
white English bulldog, Duke, and her Alzheimer ridden grandfather, Pops, and
packed them into her silk blue metallic Volkswagen Beetle convertible. Leaving
her small city hometown behind, she headed to the jungle.


Once they all arrived in the big city,
she’d gotten Pops settled into an assisted living facility, then rented out a
studio – complete with upstairs living quarters for her and Duke. She hung up a
shingle, and started passing out business cards.


Her grandfather didn’t last too long after
the move, and although soon after she did make a friend, she discovered that
she was all alone in her big city dreams. She knew she was good enough to make
a living with her talent, but whether she was good enough to make it in a world
she’d always hid from, especially now that she was mostly alone, was quite a
different story.


Unlike the “tender eyes” of her namesake,
Sunny’s eyes were keen and exacting. In the pictures she took – stills that
were dynamic and moving – she could grasp the very soul of any subject and
reach beyond its plain, bleak and sometimes ugly veneer to bring out a beauty
that, to the awe of others, seemed intrinsic.


Sunny removed her black leather gloves,
stuffed them in the pockets of her silver, puffy down jacket and tugged on her
black mohair hat, covering her ears to shield the cold. She dismounted the
camera from the tripod, wanting to shoot free hand. She took out a small
plastic tarp from her bag and spread it out on the concrete, then placed her
bag on top of it. She unscrewed the wide angle lens that she had used for
panoramic shots. Digging through her bag, she tossed out light meters, remote
triggers, boxes of filters, and a camera holster until she found the zoom lens
she was looking for.  She popped it on and adjusted the shutter to a slower
speed. Walking across the small courtyard, she stepped over the ice and rubble,
then nestled herself under the remnant of one of the dilapidated buildings’
doorway.


Focusing her camera, Sunny skimmed along
the decaying vista, randomly clicking the shutter button. It was then that she
spotted the bright red door five hundred feet in front of her. It was just
through an alley and was attached to a building that had long been abandoned.
Through her lens, she could travel from where she stood and be close enough to
that door that it seemed she could touch its shiny crimson facade. In all the
gloom, even with its cracks and tarnished knob, the door stood out like a
beacon of hope, and perhaps it was a passageway to a brighter, cheerier
existence – something needed, she felt, in this layout.


“Why give them all the bad?”


Sunny finished out the roll of black and
white film with shots of the cracked walkways and fragmented stoops. Wanting to
catch the little godsend of hope in Technicolor, she walked back to her camera
bag and found a box of color film and switched out the rolls.


She focused in on the red door and pressed
the shutter button in quick succession taking pictures of it then narrowing in
on its details – the ornate black wrought iron hinges, the once gold kick
plate. Pulling back for the last few shots, she noticed movement in her sight
breaking her concentration.


People.


“Ugh!” She lifted her finger from the
button, moved the camera from her eye and squinted across the hundred and fifty
yard expanse. “Why are you there?” she said in a whisper.


She had been relieved to spend the
afternoon alone in the broken down block of the condemned neighborhood. Even
the initial anxiousness of being in the devastation generated by crime and
neglect had soon been extinguished, causing her to settle in and became a part
of it, as she often did. A synergy forged between herself and the subject of
her shoot. 


Running her finger along the top of the
camera, she thought, Maybe I’ll just go.


Sunny had already decided that the pictures
of the door were the last in the area anyway. She had planned to move a few
blocks down the street to the four-way intersection where a handful of
businesses were still hanging on, and a gaggle of people still populated the
milieu.


She lifted her camera and took another look
toward the door. They were still there – the back of one facing her camera lens
and blocking the face of the other. They were locked in some sort of
confrontation, evident by their body language. It seemed their disagreement was
escalating.


The two were dressed for the weather, but
Sunny let out a chuckle as she scanned down to their feet. Both were donned in
colorful scarfs and gloves, the one with their back to her in a parka, hood up,
the decorative fur outlining the head was dressed in skinny jeans and low cut
tennis shoes. But the other was barelegged and wearing canary blue heels.


“Who wears five-inch heels in the snow?”
Sunny mumbled. “And on this crumbling terrain?” She moved her view back up
their bodies. Faces still hidden, through her lens Sunny could see their breath
escaping from their warm bodies and up into the cold air, circling and
dissipating over their heads.  She instinctively pressed the shutter, even
though there was no reason for it. The bickering duo covered her redemptive red
door, and their quick movements would only be captured as a blur at the slow
shutter speed. But she snapped away, reasoning that a clear shot of them didn’t
really matter.


But oh, Sunny, it did. And it was for a
long time after that that Sunny wished she had taken care in capturing those
moments with focused, flawless photography. Something that she was more than
capable of.


For it was what she saw through the lens of
that camera, and the onslaught of events in the aftermath of her witnessing
that murder that caused Sunny Leibowitz to land smack dab in the middle of
Normal Junction.


And, yes. I did say murder.












Chapter
Two


 


Bap! Bap!


The sound was muffled as it reverberated
from that door and shot back through the alley. It enveloped Sunny and shook
her through and through. Its sound vibration was distinct and undeniable, and
the realization of it made her entire body quake.


It was a gunshot.


The photographer nearly dropped her camera,
fumbling, she barely recovered it before it smashed to the ground. Sunny’s
heart began to race, her fingers trembled, and her mind was awash with fear.


“Oh my god,” she whispered, her voice
faint, nearly devoid of the breath needed to make the words audible.


 She looked through the lens as the woman
with the blue heels slowly fell, loosened from her assailants grip. Hands
shaking from fright, and fingers numb from the cold, Sunny scrambled to change
the exposure, to get a clear picture – but knew it was too late.


And she was right.


She put the camera back up to her eye ad
there was no one there. The shooter had ducked from view.


“Where did you go?” she whispered. Then she
scanned down and gasped – those canary blue heels were now laying horizontal to
the ground. She instinctively clicked the shutter – it opened and closed. But
as she pressed again, those blue pumps slid from view.


“Oh no!” she said and lowered her camera.
She tried to breathe evenly and calm herself, but, at first, she wasn’t quite
sure what to do. So she just stood still.


As we all know, the best thing for Sunny to
do, or anyone in such a situation, would be to run. Which, eventually, is
exactly what she did.


Only Sunny ran the wrong way.


Sunny hopped over fallen bricks, and maneuvered
around puddles of water, she ran down the alley toward that red door. Toward
that girl in the canary blue shoes.


Breathing hard and out of breath, Sunny
made her way there to no avail. She stood over the body of that young woman in
the blue shoes and knew there was nothing she could do to help.


A flurry of white snowflakes began to fall
around her, yet everything seemed to stop for Sunny. The body was splayed
across the concrete walkway behind a pile of rubble, the killer hastily trying
to cover up the act. She looked down at the camera clutched in her hand, and
innately ran the strap between her thumb and forefinger draping it over her
head, and letting it drop to her chest.


The dead woman appeared to be in her early
twenties. She had a long, silky brown hair, and lifeless green eyes that seem
to stare at Sunny. Her crimson-colored lips slightly parted, there was no
longer any warm air to escape.


“Ohh!” Sunny let out a groan. “Why did this
happen to you?”


The pooled liquid – just as vibrant and red
as that door – puddled under the woman’s body and a single tear pushed out from
Sunny’s lower eyelid and ran down her cheek. She swiped it away, not quite sure
why she was feeling so emotional. It wasn’t the usual pain one suffered over a
lost one – she hadn’t even known the girl. Yet, she felt so sad.


A loud bang made Sunny jump. She
jerked her head from side-to-side searching for the source of the noise and
then for the first time, realized that the killer might still be close. She
took off running.


This time the right way.


She stopped long enough to get her things.
Frantically, she folded her tripod, and hastily stuffed her gear back into the
bag – spilling some of the equipment out of her hands several times before
securing it inside. While she packed she began to mumble the words to a psalm
she had learned as a child. It seemed to just pop into her head.


Because I have made the Lord my refuge, she whispered as she threw the box of lens
filters inside her bag, no evil shall befall me. For He
will give his angels charge over me, to keep me and they will bear me up in
their hands . . .


 Sunny was not a particularly religious
person, and even in later ruminations about the events of that day, she
couldn’t explain why she’d deferred to saying a little prayer. But then, don’t
most people? Whether you’re a firm believer or not, asking God to come and help
when your life is in danger, just kind of comes naturally, doesn’t it? And just
in case there really is one (a God that is), asking for help when you most need
it certainly couldn’t hurt. But let’s get back to Sunny . . .


“Please, God. Send your angel to help me
get out of here safely,” Sunny whispered, remembering the words in her plea.
She zipped her camera bag shut and threw it over her shoulder. “Please. Just
let me be okay.”


Sunny rushed to her car, repeating her
prayer as she reached for the door handle. And then, just as she finished the
words, an unexpected calmness washed over her. And at that same moment, the sun
peaked from behind a cloud, the gloom that had filled the day dissipated, and a
light tender breeze brushed past her. Its whooshing sound seemed to form
words. To speak to her. “Fear not,” it seemed to say.


Sunny jerked her head around and searched
the area. She felt her heart slow, and her breathing ease.


“Who’s there?” she said breathily. “Who are
you?” She stood still to listen. She knew she should be leaving, but the voice
had made her feel – she wasn’t sure – calm? Unafraid? Yes. That was it –
unafraid.


The voice seemed to come from somewhere
just right there . . . Her eyes drifted to her side . . . Right over her
shoulder, just out of her periphery. She let her head follow her eyes.


Had someone been there? Was that a shadow
that had passed outside the fringe? Had a figure that moved quickly - no
fleetingly – yes fleetingly just been there with her? Beside her. She
was sure that something had.


Was it the killer? And if so why wasn’t she
afraid?


The words seemed almost to have been spoken
into her ear. Spoken by someone close. Someone that cared for her.


“It couldn’t have been the shooter,” she
said aloud. “No one knows I’m here.”


And it wasn’t until that very moment that
Sunny had even given a thought to being seen by the killer. Oh yes, she
had consider how if she ran into the shooter that she might be in danger. But
she hadn’t thought that maybe he had seen her. That he’d been watching her
without coming to confront her. That he knew she had been there.


“That couldn’t be good,” Sunny said, as
fear once again rose up her spine. She shook herself, flinging those thoughts
from her mind. “I was too far away,” she said wanting to reassure herself.


Except for when you ran over to her, the words floated into her head. To the
spot where the killer had just been.


“No,” she resolved. “No one could have seen
me. No one did see me. No one will ever know I was here.”


Except when your pictures are published.


“Oh. My. God!”


Sunny snatched the car door open and threw
the duffle bag and tripod into the back seat. With hands that began to tremble
again, she buckled herself in and pressed the lock on the door. She tried to
stick the key in the ignition, but her hands were shaking too much. Snapshots
of that girl, her bare legs and those canary blue shoes in the snow, flashed
through her mind. She closed her eyes, and noisily sucked in a breath through
her nostrils. She felt sweat beads forming on her head. She pulled her hat off
of her mop of curly black hair and flung it across her car. She cracked the
window and gripping the wheel tightly, she tried to calm herself.


As the air rushed in the open window, she
heard the voice again. “I am here,” it seemed to say. “Have no fear.”


Without searching for its origin this time,
she hastily got that key in, turned the ignition, and shoved the car into gear.


Sunny was more than ready to leave. She’d
just seen someone killed. And the fear of knowing that she’d been that close to
it, and to someone who could commit murder, rocked her very soul.


And as you will soon see, her fear was well
founded. Because in her haste, and with all of her fumbling, Sunny had dropped
the cover for one of her lenses in the soft snow that had fallen around her.
Inside of it was a label that read, “If found, please return to Sunny Leibowitz.”


As you may have guessed, the label included
her address and phone number. Making it very easy for Sunny to be found by
anyone who cared to look for her.













Chapter
Three


 


Are you just going to leave her there?


“What am I thinking?” Sunny said out loud.


She hadn’t driven more than four blocks
from the “crime scene” when she slammed on the brakes, pulled over to the side
of the road and threw the gear into “Park.”


“I just can’t leave her there.” Shaking her
head at her inconsiderateness, she dug her phone out of her pocket. All set to
dial 911, she let the backlight go out without even bringing up the dialer.


“I don’t wanna call on my phone.” She threw
the phone down on the passenger seat like it had heated up in her hand, and
slumped down in her seat. She bit her bottom lip and tried to think of what to
do. “I don’t want anyone to know it’s me reporting it. I can’t get involved
with a murder.”


Sunny thought about the reputation she was
trying to build. She wanted to make a name for herself, but being in the middle
of a murder, somehow just didn’t feel like the right kind of publicity. Plus,
as the couch-potato-television-addict she’d been most of her life, she knew
from TV shows how people were blamed for crimes just because they’d been there.


She tugged on one of the curls on the top
of her head and twirled it. A habitual action, usually starting off
unconsciously whenever she was thinking hard about something or when she was
nervous.


In fact, Sunny had many habits. Bad ones so
she thought. She was attempting to make a new start, and it had become her
mission to try and break those habits. Like biting the side of her tongue when
she was concentrating. The whole couch potato, watching too much TV thing, or
not looking at people when they spoke to her, and overstressing about
everything.


Sunny would probably argue that she only
stresses about most things.


She let go of her hair.


Without thinking about it, she turned up
the radio, an old favorite song of hers by Robbie Williams was playing and
started singing the words.


I sit and wait. Does an angel contemplate my
fate.”


“Okay, Sunny,” she said to herself in a
huff, renewed determination she hit the steering with then reached over and
turned off the radio. “Get it together.” She took in a breath. “I can find a
payphone to use, then no one will know it was me.” She smiled and sat up in her
seat, satisfied with her decision.


Then a thought popped into her head.


Did I leave my fingerprints on anything?


She shook her head. “I didn’t touch
anything but my camera equipment.” She sucked in, holding a breath. “I think . .
. I hope.” She slid down in her seat again, and let out a sigh.


A payphone would be safe, Sunny reasoned. I could wipe the
fingerprints off the receiver. What could go wrong it if I used a payphone?


“There might be cameras nearby,” Sunny
blurted out answering her own question. “They’ll trace the number, look at the
security video and then they’ll know it was me. That’s what could go wrong.”


She picked up a curl. “Maybe . . .” she
chewed on her lip. “Maybe, I won’t call. Maybe someone else will find her.”


Sunny blew out a breath ruffling the curls
hanging over her forehead, and blinked hard. Her dark eyes were narrow, making
her look as if she was always squinting. And usually those brown eyes had
specks that sparkled just like her persona, but at that moment there was no
gleam in them. Surrounded by thick lashes and set in smooth caramel colored
skin, what was now behind them was a well of confusion and contradiction.


She had always been quiet, and non-combative.
Unobtrusive. But not now. Not anymore. She’d moved to the big city to get away
from that person, to spread her wings. To be strong. Brave. Intrusive. But as
she sat contemplating, the Sunny she was running from, was catching up with
her.


“Make a decision already!” Her outburst
even startled her.


(Another bad habit that Sunny had yet
determined to break was talking to herself.)


Sunny grabbed her phone and punched in
several numbers. Many more than the three it took to get help for “Dead Girl.”


 “Hi, Divit,” she spoke measuredly into the
phone not wanting to give away the fear her voice harbored. “You busy? I need
to speak with you about something.”


“Sure,” he chimed back, his voice chipper
on the other end.


“So. What would you do if you saw a dead
body?”


“How dead?”


“What kind of question is that?”


“Well, if they weren’t completely dead, I’d
do the last rites, but -”


“They are completely dead, Divit. Think
completely dead.”


“Okaaay.”


“Say you found a dead body. A completely
dead body. That no one knew was there, and possibly . . .” Sunny cleared her
throat. “Possibly one that had been murdered.”


“Again,” he spoke slowly. “It would be my
job to ensure, to the best of my ability that is, that that soul got into
heaven. So, as I said, I would say a prayer, one that would probably go like .
. .”


Meet Divit Chowdary. Sunny’s best friend
and decidedly – as it appears to be unfolding here – her confidant.


Divit was a first generation American, his
parents hailing from the southern Indian state of Andhra Pradesh. Devout Hindi
– their only son, to their dismay, had grown up to became a Catholic – hoping
to become a priest no less – and now was working hard to get his Master of
Divinity from a local seminary school. In fact, he was graduating with the masters
in just a matter of hours. Taking a vow of a lifetime of celibacy, even though
his wife had been picked for him at birth, Divit took his calling
wholeheartedly.


Divit was the opposite of Sunny – where she
always floated hope, he was the perennial pessimist. And often times she
wondered why she suffered through his cynicism, finding after she sought his advice
she usually didn’t heed a word of it.


Like she was doing now.


“I saw someone get murdered,” Sunny
interjected.


“What!” Divit said. “You okay?”


“What a dumb question, Divit. Of course I’m
not okay. I’ve just seen a person get killed. Shot to death.”


“And a murderer has just seen you?”


Sunny drew in a quick breath, and swiped a
hand across her hair, pulling it away from her face. There. Divit had said it
out loud. The nagging question that had been smacking her in her face.


“No. No one saw me,” Sunny said and shook
her head, confirming it to herself again. “They were too far way. I saw them
through the lens of my camera.”


“So you had to be pretty close if you could
see it through your camera.”


“No. It was a zoom lens. No one knew I was
there.”


“You hope.” Divit said. “But it could be a
sign.”


Sunny let out a silent sigh. “A sign of
what, Divit?”


“Of what’s to come. It may not only be
coincidence that you were there when the murder occurred, but it may be providence.”


“What?” Her voice went up an octave.


“Moving here to the big city. You know what
I mean. Wanting to live the city life. It’s not for small town people like you.
Murder and mayhem are around every corner. It could be a sign that you made the
wrong decision.”


“I didn’t make the wrong decision.”


“Uh, I’m not too sure.”


“Sometimes, Divit. I don’t even know why I
confide in you.” Sunny pulled the phone down from her ear and stared at it.
Maybe she should call someone else. Someone that would actually be helpful.


“Moving here to a big city was good for
me,” she said putting the phone back up to her ear. “It’ll help me overcome my
fears. It’ll make me stronger.” Sunny let out a huff. “And is that the kind of
comfort you’re going to offer to your parishioners, Divit?” she asked. “Because
if it is, you’re going to suck at being a priest.”


“It’s why I decided to become a priest. You
know that.”


“No. I didn’t.”


“The doom and gloom badge of honor that
Catholicism carries with it appeals to me.”


“What does that even mean?”


“Just the importance of repentance. The
perpetual need for a priest’s services. In Hindi or Buddhism, you needn’t worry
about being a do-gooder all the time. You don’t measure up in this life, it’s
okay, you’ll get another life, you can do better next time.”


“I don’t think it’s that simple, Divit.”


“Basically, it is.” Divit’s voice sounded
matter-of-fact.


“So, Divit, you’d rather that everyone
would have to come to you for penitence to make sure they make it into heaven,
or just go to hell?”


“Yes.”


“And that’s the end of it?”


“Well, there is limbo, but yes, that’s how
it should be.”


“I’m sure your parents are very proud of
you,” Sunny said dryly.


A low groan was all that came through the
line.


“Well, I’m not Catholic, Divit, and right
now that is not what I need you for,” Sunny said wanting to get to the point.
“I don’t have anything to repent for, and I don’t even know how we got on the
topic.”


“Well, we were-”


 “It doesn’t matter, Divit,” Sunny
interrupted. “I just need your help.”


“With what?”


“The dead body. The murder.”


 “And by the sound of today’s happenings,
you’ll need help with the murderer too.”


“Why would I need help with the murderer?”


“You need to somehow ensure that he doesn’t
come after you. You’ll need lots of prayer that the Father will intercede and
keep you safe from him-”


“I don’t know that it was a ‘him.’” Sunny
interrupted Divit’s tirade.


“I thought you saw him?”


“I did see the murderer, I just don’t know
if it was a him.”


“How could you not know?”


“Their faces were covered.” Sunny let out
another long sigh, her patience wearing thin. “I didn’t even see her face. At
least not then.”


“Well, whether it was a ‘him’ or not, I
could pray to St. Michael, the Archangel, for protection for you.”


 “Never mind,” Sunny said and hung up.


Sunny had had enough of Divit. She needed
to help the dead girl in the blue shoes. Well, the little help she could still
offer, and she was sure Divit wasn’t going to be able to conjure up the angel Michael
to come and save her. She needed realistic help.


Sunny drove around for what seemed like an
hour before she found a payphone, and then sat and stared at it for another
twenty minutes before she used it to call 9-1-1. She reported the murder, being
as exact as she could about the location and slammed down the receiver before
the dispatcher could ask her a lot of questions.


After she hung up, she stood and stared at
the phone, thinking that the dispatcher that had answered might try to call her
back, not that she planned on answering it. When it didn’t ring, she turned to
look around to make sure no one was watching her. Then she glanced at nearby
buildings to see if she could spot any surveillance cameras. Satisfied there
weren’t any, she turned back to the phone, pulled the sleeve of her coat over
her hand, picked up the receiver and used her hat to wipe away any evidence of
her ever being there. Then she stuffed her hat into her pocket.


She let out a huff. “I wish I could just go
and talk to Pops,” she said as if he could’ve been her salvation from the day’s
events. She needed help that wasn’t laced in cynicism. And even with his lapses
in memory, Sunny’s grandfather, until the very end, had listened to her and
with his easy, but lopsided smile, gave her more hope and help than Divit ever
could.


But what Sunny didn’t know was that help
had already been dispatched and indeed, had arrived, courtesy of her morning
supplication to Divit’s celestial, soon-to-be employer.













 


Chapter
Four


 


Still unsteady, Sunny pulled up into the
alley next to the sturdy, nearly one hundred year old red brick two-story
walk-up that she called home. She threw the car into park, and glanced into her
rearview mirror.


“Thank you, God, for letting me get back
home okay.”


Sunny grabbed her duffle bag and tripod out
of the back seat and clicked the button on her fob to lock the car. She walked
past the side door that led upstairs and headed to the front of the building.


The second floor was her living space, and
although recently remodeled, it still maintained its original charm – hardwood
floors, crown moldings, wainscoting in the dining room, a window seat in her
bedroom, and a cozy breakfast nook – making it easy for her new surroundings to
feel like home. Still the furnishings were sparse and didn’t fill the space.
She had found that she couldn’t make herself do much more to it because she
devoted all of her time and effort to her newly established business.


The first floor was an urban-planned,
updated storefront that she’d made into her photography studio. It boasted a
large display window with a brown cloth awning that proclaimed her place – Painted
Light.


Usually, when Sunny pushed opened the glass
door to her studio, she was excited at the welcoming tinkle of the small bell
overhead. It had been a dream come true, and adding to her happiness, business
was good – better than good. But today her hands trembled as she turned the
brass knob. She was filled with trepidation as she stepped inside. She paid no
attention to the bright cheery interior with its walls filled with dozens of pictures
she’d taken. Her mind was focused on one thing – and one thing only – to take a
look at the images she’d shot that morning.


Sunny locked the door behind her and didn’t
bother to flip the “Closed” sign. She dropped her gear behind the
receptionist’s counter, unzipped her coat, tossed it on the leather office
chair, and headed to the back.


She pushed open the door to her darkroom
and flipped the light switch on. The small windowless room was divided into dry
and wet sides, with shelves and storage cabinets flanking both sides of the
entryway, and a sink on the opposite wall. She pulled the camera from around
her neck, laid it on the steel-topped table and stared at it.


Do I really want to see what’s on there?


She tried to swallow over the knot that had
risen in her throat. She looked at the camera, then with a shaky hand she
reached out to touch it, but pulled back.


And after I develop the pictures, then what
am I going to do?


Blowing out a long breath, she lifted her
chin and straightened her back. She grabbed a pair of latex gloves from a box
on the shelf. As she put them on, she walked over and hit the light switch on
the wall and closed the door. She stood still as the light was sucked out of
the room, and let her eyes adjust to the blackness. Then she closed them.


Sunny walked the three measured steps to
her wet station where she’d left the camera, and popped out the film. With her
eyes still closed, she worked adeptly in the dark. Moving instinctively, she
opened the roll and fed it onto the developing reel, cutting off the end, and
wrapping it tightly, she dropped it into the tank that sat exactly eleven
inches to her right.


She screwed the top on and placing her
finger at the small opening to mark it, she reached for the glass jar of
developer that she kept in a 38.8º Celsius bath. Pouring it, she listened as
the sound of the liquid hollowed out, alerting her that it reached the top-off
point. After tapping the tank on the table several times to ensure there were
no air bubbles, she agitated it for a few seconds, then sat it on the table,
and pushed the button on her wall-mounted pre-set timer. She reached behind her
for the stool and sat down to wait out the three and a half minutes needed for
the film’s first bath.


