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CHAPTER ONE
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Were his ears ringing? No, it was beyond ringing. From the barrage of cannon and musket fire he found it hard to hear. He should have taken his sergeant’s advice and plugged his ears with a bit of cotton rag. The acrid smell of spent gunpowder filled his nose. His was only the first volley and the field around him was littered with the dead and dying. A thick cloud of smoke hung in the air. How do you fight an enemy you cannot see? So, this was how those frog-eating French treated the King’s army. The carnage littering the ground was in stark contrast to the blue waters of Lake George and the backdrop of French Mountain. He heard, then felt, the second volley. Mortally wounded in his first engagement, he was dead before he touched the ground. 

I shivered, remembering the words attributed to a soldier from the eighteenth-century battle at Fort Henry, or at least the words of an observer to that massacre. Jane Burrows, a  fellow Loopy Lady and librarian at the Wings Falls Library shared this account with her sister hookers at our last meeting at Lucy Foster’s shop, The Ewe and Me. We gathered at Lucy’s wool-stuffed studio every Monday morning to rug hook and gossip. Jane thought it would give us an insight into the upcoming reenactment we were going to participate in as camp followers.

“Candie, will you please stop squirming.” My Southern Belle cousin, Candie Parker-Hogan, distracted me from my disturbing thoughts. She couldn’t sit still on her leather camp chair. “You bumped into me and caused me to drop a stitch.”

“Sugar, I’m sorry, but this linsey-woolsey skirt is giving me a rash. It’s making me itch something fierce.” Candie gave her bottom one last twitch.

I couldn’t hide my laughter. My cousin was one of a kind. We’d grown up together, sharing our summer vacations on our Memaw and Grandpop Parker’s farm in Hainted Hollar, Tennessee. They raised her after her parents were killed in an automobile accident when she was five years old. Since I was also an only child, we spent our summers together running through our grandparents’ field and daydreaming in their barn’s hayloft. We were more than cousins, we were the best of friends. Sisters by different mothers.

“What are you doing to that knit cap?” I asked, glancing over at the red, white, and blue cap she clutched between her ring-ladened fingers. 

“Why, adding a little of my special sparkle to it,” Candie said, holding up the hat for my inspection.

Again, I couldn’t help but laugh. Candie was sewing red, white and blue sequins onto her knitted project. I often thought of her as the ‘Queen of Bling’. Sequins and sparkles decorated a major part of her wardrobe.

In spite of the fact that Fort Henry was a British fort, my rug hooking group, the Loopy Ladies, was answering the call to knit these patriotic colors into warm head gear to be distributed to our local veterans. Even though spring was approaching, and the weather was warming up, knitting hats for our country’s veterans was a year-long project we participated in. I hadn’t picked up a knitting needle in years, but it didn’t take long for the lessons of our Memaw Parker to come back to me. I glanced over at Candie’s hat and figured from the contented smile on her face she’d also remembered those afternoons sitting on the front porch of our grandparents’ farmhouse learning how to knit one, purl two.

The twelve of us Loopy Ladies, dressed in Colonial garb, gathered around a fire pit in the courtyard of Fort Henry, a restored British fort on the shores of beautiful Lake George, chatting and knitting. The fort was the site of a fierce battle during the French and Indian War. I’d grown up not far from here in upstate New York in the small town of Wings Falls.

Helen Garber, one of the more outspoken members of our group, convinced us to participate in the hat project and to attend a reenactment at the fort. Her husband, Orville, was one of the reenactors and would be part of the day’s activities. Dear Orville, he was a sweet man. He retired from teaching math at Wings Falls High School about ten years ago. He’d tried to teach me the fundamentals of geometry, but as they say—it was Greek to me. I often wonder if his role-playing was a way to have time away from his overbearing and opinionated wife.

I reached out and held my hands near the fire pit we sat around in front of us. Easter was three weeks away. True, we were having a warm spell, but the air still had a chill to it as the temperature hovered in the mid-sixties during the day, but freezing at night. I pulled the knit shawl draped around my shoulders closer to my body and looked down at my fur babies, Porkchop and Nina, cuddled together at my feet. Porkchop was my reddish-brown dachshund, and Nina was my step-dog, a miniature bulldog and the love of Porkchop’s life. Nina came to live with us when I married Hank Johnson this past summer.  Porkie stirred on his blanket as he napped, causing the tiny tri-corn hat nestled between his ears to shift over his eyes. I reached down and readjusted it further back on his small head.

