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CHAPTER ONE
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Beanie? What kind of name is Beanie?

(January)

Nene Albright buckled her seat belt. The plane was third in line for take-off. Departure time had been set for two o’clock, with two hours in the air. Since she was a petite woman, at least in height, she had plenty of leg room and—as luck would have it, the seat next to her remained open. As the plane’s engines grew louder, she looked out the window and watched as the ground dropped away. 

Nene’s sister, Gaga, would likely have returned to Sweet Treats, the bakery they both owned. She would be overseeing repairs and renovations needed because of a recent fire. Nene was glad to get away, if only for a week, it was heartbreaking to see the damage done. On the bright side, once the renovations were complete, the bakery would be better than ever.

Nene’s sister, Beanie, lived in Redmond Washington, a small suburb of Seattle, but she was moving to Reno. Nene was more than happy to fly up and help Beanie pack and move down—that Beanie was moving to Reno made both Nene and Gaga very happy. It would be the first time in years that all three Albright sisters lived in the same city again. 

Nene had been advised by her doctor that she needed a vacation, but she wasn’t concerned about the work involved in packing up a home. She knew that for every hour spent packing, another would be spent shopping, drinking coffee, or catching up after the three-year gap since their last visit. 

Nene had begun to doze when she felt a tug at her right sleeve. She looked over to see a small girl with long blonde curls smiling at her. 

“Yes?” Nene said.

“Are you Mrs. Claus?” the little girl asked.

Nene smiled. Parents often brought their young children into the bakery for a treat, so this question, especially during or right after the holiday season was not unusual. Nene’s fluffy, cotton candy like hair together with her round figure had convinced more than a few children to whisper their Christmas wishes to her in hopes that she would pass it on to her husband, Santa. Rather than disappoint them, she chose to employ a little white lie by saying, why yes, she was Mrs. Claus. Today was no exception.

“Yes, I am,” Nene whispered, “but, don’t tell anybody. I’m taking a quick vacation before going back to the North Pole.”

The young child nodded. “You need to be there to help Santa get ready for next Christmas,” she said.

“That’s right. I know it’s still a while away, but would you like to tell me what you want next Christmas?”

The child shook her head. “No,” she answered. “I only wanted to say hi.”

Nene looked up, her eyes meeting the child’s mother, who smiled. “Come sit down now,” her mother instructed. The child gave Nene a tiny wave and went back to her seat. After drink service and way too many mini-Snickers, Nene dozed again, and didn’t awake until the plane was on final approach.

***
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Just three years apart in age, their personalities were more alike than different. Their looks were a different story.

The Albright sisters always had distinct looks; sixty-three-year-old Nene’s hair had once been thick and blonde but had grown whiter and fluffier with age. She’d always been chubby, only getting chubbier as the years ticked on. Gaga, the eldest at sixty-six, had always been taller than average and a little too thin, her hair started turning gray when she hit forty. 

To their vexation, Beanie, the youngest, had been a pleasing combination of the two older sisters—tall, but not too tall, slender, but not skinny, long thick hair, the color of brown sugar. 

After exiting the tram, Nene saw her younger sister and almost didn’t recognize her—her brown hair was shorter and now blonde, and the svelte figure, which Nene and Gaga had always envied, was just a little plump. Nene didn’t mean to be petty but couldn’t help but be a little pleased that Father Time had finally caught up with Beanie Albright.

The two sisters hugged. Nene stood back and looked over Beanie’s black slacks and a red blouse. “No more ripped jeans?” she asked.

Beanie smiled. “No. That’s so over. How was your flight?”

“Good,” Nene answered. “I slept most of it.” She followed Beanie down the escalator and toward the carousel surrounded by dozens of people awaiting suitcases that had already begun to appear. 

Soon they’d retrieved Nene’s suitcase and were on their way. 

“The movers will be here on Friday,” Beanie said, “that gives us, not counting today, three days to pack up the things I don’t want them messing with.”

“A lot of stuff?” Nene asked. 

“Nah, a few boxes. I probably could have packed them on my own, but I’ve missed you.”

“Aw, I’ve missed you too, Beanie. I’m glad you called. With everything that happened to the bakery, the truth is I wanted to get away.”

“Gaga told me your doctor thought getting away was a good idea too.”

“It’s not like I work hard,” Nene said. “Gaga’s a saint. She’s dealing with all the renovations—the contractors etc.”

“Gaga has always been the one to take charge,” Beanie said. “Even when we were kids, she was the leader.”

“When everything is done, we’re supposed to go on a cruise,” Nene said.

“I’ve never been on a cruise,” Beanie said.

“You could come with us. How great would that be?”

“We’ll see.”