It seemed like the longest three and a half
minutes of her life.


She ran her hand over her face and opened
her eyes. Even though darkness covered the room, she could already see the
images she knew were on that film – the blur of white light capturing the
activity as those two argued, the blue shoes laying next to that red door. She
had used black and white film for most of the shoot, seizing the desolation,
but had changed to color after finding that door, and now, as she again closed
her eyes, those vivid colors splashed behind her eyelids, making her dizzy as
they spun around in her head.


The harsh buzzer indicating her wait was
over startled her. She swallowed hard and reached out for the canister.
Wrapping her hand around it, she poured the spent liquid into a recycling tub,
and again marking the opening with a finger on her left hand, poured the
stop-liquid into the canister. She flipped it back and forth and counted to
ten, then poured it out, and added the fixer. Restarting the timer, she sat
down and waited impatiently for the last wet step to finish.


But before the buzzer alerted her that her
film had been fixed, a blaringly bright light seeped under the crack of the
bottom of the door and around its frame. It raced around the room, pushing
itself through, until it seemed to reach a crescendo – an abundant release of
energy that emitted sudden firework-like flashes. It lit up the entire darkroom.
Then settling in, the light seemed to swirl, bathing her and her equipment in a
warm, soft, ethereal glow. And as she inhaled, a sweet, delicate fragrant
invaded her senses. It was a light, soothing aroma that sent a sensation of
calm down through to her very soul.


Then it was gone.


What was that?


Sunny stood up from the stool, searching
for it. Without turning on the light, or taking off her gloves, she opened the
door to the darkroom just wide enough for her to slip through.


There it is.


She spotted it as it moved backwards,
receding in scope and intensity, and getting farther away from her. Captivated,
she followed the waning light that had invaded her once opaque sanctuary into
the front of the studio. But when she got there, it had disappeared. There was
nothing left of it. No scent. No warm feeling. Nothing.


All that was there was a feather.


She stared at it as it floated toward the
floor along with the motes of dust seen in the light that filtered through her
front window. Sunny watched, unable to take her eyes from it, until it landed.


“Where did you come from?” she said and
walked over to it. She bent down, picked it up and turned to look at her down
coat draped over the chair, then back at the feather.


 “Did you come from my coat?”


She shook her head. “You couldn’t have.
Could you?”


Then she heard the jangle of the bell, as
the door she thought she had locked swung open.













 


Chapter
Five


 


“Divit!” Sunny screeched. “You scared me
half to death! How did you get in here?”


Divit held up a set of keys. “Uhm . . .
With the keys you gave me.”


“I gave them to you for emergencies.”


“I thought this might perhaps be an
emergency. I tried calling you – several times – and no answer. With you being
chased by a murderer and all, I thought it might be a good idea to come and
check on you.”


“There is no murderer chasing me.” Sunny
walked over to the window and peered out of it, looking up to the sky, then
right and left down the street.


“Yeah. Well. You can’t really be sure about
that,” Divit said. “And if something happened to you, you’d miss my graduation
tomorrow.” Sunny glared at him. “See you are jumpy.”


“That wasn’t a ‘jumpy’ look I just gave you,”
Sunny said.’


“It was laced in fear.”


“More like annoyance.”


“I can tell, Sunny. Whatever word you use,
it does seem as if you’re a little worried about the man who killed that girl,
too.”


“I’m not worried . . . I’m . . . I’m just .
. .” Sunny cocked her head to the side. “Did you notice a light or anything
when you came in?”


“What kind of light?”


“A bright light. Like really bright.”


Divit raised his eyebrows, the red
undertones to his mocha-colored smooth skin was more pronounced from being out
in the cold. He ran his hand over his coal black hair, then patted it back into
place. He looked back at the door he had just entered, then up at the ceiling.
“No,” he said. “Don’t think so. Just the light in here.” He pointed up.


Sunny followed his finger, and staring at
the recessed lighting, then asked him, “Did you pray to the Archangel Michael
about me?”


“Why?” Divit asked suspiciously.


“Just wondering.” She brought her eyes back
down and met his.


“No. Actually I didn’t.” Divit cocked his
head mimicking Sunny’s earlier stance. “Well, I hadn’t yet. Do you want me to?”


Sunny blew out a breath. “No. Never mind. I
was just wondering.”


“Would you like to pray now?”


“Nope.” She shook her head. “Really. I’m
good.” She sat down in the window seat. “I did enough of my own praying this
morning.” Sunny looked at Divit. “I needed earthly help when I called
you, you know.”


“I’m here now.”


“Yeah, buddy,” she laughed. “You’re a bit too
late.”


“Well since I’m here, you want to show me
the pictures? Maybe I can still help.”


“My pictures!” Sunny screeched, she hopped
up and ran back toward her darkroom. “They’ve been in the fixer all this time.
Oh my, God. They’re probably ruined.”


“What fixer?” Divit ran after her.


“Don’t turn on the light,” Sunny warn Divit
as he bolted through the darkroom on her heels.


“What fixer?” he repeated his question.


“The solution it was in when that light
came bursting in here.”


“Light? A light was in here? Isn’t it
supposed to be dark when you develop film?”


“Yes. Darkroom. Duh. And I don’t know why
the light was in here.” Sunny said as she popped on the light in the room. “But
I thought that it might be . . .”


“Be what?”


“I don’t know . . .” She contemplated for a
few moments, trying to decide if she should voice her thoughts. “An angel?” She
let the words out, and then wished she hadn’t. At least not to Divit.


Divit’s eyes grew wide. “Are you serious?”


“No.” Sunny shook her head. “I’m not. I
couldn’t be. I had just thought . . . I don’t know what it was.”


“Why did you think it was an angel?”


“I don’t know. It just felt like it.”


“How does it feel to be with an angel?” He
sat down on her stool, his brows crinkled, a grin on his face. “What did it
feel like?”


“Can I just do this? Please?” Sunny said
and pointed to her work area. She went over and shut the door, closing out the
light from the hall and flipped on the amber lights she had on the back wall. “I
don’t want my pictures ruined.”


She grabbed the canister she’d placed on
the counter earlier and gently pulled out the roll of film. Getting to work on
trying to salvage the “evidence,” she wondered if she could even answer Divit’s
question.


It was a silly thought anyway. The feather
probably had come from her coat, although she hadn’t figured out how, but knew
there couldn’t be any other answer for it.


Standing over the sink, she took a sponge
to take the excess water off the film. Then in one swift movement, she fastened
it to the wire line stretched across the back of the room with film hanger
clips. She placed one at the bottom to weigh the roll down and keep it from
curling up as it dried. Concentrating on her task, she chewed on the side of
tongue as she opened the drawer next to the sink and quickly selected a
magnifying loupe. Bumping the drawer shut with her hip, and careful not to
touch the film, Sunny did a cursory look down the outstretched roll to make
sure the film was good, then she narrowed in to find the one of the shoes – the
one where they were lying perpendicular to the red door. Holding her breath,
she leaned in close and stared at it.


“Is that the picture of the murderer?”


Sunny spun around. “Oh my goodness you
scared me. I forgot you were here.” She put a hand over her heart, trying to
get it to slow down.


“Where else would I be?” He stepped closer
to her. “Can I see?” he asked.


“Nothing to see,” Sunny said and handed
Divit the loupe. She went over and flipped on the light switch on the wall. “I
didn’t capture a clear picture of whoever shot that girl.” Divit leaned in
close to the roll. “Don’t touch the film,” she warned.


“I know,” he said as he examined it. After
checking over it a few times, he said, “There’s nothing here.”


“Yep. I know.”


“You’re such a good photographer, why
didn’t you get a picture of the killer?”


“Shutter,” was all Sunny could eke out as
she plopped down on her stool.


“Yes, I’m shuddering too, but that doesn’t
answer my question.”


“No, Divit. Shut-ter.” She stood, walked
over to him and took the loupe from him, sidling up to the hanging film, she
examined the frames again. “As in shutter speed.”


“You know I don’t understand all that
photography-ese.”


“Yes, I know, Divit. But that’s the reason.
I can explain it to you if you want.”


Divit looked at her. Her weariness evident
in her eyes and her stance.


“No. That’s okay,” Divit said. “You don’t
have to explain.” He looked at the hanging film, and back at Sunny. “So you
just left her lying there?”


“No.” Sunny studied Divit’s face to see if
he was being sarcastic, she couldn’t believe he’d ask such a question. “Of
course I didn’t just leave her there. I didn’t, rather couldn’t, move her, but
I called and reported it. I’m sure someone has found her by now.” She glanced
down at the time on her Fitbit. There had been plenty of time since her call
for it to be taken care of, she reasoned.


“Called who?” Divit said.


“9-1-1.”


“I guess that was a good thing to do.” He
nodded his head. “What did you tell them?”


“About what?”


“About what happened.”


“I didn’t tell them anything about what happened.
I just told them about the dead body. Where to find it.”


“But,” he furrowed his brow, “you know they
probably will want to speak with you at length.”


“About what?”


“The murder. You are a material witness.”


“I didn’t see anything.” Sunny closed her
eyes and shook her head, her hair flopping from side to side.


“You saw the whole thing. What are
you talking about?” Divit pushed her shoulder. “Stop shaking your head.”


Sunny gave him a look that said, “I don’t
know what you’re talking about.”


“I hope you’re not thinking about lying to
a police officer,” Divit said, a look of caution on his face. “That’s
considered obstructing justice and carries with it, I’m sure, a copious amount
of jail time.”


“I don’t want to be involved.” Sunny opened
her eyes, wishing she could take back witnessing what she’d seen.


“So, what are you going to do?” Divit asked.
He waved toward the pictures. “With all this stuff? Sweep it under the
proverbial rug? Act as if nothing happened?”


“No.” Sunny let out a sigh, but didn’t say
anything else.


“Well what?” Divit asked.


Of course Sunny knew exactly what to do
with those pictures and with the information she had – take it all to the
police. Give them more than just the location of the body. Not be afraid to
talk. But that introverted, don’t-get-involved, small town girl in her was
rearing its “I’m-too-scared” head.


“I’m just going to get rid of them,” she
said, the words tumbling from her mouth.


“Get rid of them?” Divit stifled a laugh. “They’re
evidence. That would be obstructing justice.”


“I don’t think so,” Sunny said.


“Oh, it definitely is, and you will
definitely go to jail for it.”


“My grandfather taught me a lot about the
law, and those pictures have no value. I could just testify to what I saw, and
that would be more admissible than pictures that just show a blur.”


“You are so going to jail,” Divit said
again. Sunny felt like he was trying to will it in to happening. “And no amount
of prayer from me, or protection from a guardian angel is going to help you.”


“Stop,” Sunny said and rubbed her hand
across her forehead. She needed to stop. Think things through, and all of
Divit’s pessimism wasn’t helping. But before she could, there came another
jingle from the bell over the front door.


“I know I didn’t give anyone else a key,”
she said and flapped her arms at her side. “How did someone just come in?”


“I unlocked it when I came in. Flipped the
sign to say you were open,” Divit said and shrugged. “You were here, figured
you were opened for business.”













 


Chapter
Six


 


Divit followed Sunny from the darkroom to
the doorway leading to the front of the store.


“Wow, he sure is a spiffy dresser,” Divit
said and nodded toward the new arrival in approval.


It was a man who had walked into Sunny’s
shop. He looked familiar to her. Perhaps.


Maybe.


She tilted her head to one side. She
couldn’t quite put her finger on what it was she knew about him, or if
she knew anything about him.


“He looks familiar,” Divit said voicing
Sunny’s thoughts.


“He does,” Sunny said then scrunched up her
face. “But he’s got on jeans and a pea jacket.” She glanced at Divit. “I
wouldn’t call that spiffy.” She started to walk toward the man. “He looks like
he’s in the Navy.”


“What’s wrong with your eyes?” Divit
grabbed her arm. “He’s got on a suit. Steel Blue. Burberry. Millbank trim fit.
Two-buttoned. Two thousand dollars, easy.”


 “You must be having second thoughts on
that vow of poverty you took.” She pulled her arm away from his hand and went
to greet her customer, Divit at her heels.


“Hi,” Sunny’s said and put on a relaxed
smile. “I’m Sunny, welcome to my studio. How can I help you?”


“I have come to bear you up,” he said, his
voice even and controlled.


“What?” Sunny said, her brow furrowed. “Do
what?”


“I have been given charge over you.”


Sunny looked at Divit, and he at her.


“Do I know you?” Sunny asked the stranger.


“No, but you have been made known to me.”


The man stood erect, tall. His eyes
gleaming, they seemed to sparkle, yet they seemed to look through her, not at
her. She turned to see what was behind her then back to him. What did he
mean, he came to bear me up? And his words, though personal, lacked passion
or emotion, they seemed passive, just tolerant. Odd, his intonation neutral.


She started to speak to him, when a
familiar aroma wafted past her nose, it sent a chill down her spine. She took a
large step back, running into Divit.


“You smell that?” she whispered to Divit,
pushing him out of way as she moved further back into the room.


“Smells like incense.”


“Smells like a flower garden,” she said,
and moved behind the counter. “I smelled it earlier.”


Sunny turned and looked at Divit. “What did
he say, Divit? Before? That I have been made known to him?” She shook her head.
“What does that mean?” She kept an eye on the stranger as she whispered.


Divit shrugged. “Sounds ominous.” He
frowned up his face. “Especially knowing there’s a murderer after you.”


“There’s no murderer after me,” Sunny said
through clenched teeth.


“Then who is that?” Divit pointed to the
stranger.


“Maybe I should call the police?”


“Is he the killer?” Divit asked.


“I don’t know,” Sunny whispered. Divit was
exasperating. “I told you I didn’t see any faces.”


“Because if it is,” Divit continued, “we
should probably start praying. You’re going to need protection.”


“You pray,” Sunny said, pulling the phone
out of her pocket. “I’ll call 9-1-1, and see if I can get some armed
protection.”


 The man stepped up the counter where the
pair had taken refuge. “Be mindful of thy tongue,” he said seemingly to warn,
his voice low, almost in a whisper. Then he stepped back.


Sunny let out a shriek as he spoke to her,
and nearly lost her cell phone as she tossed it in the air in fright. Catching
it, she blew out a breath, trying to regain her composure when the doorbell
gave out a jingle and gave her another startle.


“Ohmigosh,” Sunny said and clutched
her chest. “I can’t take anymore.”


“Good afternoon.” It was another man. This
one not as indifferent looking. He had a smile on his face, and took time to
wipe his feet on the black mat she had at the door.


“Hello,” Sunny said. “Welcome to Painted
Light.” She didn’t have much breath from being unnerved, and her voice came out
strained. “How may I help you?”


He was dressed in a camel hair, beige
overcoat. It was unbuttoned, and she could see he had a red and blue plaid
scarf around his neck that fell over his white shirt and black tie. He had on
black pants, and black goulashes over his brown tie up shoes. He smiled back at
her. A pleasant smile and it made Sunny smile back. “I’m looking for Leah Leibowitz,”
he said.


“I’m Leah,” she said. “But I go by Sunny.”


“Are you a photographer?” he asked.


Sunny glanced around the room at the
pictures that took up every inch of space on nearly every wall. “I am,” she
said with a smile.


“What kind of pictures do you take?” he
asked.


“Portraits, weddings, special events.”


“Landscapes?”


Oh, like the ones I took today?


“Uh . . .” Sunny felt a knot rise in her
throat, and her tongue seemed to thicken.


Why did he ask her that, did he know?


“Not. Really.” She coughed into her hand as
she voiced the lie. “What kind of pictures are you looking to have taken?”


“What time do you open?” he asked instead
of answering her question. He swung around from the hip to look back at the
door. “Are those your hours?” he pointed then looked back at her.


“Yep,” she said.


Why was he asking so many questions?


“I started to come by earlier,” he said.
“Didn’t know what time a place like this opens.”


“Nine,” Sunny said. “Just like what’s
posted on the door.”


“You were here at nine?” he asked, an
eyebrow raised.


“Being punctual is one of my good habits,”
she said, pulling on a curl near her ear.


“What kind of bad habits do you
have, Ms. Leibowitz?” the man asked, his face showing amused curiosity.


Divit stepped in closer to her. He grabbed
at her hand discreetly, not wanting to let the man see. She pulled away, and he
reached for it again. She knew just what he was thinking: This guy was the
murderer.


But how could he have found her?


Sunny shook off the thoughts. Divit would
have thought anyone that came in close proximity to her was the murderer. He
was paranoid, and she wasn’t giving in to it. She glanced over at the first man
that had entered. He had tucked himself into a corner and now stood listening,
his interest seemingly piqued. It was the first time in the short time he’d
been in her presence that she’d noticed any kind of emotion coming from him.


“Ms. Leibowitz,” the man in the camel
haired coat said, getting her attention. “What are you looking at?” He turned
and looked in the corner where Sunny had just glanced.


“My other customer,” she said, returning
her gaze to him as she spoke. “He came in before you. I was just going to ask
if you could wait until I finished with him.”


A smirk spread across his face. “What other
customer?”


Sunny pointed to the corner – the now empty
corner – where the man had just stood. Then she looked at Divit.


“Did you see him leave?” she asked.


Divit slowly shook his head, his eyes wide.


The man in the camel haired coat, reached
into his inside coat pocket, and that frightened Divit and Sunny. They grabbed
hands and stepped back, both pulling in a breath and holding it.


“Ms. Leibowitz,” he said.


“Y-Yes,” came her shaky reply.


“I think you better come with me,” he said
and pulled out a badge. “I’m Detective Phillip Dunley. Homicide.” He then
reached into the outside pocket of his coat, pulled out a plastic Ziploc bag
and threw it up on the counter. It contained a lens cap that had her name on a
label inside of it. “We should finish this conversation downtown.”


 


 













 


Chapter
Seven


 


 “It’s illegal to lie to a police officer,”
Detective Dunley said. He had stepped right inside the door and holding on to
the doorknob spoke to her. He had a manila folder in his hand.


Sunny knew it wasn’t against the law. Her
grandfather had been a police officer, and all of her life she’d heard of their
tactics. It was only a crime to lie to an FBI agent, and she could tell by the
looks of the place she’d landed, this place, while downtown, didn’t have any
such clout.


 Sunny sat in a small interrogation room,
it had one door, and no windows. In the center of the room sat a small wooden
table – scuffed up with carvings of initials and expletives – which she was
thankful she wasn’t handcuffed to, and two metal chairs. An obvious spy portal
behind the mirrored wall kept her eyes averted to the adjacent one, where she
tried to concentrate on the peeling paint.


But she also knew that obstructing an
investigation by giving misleading statements was a criminal offense.


And she hadn’t been completely forthcoming.


Sunny stuffed her hands down into the
pockets of her puffy down coat, and slid down in her chair. Yeah so, she hadn’t
actually given any misleading statements, but she was almost sure that
omissions were just as bad.


She wasn’t sure why that detective had her
lens cap, or what he was trying to find out. But she knew she had to be careful
of what she said.


Pulling her hand out of her pockets, she
noticed a feather on her hand, and it made her think of that man that had come
into her studio right before the detective.


Be mindful of your tongue . . .


That was what he’d told her, and now she
was thinking the same thing. Only she hadn’t been mindful of it. In fact, she’d
insinuated that she’d been in her studio that morning when it opened when she
had in fact been at the scene of a crime . . . And it was because of that tongue
that she hadn’t minded that she sat where she was at that present moment
– she’d talked herself into a ride downtown.


Who was that man?


The scraping of the chair legs across the
floor jolted her out of her revelry. She looked up to see the detective sit
down across from her, he dropped his folder on the table and gently placed her lens
cap, still wrapped in plastic, on top of it.


“Where did you get my cap?” Sunny asked and
reached for it.


The detective placed his hand over it
before she could get it. “Where do you think it was?” he asked.


“I don’t know.” She looked up at him. “I
don’t remember losing one.”


“Does looking at it now jolt your memory
any?” He pointed at the cap.


“Aren’t you going to read me my rights?”
Sunny asked, her heart starting to race, her palms feeling sweaty.


“You’re not under arrest, Ms. Leibowitz.
You’re free to go anytime you’d like.”


“I am?”


“Yes. You are.” He gave a curt nod. “Why do
you ask? Do you think I should arrest you?” He tilted his head and looked
directly into her eyes. “Have you done something to be arrested for? Because if
you have, I’ll be happy to read you your rights.”


She swiped the swiped her curls off her
face, then moved her hand into her lap. “I haven’t done anything,” she said
lowering her eyes.


“Other than lie to me, you mean?”


“I haven’t lied to you.” Sunny said, trying
not to let her fear show in her voice. “I haven’t done anything.”


“Yes, you’ve already said that. Now by
anything, do you mean anything other than kill Fleming Bennett?’”


“Who?” Then her breath caught in the back
of her throat as the realization hit her.


The girl in the canary blue shoes.


“Was that her name?” Sunny let the words
slip out her mouth. She knew she shouldn’t show any recognition. Not do
anything to make him ask her more questions, but it gave her chills, it somehow
made that girl in the blue shoes more real. Human.


Alive.


“Did you know her?” he asked. He moved the
cap from atop the folder and slid the manila file across the table. Then he
opened it up.


It was a picture of her. Sunny stared down
at it. At Fleming. Those blank eyes, her red lips – laying on that cold ground,
stone-cold dead – he needn’t show it to her, she  knew that image all too well.
It couldn’t have been a more lasting picture for Sunny even if it had been
captured with her camera.


“I . . .”


“You what, Ms. Leibowitz?” He pushed the
folder a little closer. “You killed her?”


“No,” Sunny said swallowing hard. “I saw
her get killed.”


“Saw?” A smirk came across the detective’s
face. “The same way you saw that customer in your studio earlier?”


Sunny grabbed a curl. “I saw it. I saw her
get shot.”


He tilted his head the other way. “You want
to tell me about it?”


Sunny unwrapped the curl from around her
finger. She put her hands back in her lap, she didn’t want him to see how badly
they were shaking.


Her grandfather had always told her what to
do when talking to a detective. Sunny remembered plenty of days how he’d come
home saying how a suspect had given himself away just by his actions in the
interrogation room. She hadn’t done anything, but she knew her actions as she
sat there belied that fact.


She took in a breath to calm her nerves. “I
was taking pictures. On a job I’d been hired for,” Sunny said, studying her
hands that were clasped together in her lap. “To take pictures of the
landscape. I was a few hundred yards away.” She glanced up at the detective for
only a moment, then let her eyes drift back down. “I heard the shots. Then I
saw her fall.”


“Did you get a picture of the killer?”


“No. Not really,” she said and shook her
head. “It’s all a blur.”


“Your memory is a blur?”


“No. The pictures. I had the shutter speed
set for distance, not for movement.” She swallowed again, the saliva in her
mouth seeming to be overflowing. “My camera couldn’t catch the image.”


“Where are these pictures now?” he asked.


“At my studio.”


“Why didn’t you think to show them to me
when we were there?”


“I didn’t know what you came to my studio
for,” Sunny said lifting her head. “I thought you were a new customer.”


“You didn’t think that someone would come
to investigate a murder?”


“Of course I did. But . . .” She bit her
bottom lip. “I didn’t know anyone knew anything about me. That you’d be able to
find me.”


“If you don’t want to be found, Ms. Leibowitz,
you shouldn’t drop your calling card on the ground.”


“I was scared,” Sunny said. “I must have
dropped it when I was packing up to leave.”


“Scared? Scared of what Ms. Leibowitz?”


“That maybe the killer saw me.” Sunny
looked at the detective. “Knew I’d seen the murder. I was scared that the
killer might be coming after me.”


“Well, with you leaving your name and
address laying around,” the detective said. “I can’t say for sure that someone
won’t be coming after you.”


 


 













 


Chapter
Eight


 


Sunny wheeled her VW out of the police
parking lot with fervor. She couldn’t wait to get out of that place and somehow
get herself untangled from this mess she’d made.


“Lord, give me strength,” she whispered as
she turned the wheel and spun into traffic.


The determination that it was she who’d
made that 911 call to report the body was one of two reasons the detective had given
her as to why he was letting her go.


The pictures was the other.


She’d promised she would get a copy of those
pictures back to him. Then he would see, she explained, that it was just bad
timing. She’d been in the wrong place at the wrong time. And in exchange, he
had promised to get her lens cap back to her, and Sunny hoped, it would make
him stop thinking of her as a killer.


How could he think I was a killer?