Candie laughed. “We do spoil our fur babies, don’t we?”

I joined in her laughter and glanced over at her, Annie, a pup of indeterminate breed, lying on a purple plush pillow next to Candie. A mop hat that matched the ones we Loopy Ladies wore, rested on her small head. We were all dressed in clothing befitting the time period, linsey-woolsey long skirts and jackets topped by white aprons. Fingerless gloves covered our hands. We wore black leather, low-heeled shoes with brass buckles on our feet.

“Fur babies? I’ll have to agree with you, dear cousin. They do take the place of the children we didn’t have,” I said, smiling down at my pups.

Candie nodded. Since she didn’t find the love of her life until she was in her mid-fifties and I was never blessed during my twenty-five-year marriage to my ex, and also the same age as my cousin, our pets were now the recipients of our mothering.

I frowned, thinking of the dust-up between Nina and Porkchop this morning while I was getting ready for the reenactment. “Candie, do you ever have territorial issues between Dixie and Annie?” Dixie was Candie’s calico cat. She and Porkchop only tolerated each other. 

Candie laid her handiwork on her lap. “Not anymore. Why? What’s wrong with Porkchop and Nina? I thought they were madly in love with each other.” There had been a brief period when Dixie had issues with Mark when he and Candie were first married, but a gift from him of a few catnip mice soon resolved the problem.

I shrugged and glanced down at the two pups snoring softly at my feet. “I thought so, too, but lately, there are times Porkie acts as if he just wants to be left alone.”

“Sounds like they’re an old married couple. He still loves her but just wants some space once in a while.”

“Maybe you should give Doc Sorenson a call to make sure Porkchop is okay,” Candie said, mentioning the vet we both used.

I looked up from my knitting. “That’s a good idea. I’ll give his office a call on Monday morning. I hope it isn’t anything serious.” ​

Like me, Candie’s fur babies were a part of her soul. 

“Helen, when is this show going to get on the road? My Pookie Bear and I have a hot date later on today, and I need to go home and get myself dolled up.”

I rolled my eyes. Were fireworks about to start? And I don’t mean the kind that light up the sky. The person asking the question was Gladys O’Malley, my octogenarian neighbor and the aunt of my new husband, Hank Johnson. She also fancied herself the ‘gossip queen’ of Wings Falls. A title I felt she truly deserved. Pookie Bear is her live-in boyfriend, whom she has told me, not that I wanted to know, keeps her toes warm at night. Unfortunately, Helen and Gladys have a long history of sparring with each other.

Helen puffed up her ample chest. “Orville said the engagement will start around twelve- thirty after we have lunch. He’s practicing with his regiment right now, making sure all is right with their muskets and the cannons.”

As if on cue, a round of musket fire was shot off outside the walls of the fort on the parade grounds surrounding it. A cloud of smoke rose over the fort’s walls. Porkchop jumped awake and barked. Nina and Annie slept through the earth-shattering sound. How they did it was a wonder. I wished I could sleep as soundly, especially on the nights Porkchop snored loud enough to rattle my bedroom windows.

I reached down and ran a hand over his back to smooth down his hair that stood on end. “It’s okay, Porkchop. The men are only practicing for their battle.” 

A few minutes later, men dressed in red coats and white britches with tri-corn hats perched on their heads filed into the courtyard of the log fort. Their feet were clad in black leather shoes topped by knee-length gaiters.

I smiled at my new husband as he walked towards me, a musket cradled in his arm. I had to admit he looked gorgeous in his uniform. The britches hugged his muscular thighs. His broad shoulders filled out the uniform coat. Walking beside him was Mark Hogan, Candie’s husband. 

Candie leaned over and whispered, “Doesn’t he look good enough to eat in that darlin’ uniform?”

I had to agree. Both our husbands looked scrumptious in their British uniforms. They were new to reenacting. Orville had recruited them. He knew they’d make a terrific addition to his regiment, especially since Mark was the mayor of Wings Falls and Hank was the lead detective with the Wings Falls Police Force. Orville was up for a promotion in his unit. Being able to sign up more members would go a long way to secure an advancement in rank. At Loopy Ladies last Monday, Helen said there was fierce competition for that promotion. She’d said heated arguments often broke out between a few of the men who sought the position. It seemed a couple of egos were involved.
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“Hi, sweetheart. How are the hats coming?” Hank asked. His tri-corn hat was knocked askew when he leaned down to kiss my cheek. He removed the hat from his head, then ran a hand through his deep brown, wavy hair. I smiled as a wayward curl fell onto his forehead. My fingers itched to tuck it back on top of his head, but I didn’t want to embarrass him in front of the other ladies and men gathered around the fire.