Thirty minutes later, Beanie turned and drove up a very steep hill toward expensive-looking townhouses. Each with its own driveway. Most people were arriving home from work; a new-looking pick-up truck was parked in the neighbor’s driveway and lights were on in the front windows.

“Nice neighbors?” Nene asked. 

“I guess,” Beanie answered, “it’s a young couple. They moved in just last month.”

Nene was a little surprised at how closely one townhouse was to the other. She’d been told they were all relatively new with two or three-bedrooms. She really liked the porch, since it was large enough for two chairs.

“Every morning,” Beanie said, “I sit out here with my coffee.”

As Nene slowly walked up the stairs, she turned around to enjoy the beautiful view; in any direction she saw snow covered mountains or vividly colored trees. She glanced at two chairs separated by a small table.

“Reno is beautiful too,” Nene said, “but this view— wow.”

Inside, boxes took up half the living room.  

“You don’t want to start today?” Nene asked. “Do you?”

“No, I thought we’d go have dinner. After, we can hang out in my room and watch television.”

“You had me at dinner.” 

“Your room is down that hall on the right,” Beanie said.

Nene took her suitcase to her room and looked around. Straight ahead was a small window and to her right was the bed. Once again, she was surprised at how close the two residences were to each other, no more than five feet. Beanie had followed her and now leaned on the frame to the bedroom door. 

“When did you get all this computer equipment?” Nene asked, nodding toward a wall with a desk, a computer and two computer screens.

“Oh, gosh,” Beanie said, “a while ago. I worked with computers. I thought once I retired, I’d never want to look at another. But I got bored. First, I just surfed, but now I hack.”

Nene laughed. “You what?”

“I hack, nothing too crazy. Don’t tell anyone, but I changed one of my grandchildren’s grades. Only one class.”

“Beanie,” Nene said, shaking her head, “you shouldn’t have done that.”

“I know,” Beanie said, “I really just wanted to see if I could.”

“I’m going to rest my eyes for a little bit,” Nene said, moving her suitcase from the bed to a nearby chair.

“I thought you said you slept most of the flight?”

“I did, but I still want to rest my eyes.”

“Okay,” Beanie said, “I’ll come get you in an hour.”

“Thanks,” Nene said, laying down on the bed. The sun had begun to set, so drifting to sleep was easy, or should have been. Nene was caught in that in-between state, not asleep, slightly aware, but not totally awake. She heard raised voices, making out words and half sentences:

“People are still getting home...” “plastic bag...” “accident...”, “your fault...”, but it was the last sentence heard that brought Nene completely awake, causing her to sit up straight and become alarmed, “you’re supposed to be dead.”

Had she dreamt it? She wondered. No. I definitely heard, ‘you’re supposed to be dead.’

Nene sat up, slowly getting out of bed. She walked to the bedroom window; there was only one place those voices could have come from. The lights were on in the townhouse next door and the window, like Nene’s, appeared to belong to a bedroom. 

A man and a woman stood inside, arguing in vicious whispers. If the argument were taking place anywhere else, nobody would have heard them. However, their window was so close to Nene’s, and it was open. This guaranteed she heard every word.

Nene looked across, keeping half her body hidden by the wall. She raised herself on her tip toes and gasped, her breath catching in her throat; a man’s body lay on the floor— unmoving.

Nene pulled her whole body behind the wall, but after calming herself some, she peeked around it. This time, planning to really look at the two people across the way, but they were gone. Even from where Nene stood, she could see the man was still alive—his chest rose and fell, and he moved around slightly.

Suddenly, the man and woman reappeared. He nudged the man on the floor with his foot. 

This was enough for Nene, who rushed from the bedroom. Beanie was seated on the couch.

“Beanie, I just saw a murder,” Nene yelled.

Beanie looked up, unconcerned. “What? I thought you were going to take a nap?”

“I saw a murder, out the window in my room.”

Beanie stood, she followed Nene back into the guest room and over to the window. They looked across into the room. “Look,” Nene said, pointing, “do you see the blood on the floor?”

Beanie squinted. “I see something,” she said.

“Beanie, that’s blood.”

“Are you sure you weren’t dreaming?”

“I’m sure,” Nene answered.

“Okay,” Beanie said, walking from the room. Nene followed her over to the kitchen counter and listened as Beanie called the police.

Once Beanie was finished, she said, “They’re sending someone over. You look pale, go sit down. I’ll get you some water.”

Nene sat on the couch. She sipped from the glass Beanie handed her and then set it on the nearby coffee table.

“I didn’t imagine this,” she said.

Five minutes passed before there was a hard knock on the door. When Beanie opened it, two policemen stood outside. Nene stood and joined Beanie, quickly telling the officers what she’d heard and seen.