It wasn’t vindication, the detective told
her. Her being able to leave that police station instead of being locked up,
because, he noted, his eyes intently deadlocked with hers, he still had his
suspicions about her, and plenty of questions. He’d seen a lot of people commit
crimes that they later regretted. Or people appearing to be a Good Samaritan just
to take the heat off of them. A 911 call and blurred pictures couldn’t help
clear her name, he’d told her, his eyes uncaring, his voice cold. And as far as
he was concerned, she was at the top of his suspect list. She was going to have
to prove to him that she hadn’t had anything to do with the morning’s
unfortunate events.


Aren’t people supposed to be innocent until
proven guilty?


Sunny shook her head. That Detective Dunley
seemed to have it backwards.


But that didn’t help the anxiety that was
amassing inside of Sunny. Those pictures, Sunny knew, couldn’t help her. They
wouldn’t be her saving grace.


She slapped the steering wheel. “How could
I not get a clear picture?” she chastised herself. “And how am I going to prove
to that man that I’m not the one who took Fleming Bennett’s life?”
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“Yeah, that’s my boy. That’s my boy. I’m happy
to see you, too.” Sunny came in the door, and without bothering to close it, stooped
down on one knee to her dog who was waiting at the door to greet her. Scratching
behind Duke’s ear, she put her nose against his. “You know, I didn’t do
anything, don’t you, boy?” Duke gave out a bark. “Of course you do.” She rubbed
the top of his head, while he licked her face. “Now just to convince that
detective,” she said and stood up.


Sunny had avoided going to her dark room
when she got back. Even though she’d been sent home to retrieve them, she
couldn’t stomach to look at them again just yet. She had pulled up in her
driveway and came straight up the stairs to her apartment. Now closing the
door, she stood with her back against it, and tried to clear her mind. To think
of thoughts that would make the queasiness she felt go away. Only nothing came
to mind.


“Maybe a shower will help,” she said to
herself. “Maybe that’ll help me to think better.”


Peeling off her clothes as she walked down
the hallway, she turned on the hot water in the tub and let the steam build up
in her tiny bathroom, She stepped inside the tub and let the beads of water
beat down on her.


How could have today gone so wrong?


She rubbed the shower gel over her body,
and let her thoughts drift off.


That woman was dead. Her life taken from
her. Younger than herself, Sunny surmised, Fleming wouldn’t ever be able to do
any of the things Sunny had planned for her life.


If she ever had the nerve to do any of
those things.


Sunny could still see the dead girl’s face.
Not the one in the picture the detective showed her, but the one she’d seen
that morning. Raw. In color.


A single tear rolled down Sunny’s cheek,
and she felt her façade of optimism start to crack. And another tear, she
swiped at it. She didn’t know if she was crying for Fleming, a person she
didn’t know, or for herself.


She stood underneath the shower head and
let the water wash away the tears as she began to sob. She wanted all the pain
and fear to go away. She didn’t want to feel anything. Nothing for that girl,
nothing about the trouble he found herself in now. Nor did she want to think
about those pictures.


But she just couldn’t seem to get any of it
out of her head.


She felt like what she had depicted in
those pictures – the ones that showed all the emptiness and desolation of that
place where Fleming lost her life. She felt the same helplessness and sadness
that, at that moment, filled Sunny.


These were the times when Sunny missed
being home. Having her mother to motivate her, her grandfather to encourage
her. She wanted to be all the things they had told her she could be. She knew
she had it somewhere inside of her. How could she not? Her grandfather, the first
black cop in a big city, had overcame all sorts of odds. Things much bigger
than what she was going through. And her mother had raised her as a single
parent. Taking care of her and never once complaining.


And all Sunny could think to do was cry.


She swiped the tears away from her face.


 “What is wrong with me,” she muttered. “Please,
Lord. Just help me find a way to get past all of this.”


But that hot shower, or the strength she
tried to glean from her mother and grandfather’s memory wasn’t nearly enough to
wash away all the emotions she was feeling, that were encumbering her. She felt
weak, and alone and wished she could climb in the bed and pull the covers up
over her head and stay there. She reached down and turned off the shower,
stepping out of it, she grabbed a towel, wrapped it around her.


“But you can’t do that,” Sunny said,
talking to herself as padded down the hallway to her bedroom. “Because you’ve
got to prove to that nasty detective that you didn’t kill anybody!”


Sunny’s bedroom was bright and cheery.
Flowered wallpaper on the walls, shiny hardwood floor, and the old wooden
headboard and vanity that had been her mothers. Sunny had an eye for color and
it definitely wasn’t lost in the room. A bright green chenille bedspread, and soft
green sheer curtains complimented the walls of pink trailing peonies and delicate white daisies,
and a pink cushion and throw pillows made the window seat perfect for sitting.


‘Hey, boy, what’cya doing?” Sunny said to
Duke. She noticed him staring into a corner of her room. Back to her, down on
his hind legs, his head cocked to one side, he seemed intrigued with something
on the wall.


“What you see? Any bees buzzing round those
flowers you think you can chase,” Sunny said absently as she grabbed the
deodorant off the top of the chest of drawers and swiped it under her arms. Putting
it back, she picked up the lotion, squirted into her hands and rubbed it up and
down her legs and arms. She plucked a bra and panties out of the top dresser
drawer, and pulled a pair of jeans and a tee shirt out of another one and threw
them on the bed. “Something on that wall?” She glanced over at him. “Wish my
life was that dull.”


She pulled on her clothes, and picking up a
ponytail band off her nightstand, she sat in front of her vanity mirror and ran
her fingers through her curls, pulling it back off her face and wrapping the
holder around it.


She looked over at Duke. His half white,
half gray face still positioned on the wall, tongue hanging out, his tail
wagging happily. “What is it boy?” Sunny went over and stood next to him.
Cocking her head to one side, too, she tried to see what he was looking at.
“What are we looking at?” As her words came out, Sunny felt a whoosh of air
come at her from the wall and go around her. It was warm, and soothing, and it
seemed to envelop her in an embrace. And as it did, Duke turned and looked at
her, his brown eyes glistening, like he’d seen what happened.


“Oh!” Sunny said her voice low. “What was
that?” Duke gave out a bark. “Did you feel that?” She looked down at him.


He barked an answer, and she took it as a
“Yes.”


“Me too,” she said. “And maybe, before I go
back to see that nasty detective, I’ll go to the cemetery and see Pops. Good
idea?” Duke looked at the bare wall, back at Sunny and gave out a bark.


“I agree,” Sunny said.


“Are you home?” It was Divit.


“Goodness,” Sunny said to Duke. “I can’t
get away from that man.”


“There you are,” Divit said sounding out of
breath as he rounded the corner into her bedroom. “I’ve been looking for you.”


“You found me,” Sunny said and smiled at
her friend. “What’s going on with you?”


“You’ve got to be kidding me,” he said, a
look of disbelief on his face. “It’s what’s going on with you! You just
came back from the police station. I didn’t know if I’d have to take up a
collection from my congregation to come and bail you out.”


“They let me go on the promise I’d bring
the pictures.”


“What pictures?” he asked and seemed to
shield himself from her answer.


“The ones I took this morning. What else
could I be talking about?”


“Well, that’s a problem.” He stretched his
eyes. “Did you tell them that the pictures didn’t show anything?”


Sunny closed her eyes. “Yes.”


“And they still wanted to see them?” he
asked.


“Yes. They still wanted to see them. It’ll
exonerate me.”


“I really don’t think those pictures are
going to help you.”


“For once,” Sunny said and plopped down on
her bed and pulled the ponytail holder off of her hair. It was too tight and
was giving her a headache. “I agree with you. Although they do show that I was
behind the camera when she was shot.”


“You mean it shows you were behind the
camera when it took a picture of the blur. You’ve got timers, and are an expert
in photography.” He pursed his lips. “Like I said not much help.”


Sunny let out a sigh.


“But don’t worry,” Divit said pulled out
the small stool to the vanity and sat on it. “I think you’ve got all the help
you’ll need.”


“How is that?” Sunny asked.


“Who is that?” Divit said, a grin
spreading across his face.


“What?”


“Remember when you told me that you were
praying this morning?”


“Yeah. I was so afraid, I recited the 91st
Psalms.”


Divit leapt up from the small stood, nearly
knocking it over. “You didn’t tell me it was the Psalm 91. This is even
better!” He practically did a jig.


“What has gotten into you?” Sunny asked and
laughed.


“I have a theory,” he said lowering his
voice to almost a whisper. “But I have to be sure.” He reached into his pocket
and pulled out a small Bible. It housed the New Testament, and the book Divit
was looking for, the Book of Psalms. He leafed through the pages, and when he
found what he’d been searching for, Sunny could see his lips move as skimmed
over the passage. “Oh my Lord.” He looked up from the miniature book. “It is
true. It’s really true.”


“What’s true?” Sunny said. “You haven’t
told me anything.”


“What you said yesterday,” Divit said his
face beaming. “Remember? You prayed for an angel to come and,” Divit sat back
down and faced Sunny. “I’m 99% sure that what you asked for this morning has
been manifested.”


“Manifested?” Sunny said chuckling at
Divit’s use of the word.


“Yes,” Divit said and nodded, his face
serious. “Don’t laugh, because I think that God dispatched an angel to come and
help you out.”













 


Chapter
Nine


 


“Divit.” Sunny clucked her tongue. “I didn’t
say anything like that.”


“Yes you did. You asked me did I think the
light that came into your darkroom could have been an angel. And I think that
it was.” He shook his head. “I’m sure that it was. God sent you an angel.”


“I don’t think that God did any such thing.
And you’re sounding just as crazy as I did this morning.” She stood up and
walked across the room, her back to him. “Only I had good reason to be a little
off,” she said under her breath.


“I heard that,” Divit said. “But it doesn’t
matter because neither one of us are wrong. And I’ve got proof.”


“How could you have proof that I’ve got a
guardian angel?”


Divit got up and went over to Sunny. He
leaned in close, a conspiratorial smile on his face, and he held onto her
wrists. “Because I was here when he presented himself.”


“Tsk,” Sunny sucked her tongue. “I
know graduation is tomorrow and you’re one step closer to being a Holy Man, but
that sounds ridiculous.” She pulled away from his grip. “Especially coming from
you, the eternal pessimist.” She looked at Divit, smile still plastered on his
face. “It never happened.”


“Yes.” He nodded his head vigorously, grin
growing wider. “It did happen. I was there, and I saw him with my own eyes.”


“And where was I?” Sunny asked.


“You were there too,” he said. “Standing
right next to me.”


“Yeah. I don’t think that happened,” Sunny
said and Duke, who for the first time turned his head away from the wall, let
out a bark. “See. Even Duke agrees.”


“Duke wasn’t even there,” Divit said and
waved his hand at the dog. He stopped and looked at the dog and then back at
Sunny. “And why is he staring at that wall?”


“I don’t know,” Sunny said. “Maybe it’s
something in the wallpaper.”


Divit turned back to Sunny. “It was the man
that came in right before that police officer who arrested you arrived.”


“No one arrested me.” Sunny said and
plopped down on the window seat cushion. She picked up one of the square, throw
pillows and putting it up to her chest, wrapped her arms around it. “Not technically.
And he was a detective.”


“It was the man in the blue suit.” Divit
looked at her expectantly. “The angel was the man in the blue suit.”


Sunny scrunched her nose. “You mean the guy
in the jeans.”


“See!” Divit said and sitting down next to
her, he scooted in close.


“See what?”


 “That an angel came and visited us. Well
you. I was just there.”


She shook her head. “No. I don’t see.”


“Angels don’t have a physical body,” Divit
said. “In the Bible it says “A spirit hath not flesh and bones.”


“He had flesh and bones,” Sunny said.


“Right because had to take on the
appearance of a human body.”


“Who looked different to each of us?”


“Exactly!”


“No. Not exactly. It makes no sense to me.
And I can’t even believe you’re saying this.”


“What is wrong with you? God sends you an
angel and you deny its presence. You deny God?”


“I’m denying your sanity, Divit,” Sunny
said and chuckled. “Not God. Those are two different things.”


“Just let me explain. I can explain.” He
looked at her face, it showed no interest in what he had to say. “Are you going
to listen to me?”


“About the angel?”


“Yes. About the angel.”


“No.”


“What? Why?”


“Because if you want to tell me about it,
it’s got to be a bad thing. He must have come here to rain down fire and
brimstone on me, or something equally as devastating. And I’ve gone through
enough this morning.” She narrowed her eyes. “I can’t take anymore.”


“No!” Divit said and frowned. “Why would
you think that it was a bad thing?”


“Because, Divit, you always say the worse
is going to happen.”


“That’s not true. I’ve told you this a
hundred times before. I just dispense caution.”


“Right,” Sunny said. She looked at him out
the corner of his eye. “By telling everyone their going to hell.”


“I don’t tell everyone that,” Divit
said pulling his shoulders back and sitting up a little straighter. “I’m
offended that you think that.”


“Well, I would say, ‘Sorry’ . . . But since
it’s true . . .” Duke started barking. Sunny pointed at him. “Everyone
concurs.”


“I think you need to listen to me.”


 “Divit, I have to get back to the police
station and take those pictures, remember?” Sunny stood up. “That Detective
Dunley will probably put out an APB on me if I didn’t make it back today.”
Sunny looked down at her Fitbit watch and back up at Divit. “Besides, you don’t
even have a congregation of your own, you’d never get enough money to bail me
out.”


“Sunny,” Divit said his face serious. “You
have to hear me out.”


“No I don’t,” she said. “But you can ride
with me back downtown if you want. I could use the company.”


“Oh dear God, help me!” Divit threw his
hands up in the air, and shot a look upward. And as his head and arms went up,
the deodorant and lotion came tumbling down off the dresser.


They looked at the objects on the floor and
then at each other.


“How did you do that?” Sunny asked Divit,
sheer surprise on her face.


“I. Did. Not. Do that,” Divit said. He went
over and picked up the items off the floor and held them out to Sunny. “They
fell all by themselves.”


“They did not . . .”


“You saw them, Sunny. Oh my goodness.” Then
Divit’s eyes got wide. “Oh!” He had a realization. “I know what happened. I
asked God to help me make you listen.”


“And God knocked them off?” Sunny asked.
“Divit. C’mon.”


“No. Of course God didn’t knock them off.”


“Good. I’m glad you know that because
you’re starting to worry me.”


“His angel did.”


“Oh. My. Goodness.” Sunny fell back on to
the bed, and looked up at the ceiling. “I can’t do this with you. You sound
crazy.”


“I do not sound crazy. I sound like a man
of the cloth. And as your priest-”


“You are not my priest, Divit. I’m
not even Catholic. And, if you want to be technical about it, you’re nobody’s
priest.”


“Yet,” Divit corrected. “And I’m close
enough to being on to know what’s going on here. That means you have to listen
to me now.”


“I’m not listening to you.” Sunny picked up
a pillow and covered her head with it.


Divit bent over the bed and pulled the
pillow from her face. “You have to listen.”


Sunny groaned. “Listen to what?”


He got onto the bed, on his hands and knees
and looked at her. “Remember that light you said came into your darkroom?”


“Yes, of course I remember, it’s what
started this whole conversation. And now I wish I’d never told you about it.”


“Well, the Bible says that angels come in a
dazzling white and blazing glory.”


“It was more like a light show.”


“Whatever you want to call it. It was in a
dark room and it didn’t affect your pictures, right?”


“Nope.” Sunny shook her head. “It sure
didn’t. But that was probably because I was past the initial stage. They’d
already been in the developer.”


“Or because it was an angel that came in.”


“Why would an angel come to see about me?”
Sunny asked looking into Divit’s eyes.


“Because you asked for one. God answered
your prayer.”


“I’m not even religious,” Sunny said. “I
haven’t gone to church on a regular basis since my mother died.”


“You were able to recite the psalm that
summoned the angel.”


“Oh my goodness,” Sunny covered her face
with the hands. “I didn’t summon anyone.” She spread her fingers and looked at
Divit. “Or anything.” She sat up on the bed. “I went to Sunday school. They
taught us Bible verses. That’s what you do when you’re a kid. Sing in the
choir, go to Vacation Bible School. But since then, I only go on Easter and
Christmas, if that. God wouldn’t send me an angel.”


Divit flipped over and sat next to Sunny. “He
would. And he did. You better be careful what you pray for.” He bumped
shoulders with her.


Sunny shook her head. “I also prayed my
mother and grandfather wouldn’t die. That didn’t happen. So, I don’t think
there’s anything special about my prayers.”


“People aren’t immortal, Sunny. You can’t
stop people from dying by praying for it. But it doesn’t mean God wouldn’t send
you comfort when you’re sad or hurt. Or,” his eyes lit up. “In trouble with the
law. In the book of Hebrews, it’s said that angels are ministering spirits that
are sent to serve.”


“And because I saw a dead body, and said a
little prayer to get me home safely, you think that warranted me a guardian
angel?”


“‘For it is written: He will command
his angels concerning you to guard you carefully.’” Divit quoted the verse and raised
his eyebrows. “Angels are always around.”


“Yeah, but
they don’t wear blue jeans, and a Navy pea coat,” Sunny said. Divit opened his
mouth to speak about what the intruder had on. “Or, Armani suits.” Sunny cut
him off.


“Burberry,”
Divit corrected.


“Whatever,”
Sunny said.


“However they
look, they come to bring God’s messages, provide guidance.” Divit stood up and
started pacing the floor. “They are here for us to strengthen and encourage us,
protect us, and to punish the sins of the unsaved. And, Sunny, angels are used
to answer prayer.”


“Did I just
hear your first sermon?”


“That was
pretty good, huh?” Divit said a proud grin on his face. “I need to remember it
so I can write it down.” He came back and sat next to her on the bed. “You need
all those things right now. Guidance. Protection. Strength. You can’t tell me
you don’t believe that you have an angel.”


“I don’t
believe it.”


Divit hopped
back up. “What about the light?” He started pacing the floor again and starting
enumerating the events using his fingers. “He came in an abundance of light.
Second, that guy just disappeared out of the studio. Who can do that?” Divit
said. “Third.” He tugged on his middle finger. “There was that unexplainable
smell when he was there. Right? And fifth-”


“Fourth,”
Sunny corrected. “You can’t even keep up and you’re using your fingers.” She
nodded toward his hand. “That makes me know you and your ideas are a bit
daffy.”


“I just got
excited.” He looked down at his hand and tugged at his pinkie finger. “Fourth .
. . Wait what was fourth?” He looked at Sunny. “You made me lose my train of
thought.” Sunny just stared at him, a look of amusement on her face. “Oh, I
know. Fourth, we saw the one man wearing two different outfits at the same
time.” He paused and looked at her. “Well?” He tilted his head, held out his
arms and waited for a response. “I could go on. You want me to go on?”


“No. I don’t,”
Sunny said.


“So you
believe it?”


“No. I don’t,”
Sunny said.


“Oh c’mon.”
Divit let his arms drop to his side. “Really? All that stuff has to make you
think something is going on.”


“It doesn’t
mean there was an angel, Divit.” She had to hold back a chuckle. “I’m sure
there is a perfectly good explanation for all of it. Everything, including the
feather I saw that came out of nowhere, the voice telling me to ‘Fear not,’ or
that man telling me to be ‘mindful’ of my tongue, which,” Sunny took in a
breath, “I should have listened to. None of it means that there is an angel afoot.”


“Oh Holy
Mother! You found a feather? You didn’t tell me that!”


“Good thing I
didn’t,” Sunny said. “Look what you came up with by me just telling you I saw a
light.”


“You’re the
one that came up with it, Sunny. I just went and looked up information on it.
It was you.”


“Well, I don’t
know what I was thinking. And I’m sorry I mentioned it.”


“I can’t
believe you aren’t seeing this, Sunny. Why can’t you see that you’ve been sent
an angel to guard over you?”


“If there is
an angel,” Sunny said. “I wish he’d show himself and stop with the little
games. I am in a heap of trouble.” She looked down at her watch. “And getting
ready to be in more of it if I don’t get a move on. I could use all the help I
could get.”


Divit hung his
head, and looked up at her like he was a hurt puppy.


“Don’t give me
that look, Divit. You are supposed to believe in those things with unwavering
faith. It’s what you’ve been training for. Us regular folks need to see it with
our own eyes. And I haven’t seen anything that would make be believe that an
angel has taken out time from the troubles of this huge world to come and see
about little ole me.”


Sunny may have
thought she was having a rough day, and there was no relief in sight, but between
her prayers and wishes, she was soon going to find out that when it came to her
getting the help she needed, she had all the powers of heaven and earth on her
side. 












Chapter Ten


 


“Are you going
with me or not?” Sunny asked Divit. He had followed her down the stairs into
the darkroom. She needed to collect the pictures to give to Detective Dunley,
but first she had to enlarge and print them.


“I supposed I
should. Although I should be getting ready for my graduation tomorrow. It’s not
every day that my parents will see their son get the education they’d hoped for,
even though it’s not in a field they’d want.” Divit leaned up against the door
frame and folded his arms. He hadn’t been able to convince Sunny that an angel
had come to her rescue, so until then, he have to take the responsibility of
watching over her himself.  “So that would be a definite yes. I’m going with
you.”


“Good,” Sunny
said and smiled. “I’ll be ready in a minute.” She went to sink and rinsed off
her hands. “See how easy that was? You go with me, and I’ll have my guardian
angel.”


“Nothing is
easy with you, Leah Leibowitz,” Divit said and shook his head. “You don’t
listen to me, and you don’t even call me and let me know everything is okay
with you after you been through something. This morning is a prime example. At
least if I’m with you I won’t worry about you.”


“I did call
you this morning after I left . . . The uhm . . . Crime scene.”


“And then you
hung up on me. And if I hadn’t just come over here, I wouldn’t have known you
were okay. I wouldn’t have known about your arrest, or seen the pictures.”


“I wasn’t
arrested.”


“Okay.
Questioned.”


“Well.” Sunny
lowered her eyes and looking coyly at Divit. “You don’t really have to worry
about me because I do have a guardian angel watching over me.” She could barely
hold back her chuckle.


“Play about it
if you want,” he said. “But this is serious.”


“I know it’s
serious,” she said. “That’s why I’m not going along with your angel theory.
Just like when I talked to you this morning, I needed concrete help. Something
tangible. Like these pictures.” She pointed to strip still hanging on the clip.


“I know. I
know.” He waved his hands. “Seeing is believing.”


“Right. Like
that dead body I saw today. I saw murder up close and it made it real personal
to me. I feel for that woman, and I hope they find out who did it, but I want
them to do it without involving me. I don’t want to be involved with any of it.”


“God rest her
soul,” Divit said and crossed himself. “Did you find out her name? I want to
say a prayer for her.”


“Yeah,” Sunny
said and lowered her head. “I found out her name.”


“What is it?”


“Fleming.
Fleming Bennett.”


“Wow, what a
cool name.”


“Yeah and all
for nothing. She looked to be around my age and now she’s gone. Dead. And for
what? I mean, I don’t know what happened between those two before they got
there, but from what I did see – a little argument – she didn’t deserve to be
gunned down like that.”


“No one
deserves that, and I feel bad that it happened to her. But you have to worry
about yourself. You might be pegged by the murderer and be next, or you may be
going up the river. So if I were you, I’d reconsider having the protection of a
guardian angel.”


She didn’t give a response to Divit’s
conclusions, they’d already had that conversation and Sunny wasn’t buying into
any of it. Instead, she got to work on getting a copy of the pictures over to
the police station.


Sunny didn’t close the door to the room, or
bother to turn on the overhead lights, she knew her way around her darkroom
better than she knew the back of her own hand. She walked over to the dry side
of the room, and flipped the switch on the dim amber safelights.


Sunny looked again at the strip of negatives,
trying to see if there wasn’t a better picture. One that would clear her name.
But she knew that was futile. There wasn’t anything there that showed the
couple standing together. Or when Fleming got shot. The only clear picture was the
one that showed those five-inch heel shoes of hers laying horizontal to the
ground. And that, Sunny knew, guardian angel or no guardian angel, wasn’t going
to be good enough to prove her innocence.


Still she got to the task at hand. She
selected a negative from the contact sheet she’d make earlier and inserted it
into the enlarger. Chewing on the side of her tongue, she concentrated as she
lowered the enlarger’s lamphouse onto the carrier, set the adjustable easel
blades for an 8 x 10 image, and released the locking screw until the picture
was in focus. Using the grain focuser she ensured the sharpest possible focus
of the image – which she knew, wasn’t saying much. 