At the sound of Hank’s voice, Porkchop jumped at Hank’s feet. Since Hank had entered my life, over a dead body by the way, he’d become Porkchop’s BFF. It didn’t hurt either that Porkchop had fallen for his dog, Nina, even though I hoped there wasn’t trouble in paradise between the two pups.

“Okay, good buddy, here are some scratchies,” Hank said, bending to scratch along my pup’s back.

“Fine. Almost done.” I held my project up for his inspection. “How was the practice round with your Brown Bess?” I asked, using the affectionate name given to the soldiers’ muskets.

Hank patted the stock of his musket. “It sure is different than shooting my police revolver.” He reached for the tin canteen hanging at his side from a leather strap, uncorked it, and took a large gulp of water. “Ugh. One thing I can’t get used to is the bitter taste of gun powder.”

I grimaced, noticing the black line of powder on his lip. “I guess when you bite off the end of your powder cartridge, you get a bit in your mouth.”

Hank nodded, then chuckled. “Orville is a walking history encyclopedia. Did you know that to enlist in the British army, you had to have at least two teeth, and they had to be directly opposite each other so a soldier could bite off the end of a powder cartridge?”

My mop cap jiggled on top of my brown curly hair as I laughed. “No, I didn’t know that, but you’d pass inspection with the beautiful set of teeth you have.”

Hank joined in my laughter. “Yep, that was one thing my mom insisted. All her kids had to have a check-up twice a year with the dentist. Not that we didn’t sneak our fair share of sweets between visits.”

I didn’t know how Hank’s mother did it, raising seven children on her own. Her husband had been an Albany firefighter. He was killed on the job while trying to rescue a young child from a burning building. 

“Anyone hankering for a taste of rice and beef?”

I turned to the person asking the question, Susan Mayfield. Susan and her husband, Brian, owned Momma Mia’s, Wings Falls’ fabulous Italian restaurant. My mouth didn’t exactly water at the mention of the meal often prepared by the camp followers, women who tended to the soldiers’ needs. It was a common dish served to the men. There were no Mickie D’s a few hundred years ago. Rations were sparse, but from what I’d read, during the summer months, they did have a garden outside the fort where they grew some of the hardier vegetables to add to their diet. I glanced up at Hank and asked, “Ready for a meal fit for a king, not that the King of England ate such meager meals.” 

“Sure. Lead me to it. I’m starving but first let me secure my musket before we eat,” Hank rubbed a hand across his muscled stomach. “I don’t want to juggle a plate and my rifle.”

“At least it’s not frozen pizza and a Trail’s Head beer,” I said, mentioning the extent of my culinary skills. Hank certainly hadn’t married me for my prowess in the kitchen. 

Hank laughed, then headed towards a small room the reenactors used for the safekeeping of their muskets.

“Sugar, did I hear Susan say soup’s on?” Candie asked. She stood next to Mark, holding his hand.

“I can’t say it’s soup, but I’m sure it will chase away the hunger pangs gnawing at my stomach. At least it’s not frozen pizza,” I said. Hank had returned from stowing his rifle and walked next to me. Our leashed dogs trotted beside Hank and me over to the cook fire in the middle of the courtyard. Susan stood next to a large iron kettle hanging over the fire, stirring our midday meal. 

The log-walled courtyard was alive with activity. Children chased after each other playing a game of tag. Dogs nipped at their heels. Porkchop strained at his leash to join in the fun. “Sorry, sweetie, but with all the activity going on, I don’t want you to get stepped on,” I said to my whining dog. He was low to the ground and easy to miss.

Women tended to their significant others, soldiers who had returned from the field where the demonstration would take place. Men saw to their muskets, wiping the barrels down and polishing the stocks, in preparation for the demonstration of warfare to take place after the meal.

“Well, sugar, we’re going to remedy your itty-bitty cooking problem starting Monday night, right? Maybe I’ll learn a thing or two, also,” my cousin said, snapping me back to the moment with her question. She picked up Annie and cradled her dog in her arms. Annie’s rhinestone-studded, pink leash dangled down the front of Candie’s skirt. True, Annie’s leash wasn’t period appropriate, but with Candie, bling won out over authenticity. 