“We’ll check it out,” they said, turning and leaving.

Beanie and Nene rushed to the front windows and watched as the officers walked from their property to the neighbors. They could hear them knocking and muted voices. Once the officers entered the townhouse, Nene and Beanie ran to the guestroom and stood, one sister on each side of the bedroom’s window. Soon, the officers and two people entered the room.

“Are they the two people you saw?” Beanie whispered.

“Yes,” Nene answered. “But something’s different about them.”

“What?”

Nene didn’t answer right away, she stared before saying, “they have blood on their clothes. They didn’t then.”

Bits and pieces of the conversation between the couple and the police reached the sisters ears. “Friends over, charades.”

Beanie looked over at Nene and rolled her eyes.

“Seriously,” she said, “you had me call the police and they’re having a party.”

“Looked real to me,” Nene said, petulantly. 

They watched as the two police officers left the room, followed by the couple. To Nene’s horror and Beanie’s embarrassment, the man and woman turned and looked directly at them.

“Can they see us, do you think?” Nene asked.

Beanie rolled her eyes. “If you can see them, of course they can see you.”

Soon, there was a knock at Beanie’s front door.

“I’m so sorry, officers,” she said. “My sister has an active imagination.”

Nene stood behind Beanie, feeling confused. She was certain of what she’d seen, or she was a minute ago. Had it been a dream? Beanie closed the door and turned to face Nene. 

“Well, that was embarrassing.”

“I’m sorry,” Nene said, “it all looked real to me.”

“I hope they don’t know it was us that called the police.”

“Well,” Nene said, “the good news is I’m fully awake. Let’s go get dinner.”

***
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The sisters drove toward Beanie’s favorite restaurant, BJs Brewhouse. Being that it was nearly five-thirty, the dinner rush had begun, so they were lucky to get a booth. The two sisters talked about everything and nothing; Beanie asking about the bakery and its future, Nene asking if Beanie missed working. Both sisters lamenting the fact that they lived so close and yet so far from each other, but happy that was changing. 

“I’m going to put all my stuff into storage,” Beanie said, “and really take my time looking for my new place.”

“You know,” Nene said, “once the renovations are completed, you could stay in one of the apartments.”

“Not the one where the elderly man lived?”

“If you wanted to—his daughter came by right after Christmas and packed his things. It has a street view. If you don’t want that one, we have a second apartment you could take. You could stay there as long as you need. How great would that be? All of us living under the same roof again?”

Beanie smiled, not quite as convinced as Nene how great that idea would be. 

Nene wiped her mouth with a napkin, “We could bum around, go get coffee.”

“It will be nice to have someone to go do things with again,” Beanie said.

After dinner, they took their time getting back to Beanie’s townhouse and even debated whether or not they should stop for coffee, but instead deciding something sweeter was required.

They arrived back at Beanie’s townhouse around seven-thirty, after having made a stop at Dairy Queen; Blizzards for dessert, while watching television was a must. Plus, Nene always woke before Beanie, so a double cheeseburger waiting in the refrigerator for breakfast was also a must.

By nine o’clock, they said their good nights and headed to bed. Nene looked through her bedroom window, but the house next door was dark. Not much of a party, she thought, over by nine. 

She got under the covers and snuggled in, comfy and warm. Soon, she drifted off to sleep. She couldn’t be sure exactly why she awoke, but when she looked at the bedside clock, she saw that it was nearly one a.m. Nene shuffled to the bathroom and took care of business before shuffling back to her room with every intention of crawling under the thick, warm blankets and dreaming of hot coffee and thick danish. However, as she made to draw the covers back, she heard a noise. It was muffled and distant, or so it seemed, and at first, she ignored it, but then it happened again.

Nene looked out the window, the house was still dark, curious she walked out to the living room and glanced through the front window. The street below was quiet, and except for the streetlights, dark. At first. 

As she was about to shrug, turn away, and go back to bed, a low light caught her eyes; it was coming from a pick-up truck parked out front of the neighbor’s house. For a moment, someone had opened the door, and the overhead light had gone on. A woman was inside. Nene watched for a moment. The woman wasn’t doing anything but sit inside the truck. Nene began to lose interest—but then a man approached. 

She longed to hear their conversation; she remained unconvinced that what she’d seen earlier had all been a figment of her overactive imagination. Quietly, she opened the front door and hoped to hear what the couple were saying. 

“The ground will be too hard if we wait,” Nene heard the woman say. “Don’t worry about it. It’s late, nobody is up anyway. We’ll be in and out.”