Once Sunny felt she had achieved the
clearest image she could, she stopped the aperture of the lens down to f/8. She
placed a sheet of the printing paper in the slot of the easel, closed it and
set the timer for forty-five seconds. Marking each second with a tap of her
foot, the buzzer going off still jostled her. She looked over at Divit, who
waited patiently for her, then back to her pictures. She was happy with how
clear they appeared and knew she couldn’t do anything to make them any better.
It was rare that Sunny utilized any secondary printing controls to make her
images picture perfect, and this time was no different.


Placing the pictures she’d chosen into a
brown envelope, Sunny asked Divit, “You ready?”


“Yep. You got everything?”


“Oh.” She stopped. “No. Glad you said
something.” She turned around and went over to her drying station and opened
the drawer. “The contract,” she said and waved the paper in the air. “For the
shoot I did this morning. It’ll prove that I had a reason to be there.” She
stuffed it into the envelope with the photos.


“So now is that everything?” Divit asked.


Sunny nodded. “I know it isn’t much to
prove my innocence with, but yep, I have everything now.”


“As long as it’s enough to keep you from
going to jail.”


“There’s no reason for me to go to jail,”
Sunny said. “I didn’t do anything. But,” she waved the envelope, “let’s just
keep our fingers crossed.”


But before the two could turn around to
leave out of the room, a bright white light came from the darkness of the
studio behind them. It grew in intensity and width as it whooshed into
the room. It swirled around bathing the room with a soft glow and leaving a
trail of sparkling lights that that drifted over Sunny and Divit showering on
them a calming and warming effect.


“Is this what happened earlier?” Divit
said, excitement making his wiggle all over.


“Yes,” Sunny said holding her breath. “And
then I found the feather.”


“Heavenly Father,” Divit said a smile wide
on his face, and crossed himself.


Then the effervescent light branched off into
different parts of the room flickering, twinkles of shiny white seemingly
dancing as it moved back to into a ball of radiance and slowly started to lose
its energy, a silhouette forming as the light waned.


Divit nudged Sunny. “Those are wings!”


“I don’t think so,” Sunny said. She moved
in closer to Divit, shut her eyes, and tucked her head into his shoulder. “They
couldn’t be.”


“Wait, they’re gone!” He wiggled his
shoulder, nudging her. “Look. It’s turning into that guy. The man in the suit.”


Sunny turned her head enough to open one
eye and look. “You mean the man in the jeans.”


“I knew it!”


The light that had condensed into a
silhouette had now turned into a 3D image of a man. And then into a man of
flesh and blood. The same man that had visited the store earlier that day.


“He listens,” the man said stepping forward.
“And here I am.”


“Oh Heavenly Father!” Divit crossed himself
again then looked at Sunny. “I told you so,” he said and hit her arm.


“Oww!” Sunny yelped.


“Oh sorry,” Divit said, he rubbed her arm
and then lowered his voice. “But I told you. He’s an angel.”


“I see that,” Sunny said out the side of
her mouth. “What am I supposed to do with him?”


Divit looked at the angel, and rubbed his
hands together. He cleared his throat. “I am Divit.” He used a voice deeper
than his own. “Divit Chowdary.” He stuck out a tentative hand, undecided
whether to stick it out, he let it fluctuate back and forth.


“You are known.”


Divit eyes got big and he looked at Sunny.
“He knows me!”


“Do you know me?” Sunny asked.


“There are none not known to us,” the man
said.


Sunny wagged her head and looked at Divit.
“Sooo . . . Looks like he knows everybody.” She made a step closer. “Are you my
guardian angel?”


“I have been commanded concerning you, to guard
you in all your ways.”


Divit stepped up next to Sunny. “That’s
from the Bible,” he said in a strained whisper, excitement in his voice. He
bumped her. “He’s quoting the Bible.”


“I know,” Sunny said. “It’s the psalm I
said this morning.”


Divit turned his head, his body stiff and
spoke into Sunny’s ear. “I told you,” he said louder than a whisper making
Sunny pull her head away. He moved in closer. “You summoned him.” Then he
turned back to the angel.


Sunny turned and looked at Divit, eyes
wide, then over to the angel. “Yeah. But what am I supposed to do with him?”


“First we find out who he is.” Divit spoke
up, his voice going even lower. “What is your name?” he said slowly as if he
was speaking to someone who spoke a different language.


“Ramiel.”


“Rahm-I-el,” Divit whispered saying each
syllable with awe. “Oh my goodness.” He looked back at Sunny. “He’s an archangel.”


“What does that mean? I don’t know the
differences in the kinds of angels.”


“I’ll tell you later,” Divit said. “So,
Ramiel-”


But before Divit could get the words out of
his mouth, the angel disappeared, then reappeared at Sunny’s side. He leaned in
close to her. “You have seen. Now believe.”


And then he was gone.













 


Chapter Eleven


 


As soon as the angel
left, Divit stepped in front of Sunny and put his face up to hers. “I can’t
believe we just saw an angel!”


Sunny didn’t move, her
eyes shimmered with excitement, and a smile crept across her face. “I’m the one
that didn’t believe, remember?” she said, the words coming out slowly. “But I
do now.”


“It’s unbelievable,”
Divit said.


“It is unbelievable.”


“You have a guardian
angel.”


“I. Have. A. Guardian
angel.”


“And he is an archangel.”
Divit put his hands on his temple. “Ramiel was one of seven archangels in the
Book of Enoch.”


Sunny squinted her
eyes. “There’s no such book in the Bible.”


“It’s non-canonized.”
Divit waved his hand. “There are other places to read about angels. Some literary
works list his name as Uriel. But it’s him. I know it. And archangels are
considered to very powerful spiritual beings.”


“Powerful?” Sunny
asked, a gleam in her eye.


“Powerful.” Divit’s said
confidently, his eyes matching hers.


The two stared at each
other momentarily, both trying to absorb what happened.


“If I hadn’t seen him
with my own eyes . . .” Sunny said. She drew in air through her nostrils, blinked
her eyes tightly, and tried to break out of her daze. “Do you think he came to
help me out of this mess?”


“Of course he did,”
Divit said. “Wasn’t that your prayer?”


Sunny contemplated on
what exactly it was she had asked for. “You know,” she said and clucked her
tongue. “I don’t know. I think I just said a prayer to get me out of there
safely. I didn’t know then that the police would be after me. Maybe my prayer
doesn’t cover that.”


“I think it covers the
whole thing.”


“You think so?”


“Well, he’s still here,
right? And you’re already safely out from the place where it happened, so if
he’s sticking around, it must be for a reason.”


“Okay,” Sunny stood up
a little straighter and smiled. “I like that. I-I think you’re right.”


“I like it too,” Divit
said. “And I am right.” Divit smacked his hands together. “Wait until I tell
the guys at graduation tomorrow.”


“You can’t tell
anybody,” Sunny said and frowned.


“What? Why?”


Sunny grunted. “I don’t
know.” She held up her hands. “Who’s going to believe us?” She shook her head.
“And doesn’t it seem like we’re supposed to keep it a secret? I mean, he
disappeared earlier when he came to the studio as soon as that detective came
in.”


“This is too good not
to share.”


“He’s my angel,” Sunny
said. “If you want to tell someone about one, get your own.”


Divit laughed. “Okay.
Mum’s the word.” He turned an imaginary key over his mouth. “What are you going
to do with him?”


“What do you mean?” A
look of confusion came across her face. “I mean, he’s here to help me. I don’t
have to do anything. He’ll just protect me. That’s his job, right?”


“Yes. A job he’s had,
the only job he’s had, all the way from the time man was first created. So he
should be pretty good at it.”


“Very good at it,”
Sunny added.


“So he’ll know exactly
what to do to get you out of trouble.”


“Okay. Good.” Sunny
tilted her head and put her hands on her hips. “So why did he talk like that?”
Sunny asked


“What do you mean?”


“I don’t know. Like the
Old Testament.”


Divit laughed. “He did,
didn’t he?”


“Yeah. That was
strange. But I don’t care how he talks,” Sunny said. “As long he takes care of
all this stuff.”


“He will,” Divit nodded
an affirmation. “So, you ready to go and give the detective your pictures.”


Sunny frowned. “I don’t
have to give him these pictures now. My angel – what’s his name?”


“Ramiel.”


“Yeah. Ramiel, is going
to help me.”


“No. I think you should
still take those pictures to him.”


“Why?”


“Because you said you
would.”


“That’s before I knew I
had protection.”


“I think you should be
careful, God doesn’t reward people that don’t keep the law. You be bad, and
you’ll be like Lot’s wife, who also had angels helping.”


“Turned into a pillar
of salt?”


“Exactly.”


“Okay.” Sunny turned on
her heels and walked out of the darkroom. “Let’s go take the detective these
pictures.”













 


Chapter Twelve


 


Sunny and Divit sat in two orange, plastic
bucket chairs in the lobby of the police station for nearly an hour before
Detective Phillip Dunley appeared from out of a two-toned green, paint peeling,
hallway. The florescent lights in the ceiling were buzzing, probably because
they were old like everything else in the place.


The little space was cold. It felt like
there wasn’t any heat on, leastways in the small, congested area where they
were told to wait.  When the two first arrived, Sunny went over to the desk and
talked into the little hole in the bullet proof glass window to one of the
officers on duty, who told them to sit and wait. But the long wait had drained
all the confidence Sunny had built up when she’d first arrived, and she was
starting to fidget and play with the curls in her hair.


When the detective came in Divit let out an
audible sigh, but Sunny sucked in a breath and held it. Worried, suddenly,
about what he might say.


The detective pulled the pictures out of
the envelope Sunny had handed over. He slowly studied each one – slid it off
the top of the pile, placed it underneath and looked at the next one. There
were only a few pictures for him to shuffle through and when he finished, he
glanced up at Sunny.


“Is this it?” he asked.


“It’s enough to show that she was behind a
camera. A thousand feet away,” Divit said.


The detective looked at her. She jabbed
Divit with her elbow, and swallowed before correcting him. “It was about 500ft
away,” she said. “I was using a 100-400mm
and a crop factor of 1.4.” Sunny looked at Divit and back at the detective. “I
couldn’t have shot from a thousand feet away. But the pictures do show that I
was behind the camera.”


Phillip Dunley studied Sunny momentarily,
and she could feel her hand wanting to go up to the top of her head, find a
curl and start to twirl it. But she didn’t. She didn’t know if the detective
had caught on to her tell earlier, and she didn’t want him to see how nervous
he made her.


“So,” he said breaking his silence. “I’m
going to keep these pictures and have our Crime Lab take a look at them.” He
stuffed them back in the envelope.


Sunny hunched her shoulders. “They’re
yours. I printed them for you. But believe me, I wouldn’t have called in, or
gave you those,” she pointed to the envelope, “if I was guilty of anything.”


“You mean anything like murder?” the
detective asked.


Sunny let her eyes roll up. This man was as
bad as Divit. “Yes, anything like murder?”


“She couldn’t ever do anything like that,”
Divit said.


“Don’t I remember you from this morning?”
the detective said. “From the Painted Light studio.”


“Yes. That was me.”


“And who are you?” Detective Dunley asked.


“Divit Chowdary.”


“And why are you here?” the detective
asked.


“He’s here with me,” Sunny spoke up. “Are
there rules to who can come into the police station?”


A smirk came over the detective’s face.


Sunny ignored it. “What about my lens cap?”
she asked, wanting to cut all ties to this place and the detective.


“What about it?” the detective asked.


“You said I could get it back.”


“Did I say that?”


“Yes,” Sunny looked down at her hands. He
made her so nervous, and unsure of herself, still even though her demeanor
didn’t exude confidence, she wanted to try and speak up for herself. “You did
say that.”


“I didn’t say today, I’m sure.”


Sunny raised her eyes and looked at him.


“Because,” he said. “I need to have it
processed.”


“Processed?”


“For fingerprints. DNA. Make sure you
didn’t leave any blood on it from our victim.”


Sunny turned her head and looked at the
door. Ready to go, she didn’t know what to say, so she didn’t say anything.


“Okay, Ms. Leibowitz,” the detective said
with an exaggerated sigh. “If you don’t have anything else you want to show me,
or you’re still not ready to confess, I’ll take these to our lab and have them
take a look at them.” He held up the envelope with the pictures inside. “And
I’ll be back in touch with you.”


“That man is going to drive me crazy,”
Sunny said after they’d left from inside, and was standing right outside the
door of the police station. “I mean, I did what I thought was right. I called
the police and let them know that a woman’s body – Fleming Bennett’s body – was
out there. I gave them my pictures. What does he want from me?”


“No good deed goes unpunished,” Divit said.


“What is that supposed to mean?”


Divit hunched his shoulders. “Good guys
don’t always win.”


“Oh my goodness, are you going to talk in
parables? Don’t be like the angel, speak English. I don’t know what the heck
you’re talking about.”


“It means you’re in big trouble and there
really isn’t anything you can do about it.” He looked at her. “And nothing I
said was a parable. Do you know what that word means?”


“I’m going home,” Sunny said, she turned
and walked briskly off headed toward her VW.


“What are you going to do?” Divit trotted
to catch up with her.


“Nothing,” she answered, head straight
forward, not a break in her stride.


“Nothing?” Divit asked.


“Nope. Nothing.” Sunny had made it to her
car, and pulled the door opened. “I’m going to let my angel take care of it.”













 


Chapter
Thirteen


 


Sunny and Divit drove home in silence.


She dropped him off at his basement
apartment and then went the rest of the short distance chewing on her tongue
and trying to figure out what she had done to warrant such a fate.


“And if I have to keep that detective off
my back all by myself, what do I need a guardian angel for?”


She flicked on the blinker and turned into
her driveway.


“Ramiel,” she whispered as she walked into
her studio. “Do you come when I call?” She stopped and listened. “Or do you
just pop in when you get ready?” She slowly turned around in the room and drew
in a large whiff of air.


Nothing.


No bright lights. No cryptic comments.


Sunny let out a sigh and went to check on
her darkroom and shut down the computers and lights of her studio.


She went upstairs and found Duke staring at
the wall in her bedroom.


“What could be on that wall that would keep
you from coming and meeting me at the door?” She kneeled down next to him, and
tried again to see what it was he saw. Not seeing anything, she patted and
said, “Well, everything else in my life is crazy right about now, why not my
dog?”


She grunted as she stood, and headed down
the hall to the kitchen. She turned on the radio that sat on the countertop and
rambled around filling up Duke’s bowls with water and kibble, washing some
dishes that had piled up in the sink, and warming leftovers for herself.


She sat with her feet up in the chair,
knees bended and dappled her fork in her food, her appetite lost.


“I need a sign to let me know you're here,” came the song from the radio. “All
of these lines are being crossed over the atmosphere. I need to know that
things are gonna look up. I
need a hand to help build up some kind of hope inside of me. And, I'm calling
all angels. I'm calling all you angels.”


“Oh geesh!” Sunny said and got up and went
over to the radio.


“That was Calling All Angels by
Train-” was all the DJ got out before she turned him off. She picked up her
plate from the table, dumped the food into the trash and the plate into the
sink and went back to her bedroom.


Duke, moved away from the wall, and kept
Sunny company while she changed into her pajamas and brushed her teeth, not
letting out even a whimper, or a clue as to what he found so fascinating with
the wall.


“You worried, too?” she asked the as she
rubbed his head on the way out of the bathroom, even though he hadn’t appeared
to be. She just didn’t want to alone in her frustration. She climbed into bed
and patted it. “C’mon boy, we can just worry together.”


The first part of the night, Sunny had had
a fitful sleep, dreaming of running, trying to get away from Detective Dunley.
But she couldn’t do it, no matter how fast she ran, it wasn’t fast enough.
Cowering down on the ground, her head buried in her knees, she relented to him,
holding up her hands over her head, waiting for the handcuffs. He threw her in
jail and the jailer, Divit, threw away the key, only it seemed to float away
and get lost in a bright lights that seemed eons away.


Her nightmare jolted her woke. She sat up
in the bed and swiped her hand through her hair. Duke was back at the wall, and
looking around she realized she was in her bedroom, not a barred cell, and that
everything was okay. So she scooted back down in the bed and pulled the covers
up to her ears. It was wasn’t long before she drifted back off, thinking of her
angel, and knowing all the power a warrior archangel had, and as the night wore
on, the eye fluttering evidence of her earlier nightmares vanished and Sunny
slept peacefully. When she awoken, she barely had a recollection of the torment
her subconscious had put her through.


Sunny rose early, got out of bed and went
and stood at the window. The morning sun filtered in through her sheer curtains,
she pulled the drapes back and saw that the cold and snow from the day before
had all but disappeared. Sunny placed her palm against the window and found
that the bright sun couldn’t over take the chill that still lingered. But to
Sunny the day didn’t look as dismal as the one before where she’d endured
watching Fleming Bennett murdered, in fact, she smiled, it looked promising.


Sunny shook the memory of the day before
off, tucking it in the back recesses of her mind. It was the day of her best
friend’s graduation from seminary school, and she was going to be happy and
help him celebrate.


“It’s going to be a great day, Duke,” Sunny
said.


She hopped in the shower and hastily
grabbed a towel wrapping it around her as she went to her bedroom. Dropping the
towel she reached for her underwear on the bed where she laid out her clothes.


“Wait,” Sunny said looking around. She
grabbed the towel and covered herself again. “Are you in here?” She looked
around the room remembering the lotion and deodorant flying off the shelf. She
looked over at Duke. “Do you think that angel is in here?” He let his tongue
wag, but gave no response.


“How am I supposed to get dressed with
angels lurking around?” she said. She grabbed the new outfit she’d bought just
for the occasion, and went inside her closet.


Emerging, a few minutes later fully
dressed, she sat at her vanity and put the finishing touches on her hair and
face.


“Divit is going to be a priest. Can you
believe it?” Sunny said to Duke, who was giving his wall-watching a break. She spread
shiny pink gloss on and smeared it in with a pop of her lips. “How do I look?”
She stood up and turned around. “Never know. I might find someone, as Divit
seems to always push me to do, to go out to lunch with.” Sunny tugged on her
skirt then picked up her purse off the bed and slung it over her head and
across one shoulder. “No kisses for you today, Duke,” Sunny said and leaned
over to get one last look in the mirror. “Don’t want you messing up my makeup.”


Sunny grabbed her black and white hounds
tooth coat on her way out, and headed to her VW Beetle. She expected that the
day would be a good day, as all the days that followed. She hoped that her
guardian angel was going to make everything alright.


Isn’t that what angels do?


She smiled at the thought.


And that smile stayed plastered on her face
until after the graduation was over. Initially because she was happy for Divit,
then because it was the only way to suffer through the impatience of Divit’s parents
who found the three hour ceremony three hours longer than any attention they
cared to give to it.


Mrs. Chowdary, dressed in a beautiful
turquoise, silk sari with gold edging, kept wringing her hands mumbling. Every
now and then she’d hit Mr. Chowdary to check if he was listening, but he
couldn’t listen to her because he was fussy himself.


No wonder Divit is always such a Debbie
Downer, Sunny thought. He
comes from a whole family of complainers!


But once Divit’s mother walked back into
her kitchen, and his father eased into his recliner, Sunny let that coated
smile go, rubbed her cheeks and blew out a breath. His parents had miraculously
become instantly pleasant again.


“Why did your parents even come to the
graduation?” Sunny asked. She was helping Divit set the table for the feast his
mother was busy preparing. “It was so obvious how unhappy they were about the
whole thing. Your mother kept mumbling something like ‘log kak-ya in-ya.’”


Divit laughed. “Log kya kahenge,” pronouncing it correctly.
“It means ‘what will people say?’” He shook his head. “Kind
of embarrassing to her me being a priest. But in spite of her worrying about
that, I’m still her son. Both of their son, and they love me,” Divit said and
hunched his shoulders.


Sunny chuckled. “A very well loved
son evidently. I mean it’s enough food in there to feed an army. They don’t
like what you did, but she’s making a feast to celebrate?”


“A feast for the masses,” Divit said and
nodded. “Although she tries to feed me every morsel of food she can find
because I’m dubla
patla.” He pointed to his
thin frame. “She’s also invited an army to come.”


“Nooo!” Sunny’s eyes wide.


“Yes.”


“Even though she hates what you did?” she
asked. “They’re still throwing a party?”


“Yep. My parents hate it, and so do the
rest of my family. But my mother would never admit to me doing anything wrong
in front of anyone else. She wants them to think I am the perfect son.”


“They all don’t like that you went to
seminary?”


“That I want to be a priest.” Divit pulled
the cloth napkins out of the buffet and started placing them on the table. “You
know, Hinduism, what my family
practices, is in opposition to Christianity on practically every level.”


“Ouch,” Sunny said and sat the last glass
goblet on the table. “So once everyone’s here, does that mean it’ll be multiple
death rays cast your way?”


“Hinduism believes that all life is sacred,
so I’m not so sure they’d be death rays. Maybe just ones for mind
control, so they can turn me from my wicked priestly-wanting ways.” Divit
laughed. “Just be prepared to duck and weave the rest of the afternoon. I
wouldn’t want a stray ray to accidently hit you.”


They both laughed. But the afternoon didn’t
turn out a bad as Sunny would have imagined. Along with the tamarind rice,
beans poriyal with curry, coconut and turmeric flavoring, sambar,
a lentil-based vegetable chowder with okra, shallots and onions and spicy rasam
soup, there was good conversation all through dinner, and even a good laugh by
all when Sunny discovered that the Bombay duck she was eating was really
lizardfish.


Divit’s was right, his mother was
exceptionally nice to Divit while the masses – several aunts, uncles, and
cousins – were present, and Sunny didn’t have to duck one ray. After everyone
left, Divit leaned into Sunny and whispered. “I’ve got something to show you.”


“What is it?” Sunny asked.


“Come on. We’re going to my place.”


Divit’s ‘place’ was in the basement of his
parents’ home. Going through the kitchen, Divit’s mother caught the two of them
before they could head down the stairs.


“Are you to take her down there?” His
mother asked a panicked look on her face. “Your room is in a mess!”


“My room is not a mess,” Divit said.


“Clean it,” she said her eyes pleading. “Why
do you make me say it every day?”


Divit opened his mouth to speak, then
closed it again. He looked at Sunny and back at his mother.


She waved her hand at him, gesturing for
him to go on down the steps. “Tumhara kuch nahi ho sakta!” She yelled behind him.


“What did she say?” Sunny asked
once they got in the basement.


“There is nothing that can be done
about you,” Divit translated his mother’s words. “Meaning I’m a hopeless case.”


Sunny laughed. “I tell you that
all the time.”


“Perhaps that’s why I was drawn
to you as a friend,” he said. “You reminded me of my mother.”


Sunny turned and looked around the
room. A twin bed set in one corner with a dresser. And in the middle of the
room an old green sofa sat opposite his desk and computer, with all of his
books and trophies for baseball and soccer placed neatly on a shelf above. He
had posters on the walls, no television, but a stereo system with a turntable
and a rack of vinyl records. Everything in its place, no clothes tossed around,
no papers strewn about.


“Your room isn’t messy.”


“Tell my mother that,” Divit said
and sat down at his desk. “Come over here, let me show you this.” He turned
around and faced his computer. Powering it up, he signed on to his Facebook
account.


“You’re on Facebook?” Sunny
asked. “Is that allowed for priests?”


“I’m not a priest yet,” Divit
said. “But I’m sure the Vatican will see the need of social media in fully
administering to the needs of their parishioners.”


“Yeah, right,” Sunny said, a
smile in her eyes. “You only wish.”


“Look,” Divit said and pointed
to the screen.


A look of gloom replaced the
gleam that had been in Sunny’s eyes. “That’s Fleming Bennett,” she said. “You
looked her up on Facebook?”


“Yeah. I did.”


“Why?”


“I wanted to see what she
looked like. What she was like.”


“That’s a little morbid,” Sunny
said standing straight and taking a step backward from the desk. “You wanting to
see the face of a dead girl.” Sunny turned her back to the screen and crossed
her arms around her torso. “I can’t get her face out of my head.” She shook her
head. “I don’t need to see it again.”


“She posted about everything,
and none of her pages are private. She wanted to share what she did with
everyone, even strangers. Look,” he said clicking through her photos. “She’d
just moved to a new apartment. Bought a pair of shoes.”


Those canary blue shoes flashed
into Sunny’s mind and took hold of her. She felt a tear well up in her eye, and
that same knot that had rose up in her throat and had settled in the day before,
seemed to grow. She closed her eyes and tried to shake all of it loose.


“Even every time she went to a
restaurant she’d post pictures of the food she ate,” Divit was still giving a
rundown of Fleming’s activities. “This one was posted the night before she
died.”


“Really, Divit?” Sunny spun
around and looked at him. “Why are you looking at that?”