With a frown on my face, I nodded. “Let’s hope those classes will do some good. I mean, if the best cook in all of Hainted Hollar, Tennessee, our memaw, couldn’t teach the two of us to cook, do you really think a few night classes at the Wings Falls High School can do the trick and turn us into Martha Stewart?” I asked, mentioning the local high school where Candie and I had signed up for evening cooking classes. The school district often offered continuing education classes for adults in the community. I had the feeling it would take a miracle to turn me into a decent cook. Hank never complained about my limited skills in the kitchen, unlike my ex, George, who criticized my lack of cooking skills whenever he got the chance. The more he found fault, the less I felt like cooking, but I wanted to offer Hank more than what I could currently prepare, which was mostly any pre-packaged meal I could take from the freezer and pop in the oven.

The four of us joined the line leading to the simmering iron kettle. I welcomed the warmth floating our way from the open fire. Nina and Porkchop stood at our feet patiently waiting with us. I reached into the pocket of my apron and drew out a handful of their favorite kibble. I tucked a baggie filled with their food into my pocket before leaving the house this morning and sprinkled the dog food on the ground. Porkchop gobbled his share up as if it were his last meal, while Nina ate hers like the dainty lady she is. Ever the opportunist, he took a few steps towards Nina’s food.

“Porkchop, have some manners. You’d think I never fed you,” I admonished him while holding a firm grip on his leash.

He gazed up at me with his chocolate brown eyes and cocked his head as if to say, “But Mom, you know how I love kibble.” My heart melted as it always did when he looked at me that way. But the one thing I was firm on, since he was a dachshund, was not letting him gain too much weight to avoid the back issues common to his breed. Plus, he had to learn not to covet Nina’s food.

“So, what do you think of your first reenactment?”

I was jerked out of my Porkchop musings by Helen Garber’s voice. “I’m really enjoying all the activity, and I know Hank is, too,” I said. 

Helen was a large woman. This was one of the rare times in which she wasn’t decked out in bright oranges, reds, and yellows. Today, she was dressed in very subdued tones, a forest green top and skirt over which she wore an apron similar to what all the women wore. 

“How do you like being a British soldier, Hank?” Helen asked, as she glared at the rambunctious children darting in and out of the food line. “You’d think parents would teach their children better manners,” she mumbled under her breath.

Hank and I chose to ignore her comment. The kids were excited, and I felt the experiences they were having at Fort Henry today would stay with them for the rest of their lives.

“I’m enjoying it. Orville has been a great teacher. He’s really immersed in the history surrounding Lake George,” Hank said, placing a hand on the brim of his hat to keep it from flying across the courtyard. A sudden breeze had blown in off the lake. 

“I grew up here and, when I was young, visited the fort with my parents, but I guess I was too interested in my Barbies to pay much attention to what I had learned,” I said, tucking a curl back behind my ear, the wind had blown across my face.

“Humph, like the kids today, glued to their cell phones,” Helen sniffed.

My spine stiffened. Was I being rebuked by the almighty Helen?  Hank reached for my hand. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught a slight nod of Hank’s head. I got his message, Save your breath, Sam. It isn’t worth getting into a battle of words with Helen. 

“So, Helen, how’s Orville’s quest for a promotion in his unit coming?  I heard recruiting more members like Mark and Hank has helped,” I said, in an attempt to change the subject.

Helen snorted again, but this time she sounded like a raging bull. “That Wesley Munro thinks he’s some big cheese just because he can trace his ancestry back to Lieutenant Colonel Munro.”

I frowned. Even though I was short on my history about the French and Indian War and, in particular, how it affected the Lake George area, I was learning fast now that Hank was involved with the reenactors. “Lieutenant Colonel Munro?” I asked, not familiar with the name, although I did remember that Paul Revere and George Washington had spent time at the fort.

If Helen could look any more imperious, I swear a crown would have perched on top of her red-dyed hair she’d fashioned into a French twist. Candie often said if Helen held her nose any higher, she’d catch rainwater in it. 

Helen puffed out her generous chest. “Obviously, your local history is lacking.”

Hank squeezed my hand gently when he felt me take a step towards Helen. Once again, I got his message and let my body relax.

Helen continued, “When I taught history, my students were well versed in the history of this area and how important it was in shaping our country. The gentleman was the commander of this fort during the French and Indian War.”