“They’re having a candlelight vigil
tonight outside of this bar she used to go to,” he said turning to look at her.


“What are you planning on
going?”


“No. Of course not,” Divit
said. “I was just saying. It’s a memorial for her. They said she loved
candles.” He pointed back at his computer monitor. “One person posted that she
kept them all over her apartment.”


“I really don’t want to talk
about that,” Sunny said.


“What have you decided to do
about it?” Divit asked turning in his chair to look at Sunny.


“Do?” She frowned. “What am I
supposed to do?”


“I don’t know.” Divit shrugged. “Something.”
He massaged his temple with his fingers. “You were a witness to her murder.”


“An unwitting witness,” Sunny said.


“Have you seen any more of your guardian
angel?” Divit asked.


“No. I haven’t.” Sunny looked at him. She
sat, perching herself on the edge of the couch. “I haven’t heard anything from Detective
Dunley either, so I was thinking, maybe that means I’m out of trouble.” She
held out her hands. “So maybe I won’t have to do anything. Maybe my
angel took care it.”


“Yeah, that’s what you said yesterday. But,
I don’t think you not hearing about it means that you’re out of the woods,”
Divit said, he stood up and started pacing the floor. “You’re going to let this
escalate and it won’t be good for you.”


“What are you talking about? You don’t
know,” Sunny said and locked eyes with him. She sucked her tongue. “I just
don’t know about you.”


“What?” Divit said surprise in his voice.


“Why are you always the pessimist?” she
asked.


“Why do you always think everything is just
going to automatically be okay?” Divit countered.


“I don’t,” Sunny said, she lifted one of
the curls in her hair and started to twirl it. “I just think that you won’t
know if things can get better if you don’t think they will.”


“Think that things will be better?”


“Yes. Positive thinking.”


“Well I’ve always said that peppy,
optimistic attitude of yours was going to get you into trouble one day, now
look what happened to you.” He stopped pacing and looked at her.


Sunny let her head fall onto the back of
the couch, exasperated, she said, “I don’t think me being optimistic had
anything to do with what happened yesterday.”


“Maybe not Fleming’s death, but with the
aftermath.”


“The aftermath?” Sunny let out a slight
chuckle. “It wasn’t a tsunami, Divit. There will be nothing cataclysmic that’ll
happen because of what I saw yesterday.” She looked at him. “And why are you
talking about her like you knew her?”


“I do know her. As one of God’s children. I
not only looked her up on Facebook. I checked out her Twitter feed, read some
of her tweets.” He stared off. “It seemed like I made a connection with her. She
was a person. A human being.”


“I know she was human,” Sunny said. “But
you can’t make a connection with a dead person. Especially one you never met.”


“She was going after things in her life.”
Divit sat next to Sunny on the couch. “She wanted to be a model. And she was
beautiful. She was excited about her future. Now look at her.” Divit turned to
Sunny. “And that’s you. You think that things are always going to be okay,
Sunny. That’s not how the world works, and even if it were, you are too shy, or
introverted, or whatever you want to call it, to turn your optimism into
action.”


“I am not. I moved here didn’t I?”


“Yep, you moved to the big city, how long ago?
And the only friend you have is me. You getting out into the world meant
staying inside your studio.”


“I meet customers.”


“And how many of those customers have you made
friends with. Gone out to lunch with?”


“Oh, there you go. You’re always wanting me
to eat with strangers.”


“They could become friends.”


“I don’t know what you want me to do.”
Sunny filled up her cheeks with air and blew it out. She bent forward, balanced
her elbows on her knees and held her head in her hands.


“You should have stayed at the crime scene
until the police came, maybe you’d be less of a suspect right now.”


“Well, I can’t change that now,” she spoke
through the hands that covered her face.


“And you should have stood up to that
detective when he kept accusing you of murder.”


“What was I supposed to say to him other
than I didn’t do it?” She pulled her hands down from her face and eyed Divit. “I’m
not trying to get thrown in jail for giving him a hard time. Detective Phillip
Dunley is a mean man.”


“I shall smite him.” A low, rumbling voice
fanned past their ears.


Sunny jumped up startled, she and Divit
looked at each other then they turned to scan for the origin of the voice.


“Did you hear that?” Sunny asked, her voice
so low it was barely audible.


“Yes, I heard it,” Divit whispered back. “Do
you smell that?” He hopped off the couch and turned in circles. “I think it’s
vanilla incense. Or maybe sandalwood.” He eyed Sunny, his eyes gleaming. “It’s
the angel.”


“You think?” Sunny said sarcastically.


“Where is he?” Divit asked.


Sunny did a 360 degree turn, then pointed
to a darker corner of the dimly lit basement. “There,” she said.


They both turned their gaze where she’d
pointed, and hovering midway up the height of the room near the shelf that
housed his stereo equipment, they saw a small twinkling light. It looked like a
single remnant of a fireworks display.


“Is he going to completely appear?” Divit
asked and looked at Sunny.


“I don’t kn-” but before she could finish
her sentence the angel formed into the shape of a man. “I guess he is,” Sunny
said and pointed again.


“What is he wearing?” Divit stood up and
talked low out the corner of his mouth.


“London Fog-like trench coat. Gray
trousers. What about for you?”


“A suit. Wool twill. Two button. Black. I’m
sure it’s Saint Laurent.”


“Is that an expensive suit?”


“Very.”


“Shall I smote this man you speak of?” the
angel, Ramiel said stepping out of the wall.


“Smite?” Sunny repeated the words, and
scrunched up her face. “You mean like kill?”


“Are you supposed to do that?” Divit asked.


“What do angels care about the lives of
man?” Ramiel said. “I have taken beyond count the lives of those low
creatures,” The bass in his voice vibrated, and it seemed as if it were being
transmitted through Divit’s speakers. “I have destroyed cities and principalities
because of the wicked that has inhabited them. If thy so command, Leah, I shall
smite him.” The angel took several steps away from the wall, his stance ready
for battle if so commanded.


“Jesus, Jospeh and Mary!” Divit plopped
down on the couch.


“Oh. My. Goodness!” Sunny looked over at
Divit and back at Ramiel. She licked her lips. “Soooo. That would be a no,” she
told him. “Don’t want you to smite the detective.”


The angel stood, straight as an arrow, his
whole countenance had a slight glow and nodded his acknowledgment.


Sunny looked at Divit. “Say something else
to him,” he said in a whisper.


Sunny held up her hands. “Like what?” she
whispered back.


Divit hunched his shoulders. “Ask him
something.”


“What am I supposed to ask him?” A question
in her face.


“I don’t know,” was Divit’s answer.


“You’re a lot of help.”


“So since he is here to protect you,
maybe he could tell you who killed Fleming, and then you could tell the
detective. Then you’d be out of trouble.”


“Good idea.” Sunny turned to the angel,
opened her mouth to speak then changed her mind. Turning back to Divit she
asked, “Do you think he saw who did it?” Sunny casted a glance toward the
angel. “Because I didn’t say the prayer until after she was shot. He might not
have been around.”


Divit crossed one arm over his chest, using
it to prop up the other one, he put his hand to his mouth in a thinking pose. “True.
Angels aren’t omniscient.” He squinted his eyes. “You know, like God.
Everywhere at once.” Divit chewed on his thumb nail. “I know! Fleming is
probably in heaven, right?”


“Not in your usual opinion,” Sunny said,
sarcasm in her voice. “You think everyone is going to hell. So, on your scale, what
are the odds of her being in heaven?”


“Well. Maybe she did go,” Divit said. “Her
social media interactions made her seem . . . Nice.”


“Okay. Say her Facebook and Twitter persona
bought her passage to the pearly gates, so what? How does that help me?”


“He’s from heaven,” Divit said and pointed
a thumb his way. “Maybe he’s seen her.”


“Or could see her.”


“Right. And talk to her.”


Sunny’s eyes got big. “He could ask her who
killed her.”


“Yes!” Excitement showed in Divit’s eyes.


“I don’t know that that will work,” Sunny
said, suddenly deflated. “Can angels do reconnaissance work?”


“What? Of course,” Divit said. “They do it
for the Father all the time.”


“In case you haven’t noticed, Mr. Seminary
Graduate,” Sunny said. “I am not God.”


“It might work, though.”


Sunny looked over at the angel. “I don’t know.
And even if he did tell us,” she looked back at Divit, “I’m not sure how much
help it would be, I don’t know if I’d understand what he was saying. He talks
crazy.”


“It couldn’t hurt to try, right?” Divit
said. “And I know Bible-ese. I can translate.”


“I don’t know.” Sunny turned to Ramiel then
back to Divit. “Maybe . . .” She seemed to be chickening out.


“Don’t be scared,” Divit fussed.


“I’m not scared. I can do it.”


“Okay.” Divit made circles with his hands
hurrying her on. “So go ahead. Ask him.”


“Ramiel,” Sunny said and took a step
forward. “Can you ask Fleming? Uhm . . . Fleming Bennett, you know the girl
that was murdered yesterday?” She swallowed hard. “Uhm, who . . . I don’t know
. . . Like who killed her?”


“Let no one be found that consults the
dead,” Ramiel said.


“See,” Sunny said taking a step back to
Divit. “What does that even mean? Was that a yes or a no?”


“I think he’s saying, ‘No,’” Divit offered
the translation.


“So what now?”


“Ask him if he could help you clear your
name. Find out who did it.”


“Okay.” Sunny stepped toward the angel
again, and opened her mouth to speak.


“Mortals span but the blinking of an eye.”
Ramiel didn’t give Sunny the opportunity to ask her question. “The passing of a
season,” he said. “Why worry yourself on these beings?”


Sunny swung from the hip and looked back at
Divit. “I’m thinking I struck out again.”


“I’m thinking you’re right,” Divit said.


Sunny swung back and stared at the angel.
He just stood there, feet shoulder-width apart, hands at his side, fingers
curled under in a relaxed fist.


“So. Aren’t you here to help me?” Sunny
asked Ramiel.


Divit moved up with some force and stood
next to Sunny. “To protect her,” he added to what Sunny had said. He looked at
Sunny, and then studied the angel. “Isn’t that why you’re here? For her.” Divit
narrowed his eyes. “She needs help to clear her name, and she needs protection
from the real murderer.”


The angel moved closer to Sunny and put his
hand on her shoulder. “Do not lose heart, Leah. Your troubles are light and
momentary.” He bent down and looked into her eyes. “In all these things you are
more than a conqueror.”


Then he straightened up and walked toward
the wall where his single spark of light had lingered. As he got closer to it,
the light grew in intensity until he reached it then it fizzled, and popped. Then
the wall open up in a blaze of light and Ramiel walked through and disappeared.


Without taking her eyes off the wall where
Ramiel had gone through, Sunny said, “I want to know where that candlelight
ceremony is for Fleming.”


“Why?” Divit asked.


“Because I’m going to see what I can find
out about Fleming’s murder. Maybe even figure out who killed her. Clear my
name.” Sunny turned and looked at Divit. “I’m going to turn my optimism into
action.”












Chapter
Fourteen


 


“Why in the world would you think that you can
find out something about that murder at a candlelight vigil?” Divit came and
stood face-to-face with Sunny. “Although, I can’t understand why you’d even try
to solve it,” he said in an aside.


“Isn’t that what happens in the movies?”
Sunny asked. “The killer always goes to the funeral. So if I want to find him
or her, whatever the case may be, I need to go there, too.”


Sunny wasn’t sure if it was the words that
the angel had said to her was motivating her – telling she was a “conqueror.”
Or her actually seeing what inaction looked like, but something suddenly gave
her a momentum that she’d never experienced before.


She didn’t understand what that angel had
said, but for some reason she suddenly felt as if she could do it herself.


“Uh. Well. This isn’t a movie.” Divit shook
his head. “And that girl had like two thousand Facebook friends. If all those
people show up to the vigil, how do you think you’ll find a killer?”


“I’m sure most of those people don’t even
live here,” Sunny said. She put her purse over her shoulder. “Facebook
‘friends’ aren’t people in your neighborhood.” Sunny went over to grab her
purse. “I’ve got to go and get ready.”


“Wait. Slow down.” Divit licked his lips. “I
don’t know, Sunny,” Divit shook his head. “If you go to that thing you might
get killed.”


“How?” Sunny said. She walked over and
picked her coat up off of Divit’s bed and put it on.


“What if the killer recognizes you? You
wouldn’t know who he was because you didn’t see him. But he could just come up
from behind you and stab you or something.”


“How would he recognize me?”


“You didn’t see him yesterday, but that
doesn’t mean he didn’t see you.”


That made Sunny pause. “Look,” she said and
let out a sigh. “Didn’t you just tell me,” Sunny held out her hand, “that I
need to do something?”


“I surely didn’t mean anything like this,”
he said. “Just wait for your angel to help you.”


“You’ve got to be kidding,” Sunny said.
“He’s the reason I’m doing this.”


“What? What does that mean? He’s here to
help you. You heard him, he said God sent him.”


“God couldn’t have sent him to help me,”
Sunny said. “He is just one more thing that irritates me.”


“One more? What else?”


“You,” Sunny said. “Always the naysayer.
Telling me I need to do something, then telling me I can’t. And that darn
detective. How could he think I murdered someone just because I lost a lens
cap?” She plopped down on the couch and covered her face. “All of this is
making me worry unnecessarily. I mean,” she looked up at Divit. “I didn’t do anything.”
She bent over and rested her head on her knees. “I could barely sleep last
night. And then when I did get some rest is was only possible because I started
thinking that the angel was going to help me.”


“He will.”


“He won’t,” Sunny said, almost stomping her
foot.


“Now who’s being the pessimist?” Divit
said.


“There just no making you happy, is it
Divit?” Sunny put her hands on her hips. “Optimism, as you said, and I can see
you’re right, isn’t going to fix what’s broken.”


“Not the optimist?” Divit said. “I can’t
believe you’re saying these things.”


“Yes. Me the optimist.” Sunny shook her
head. “You’re right. I have to do something.”


“All of this – the angel included – has
made you anxious, huh?”


“Yes. Anxious. Scared. Apprehensive. I’ve
developed angel angst.”


“Angel angst?” He snorted out a laugh. “And
I haven’t helped?”


“No, Divit. You haven’t.”


“Okay.” He tried to put a smile on his
face. “So who’s driving?”


“Driving where?”


“To the memorial. I’m going with you. Don’t
want you to have a continuous case of Divit angst.”
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Sunny left Divit’s with determination in
her heart, but it was pure skepticism that flooded all the gray matter in her
brain. She didn’t know if she had it in her to do what she professed she could
do while at Divit’s. How was she going to clear her name and discover who the
murderer was?


That, optimist that she was, was more than
likely impossible.


In their research, Sunny and Divit had
found that Fleming had a sister. And from Fleming’s posts they were best
friends, always mentioning her. But the pair of sleuths couldn’t uncover any
pictures of the sister, or any information on Fleming’s love life – family and
significant others the usual suspect in murder cases seemed to be woefully
missing from all of her social media details.


When Sunny got home, she went into the
studio, sat down at the computer and pulled up Fleming’s profile. It was filled
with comments telling the newly deceased to “RIH.”


Heaven . . .


It seemed Sunny had a direct connection,
but it didn’t do anything but cause her to have more questions than she already
had.


When she’d first witnessed the murder, it
initially pushed her into the do-nothing, don’t-get-involved person she’d
always been. Then the angel came reinforcing that attitude because she felt as
if the angel would handle it.


Now she didn’t know what to do.


She did feel a spark inside of her, something
she hadn’t felt before. One that told her to take action.


That she could do it herself.


Sunny turned her attention back to her
computer and looked through Flemings social media posts – hundreds of them. It
amazed Sunny at all the information people put online to share with people
they’d never met. Family and relationship problems, where they were, where they
were going, where they’d been. And all the selfies, especially on Flemings
page.


Sunny decided against adding portraits to
her upcoming advertisements. It probably wouldn’t bring any new customers in,
she thought. People, it seemed, were more than capable and very prolific at
taking those on their own.


Sunny turned off the computer and went
upstairs. She was so tired she was dragging. She gave her dog, who this time
was waiting for at the door a hug and then made her way down the hall to her
bedroom.


Climbing in the bed, she pulled the cover
over her head, and then decided she wanted to feel the warmth of Duke. Peeking
her head out from under the blanket, she saw him staring at the wall, tail
happily wagging. And for the first time she could see what he was looking at.


There on the wall, near one of the white
daisies was a flickering light that sparked.


Ramiel.


Sunny pulled the cover back over her head.
“I wouldn’t get too excited about that, Duke,” she muttered. “That little light
ain’t nothing but trouble.”


 


 













 


Chapter Fifteen


 


“The
light shines in the darkness, and the darkness has yet to overcome it.” The
words seemed to fill the room.


Sunny
jumped up startled, sitting straight up, she got entangled in the covers and
fought with them to get them off of her head. “What are you doing here?” she
said, her heart racing from the fright.


It
was Ramiel. His flicker manifesting, he stood at the foot of her bed.


“You
have been put in my charge,” he said, a glow framing his entire body emanating
a soft, fuzzy light. “I must watch over you.”


“Are
you always in that wall?” Sunny asked, her head tilting to the side, she pulled
the covers up to her neck. Then she looked over at her dog. “What did you do to
Duke?”


“He
was tired from staring at the wall all day,” Ramiel said. “So now he sleeps.”


She
narrowed her eyes at the angel. “Why are you talking normal?” she said. “I’ve
never heard you talk like that before.”


“If any man speak in an unknown tongue, let
it be by two, or at the most by three, and let one interpret.”


“Now
that’s from the Bible,” Sunny said although she couldn’t recite the verse. “Not
sure what you mean by it though.”


“Yes,
it is in the Bible. And it means that since Divit isn’t here to interpret, I’ll
have to speak so you can understand me.”


“I
like that,” Sunny said nodding her head. “So, you wanna tell me exactly why you
are here?” She waved her hand. “I don’t mean like in my room ‘here.’ I mean . .
. Well, you know. On Earth. Here with me.”


“You
sent for me.”


“The
day I was at the shoot.” She nodded. “Yep. Divit figured that one out,” Sunny
said. “But you haven’t helped me any. I’m in a lot of trouble, you know.”


He
studied her. “Is that why you think I’m here?”


“To
help me?” Sunny said. “Yes. That’s why I think you’re here. Even Divit said so
and he’s a man of the cloth. Almost,” she added the quantifier.


“I am here as your messenger,” he said. “And
your protector.”


Sunny
waited for him to say more. To say what she wanted to hear. But he didn’t. “That
doesn’t sound like much help,” she said disappointment in his voice.


“Yes.
Because that is not why I’m here.”


“Then
what are you supposed to do for me?” Sunny slumped her shoulder, even with him
speaking in a tongue known to her, he was exasperating.


“Have
you read the Bible?” Ramiel said folding his arms across his chest.


“Yeah.
Well, not all of it. S-Some of it.” She flinched trying to not tell a lie.


“Then
you know, I am here to strengthen you. Minister to you. I bring a calmer spirit
so that man may do what they ask of our Father. And so they can obey.”


“So
you calm people down so they can do things? Is that like hypnosis?”


“Not
exactly,” Ramiel said. “Because if were, man would heed my words.”


“And
we don’t?”


“No.”
He walked to the other side of the bed and stood near the wall. His light now
letting off little shimmering sparks. “Angels don’t help humans like you are
thinking,” he said. “We don’t get them out of trouble.” He shook his head. “We
warn them, so they don’t stray into things that can cause them suffering. Or we
let them know that God will answer their prayers.”


Sunny
opened her mouth to comment, but he hadn’t finished what he wanted to say.


“And
then we smote them because they never listen.”


“Oh!”
Sunny let out a grunt. “Uh, so yeah, that definitely doesn’t sound like a
guardian angel. And it doesn’t help me out.”


He
let out something that Sunny thought was the start of a laugh, but she couldn’t
be sure. Whatever it was, his face didn’t change.


“And cast upon them the
fierceness of His anger, wrath, indignation, and trouble,” he said, his voice
rumbling. “By sending a band of destroying angels among them.”


“Okay, so you’re scaring me now,” Sunny
said scooting back in the bed. “What happened to you not speaking in an unknown
tongue?”


“You are right,” he said. “And, we destroy
the people that offend those in our charge.”


“Okay. Good. Back to English.” She
swallowed and prepared her words. “So let me get this straight, from what I
understand. You pretty much just deliver messages and smote other people that
try to harm the people you’re assigned to. And as far as you solving this
murder for me, clearing my name and all, I’m pretty much on my own. Is that
about right?”


“I
shall explain again,” Ramiel said. “We give you messages, you humans do the opposite
of what we say.” His glow sizzled and popped. “Don’t look back you’ll turn into
a pillar of salt. Yes, I know you’re ninety, but you will still have a baby.
Get in the boat, it’s going to rain.” He shook his head. “I’ve got hundreds of
examples and they all turn out the same way.”


Sunny
had read those stories in the Bible that he mentioned. And it was true, man
would get messages from God through His angels and then go ahead and do
whatever it was they wanted. But, she had already understood that and didn’t
know why he repeated it.


“And
that’s why you bring destruction to man? Smote them? They don’t listen?” Sunny
asked.


A
smiled curled up his face.


“So
what’s my message?” Sunny said. “Seeing that’s why you came, because I don’t
want to be a victim of your fire and brimstone smiting.”


“Wait. Be strong, and let your heart take
courage.” He backed up into the wall, his light fading. “Wait. It will surely come.”


 


 













 


Chapter
Sixteen


 


Sunny woke the next morning and was unsure
if she had dreamt that conversation with Ramiel or not, but she was sure he was
somewhere close because Duke was back playing sentinel, staring at the daisies.


And if he had come and visited her, Sunny
decided, his “message” was as clear as the murderer’s face in those pictures
that she had taken.


Sunny hung around her apartment most of the
day, not venturing down to the studio letting the “Closed” sign remain dangling
in the window. And she steered clear of the radio.


What about if that’s how he’s been sending
me messages? Sunny
thought. Hope not, because I’m always turning it off.


Divit popped up early. Even with the shorter
days of winter, it would be hours before it would be dark enough for
candlelight to have any meaningful effect.


“You hungry?” Sunny asked Divit as came in.
“We may as well eat some lunch and pass the time.” She looked at her watch. “It’ll
be a while before it’s time to leave.”


“What’cha got?”


“I don’t know,” Sunny said and beckoned him
to follow her to the kitchen. “Let’s see. I’m sure I have something to make a
sandwich out of.”


Sunny pulled out the bread and deli ham and
held them up to Divit. “Is this good?” He nodded. “Mustard or mayonnaise,” she
asked.


“Mustard,” he said and sat down at her
small kitchen table.


“Soo,” Sunny said and looked out the side
of her eyes at Divit. “I think Ramiel came and visited me last night.”


“You think?” Divit chuckled. “You don’t
know?”


Sunny hunched a shoulder. “It could have
been a dream. I’m really not sure.” She got the mustard out of the cabinet and
stood at the counter to make the sandwich.


“Well do you know what he said?” Divit
asked. “You’re always confused when he talks.”


“He said since you weren’t here to
interpret, he wouldn’t speak in an unknown tongue.”


“He doesn’t speak in an unknown tongue.”


“It is definitely unknown to me,” Sunny
said.


“True,” Divit said. “What he said sounds
like a verse in the Book of Corinthians.”


“I figured it was somewhere in the Bible,
because he said it like it was a rule or something.” Sunny grabbed a plate out
the cabinet, put the sandwich on it and placed it on the table in front of
Divit along with a paper towel. “Anyway, he said he wasn’t here to ‘help’ me in
the way I thought. He was here to deliver me a message and protect me.” She sat
down across from him.


“So what is the message?” Divit took a big
bite out of the sandwich.


“Yeah, that part is a little fuzzy to me,”
Sunny said. “I think he just said for me to wait for the message. Like he would
tell me later. Or, it could have been that he meant my message was to ‘wait.’ Not
do anything. I’m not exactly sure.”


“Wait for what?” Divit said, his mouth full
of food.


“I just told you, I don’t know.” Sunny
looked at Divit. “But meanwhile, we’re going to go to this vigil. Maybe I’ll
get a message then. Or somehow know what to do.”


“And then what?” Divit asked and took
another bit of his sandwich.


“You mean after I get the message?” Divit
nodded. “Then I’ll do what he says,” Sunny said. “Or he’ll smite me.”


Divit nearly choked on the food in his
mouth. “He said that? He’ll smite you.”


“Not in so many words,” Sunny said and blew
the curls off of her forehead. “But that’s what I’m thinking.”


“But if our message is to ‘wait’ – don’t do
anything – instead of ‘wait’ your message is forthcoming, and you do something
anyway, then you go against what he said.”


“I know.”


“Then he’ll smite you,” Divit said a sick
look on his face.


“I know.”


“So what are you going to do?”


“I just told you. We’re going to the vigil
and try to find the killer. Whatever my message is, I do think if I’m going to
clear my name by solving the murder, I’m pretty much on my own. And I’m pretty
sure he said, he’d protect me.”


“Okay,” Divit said. “I’m in on the solving
the murder part, but as far as getting smote, you’re on your own.”


So Sunny and Divit devised a plan – a cover
– used to ‘infiltrate,’ per Divit, and root out the murderer.


Divit insisted that there’d be a lot of
people attending, too many, he thought, to get to in the two hours that was
scheduled for the vigil, so they had decided to divide and conquer. Divit would
be grief counselor, one he felt wouldn’t be too far of a stretch for him to
pull off or from the truth. Evidently a requirement for a soon-to-be servant of
the Most High, it actually was part of a priest’s job, even though he admitted
to not yet fully being one.


Sunny was going to be a photographer and
blogger. She’d armed herself with one of her less expensive cameras – a Canon PowerShot, a 16.0-megapixel digital –
good for taking shots in low light and for appearing “amateurish.” She thrown her
satchel over her shoulder with a few accessories stuffed inside, and recited
her cover story to herself several times, and had tried on Duke. She was
satisfied in the end, and so was her dog.


The
picture taking part of course would be easy for her to pull off, plus anyone
that knew Fleming Bennett knew she liked to be in front of the camera. Even if
someone hadn’t known her, her social media accounts was proof of that. The
blogger part? Not so much. Sunny could write a complete a sentence, but that
was as far as any truth to that part of the cover story went.
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The An Cladach Pub, Sunny thought, looked more like
a modernist spa than an Irish bar. In fitting with the name – the Irish words
for “the shore,” the front of the building was covered in fossil rustic
sandstone and huge glass windows. Pulling open the large glass double doors,
and once inside, Sunny’s eyes scanned the yards of granite that covered the bar
and table tops, the slate covered center-set fireplace, and the shiny aluminum
and glass accents that filled the room. Stranded bamboo stretch across the
interior floors ending against a full-wall fountain made of river rock.


“We’re not opened yet,” the bartender spoke
to Sunny and Divit as they came in. Working behind the long, multi-colored
reclaimed wood bar he barely looked up when he spoke.


“We’re here for the vigil,” Divit said and
held up a box of tapered candles.


“Still too early,” the bartender said and
glanced up at them. “We’re not using real ones.” He used a movement of his to head
to point to the end of the bar where boxes of SafeFlame candles with plastic
holders were stacked. “And we’ve got plenty of them.”


 “We wanted to get here early,” Divit said
to the bartender, “so we could talk to the owners. Maybe the family. You know,
like her sister.”


“Did you know Fleming?” the bartender
asked.


“Yeah. I-I mean no.” Divit looked at Sunny.
“We don’t know her,” he said. “You know other than being friends on
Instagram and Facebook.”


“Oh,” the bartender said. “She was the
social media hound. Well, the bosses are down the basement getting some
supplies. We’re delaying the opening until after the vigil, but still gotta
have everything ready.” He gave a nod toward Sunny. “What’s with the camera?”


“Oh,” Sunny said and lifted the camera up
off her chest where she had it hanging. “I just wanted to get a few pictures.
I’m a photographer.”


“Oh yeah? Cool. What kind of pictures do
you take?’


The bartender had deep set, hooded eyes
that boasted flecks of brown and black. He ran his finger through his long
black hair, and tucked a piece of his behind his ear. A good face for her work,
Sunny’s keen eye determined.


“You know, just whatever,” Sunny said and
shrugged.


“And I’m guessing that the ‘whatever’
you’ll be taking pictures of tonight is all the sadness and tears,” the
bartender said. Sunny was unsure if he was being sarcastic. “Then what are you
going to do with them?”


 “I write a blog.” Sunny closed her eyes. It
was harder to lie than she thought and he had her a bit rattled. She was the
one that was supposed to be asking the questions. “I’m starting a blog,”
she said opening her eyes. “I’m going to write about the declining socioeconomic
structure of the city and climbing murder rate.” She’d gotten the idea from her
recent assignment. “I thought pictures of the vigil would be a stark,
eye-opening way to start the piece.”


“Stark? Eye-opening?” He grunted. “That sounds
like a pretty deep blog post,” the bartender said, eyeing Sunny. He was using a
white cloth to dry glasses. “Sounds like some kind of exposé they’d put on
CNN.”


Sunny laughed. “Believe me, my writing is
not that good.” She shrugged. “I just like being an entrepreneur. Heard people
can make a lot of money blogging.”


“So you just trying to make a buck, huh?”
he said.


“Yep.” Then she realized what she said.
“But not on this.” She waved her hand toward the candles. “I just think it is
important to capture this moment.”


“Well, good luck.” He saluted her with the
glass he was polishing.


“So.” Divit joined the conversation. “I was
just wondering why they were having it here. I mean a bar is a  . . . I don’t
know . . . Different kind of place to hold a memorial.”


“It’s not really a memorial,” he said. “You
know, Fleming and Ian and Naomi were friends and they just kind of offered to
have it here.” He sat down the glass and picked up another one. “Maybe they
felt a little bad.”


“Oh. I see,’ Sunny said looking around the
room. I-” Divit hit her arm before she could finish and nodded toward a man
that had just emerged from the back of the pub.


“Is that the owner?” Divit asked the
bartender, pointing.


“Yeah, that’s Ian. Ian McCarter. He and his
wife own the place.”


“C’mon Sunny,” Divit said tugging on her
sleeve. “Let’s go talk to him.”


“Okay.” She looked at the bartender.
“Excuse us.”


“Sure,” he said. “Good luck on your blog.”


“Thanks,” Sunny said and gave him a polite
smile. Glad to get away from answering any more questions about writing, she
decided not to tell the part about starting up a blog again.


I’ll just say a pictorial blog, Sunny thought as they headed to meet the
bar’s owner. I know about doing that.


‘Hi,” Divit said sticking out his hand. “My
name is Divit Chowdary.”


“Ian McCarter.” The man grasped his hand
and they shook.


“And this is my friend, Sunny Leibowitz. We
wanted to speak to you for a moment.”


“Leah Leibowitz,” Sunny said and
smile, not sure why she gave her real name. “But everyone calls me, Sunny.”


‘Probably because of that beautiful smile
of yours,” he said. “It just warms a man up.”


His gaze meeting Sunny’s as he spoke, she
noticed his striking electric blue eyes. They seemed to twinkle as he spoke.
Ian was over six-feet tall, he had a slender build, brown hair and a charming
smile.


“Thank you,” Sunny said and blushed.


“So what can I do you good folks for?” he
asked. “We’re not opening up the bar until after the vigil we’re having here
tonight.”


“You’re the owner of the pub, right?” Divit
asked.


“Yep. That would be me.”


“I’m a uhm . . . Grief counselor. And.
Well. I wanted to let you know that I’d be around tonight if anyone needs
someone to talk to. I know Fleming’s, uhm . . . Ms. Bennett’s death was not
only sudden, but . . . uhm . . . Violent and so people might need to talk.
Might wanna talk.”


“To be a grief counselor, you sure do
stumble over your words a lot,” Ian said and chuckled.


“Just trying to choose my words carefully.
I don’t want to offend people.” Divit said. “And Sunny . . . Leah, is going to
take pictures.”


“Pictures?” He looked at Sunny’s camera
strung around her neck as if he hadn’t noticed it before. “I don’t know that
that would be a good thing. To publicize people’s grief like that.”


“Oh no. It’s nothing like that,” Sunny
said. She cleared her throat. “We want to capture the thoughtfulness and beauty
of the occasion. How that mirrors the person that Fleming was. Through my
pictures I just want to show the love that is being shared for her. For Fleming
and her life.”


“Were you friends of Fleming’s?” Ian asked.


“Not really,” Sunny said.


“Facebook. Twitter friends,” Divit said,
interjecting, practically cutting off Sunny’s words. It seemed he had an easier
time of lying. “Sort of,” he added, he lowered his head down and fiddled with
his fingers.


So maybe he did feel a little bad about
lying.


“Fleming was beautiful,” Ian said. “And she
loved taking pictures. She wanted to be a model, did you know that? And it was
easy to see she was going to get the things she wanted. She was outgoing.
Friendly. A person that everyone liked, and someone that no one wanted to see
end up like she did. But the things she did.” He bit on the inside of his
cheek. “The way she lived her life.” He blew out a breath, it seemed to keep
from getting emotional. “Well. To me, she was asking for an intrusion into it.
And I don’t know if anyone wants any keepsakes of that, you know?” He pointed
to Sunny’s camera.


“Asking for an intrusion into her life?”
Sunny eyebrows wrinkled together, and she pursed her lips. “Are you saying she
asked to be murdered?” Sunny asked.


Ian frowned. “Of course not. I didn’t mean
that. But I supposed I did mean she was asking for trouble.”


“You said she was well liked,” Divit said.
“So no thoughts on who may have killed her?”


“Maybe one of the many men she dated.” He
stared past them momentarily, then focused on Divit. “I really don’t know.
We’ll just have to wait to see what the police come up with.”


“I heard that already had some people in
mind,” Divit said and looked over at Sunny. “Maybe it won’t be long before they
solve it.”


Ian made a fist and punched his other hand
with it. “She shouldn’t have ever gone out there. Then maybe it wouldn’t have
happened. It wouldn’t have been so easy to kill her around other people. In a
crowded place.” He tightened his jaw. “That’s exactly what I mean about her.”
He closed his eyes and shook his head. “This is really too much, you know?”


“We understand,” Divit said. “And it’s okay
to be upset or mad about it. Sometimes people get angry with their loved ones
for dying.” Divit moved in closer and placed his hand on Ian’s shoulder. “I
don’t know how close you were, but it’s okay to have those feelings and to let
them out.”


Ian looked at Divit’s hand and then over at
him. “I’m not angry with her,” he said. “How could I be? She didn’t kill
herself.”


“It’s just part of the grieving process.”


He moved out of Divit’s reach. “Yeah, well
that’s not me.”


“Are you angry about anything else?” Divit
asked. “Because that’s part of my job, too. To help people move past things
that are bothering them.”


“Look,” Ian said. “I know you mean well.
But I am okay. Really.” He narrowed his eyes and studied the two of them. “You
know I can’t say anything about what you do outside the bar, but I don’t want
you taking pictures in here if it’s moved inside because of the weather. I do
have a say about my own place of business.” He shook his shoulders as if a
chill had ran down his spine. “Just doesn’t seem right.”


“Okay, I won’t,” Sunny said and smiled.
“But why did they decide to have it here? Even outside of here. Seems kind of
strange to have a memorial at a bar.”


Divit had asked that question to the
bartender. Sunny thought it might be a good reason to ask again. Perhaps, she
thought, it could have been done out of guilt.


“It’s an Irish pub. Long tradition of the
Irish that family and friends gather in one for the wake. It’s a tradition to
help the family through their difficult time, smothering it in drink and
distraction. We remember the dead fondly, toast them and tell stories about
their lives. Only the good ones, though. No bad words are spoken against them.”


“Was Fleming Irish?” Sunny asked.


“No.” Ian chucked. He was calmer, his anger,
rather real or misinterpreted by Divit, had subsided.  “And we’re not having it
in here either, unless of course it gets bad out there,” Ian glanced out of one
of the large windows at the front of the bar. “Hopefully, it won’t snow. But
Fleming was me and my wife’s friend, and we wanted to do something. We’ll
probably have the repast here, too. March’s place isn’t all that big.”


“Her sister?” Divit confirmed.


“Yep. Do you know her?”


“No we don’t,” Divit said. “We were hoping
to talk to her tonight, though.”


“Well, here’s your chance.” Ian pointed
behind them. “That’s March Bennett coming in the door.”












Chapter
Seventeen


 


When Sunny turned around her knees buckled
and she had to catch hold of the bar to keep from falling. March looked just
like Fleming. They could have been twins.


In her twenties, March wore her brown hair
long, parted in the middle just as Sunny remembered Fleming had. Her green
eyes, contrary to her sister’s when Sunny last seen them her were full of life,
but at that moment looked sad and glassy from crying. Her shade of lipstick,
not as deep a color as that that had covered Fleming’s, was crimson just the
same.


Divit didn’t hesitate, once Ian pointed out
Fleming’s sister to him, he strolled straight to March, not noticing Sunny’s
hesitation.


“Hi,” Sunny heard Divit say. She drew in a
breath and tried to steady herself. She followed in Divit’s footsteps and went
over to see Fleming’s sister.


“Hello,” March said. She looked from Divit
to Sunny as she walked over. “Uhm, are you here for the vigil?” She was smartly
dressed in a brown wool coat. She wore jeans, an black sweater and low-heel black
boots. Slim, she was tall and could have easily been the model that her sister
Fleming had aspired to be.


March’s hands were filled with a boxes. The
top one was uncovered and it had flyers inside. A picture of Fleming at the
top, one that Sunny had seen on her Instagram page.


“Yes,” Divit said. “We’re here for the
vigil.”


“Because you’re like really early,” March
said and smiled.


“We know,” Divit said. “Here, let me help
you with those.” Divit took the boxes from March and put them on the table. “I’m
a grief counselor.” Divit looked at her. “I wanted to offer my services so
that’s why we came early.” He turned and directing his eyes toward Sunny,
pointing out to March the other person in his “we.”


“Hi, I’m Leah Leibowitz.” Sunny nodded. “But
call me Sunny,” she said and smiled. “I wanted to take some pictures. We know
how, uhm, your sister liked to post everything.”


“How did you know Fleming?” March asked.


Sunny shrugged. “Facebook. Uhm. Instagram.”


“Facebook friends,” March said and smiled.
“She was big on social media.”


“Yeah, she had a lot of people following
her,” Divit said.


“My sister was the kind of person that
everyone liked,” March said. “Men. Woman. Everyone loved her and wanted her.
Wanted to be close to her. I can’t imagine anyone doing this.” March blinked
her eyes trying to hold back the tears. “You’re going to post this on
Facebook?” March asked, her brow furrowed, she swiped the corner of her eye.


“No.” Sunny shook her head. “I’m going to
do a pictorial blog. The gathering of people, the soft glow from the candles.
It’ll be solemn and heartfelt, a beautiful rendering of the love being shown to
Fleming’s memory.”


A slight smile settled across March’s face.
“That’ll be nice. Fleming would have wanted to be in every one of the pictures.”


“She will be,” Sunny said. “Because this is
all for her.”


“I think that’ll be nice. Will I be able to
get a copy of the pictures?”


“Sure,” Sunny said. “I have a car-” She
stopped mid-sentence. She probably shouldn’t give her a business card. She wasn’t
there as a professional photography, plus knowing Detective Dunley had found
her lens cap, she didn’t want more people knowing that information.


Keeping up with an undercover story took a
lot more than Sunny had anticipated.


“I’ll write my number down for you,” Sunny
said and put her satchel on a table. She dug down into it and found a pen and then
grabbed one of the flyers March had brought in with her. “May I?”


“Sure,” March said and gave a nod.


Sunny got one of the flyers and folded it
in half, she jotted her number on the back of it and handed it to March, and
pushed the pen down in her pocket. “Give me a call in a couple of days. I’ll
get you a set.”


“Oh that’ll be great,” March said.


“So, how are you holding up?” Divit asked
March. He placed his hand on her arm.


“I’m good,” March said and smiled at Divit.
“It was nice for you to come.” She took in a breath. “That’s one thing I didn’t
think of – a grief counselor.”


“Well, I just want to help,” Divit said.
“Having this memorial for her is a good thing. Grieving people benefit from the
support of others. And it helps to talk about it.”


“I’ve been too busy planning this,” March
lowered her head, “after I found out. I haven’t even had time to process all of
it yet.”


“Who would have done this to your sister?”
Divit asked.


“I don’t know.” A tear rolled down March’s
cheek. “Just like I told the detective, I can’t think of anyone who could have
done this to her.”


“Detective?” Sunny said.


“Yes. Detective Dunley. He’s over my
sister’s case. He’ll be here tonight.”


Sunny and Divit looked at each other.


“How nice,” Sunny said mustering up a weak
but ersatz smile.













 


Chapter
Eighteen


 


“I’d like to thank all the people that
contacted me that knew Fleming on social media and wanted to take part in this.”


March had been at the makeshift podium for
just a few minutes talking about Fleming and they bond they shared as sisters,
but Sunny knew it must have seemed like an eternity to her. “It warms my heart
that you are truly her friends,” she continued, “and not just in a virtual kind
of way.”


Fleming’s sister had had to pause several
times, grief choking back her words. She had strayed more than once, getting
lost in memories and funny little anecdotes about their times growing up and as
adults.


There was a rather large crowd that
gathered in front of the An Cladach Pub, probably close to seventy-five to
eighty people Sunny estimated. Everyone spoke in hushed tones, their
condolences spoken in puffs of warm air that escaped out into the cold. Soft
music filled the night that had turned much cooler, the flicker of the battery
operated flame provided a glowing mask for the red eyes and constant flow of
tears of all those that had come to say good-bye to Fleming Bennett.


And all the worry that Sunny had sensed after
finding out that Detective Dunley was coming had melted away once she was
behind her camera lens. Sunny moved around the crowd with ease, letting her
photographic eye tell her where to go, and what to shoot. She had already shot
up one roll of color, and was now shooting in black and white.


“This has been a beautiful celebration of
the life of Fleming. A way to honor her memory and at the same time, a healing
event. It’s given us an opportunity to come together and mourn as one.


“As you know,” March continued. “My
sister’s death was a violent one. And what we do for her today, can’t be all
that we do. We need to find out who killed her. That’s why I’ve invited
Detective Phillip Dunley to come out and speak with you tonight. I see him just
pulling up now, so we’ll give him a few minutes.” She surveyed the crowd. “Don’t
worry.” March gave out a nervous chuckled. “He won’t be interrogating anyone.
He assured me of that. But if you know anything. If you’ve seen anything.
Please. I beg you. Please. Give him a call. His number is on the bottom of the
flyer.” March looked over to where she’d seen the detective get out his car,
and saw he was nearly where she was.


“Okay,” March said and nodded at the
detective. “C’mon up, Detective. I think everyone here will welcome your
words.”


“We’ll help anyway we can,” someone spoke
up out of the crowd.


The detective stood up on the podium.
Before he spoke, he turned his head away from the mike and cleared his throat.
“I’m sorry that I have to be here on such a somber and painful occasion,” he
started. “A candlelight vigil,” he pointed out across the crowd, “can be a
beautiful, dignified, and respectful way to memorialize and honor someone that
has left this world the way that Fleming Bennett did. And it can be equally
important in calling attention to important issues taking place in our
community and unite us around a common cause . . .”


Once Sunny heard the detective’s voice she
pulled her eye out from behind the camera, let it fall the strap’s length on
her chest and put her head down. She made her way back over to where she’d left
Divit, hoping he was still there.


“You ready to go?” Sunny asked once she
located him.


“There’s a few more things on the program,”
Divit pointed at the flyer. “A Sharing of Memories,” his finger moving down the
list. “Memorial Poetry. Someone’s even going to sing.”


“Yeah, well, I don’t want that detective
seeing me.”


Divit glanced up at the police officer as
he still spoke. “Do you think he saw you?”


“No. I don’t think so,” Sunny said.
“There’s enough people here to hide in.”


“Yeah, and so many we’ll never find the
murderer.”


“I don’t know what we were thinking,” Sunny
said. “We don’t know what kind of questions to ask.” She started to play with a
curl in her hair. “How to ascertain anything.”


“I did ask Ian and March did they know anyone
that might have killed her,” Divit said listing his contribution.


Sunny rolled her eyes. “And what? Did you
think they were just going to point the person out to you? ‘Oh here,
Mr.-Grief-Counselor, here’s the murderer. We were just waiting for you to
come.’ That stupid police officer up there would have had the killer locked up
by now,” Sunny said, “and he wouldn’t be messing with me.” Sunny huffed out a
sigh and let her eyes scan the crowd. “Any one of these people here could be
the murder.”


“I shall smite them all,” came a voice low
and hushed in her ear.


Sunny jumped, and grabbed her chest. She
turned around and there behind her was Ramiel. “You scared me!” she said
holding on to her racing heart.


“Fear not, for I am here to defend you.”


“Your angel,” Divit said and started
grinning as he gestured to Ramiel.


“I see him,” Sunny. “And I hear him, too.
Wanting to kill everyone to avenge Fleming’s death. And me, if I don’t heed his
message, whatever that is. That does not help me at all.”


“That is kind of what he does.” Divit scrunched
up his face.


“What?”


“Angels are warriors. They pretty much
smite people all the time. It’s what he does.”


“You Divit, are the reason I was confused
in the first place. You said he came here to protect me. To help me. Remember?
You said that he was my guardian angel.”


“Well. I mean . . . I think that, too. That
he’s here to help you. But by nature . . .” Divit said. “They do carry out
God’s wrath.”


“So then why is he here with me? Because
giving me messages is not what I need.”


“They deliver messages and protect,” Divit
said nodding his head. “They-They do protect. Just like he said.” He mulled the
words over. “And help.”


“Well, you’re no help. That’s for sure,”
Sunny turned her head toward Ramiel. “And I don’t need your messages unless the
message is to tell me who the killer is. Can you tell me if the killer is here?
Can that be your message to me? Because I’d like to turn him, or her, over to
that police detective up there.” She pointed to Phillip Dunley.


“The names of those written in hell are
many.”


Sunny flapped her arms on her sides. “Now what
is that supposed to mean?” she said, frustration pouring out in her voice.


“I think he’s saying that there are far too
many people going to hell for him to check if anyone’s name here is on the
list.”


“I give up,” Sunny said. “I’m going inside
and wait for you there. You and my protector, Mr. Message Man, here can hang
out all you want, but if that detective stays one minute past the time he has
finished talking, I am out of here whether the vigil is over or not.”













 


Chapter
Nineteen


 


Just as the detective was asking for a
moment of silence, Sunny pulled open the large glass door to the pub, and
ducked inside.


“We’re still not open,” the bartender said
and smiled.


“Oh. I know.” Sunny chuckled. “It’s just a little
chilly out there for me. She blew into her gloved hands. “Thought I’d come in
for a sec.” She pulled her gloves off. “Would’ve been nice to have real
candles, they would have generated a little heat.”


“Yeah and burned your hands with the hot
wax.”


“Nothing can get through this leather,” Sunny
said and clapped the gloves together before taking them off and stuffing them
in her pocket .


“I’m Chet, by the way,” the bartender said.


“Nice to meet you, Chet,” she said and
scooted onto a stool behind the bar. “And I’m Sunny.”


Sunny really noticed him for the first
time. He was Asian, slender and not quite six feet tall. His long hair was
thick and even though it fell often into his almond shaped eyes, it framed his
face well.


“Yeah I heard you say that to March, that
your name is Sunny. “ Is that a nickname?”


“Yeah. My name is actually Leah. But everyone
calls me Sunny, even the people I went to school with.”


“That’s funny. I’m the complete opposite. Chet
is short for Chetney, but only people at work call me that. My family, friends,
and the people I went to school with call me Chetney.”


“Really?” Sunny said. “That’s a different
name.” She looked at him. “A nice name. Which do you prefer?”


“I answer to almost anything,” he said. The
two laughed. “You know the old saying that bartenders are good listeners?”


“Yeah,” Sunny said and nodded. She picked
up a couple of nuts out of a bowl that were on the counter.


“Well, I just figured Chet would be easier
to remember for all the people that would come in to confide to me.”


“Smart idea,” Sunny said crunching on nuts.


“Hey, would you like something to drink?”
Chet asked.


“I don’t drink,” Sunny said.


“We’ve got more than just alcohol,” he
said. “Don’t go to bars often, huh?”


She chuckled. “No. Not at all.”


“Well, I’ve got soft drinks, juice . . . Tell
you what. You like juice right?”


“Yeah.”


“Okay. So, I’ll fix you up one of my non-alcoholic
specialties. Trust me?’ He held out his hand.


“Okay,” Sunny said and smiled. “I trust
you.”


“Good. It’ll be delicious. You’ll see.” Chet
grabbed a metal mixer filled it up with ice and starting mixing his special
concoction. “So. Did you get any good pictures?” Chet asked while he worked.


“Hope so,” Sunny said.