“So, he thinks he should be selected as the commander of his unit based on his ancestry?” I asked. My ancestors certainly weren’t as impressive as Wesley Munro’s. My dad always said we came from a fine line of pirates and bootleggers. 

Helen gave a fierce nod in answer to my question. “Yes, but Wesley hasn’t done one thing to earn it. Not like my Orville.”

At that moment, a shout rang out at the far end of the courtyard. “Why, you braggard. I doubt you’re even related to such a fine soldier.”  

We all turned to see two soldiers pulling apart Orville and another gentleman, whom I’m going to presume was Wesley Munro, since Orville mentioned the man was related to another soldier. Orville’s hand was clenched into a fist as if he wanted to land a good punch on the other man.

––––––––
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“Here, hold on to Nina, please. I’m going to see what this is all about,” Hank said, handing me Nina’s leash.

“Sure,” I said, taking Nina’s leash from him. 

Hank walked towards the two men who stood shaking their fists at each other. I only hoped they wouldn’t land a few punches, especially in front of the children who stopped chasing each other and now watched open-mouthed, staring at the two angry men. Their mothers flew into action, either calling their child to join them or scooping them up into their arms and moving their child to an area of the fort out of sight of the two angry men.

The fiddlers, who had been practicing with the fife players for the upcoming reenactment in a corner of the fort’s courtyard, had also stopped. The air was eerily silent as all eyes were now fixed on the two arguing men.  

“Sugar, why are those two men fussing?” Candie asked, sidling up to me. Mark had left her side and joined Hank, headed towards the altercation. Annie stood next to her, sniffing at Porkchop. She probably could smell Porkchop’s kibble-flavored breath.

“I’m guessing it has to do with a competition between those two men,” I said, nodding towards the men, who were now joined by Hank and Mark. Hank’s calm demeanor seemed to have defused the situation a bit, although the two men continued to glare at each other.

“What competition?” Candie asked. She reached into her apron pocket, pulled out three small doggie bones, and placed them on the ground in front of the dogs.

“Between Orville and someone named Wesley Munro.” I filled her in on what Helen had told me about the two men.

“Men!” Candie huffed. “They can be so silly. They practically trip over their own egos.”

I raised an eyebrow at her. She knew I wasn’t pleased with her lumping all men into that category.

She blushed. “Of course, there are exceptions, like my Markie and your Hunky Hank.”

I laughed. She’d referred to Hank as Hunky since she first met him when I was trying to prove myself innocent of killing the owner of a pet shelter, and Hank had placed me on his suspect list. I guess I couldn’t blame him since, at the time, he was new to our town. He’d just transferred to Wings Falls Police from Albany PD. But I have to admit Candie was a good judge of men, having been engaged eleven times before finding Mr. Right in her Markie.

It took about ten minutes, but it looked as if Hank and Mark had calmed the two gentlemen down. At least they weren’t glaring at each other anymore and had moved to opposite sides of the courtyard, Orville and Wesley, that is. Orville knelt on the ground picking up something, but I was too far away to make out what it was. Children, once again, were chasing each other around the courtyard. Hank and Mark rejoined Candie and me in the food line. 

“What was that all about?” I asked, handing Nina’s leash back to Hank.

Hank rolled his eyes. “What else, the promotion.”

I shook my head. “Such silliness. This reenacting should be something you enjoy, not a cut-throat competition. After all, it is a volunteer activity.”

“You’re right, sugar. They certainly aren’t showing a good example to the children here,” Candie said, as a young boy stopped to admire Porkchop.

“Can I pet him?” the tow-headed young boy asked. He had to be no more than five years old and reminded me of one of Hank’s sister Amelia’s boys, right down to the freckles dancing across the bridge of his nose. 

While Hank and I don’t have children, his six siblings more than made up for our lack of them with his ever-growing family additions of nieces and nephews. In fact, I was honored when Amelia named her daughter, Noel Samantha, after me. Am I going to spoil her rotten? You bet I am.

“Sure. Porkchop loves to have pats on his back and scratchies between his ears. What’s your name?” I asked, as Porkchop glanced from me to the small boy.

“Benji,” the young fellow said. A huge smile spread across the boy’s face. 

“Porkchop, meet Benji. He wants to say hello,” I said to my pup as he sat looking up at me, wagging his tail.

“Porkchop,” Benji screeched. “I have a book called Porkchop, the Wonder Dog. My mommy reads it to me at night when I go to bed. I love it.”