“So are you a better writer or
photographer?”


“I’m definitely a better photographer. Just
trying my hand at the other thing,” Sunny said and popped another nut in her
mouth. “So, do you like working here?”


“Yeah, I do,” he said. They’re pretty cool
people. You know,” he chuckled, “for being the bosses.”


“That’s good,” Sunny said. “It makes going
to work easier.”


“Sure does.” He placed a napkin in front of
Sunny and sat a fruity, frothy drink on it. It was red, and orange and had
fruit speared on a red plastic toothpick laying across the top.


“Mmmm,” Sunny said, her eyes lighting up.
“Looks yummy!”


“Wait until you try it,” he said. “You’re
going to love it.”


“Okay,” Sunny said. “Here goes.” She took a
big sip, and closed her eyes. “Oh! This is so good.” She opened her eyes. “What
did you put in here,” she looked at the glass.


“It’s a secret,” he said. “If I told you,
I’d have to kill you.”


“Oh my!” Sunny said. “Please, keep your
secret!”


They both laughed.


“So, did you know Fleming?” Sunny asked.


He hunched a shoulder. “I saw her around,
you know. She came in here sometimes, she was friends with Ian and Naomi.”


“Ian seems to be taking it pretty hard.”


“Well, you know, I guess they were pretty
good friends.”


“I haven’t met Naomi,” Sunny said and
looked around the bar, and back out of one of the windows. “Is she here?”


“Yeah.” Chet said. “She was down the
basement earlier when you first came in. Getting ready for tonight with Ian.
She’s around somewhere.”


“So what did you mean earlier when you said
the owners were having it here because they felt bad?”


“Did I say that?” Chet asked. He took the
metal container over to the sink to rinse it out. “I don’t remember.”


“Yeah. When we first came in.”


But before she could get an answer Divit opened
the door to the bar and stuck his head in.  “Hey, Sunny,” he said. “A guy I used
to play little league with lives in the same apartment-” Divit stopped and
looked at Sunny then at the bartender. “Uh . . . We’re going to go back to his
place . . . For . . . Uhm, to get something.”


Sunny turned around on the stool. “Ooookaaay,”
she said unsure what Divit was hiding.


“So, I’m just going to help him finish
passing out the flyers, gathering up the candles and stuff, and I’ll meet you
at the car in about five minutes,” Divit said. “You’ll be ready to go?”


“Yeah,” Sunny said. “Ready whenever you
are.”


‘Okay. I’ll meet you at the car.” Divit
ducked back out the door.


“So, I guess I better get ready to head
out,” Sunny said and stood up. Thanks for the drink.”


“No problem,” Chet said. “Where did you
park?”


“Around back,” Sunny said. “The street was
blocked off for the vigil when we got here.”


“Well, come on. I’ll walk you out to the
car. I’ve got a few boxes to put into the dumpster, you can go through the back
door with me. It’ll be a shortcut for you.”


“Why thank you, Chet-ney.” Sunny
added on the last part of his name, which made him chuckle.


“You’re welcome, Leah.”


“Oh no!” she laughed. “Please don’t call me
that.”


“Okay, I won’t. But I hope it’ll be okay if
I call you?”


“Call? You want to . . . C-Call me?” she
said and blushed.


“Yeah. Like on the phone.” He grinned.
“Think I might can get your number?”


“Why not?” Sunny said. She took a napkin
from out of a small stack on the counter and pulled the pen out of her pocket.
She jotted down her phone number and pushed it toward him.


He picked it up and looked at it. “Cool,”
he said and smiled. He put it in his shirt pocket and patted it. “So let me
grab my jacket,” Chet said.


He went off to the back and went behind a
swing door. He stepped back out a moment later and stood by the door. “You
ready,” he called over to her. “We’re going out this way.” He pointed to the
area where Ian had emerged from earlier.


“Oh. Okay.” Sunny said. She put her satchel
over her shoulder and met him at the door. “You lead the way.”


He pushed open the door and a whoosh of
warm air pushed up against the two. Then Sunny felt it as it enveloped her and
seemed to tug her.


“It’s not bad out,” he frowned at Sunny.
“Thought you said it was cold out? I could have left my jacket inside.”


“It was. It is,” she said and looked at
him. “I think that might just be my guardian angel.” She waved her hand. “I’m
sure he doesn’t want anything.”


Chet laughed. “Did you just say guardian
angel?”


“Never mind,” she said and smiled.


The two walked down the narrow alley to the
intersecting street where Sunny had parked her car.


Sunny walked over to her silk blue metallic
VW Beetle and beeped the door lock.


“Is this your car?” Chet stopped walking.


“Yep.”


He dug his hands down in his pocket. “Cute
car,” he said. “You don’t see many cars this color.”


“Thanks. Yeah it’s different. And I don’t
know what I was thinking about getting a convertible. It isn’t very useful half
the time.”


“Yeah. I guess it wouldn’t be, especially
on a night like tonight.” Chet looked up at the sky. “Okay. I better make my
way back.”


“You want a ride?” Sunny asked. “I’m going
to drive around to the front and pick up Divit.”


“No. That’s okay,” he said. He smacked his
hands together. “I gotta put the boxes in the dumpster. I left them by the back
door. Plus, with the traffic light at that corner there,” he pointed. “You’ll
probably take longer to drive around than I will to walk back.”


“Okay,” Sunny said and glanced up the
street. “You’re probably right.”


“So. I’ll be talking to you,” he said and
nodded.


“Okay. Sounds good.” Sunny climbed into her
car with a smile on her face and turned the ignition.


The radio popped on and Sunny heard the
disc jockey say, “The lyrics for our contest were, ‘I will never let you
fall. I'll stand up with you forever. I'll be there for you through it all.
Even if saving you sends me to heaven.’ And if you guessed the lyrics
were from the song, Your Guardian Angel by the Red Jumpsuit Apparatus,
you are a winner!”


Sunny shook her head “Goodness! How do you
keep coming on?” she muttered. “All of these angel songs.” She reached over and
turned off the radio.


Sunny flicked on her blinker, made a
U-turn, and just as she neared the corner, the light turned red.


 













 


Chapter
Twenty


 


Divit hopped in the car, a handful of
flyers still in his hand, he placed them in his lap and fastened the seatbelt.
The crowd had died down considerably and the blockades used to section off the
street had been removed. Sunny had no problem pulling up near the front of the
pub.


“I mean what kind of luck is that?” Divit
said. “Me knowing someone that lives in the same building that Fleming Bennet
lived in.”


“Pretty coincidental,” Sunny said. “I
didn’t know you had friends.” She glanced over at the pub before she left,
hoping to get another look at the bartender, but he wasn’t anywhere in sight.
She pulled off from the curb and put on her blinker to turn the corner. She
knew exactly where Fleming Bennett had lived.


“I do have friends,” Divit said. “You’re
the one with no friends.”


“Oh yeah, that’s right,” Sunny said. “But I
may have made one tonight.”


“Who?” Divit asked. “And don’t tell me that
guy you were talking to that works at An Cladach.”


“You mean who I was talking to when you
came in acting all strange?”


“I didn’t want to say anything in front of
him. Especially that we were going over to the dead girl’s apartment. That
would’ve been strange.”


“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” Sunny said. “We
can’t let people know we were lying about the reason we were there.”


“We really didn’t lie,” Divit said. “You
really did get pictures and I spoke to a number of people.”


“You did?”


“Of course I did. What kind of priest would
I be if I saw people in pain and didn’t try to help?”


“I guess that’s right.” She turned, smiled
at her friend and punched him in the arm. “Good for you, Divit. But did it get
us any closer to knowing who the killer is?”


“Maybe not to the killer, but to finding
out what kind of person Fleming Bennett was. Other than what we found out on
the Internet.”


“That she loved social media?”


“Yeah. Other than that,” Divit said.


“Finding out more about her could help us
find out the murder.”


“I think so,” Divit said. “My friend, the
one I saw tonight, he knew her somewhat. He said he talked to her before in the
laundry room, and stuff, you know. He’d seen her around the building. The
usual. That’s why he was at the memorial.”


“What’s the reason you told him you were at
the memorial? How well does he know you?”


“I told him I was a grief counselor,” Divit
looked at Sunny. “I haven’t seen him in a long time. Like I said, we played
little league together when we were young, and I did tell him I just graduated
from seminary schoo.”


“Oh yeah, little league. Isn’t that when
you were the star pitcher?” Sunny asked. She’d heard the stories from Divit
from the time she’d met, him, and his family had been full of them at the
graduation dinner.


“Yeah,” Divit grinned. “So, I haven’t seen
him in a while, but I trust him to help us.”


“What’s his name?”


“Michael Sullivan.”


“So where is he? I thought he was riding
with us.”


“No,” Divit said. “We’re going to meet him
over there. At the building. He’ll show us Fleming’s apartment.”


“He can get into her apartment?”


“No,” Divit said. “Just where it is. Maybe
it’s got that yellow police tape up across the door.” He rubbed his hands
together. “You could get a picture of that.”


“Oh my,” Sunny said and glanced at Divit. “You
are really into this. Are we doing this to clear my name or to placate your newly
discovered moroseness?”


“What are you talking about?”


“Anyway,” Sunny said not bothering to
further explain. “There probably won’t be any of that police tape up because
the crime didn’t happen there.”


“Yeah, I guess that’s true.” Divit turned
and looked out of the window.


Sunny laughed. “You seem disappointed.
Maybe you missed your calling.” She looked over at him. “Maybe you should have
been a PI.”


“Yeah definitely a private detective,”
Divit said. “The Sleuthing Priest. It has a nice ring to it, huh?” Sunny rolled
her eyes. “Yeah,” he continued. “Because I’d never want to work on the police
force.”


“My grandfather loved it,” Sunny said.
“Said he wouldn’t have ever wanted to do anything different.”


“Well what would your grandfather have done
in this case? How would he go about solving it?”


“I’ve been wondering that,” Sunny said. “He
would always say to follow the leads.”


“What are our leads so far?” Divit asked.
He was unsure that they had actually found out anything.


“Well for one,” Sunny said. “Chet said that
Ian and Naomi may have been having the vigil at the pub because they felt
guilty.”


“Who is Chet?” Divit raised an eyebrow.


“The bartender.”


“Why do you know the bartender’s name?”


“Because he told me,” Sunny said. “You
wanna let’s get back to listing our leads?”


“Hey, I was just wondering,” Divit said.
“So why does he think that they felt bad?”


“I don’t know, but when I asked him why he
said it, he claimed he hadn’t ever said that.”


“Interesting,” Divit said.


“I thought that was something how quickly,
and easily Ian got mad.” Sunny glanced over at Divit. “


“Yeah he did, didn’t he?” Divit nodded “I
was wondering about that too,” he said. “That was very suspicious.”


“But,” Sunny said and put up a finger, “he
could have been upset because we were questioning him. I mean, strangers coming
into someone’s place of business with a barrage of questions can put a person
on the defense.”


“We didn’t ask a barrage of questions. And
he just jumped to mad for no reason.”


“Anything else?” Divit asked.


“Not that I can think of,” Sunny said.


“Maybe we’ll get more,” he said. “My friend
in the building might be able to introduce us to people who knew her.” He
shrugged. “I’m sure the police have checked where she lived for clues already,
so it won’t be like we’re getting in the way of their investigation if we ask a
few questions.”


“We can’t go around knocking on people’s
doors, Divit.” Sunny put on her blinker to turn the corner. “It’s late and what
would we say? Speaking of which, I hope you thought of some better questions.”


“What do you mean?”


“You know exactly what I mean. We just
talked about this at the vigil. We have to do things – ask the kind of
questions – that will tell us who killed her. Clues. I guess.”


“Like what?” Divit asked.


“I don’t know.” She thought about it for a
minute. “Okay, she said and shifted in her seat. “We talked to three people
tonight that knew Fleming personally.”


“Right.” Divit nodded, then frowned. “Who
were the three people?”


“The owner. The bartender. The sister.”


“Okay. But the bartender said he really didn’t
know her,” Divit said.


“Right,” Sunny said. “So we can cross him
off our list. You don’t kill a person you barely know.”


“Okay,” Divit said.


 “Okay, so then what about Ian. Do you
think he could have killed Fleming?” Sunny asked.


“The question is do you think he
could have killed Fleming?”


“Why would I think that he killed her? How
would I know?”


“Because you’ve seen the killer.”


“I told you the shooter’s face was
covered.”


“Yeah, but look at the guy he had to be
about six-two, six-three. He was on the slimmer side.”


“Okay. So?” Sunny said.


“And, you might not have seen the face, but
you saw the rest of the shooter, right?” Sunny nodded. “So, does he fit what
you saw? Was he too tall? Too slim?”


“Oh, I see,” Sunny said. “Okay. I don’t
know. Let me think.” She bit her bottom lip and tilted her head. “When they
were standing up in that doorway, they seemed to be about even height.” Sunny
spoke confidently.”


“Did the other person have on heels?” Divit
asked.


“No. They didn’t. So that means the other
person had to have been taller than her.” Sunny looked over at Divit. “But how
tall was Fleming?”


“So that’s something we could ask my
friend. Maybe he’ll know.”


“Okay, so unless Fleming was really short,
I’d think we’d have to rule out March,” Sunny said.


“I don’t think we should rule out anyone
yet.”


“Not even her sister?”


“Sisters kill, too,” Divit said assuredly.


Sunny shook her head. “You’ve gone full on
Hercule Poirot.”













 


Chapter
Twenty-One


 


Fleming Bennett’s apartment building was a
four-story, brownstone walk-up. The inside had been newly renovated, the top
half of the walls were a daisy yellow, a chair rail divided it with the bottom painted
a bright white. Modern-styled sconces lit up the hallways, and the floors were
covered in a soft gray padded carpet.


Fleming had lived on the third floor, but
Sunny and Divit had to make a stop on the second to find Michael Sullivan,
Divit’s friend.


Michael pulled the door open, pushing up
his glasses and keeping a finger placed on the bridge, he looked up and down
the hall way. “Come on in,” he said in a low voice.


His precautions made Sunny look around. “Is
there someone out here?” she asked.


“No. No.” He shook his head. “But you never
know who’s lurking around.”


“Do people lurk around?” Sunny asked.


He hunched his shoulders.


“Michael, this is Sunny,” Divit said after
they stepped inside.


Michael looked older than Divit and that
was probably due to his scraggly beard, it was blonde and wiry, just like he
was. He wore glasses, and his clothes seemed too small for him. He wore scruffy
lace up shoes on his long feet.


“Glad you could make it, Divit,” Michael
said patting him on his back. “This is all very exciting, just like the year we
won the championship. You remember that? You were the best pitcher in the league.”
He looked at Sunny. “We all thought Divit would go to the major leagues when we
grew up. He was so good.”


“You weren’t so bad yourself,” Divit said.
“Catching that fly ball.”


“You remember that?” Michael snickered.
“Wow! I did do that.”


“Yep. I do remember,” Divit said.


“Yeah, well this is just as exciting, you
trying to clear your friend’s name.” He pulled off his glasses, checking them
for smudges, then put them back on and looked at Sunny. “They’ve got you pegged
as a murderer, huh?” He seemed to enjoy the idea.


Sunny’s eyes got big. “No they don’t!” She
turned to Divit. “You told him about what happened to me?” she screeched. “That
we were trying to clear my name?”


“Well,” Divit said sheepishly. “We kind of
are.”


“What about if he’s the killer?” Sunny’s
whisper was strained. “You just gave away our hand.”


Michael let out a snort of a laugh.


Sunny and Divit turned to look at him.


“We don’t have a hand,” Divit said turning
back to Sunny.


“No we don’t. Not anymore. But you can’t go
around telling people we’re looking for the murderer because we might just be
talking to the murderer.”


“We don’t have a hand, Michael,” Divit said
and looked at him. “And we don’t think you’re the murderer.”


“It’s quite alright,” Michael said. “I
don’t mind. Have a seat. Let me tell you all I know about Fleming.”


“Okay. That sounds like a good idea,” Divit
said. “After all that’s what we’re here for.”


“Sit there,” Michael said and gestured
toward an outdated, and worn out sofa.


“I’ll stand,” Sunny said, not wanting to be
impolite, she let a faint smile escape. She put one arm through the camera
strap around her neck, and leaned against the wall.


“Suit yourself,” Michael said. “Okay,
Divit. Shall we get started?”


 “So first question,” Divit said rubbing
his hands together. “We just thought of it while we were driving over.”


“What is it?” Michael asked.


“How tall was Fleming?” Divit asked.


“Oh she was about average height without
those heels of hers. But she was always wearing them.”


“How tall?” Sunny asked the question again.


“Five-four. Five-five at the most. That’s
why I don’t think she would’ve ever been that model you told me she was
aspiring to. Those girls are all six feet tall.”


“Divit! Did you tell him everything we
found of out about her?” Sunny asked.


“Maybe not everything,” Divit said.


“From what Divit told me, you haven’t
really come up with much,” Michael said.


“That’s true,” Sunny said. “But one thing
we know is that if she was that short, those five-inch heels wouldn’t have made
her tall enough to cover Ian’s face. We can scratch his name off the list.”
Sunny shifted her position on the wall. “And Michael,” Sunny added. “Women
don’t have to be six-feet tall to work as a model.”


“You have a suspect list?” Michael asked,
his eyes shiny through his spectacles. “That is so cool.”


“No,” Sunny said. “We don’t have a suspect list.”


“Okay. I agree. We can scratch Ian off,”
Divit said. “But not March’s name. She was easily five-nine. And standing next
to Fleming if she was wearing heels would obscure her face.”


“Okay, so she’s still on the list.”


“I thought you said you didn’t have a
list?” Michael said confused.


“We don’t have a list,” Sunny said annoyed.
“We were speaking figuratively.”


“Oh,” Michael said.


“What else do you know?” Sunny asked
Michael.


“Like what?”


“I don’t know,” Sunny said and held up her
hands. “Like did she have a lot of people coming in and out of her apartment?
Did you know of any fighting going on up there? Something that might tell us
who was upset enough with her to kill her.”


“Those are good questions,” Divit said
impressed.


“Oh no,” Michael said, he gave a yank to
the arm of his eyeglasses. “Nothing like that. She lived a floor above me.” He
pointed up. “I don’t know what she did up there.”


“You don’t know what she did up there?”
Sunny said, almost squawking.


“Nope.”


“Well what about when you say her in the
hallways, or in the laundry room, or roundabout?” Sunny asked. “I mean, you
know what was she like? Did you ever hear her saying anything that could be a
clue?”


“No.” Michael shook his head.


“Divit,” Sunny said through clenched teeth.
“You wanna help me out here? Do you have any questions for him?”


“Nope,” Divit said swinging his head back
and forth.


“So if that’s all he’s got,” Sunny said to
Divit. “Why did we come here?”


“I thought maybe we’d find out something
more,” Divit said.


“Well, you could have found out this much
at the vigil,” Sunny said and looked at Michael then back to Divit. “We may as
well go.”


“Not yet,” Michael said jumping up from his
seat. “You can’t go. You haven’t seen her apartment.”


“The one you can’t get us inside of?” Sunny
asked.


“Yes. That one,” Michael said nodding.


Sunny turned and looked at Divit, giving
him a look that said she didn’t want to do it. Divit hunched his shoulders.
“What could it hurt?” he said.


Sunny let out a huff. “Fine.” She turned
her body toward Michael. “Lead the way.” She swept out her hand.


As they started up the steps, Sunny leaned
in and whispered to Divit. “He’s the right height and the right build.” She
pointed to Michael who was a few steps ahead of them.


“I thought the other person had a medium
build?” Divit whispered back.


“They had on a parka,” Sunny said. “They
make people look bigger than they really are.”


“He’s my friend,” Divit said, making his
voice even lower.


“He isn’t really. You haven’t seen him
since you were a kid. And,” she raised an eyebrow. “Friends kill.”


“I can hear you,” Michael said letting out
another snort with his chuckle.


They climbed the rest of the steps in
silence, but Sunny made sure she memorized everything about their dubious tour
guide.


“Okay,” Michael said when they reached the
next floor. “That’s it.” He pointed to the end of the hallway at a door that
was facing them. “That’s Fleming’s apartment. She had an end unit.” He took off
his glasses and cleaned them on his shirt, probably so he could see the door
better, Sunny guessed.


“Okay, now what?” Sunny said. “What are we
supposed to gleam from this?”


Divit hunched his shoulder. “At least we
know you were right.” He looked at Sunny. “There’s no police tape.”


“Well that gets us one step closer to
finding out whodunit,” Sunny said. She glanced down the hallway. “Hey!” She
elbowed Divit, then lowered her voice. “That’s Ramiel.”


“Where?” Divit said.


“Standing at Fleming’s door.” She turned to
Divit. “Don’t you see him?”


“No,” Divit said then took in a big sniff.
“I don’t smell him either.


“He pushed the door open,” Sunny said. “Maybe
he’s here to deliver my message.”


“What door?” Divit looked around.


“Fleming’s door. Stop acting crazy. Can’t
you see it’s opened a crack?”


“Well. Well. It sure does look like it,”
Michael said, he had been listening to their conversation and started down the
hallway. “Who is Ramiel?” He spoke over his shoulder.


“C’mon, Divit,” Sunny said trying to catch
up with Michael.


“Shhh!” Michael said as he reached the door.
“Someone’s talking. You hear that?” He looked at Sunny then put his ear up to
the crack in the door.


“Who’s in there?” Divit asked.


“I don’t know,” Sunny said. “Maybe Ramiel.”


“Maybe the killer,” Michael said and
nodded. “And who is Ramiel?”


“Or maybe that Detective Dunley,” Sunny
said ignoring Michael.


“I don’t think it’s him,” Divit said. “He
said he was going home after the vigil.”


“You talked to him?” Sunny said her eyes
wide. “Why would you talk that detective?” She punched him. “He knows you.”


“No!” Divit said swallowing. “I didn’t
really talk to him.”


“How could you ‘not really’ talk to him?”
Her voice went up an octave.


“I heard him telling March that.”


“It sounds like Fleming’s voice,” Michael
said lifting his ear from the crack and turning to them.


“So you were eavesdropping.” Sunny ignored
Michael again, cocked her head to the side, and put her hands on her hips.


“I don’t know if I should tell you or not,”
Divit said rubbing his arm. “Seems like you won’t be happy with that answer
either.”


“Let’s go see who’s in there,” Michael
suggested at the same time he pushed the door.


Sunny and Divit looked at each other.
“Wait!” they said almost in unison.


“Too late,” Michael said as he door swung
all the way open.













 


Chapter
Twenty-Two


 


They walked through the door and heard a
woman talking, seemingly to herself.


“That’s Fleming’s voice,” Michael said.
“I’d know it anywhere.”


“You would,” Sunny said.


“But how is she talking?” Divit asked.


Michael picked up a cell phone that was on
an end table. “It’s a video.”


“That’s kind of unreal,” Sunny said. “How
is that just playing?” She looked at Divit. “You think Ramiel did that?”


“I don’t know,” Divit said. “But this is
our opportunity to see what we can find out about her, or a clue to the
murder.”


“You mean snoop around?” Michael asked.


Divit let his eyes dart from Sunny back at
Michael. “Well, you know. Just kind of look around.”


“Oh, I’m fine with snooping,” Michael said
and pushed his glasses up on his nose. “I’ve been wanting to come in here ever
since she moved in the building.”


“Pitiful,” Sunny mumbled.


Sunny started wandering around the room.
Fleming’s obsession with pictures of herself wasn’t limited to social media,
and her social media “friend” had been right, she loved candles. She had walls
full of pictures, and table tops and books shelves adorned with scented candles.


The pictures were of every kind imaginable
– some were glamour shots, there were snapshots of her and March, and an older
couple, possibly her parents, she even had photo booth pictures of herself
framed and hung on the wall. Sunny leaned in and got a closer look at a grade
school class picture she had sitting on a bookshelf. “That guy looks familiar,”
Sunny said tapping her nail on the glass of the frame.


“Hey, I’m going to keep this,” Michael said
picking up the recorder.


“No,” Sunny said turning from the picture.
“You don’t know who that belongs to. Put it back.”


“It belongs to me now,” Michael said and
shut off the recorder, pocketing it. “And I agree with you,” he said to Sunny,
pushing up his glasses. “This is unreal. I want to remember every second of it.”


“No more ‘unreal’ than her angel,” Divit
said.


“You have an angel?” Michael asked, a
puzzled look on his face.


“Divit,” Sunny said standing up straight.
“I hope you never get assigned to the confessional. You cannot keep a secret.”