Now it was my turn to have a huge smile spread across my face. “I wrote that, and this is Porkchop, the star of the book.”

Benji plopped onto the ground next to Porkchop and petted him. Porkie leaned his head into the boy’s small hand, reveling in the attention.

“Benji, there you are. I’ve been looking all over for you.” A frantic-looking mother raced up to us.

“Mom, Mom, this is Porkchop. You know, the book you read to me every night after you tuck me into bed.” Porkchop appeared oblivious to the frantic mother. He lay next to the young boy, soaking up all the attention the child showered on him.

The mother came to an abrupt halt next to her son. “Really?” she asked, almost as impressed by Porkie’s fame as her son.

I nodded. “Really,” I said, a broad grin still spread across my face.

After another two minutes of petting Porkchop, the mother thanked me for letting her son meet my pup, then told her son they needed to join his father for lunch.

“I think I may have to widen our front door,” Hank said, laughing.

With a frown on my face, I asked, “Why?”

Hank pointed at my dog. “His head.”

I still didn’t understand. 

“With all the attention he gets from his fame as a superhero dog, his head will become so big he won’t be able to fit through the front door,” Hank said, giving Porkchop scratchies between his ears.

I laughed and gave his arm a playful swat. “Not my Porkie. He’ll remain humble no matter how famous he becomes.”

“Do you want me to load up your plate?”

My attention was drawn to Susan Mayfield. She stood over the kettle containing the beef and rice. A large ladle clutched in her hand.

“Ummm. I think I’ll have only one scoopful,” I said, looking at the chunks of beef swimming in rice. I may not be the world’s best cook, but I believe I could have prepared a more appetizing-looking meal. Then again, things weren’t fancy at the fort during the 1700’s. A soldier ate what was available.

“This certainly doesn’t rival the shrimp scampi I ate at your restaurant last week,” I said, remembering the delicious meal Hank and I enjoyed at Momma Mia’s a few days prior.

Susan laughed. “Thank heavens. We’d be out of business in no time if this was a sample of the fare our menus offered, but we want to be authentic, and meager was the operative word back in the 1700s when it came to the soldiers’ meals.”

“True,” I said, as Hank and I accepted the tin plates Susan handed us. We made our way back to the canvas tent set up for the Loopy Ladies. Hank held my plate while I sat on my stool. Nina and Porkchop curled up on the blanket I’d placed on the ground earlier for them. Nina made sure to sidle up to her master’s feet.

“Here you go. Enjoy,” Hank said with a smile on his face as I frowned at the proffered meal.

Hank settled on the leather stool next to me. “Yummm, but it doesn’t beat your pizza,” he said after taking a bite.

I stuck my tongue out at him. “Very funny, but you’ll think differently after next week.” At least I hoped he would after I had a few cooking lessons under my belt, or, should I say, apron.

“Pizza is fine, but you have to admit I do fry up a mean hamburger and the occasional ham and eggs,” he said with a grin on his face.

Since he was the oldest of his siblings, Hank often had to prepare the meals when his mother worked. As a result, he was far better in the kitchen than me. A smile crossed my face as I remembered him standing over the stove yesterday morning with an apron tied around his waist, covering his boxers.

“What’s so amusing?” Hank asked.

“Oh, nothing. I was thinking of the breakfast you prepared yesterday,” I said, my smile widening.

“Yeah, and I loved the way you ‘thanked’ me for slaving over a hot stove,” Hank said, waggling his eyebrows at me.

Heat crawled up my neck as I thought back to our after-breakfast ‘treat’.

“Hey, sorry, Hank, about that little incident with Wesley. I shouldn’t let the guy get under my skin the way he does.”

Hank and I both looked up at the person apologizing, Orville Garber. He ran his hand through his once-thick, wavy hair that was now a thin combover. He still had the warm smile I remember from high school.

“No problem, I’m glad I didn’t have to put you in the stocks,” Hank said, mentioning the wooden contraption used to detain lawbreakers in colonial times.

Orville laughed. “Yeah, that certainly would put a real crick in my neck.” 

I glanced at the wooden stock situated at the edge of the courtyard. I unconsciously rubbed the back of my neck and had to agree with Orville. Standing for hours with your head and hands shoved into holes cut into pieces of wood certainly wouldn’t be comfortable.

“Orville, did you lose something when you were arguing with that man?” I asked.
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