“Who are you?” A man came out of the back.
His face was ruddy, his eyes swollen and red. It was easy to see he’d been
crying. He had short blonde hair, blue jeans that were ripped down the front,
and a muscle shirt.


“Who are you?” Sunny asked mustering up a
little bravado. “You’re not supposed to be here.”


“I have a key,” he said and patted his
pocket. He pointed at Michael. “Don’t I know you from somewhere?”


“I live in the building.”


“Oh,” the guy said. He put his hand up to
his head, holding it as if it were heavy, then walked over to where the phone
had been. “Where’s my phone?”


Sunny and Divit turned and looked at
Michael. He pulled it out of his pocket and handed it over.


“So what, dude? You were just going to take
my phone?” The guy looked around at the three of them. “I’m going to need you
people to leave.”


Sunny glanced over at her compadres and
back at the guy. “Hi,” she said stepping up to him and sticking out her hand.
“I’m Sunny.” Sunny could smell alcohol on his breath.


“I’m Brandt,” he said. “Fleming’s
boyfriend. And I’m still going to need you to go. Sunny.” He emphasized
her name.


 “I. Didn’t. Know. Fleming had a
boyfriend,” Divit said, questioning the statement with an inflection in his
voice.


“I didn’t either,” Michael said
disappointment in his.


“What are you doing here?” Sunny asked. She
knew from Fleming’s social media posts that she lived alone.


“I miss her,” he said and started sobbing.
“I just wanted to be close to her.”


“Oh,” Divit said.


“Grief counselor,” Sunny said and nodded
toward Brandt directing Divit to do his thing.


“Come sit down.” Divit took the hint. He
went over to Brandt and guided him to a chair, then sat opposite him. “My name
is Divit. I’m a grief counselor.” That comment made Brandt look over at Sunny.
She nodded at him, as if saying it was the truth. “Why didn’t you go to the
memorial?” Divit continued. “That may have helped with your feelings. Being
with other people that miss her too.”


“Why would I go there?” Brandt’s words were
slurred. And just Divit’s suggestion of him being at that pub upset him. His
words were forceful, and spittle came flying out when he spoke. “They’re the
reason she’s dead!”


“How do you figure that?” Divit said.


“She was having an affair with Ian. Either
he killed her, or Naomi did in a jealous rage.”


“I don’t think it was Ian,” Sunny said
looking at Divit. “He’s too tall.”


Brandt looked at her with confusion, but
before he could respond, someone else entered the small apartment.


“What are you people doing here?” a voice
came from the doorway. “How did you get in here?”


“He has a key,” Michael said and pointed at
Brandt.


“You weren’t supposed to have a key.” She
narrowed her eyes at him. “How did you get it?”


“He’s her boyfriend,” Michael said.


“No he is not!” the woman said.


“What are you doing here?” Brandt stood up
and pointed at the woman. “Come back to gloat?” he glared at her. “You’ve
always wanted to have her life. To be her. So what? You just took it.”


“What are you talking about, Brandt?” the
woman asked.


“You know exactly what I’m talking about,
Naomi.”


“Naomi,” both Divit and Sunny said at the
same time.


Naomi was average height, with thick brown
hair that hung around her shoulders. She had a small turned up nose, thin lips
and thin eyes. She wore a three-quarter length coat and blue jeans.


“You’re drunk!” she said.


“Not off your liquor,” his voice began to
escalate. “I wouldn’t ever be caught dead there.”


“Come there, and that might just be how you
leave!” she said, anger filling her voice.


“You killed Fleming,” Brandt said, accusing
her even in his stupor.


That made Sunny look at Naomi and try to
size her up.


Divit had the same thoughts. He leaned into
Sunny. “Is she the right height?”


Sunny nodded. “I think so.”


“Don’t be absurd,” Naomi said still arguing
with Brandt. “I did not kill her. You need to go somewhere and sober up. And
not here. I will call the Super if you don’t go!” She looked at Sunny, Divit
and Michael. “All of you.”


“That would be Rocky T,” Michael said
looking at Divit. “He’s not such a nice man.” He squinted and stuck a finger
under the eyeglass and rubbed his eye. “Actually, he’s not really a good Super
either.”


“Whether I’m sober or not doesn’t matter,”
Brandt said, not worried about the possibility of the Super coming up. “I know
what I know.”


“Is this because she broke it off with you,
Brandt?” Naomi stepped inside the door. “Is that why you’re like this? She
never wanted you, you were just something to do. You check out her Facebook
page? It says ‘Single.’ So you need to get over it. And,” she said and held out
her hand, palm up. “You need to give me that key.”


“What is all this commotion going on up
here?” A husky man came through the door. “I’ve got complaints that voices are
coming from this apartment. No one is supposed to be here.”


“That’s Rocky T,” Michael said and moved
behind a chair.


“I don’t know how you people got in here,
but I’ve called the police,” Rocky T said. You might want to leave now.” He
looked over at Naomi. “Is everything alright, Mrs. McCarter?”


“Yes,” she said. “Other than Brandt making
a fool of himself.”


“And who is Brandt?” Rocky T asked.


Everyone pointed to the drunkard.


“I have a key,” Brandt said repeating his
professed legitimacy. “I don’t know where they came from, or what they want.”
He flung an arm toward Sunny and friends. “But I have a reason to be here.”


“We were just leaving,” Divit said and
pushed past Rocky T and Naomi.”


Sunny followed behind him.


Rocky T pointed a finger at Michael. “What
are you doing up here? You live downstairs.”


“I came with them,” Michael said and
pointed to Sunny and Divit as they were walking down the hallway toward the
steps. Rocky T took a step toward him. “But,” Michael added. “I was just
leaving.”


Michael caught up to them just as Sunny and
Divit pushed open the door to the stairwell. “Well, that was something, huh?”


“Why was Naomi McCarter there?” Sunny asked
Divit.


But it was Michael that answered. “She and
Ian live in the building.”


“Oh,” Sunny and Divit said in unison.


“How interesting,” Divit said.


Sunny and Divit didn’t go back to Michael’s
apartment, but said their good-byes in the stairwell and went down the next
flight of stairs.


As Sunny turned the ignition, ‘Help me
angel, ‘cause it’s dark everywhere. Help me angel. Find the magic in the air,’
came through her car speakers.


“That’s Steve Winwood’s song, Angel,”
Divit said.


“Those are the only kinds of songs I hear
anymore,” Sunny said and shook her head.


“Ones about angels?”


“Yes. I think my radio is broken because
every time I turn the radio off, the next time I get in the car, it’s on again.”


“Maybe it’s being supernaturally
controlled.” Divit raised an eyebrow.


Sunny reached over and shut off the car
radio without commenting on Divit’s remark.


“You do need help from your angel,” Divit
said.


“Yeah, well you try telling him that.”


Divit turned in his seat to face Sunny. “What
was up with that Brandt guy?” he said changing the subject.


“You mean, Right-Height-Brandt?” Sunny
said.


“He was the right height?” Divit asked. “It
makes sense that a boyfriend would do it.” He looked at Sunny. “Especially a
self-proclaimed boyfriend.”


Sunny nodded. “But if he did kill her,” she
said, “why was he so upset?”


“A lot of times people feel remorseful
after they’ve killed someone. That would explain the sobbing and drinking,”
Divit said.


“Yeah, that’s what Detective Dunley said to
me.” Sunny glanced over. “That I called 911 because I felt bad after I killed
Fleming.”


“Well, we’ve met enough people today to
give that detective someone else to look at.”


“I hope so,” Sunny said and got quiet for a
minute. “You know I wonder why Ramiel came to the apartment.” She looked at
Divit. “Do you think it was a sign?”


“Why didn’t I see him?” Divit asked. “I
always see him.”


“I don’t know,” Sunny said. “Maybe because
he came and left so quickly.”


“Maybe so,” Divit said. “But if that was it
then that means it was either Brandt or Naomi,”


“Or creepy Michael,” Sunny said. “


“That’s not nice.


“Not nice, but true,” Sunny said and
glanced over at Divit.


“So, who’s on our list?”


“You mean our ‘figuratively speaking’
suspect list?” Sunny said jeering Michael.


“Not nice,” Divit said.


“Sorry,” Sunny said and meant it.


“I guess our suspects are March, Brandt and
. . .” Sunny looked over at Divit. “Isn’t it strange that Naomi and Ian live in
that building?”


“I don’t know.” Divit hunched his
shoulders. “They have to live somewhere.”


“But the bartender, Chet,” Sunny said, “and
drunk-guy Brandt both alluded to something going on with Fleming, Naomi and
Ian.”


“Did Chet,” Divit said and wiggled his
eyebrows, “say Ian and Fleming were having an affair?”


“No, he just said that they felt bad she
was dead.” Sunny looked over at Divit. “Like they had something to do with it. You
were there when he said it, you don’t remember?”


“No. But it is strange that their names
keep coming up in relation to the murder. Does it mean one of them committed
the murder?”


“I don’t think Ian could have,” Sunny said.


“Too tall,” they said at the same time.


“So was it March or Naomi?” Divit said.
“Because we really don’t know much about them. What was their motive?”


“I don’t know,” Sunny said and sighed. “I
think if we’re being honest, Divit, we’d have to admit that we didn’t find out
a thing today,” Sunny said. “There were so many people at the memorial, and the
only thing we have to go on is how tall they are.”


“I know,” Divit said and let out a breath.


“How are we supposed to figure this out?”
Sunny said.


“Good question,” Divit said.


The two remained quiet after that the rest
of the way home. And after Sunny dropped Divit off, she remained quiet, not
daring to turn on the radio.


You wouldn’t believe it, Duke,” Sunny said
when she walked in the door and saw her dog waiting for her. “All the things
that happened to me today. I met a man – a cute man – successfully avoided the
lawman that wants to throw me in jail, went to a memorial, and met one of
Divit’s friends.” Duke gave out a bark. “No, Duke, I promised I wouldn’t say
anything else bad about Michael, so you can’t either.” She reached down and
gave him a pat on the head. “As far as the murderer goes, though,” Sunny looked
at Duke who was listening intently, “we found out nothing.” She headed down the
hallway to her bedroom. “Zero. Zilch. Nada.”


She climbed into bed and pulled the covers
up over her head. Duke crawled into bed with her. “Don’t worry,” Sunny said and
stuck out an arm from under the blanket to pat her dog. “I still think we’re
going to be okay.”


Oh, but Sunny wasn’t out of the harm’s way
just yet, and she was far from being right about what the day had brought. What
she didn’t know was that in her and Divit’s little escapades, she’d actually met
the murderer. And because of that lens cap with her name and phone number on it,
and the fact she’d introduced herself to everyone she met with that camera
around her neck, the killer knew who she was, too.













 


Chapter
Twenty-Three


 


Sunny woke up early, she was excited about
the day. For some reason, she had a new sense of purpose. She usually just
would think of the things she wanted – willing them to be true as if her hopes
and dreams would just miraculously come her way. But other than her love for
photography, she’d never done much to bring those expectations to fruition. But
that had changed. She’d gone out, for the first time in her life, and tried to
do something about something she wanted. True, she hadn’t learned anything that
could clear her with the detective, but she had tried.


I bet Pops would be proud of me.


Sunny, happy, practically danced around the
apartment as she got ready, she fed herself and Duke, washed up the dishes,
made her bed, and headed down to the studio. She didn’t have any appointments,
but she was excited to get a look at the pictures from the vigil. Even though
she hadn’t had the opportunity to work on the layout she’d shot the day that
Fleming died, the one she was being paid to produce, she was going to make the
shoot from the memorial her priority.


She flipped over the “Closed” sign to “Open,”
went to her darkroom and set to work. But she hadn’t been in there long when
the wall mounted buzzer let her know someone had entered the shop.


She walked out front and saw March Bennett
standing right inside her door.


“Oh, hello,” Sunny said, not quite sure how
March had found her, she walked past the counter to greet her.


“Why didn’t you tell me you were a suspect
in my sister’s murder?”


“What?” Sunny said stopping in her tracks.
“I’m not.”


“According to Detective Phillip Dunley you
are,” March said. “He even told me about your shop.” She waved her hand around.


“I-I . . .” Sunny couldn’t get her words
out.


Oh my, Sunny thought, is he really going around telling people I
might be a murderer?


“Chetney told me you were asking all kinds
of questions. Trying to talk to everyone. Looking for Naomi. And then Naomi
tells me this morning, two people were in my sister’s apartment with that
creep, Michael Sullivan from the second floor.”


So, I’m not the only one who thinks he’s creepy.


Sunny reached out her hands to March. “I
was not . . .” she said trying to explain. “Wait!” her face changed to a look
of confusion. “Did you call him Chetney?”


“That’s his name. Why wouldn’t I call him that?”


“He told me that people at the bar call him
Chet.”


“They do, but I don’t know him from the
pub. I’ve known him since the sixth grade.”


“The picture . . .” Sunny mumbled.


“What did you say?”


“Did Fleming know Chet?”


“Don’t say my sister’s name.”


“I’m sorry,” Sunny said. “But he told me he
didn’t know Flem . . . Uh, your sister.”


“Well he lied. Just like you did. He’s had
a crush on her since forever.” March waved her hand dismissing the
conversation. “Why did you go around telling people you were there for my sister?”


“I was,” Sunny said. “I have the pictures.
I was just in my darkroom . . .” she pointed in the back. Then hung her head.
“I mean . . .” She blew out a breath. She figured she may as well tell the
whole truth. “I saw her get shot. Your sister. And I’ve been trying to help.”
She looked up at March. “I just wanted to help. Do something.”


“You saw it?”


“Through the lens of my camera.” Sunny
pointed to the pictures on her wall. “I couldn’t see who it was. The detective
should have told you that. I didn’t do anything to her.”


March stood and looked at Sunny for a
moment, considering what she said. “You should have just told me.”


“I wanted to try and help, and yes, clear
my name, but I didn’t know who the murderer was so I couldn’t let on. You know,
if I said to someone that I was looking for the murderer, I could have been
talking to the murderer. But I’m really sorry for deceiving you.”


“Did you find out anything?” March asked,
her eyes pleading. “Was it Michael Sullivan?”


“I don’t know,” Sunny said not surprised
that March would think it was Michael. “But no. I didn’t find out anything.”


She was definitely crossing March off their
“figuratively speaking” list of suspects. Sunny could see in her eyes, she
wasn’t capable. She loved her sister.


“So your snooping around didn’t do any
good?”


Sunny sighed. “No. It didn’t do any good.”


“Well, do me a favor,” she said swiping at
the tears on her face. “Just let the police handle this.” With that she and turned
and walked out the door.


“What about the pictures?” Sunny called
after her, but she was gone.


After March left, Sunny felt her hands
trembling. She sat down behind the counter and held her head.


“Why couldn’t I figure out who did it?” She
pushed the curls off her face. “Ramiel,” she looked up and spoke to the ether. “Where
are you?” She shook her head. “What are you doing? You could have just told me
who did it. What good is an angel that only delivers messages?”


As tears started to roll down her cheeks, she
got up and headed back to her darkroom, she knew concentrating on her pictures
would calm her. But as she sniffed back her tears the smell of flowers wafted
past her nose.


Ramiel . . .


Then she heard the jangle of the bell, and
door to her shop open. She turned around to go back into the front expecting to
see her angel, and wondering why he’d use the door and instead of an opening he
made in the wall. And there, as she came up front, a figure entered her shop.
Only the outline of its form visible due to the glare from the easterly rising sun.


“Oh now you come,” Sunny said to Ramiel.


“Hello,” a faintly familiar voice said.


A voice that Sunny knew wasn’t Ramiel’s.


“Chet,” Sunny said, she could see him
clearly as he crossed the threshold of the door and stepped inside. “What are
you doing here?”


“I thought you told me you were a better
photographer than you were a writer,” he said, a smirk on his face.


Sunny glanced over at her wall of pictures.
“I am.”


“Funny because I’ve been watching this
place all morning and the only person I saw come in here was March Bennett, and
she seemed pretty upset with you. I don’t think she’ll be hiring you to take
any pictures.”


“You’ve been watching me?” Sunny said and
gulped.


He’s as creepy as Michael Sullivan.


“How did you know where my studio was?”
Sunny asked. “Did you follow me?”


“Didn’t have to, he said. “You left your
calling card.”


“My calling card,” Sunny mouthed the words.


The lens cap.


“You saw my lens cap?”


“Yep. At first I wasn’t sure it was from
that day. You know,” he said taking a step closer to her. “There was a lot of
rubbish around that place, could’ve been lost any time. But, it was laying in
that freshly fallen snow all by itself, it did cause me to wonder.”


“You didn’t take it,” Sunny said. She knew that
for a fact because that bothersome detective had it in his custody.


“No, I tossed it in a pile of old trash. No
one else to ever find it. And I wasn’t too worried that anyone had seen me
anyway,” Chet said. “But then I saw that little blue Beetle drive away.”


“My car,” Sunny said in a whisper.


“Yep. Your car. That was the only real sign
I had that day that someone might have seen me. That little car taking off. But
when no one came to . . . uhm . . . pick me up, if you get my drift, I figured
no one saw me there.”


“I didn’t see you,” Sunny said, she eased
behind the counter.


“I figured that when you gave me your
number,” Chet said, a wicked smile on his face. “But after I walked you out to
your car and saw that blue machine, and knowing you were a photographer, I put
two and two together.”


Sunny swallowed hard.


“You shouldn’t have been asking so many
questions.”


“I was just trying to clear my name,” Sunny
said.


“Yeah, I figured,” Chet said. “Try to find
the person responsible all on your own.”


Sunny nodded, her whole body trembling.


“Well,” he said, a grin on his face, he
spread his arms out wide. “You’ve found me.”


“Why did you kill her?” Sunny asked.


He squinted his hooded eyes, lowered his
eyebrows and puckered up his mouth. “She was just a tease,” he said between
clenched teeth. “She tried to lead me on. Just like she did everyone else. But
I’m not everyone else.”


“You did it because she didn’t want you?”


“She acted as if she did,” he said, his
voice angry. “Been acting that way since we were in grade school. Then I saw
her at the pub, and I thought it must be fate. Finally, we’d be together. But
no.” He let out a dark chuckle. “She thought she could play with me like she
did all the other men in her life.”


“Brandt,” Sunny mumbled.


“She won’t be doing that to anyone else.”


Sunny looked toward her darkroom and over
to the walls, she wondered why she hadn’t seen a light, a flicker of her
guardian angel. She knew she had smelled him. Now, she reasoned, would be a
good time to appear and do the smiting he was always offering.


“What are you looking at,” Chet snarled.


“Nothing,” Sunny said. “I was looking at
nothing.”


“You’re no different than she was,” Chet
said. “Saying one thing, but meaning something else. You didn’t want me. You
just wanted to catch a killer.”


“I don’t know what you want,” Sunny said.


“I want what you want,” Chet said. “Not to
be suspected of anything. Especially a murder.”


“I have a scheduled appointment,” Sunny
lied. She pointed at the computer that sat on her counter. “They’ll be coming
in at any moment.”


Hopefully, it will be Ramiel that arrives, Sunny thought.


“I don’t think that’s true,” Chet said.
“One thing I’ve noticed about you is that you have a hard time lying.” He
pointed his finger at her and twirled it around. “Just look at that face, all
contorted. Just like last night when you told me you were writing a blog. I
knew that wasn’t true, but I thought you were just saying it to get the chance
to talk to me.”


“I took pictures,” Sunny said. “I didn’t
lie about that.”


“But you lied about everything else,”
Chet’s voice was suddenly angry. “You were trying to trick me.”


“No!” Sunny said shaking her head
vigorously. “No. No. No.” Tears were running down her face. “I wasn’t trying to
trick you. I didn’t even know it was you. Please.”


“Please what, Leah?” He snickered. “Oh I
forgot, you liked to be called, Sunny, isn’t that right?”


“I think you should just leave,” Sunny
said. “Please.”


“It doesn’t look like you have any
customers,” Chet said then turned and looked at the door. “No scheduled
appointment seems to be knocking on your door. Seeing that you’re not busy, why
don’t you come and take a ride with me?”


“A ride?”


“I thought since you’re interested in
Fleming, we’d go visit the place she took her last breath.”


“I’ve already seen that place,” Sunny said.
“I don’t need to see it again.”


Chet pulled out a gun from his jacket
pocket and pointed at her. “I want you to.”


“I need to get my coat,” Sunny said trying
to stall. Surely, she thought, Ramiel would come and save her.


“You can leave it.” Chet said waving her
along with the nozzle of the gun. “Where you’re going, Sunny, you won’t need
anything to keep you warm for very long.”


But as he spoke, shards of shattering glass
from the large window flew in, glints of light shining on them as they crashed
and splattered onto the floor all caused by a projectile that sailed through
the front of the studio.


Bap! Bap! Sunny heard those same pops of fire that she’d heard just the
day before. And then everything went black.












Epilogue


 


Every story needs a moral, and, as you
know, there is certainly one here.


Wait. What? Don’t tell me you need me to
spell it out for you? Surely you can figure out the moral of this story on your
own.


No? Want me to give you a little hint?


Fine. I’ll tell you.


The moral here is that you can always find
the strength to make it through the obstacles that arise in your life, whether
they are big or small. It doesn’t take a miracle for it to happen.  Yes, you’ll
find that what you need to weather any situation is already inside of you.


Oh, it’s true. Sometimes you just need a
little push, a nudge, or some encouragement from somewhere else. Maybe knowing
that you have someone there for you, someone you can rely on, will make your
confidence in yourself a little stronger. But even when there’s no one there to
cheer you on, don’t give up. Keep hope warm in your heart, optimism at the
ready in your life, and know that you are much more capable than you think.


You got that? Good. Now tuck it away and
save it for one of those days when you’re not so sure whether you can take one
more thing . . .


Now, what about our Sunny having to suffer
at the hands of that wily Chet? Well, don’t fret. While Chet did fire off a
couple of shots after having been startled by the glass breaking, he missed,
just as Sunny fainted. But, oh joy, Dear Reader, that projectile that broke the
front window of Sunny’s studio didn’t miss. It hit its target – Chet’s head. Seems
as if Divit’s skills as a pitcher were just as good as they had been when he
led his little league team to victory in that championship game.


Divit, luckily, just happened along, but
there were others whose keen eye led them to help in Sunny’s rescue, too.


Good thing, huh?


When Chet picked up that lens cap and threw
it in that pile of rubbish, never to be seen again (so he thought) his
fingerprints were all over. With a history of assault, those prints were in IAFIS, and that had put Chet on Detective Phillip Dunley’s radar,
coming in second on his list right after Sunny.


But it didn’t take long before Chetney
moved up to number one. And that was because March hadn’t been so angry with
Sunny that she didn’t notice Chet’s car sitting across from Sunny’s shop. After
she found out Chet lied about knowing Fleming, a girl he had loved since the third
grade, she pulled out her cell phone and let the detective know all that she
knew and had seen.


And now I guess you’re wondering about that
angel. Well, I only have one thing to say about that – angels are real, and
they are always there when you need them.


Okay, maybe that was two things . . .


 


THE END


 


 













 


 


 


 


 


Thank you for taking time to read Angel
Angst. Look for more books in the Normal Junction Cozy Mystery Series
coming soon. If you enjoyed it, please consider telling your friends about it.
And don’t forget to take the time to click on the link and post a short review.


 













A Note from the Author


 


Welcome to Normal Junction, my new cozy
mystery series!


I love stories about ghosts and witches, so
I thought why not write one? So I did. Actually I wrote three.  Angel Angst
is the second book in the series. The first was Witch’s Wheel. Look for Ghostly
Gadfly, to be released near the end of summer 2017.


I wanted this series to be fun (aside from
the murders), so I had a narrator tell the story who is like the fairy
godmother of Normal Junction. She guides the reader through the story, even
gives them a little insight. In all my books I try to do something different. I
hope you enjoy this little twist.


All the books are cozies, and take place in
the magical imaginary place of Normal Junction. A place where people can find
help when life’s little bumps send them on a roller coaster ride. In each the
amateur sleuths have a supernatural sidekick which is different in each story.


Thanks to my beta reader and friend,
Kathryn Dionne. You never fail me, and as always, the book is better because of
you.


I got another series up my sleeve that I
hope to release sometime in the fall of 2017, so look for it. And of course,
Miss Vivee and Logan, from my Logan Dickerson Cozy Mystery series hasn’t
finished up yet, still a few more installments to come.


I appreciate all my reviews and look
forward to reading what you thought about my book. Grammatical errors are of
course unintended, so if you find any, just email me and let me know what
you’ve found.


I love connecting with my readers and look
forward to chatting with you soon.
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