Nene dared to open the door an inch more, so that she could actually see the couple in their driveway. The man left, but quickly returned. He was not empty handed. Over his shoulder, he struggled to carry something. 

Nene was sure it was a body, but her mind rebelled—no way would she wake Beanie, get her out of bed and then find out the man was carrying trash. She was still feeling pink from her earlier embarrassment. She had to be sure.

Nene grabbed a nearby coat off the coat rack and slid out the front door, hopeful that since her light was off, the couple might not see her exit. Quietly, she traveled down the few stairs and over to some hedges that separated the two townhouses. She could hear the truck’s motor running. She almost jumped upon hearing a thud as the man dropped something heavy into the truck’s cargo bed. 

“Let’s go, already,” the woman said.

“Yeah, yeah.”

They pulled out of the driveway and turned toward the street, but slammed on their brakes. Nene’s heart went crazy. Had they seen her? She took a risk, looking above the hedges and toward the departing truck. A strangled squeak escaped her throat; the cargo door had been left down—and Nene couldn’t be positive, but it sure looked to her like there was an arm hanging out of something wrapped in tarp.  

Meanwhile, the driver jumped out of the pick-up and slammed shut the door to the cargo bed. He then jumped back into the truck and peeled off—apparently no longer concerned if he woke the neighbors.

Once the truck was far away, Nene went back into the townhouse. She crawled into bed with no idea what to do next. She couldn’t wake Beanie and have her call the police, not again. This time, she might even get into trouble herself. 

Nene lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. By now, it was about one-thirty, and she knew sleep would not be coming anytime soon. She decided to get up and watch some television. 

As she settled on the couch, channel changer in hand. She must have dozed because the unmistakable sound of a car or truck door slamming shut jarred her awake. She jumped up, and hurried over to the living room’s window, peaking out. She watched as the pick-up parked and the same two people exited and went into their home. Nene flopped back down onto the couch; positive she’d get no sleep that night.

***
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The next morning, Nene was woken by Beanie’s light touch on her shoulder. “Why are you out here,” Beanie asked. “Didn’t you sleep okay?”

Nene sat up. She yawned, relieved to smell the aroma of fresh coffee. “I barely slept at all,” she answered. She told Beanie what she’d seen the night before. Her voice cracked as she said, “And before you ask, yes, I was awake. I didn’t dream any of it.”

Beanie brought two cups of coffee over to the couch. She could see how upset Nene was. “I believe you,” she said.

Nene held her cup with both hands, “You do?”

“Yes. We got home at, what, seven-thirty? There was no music, no cars, no people. They told the police they were getting ready for a party. I believed them, then, but I don’t anymore. Bad news is without a body, nobody will believe us, especially after last night.”

“That’s what I thought too,” Nene said. She stood and went to the guest room, returning a few minutes later, fully dressed. “Their house looks dark,” she said, “no surprise since they were out disposing of a dead body at one in the morning. I’m going to go look at the truck.”

“Are you nuts?” Beanie said. “You’re convinced those people murdered someone and you want to waltz over to their truck and inspect it?”

“We need clues—something, anything, to tell us where they dumped the body.”

“It’s too dangerous. What if you’re caught?”

“I’ll say, I was admiring their truck. Plus, it’s so early, it’s not even that light out. I’ll be quick.”

Beanie watched from the window as Nene walked down the front stairs. Nene glanced first at Beanie and at the house next door before casually walking over to the pick-up truck. 

She didn’t want it to be obvious, but she did her best to see as much as possible. The inside of the truck’s bed was empty. The truck itself and the wheels were covered in mud and the wheels had branches stuck to them. 

She looked around before peeking into the passenger- side window. The only thing that caught her eye was the glint of steel—a large potting soil scoop, covered in mud. With a last glance at the dark townhouse next door, she hurried back inside.

“Well?” Beanie asked, as Nene took her coat and gloves off.

“Wherever they went, it was dirty. I remember looking over at the truck when I first arrived yesterday, it was spotless. Now, it’s covered in mud. Plus, the tires are dirty and have a lot of branches stuck in them. There’s also a really muddy potting soil scoop, which could have been used to dig the grave.”

“Are we crazy?” Beanie asked.

Nene no longer seemed tired, or weepy, or unsure.

“No,” she said, with conviction, “we aren’t crazy. I think they buried that body close by.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Because last night, I was awake when they returned. They weren’t gone more than forty-five minutes. You figure it took at least fifteen or twenty to bury the body, maybe more.”

“This area has a ton of parks,” Beanie said.

Nene sighed. “How do we figure out which one to go to?”

“I don’t know,” Beanie answered, “but I think the first thing we should do is see what we can find out about those people.” She stood. Nene followed Beanie into the guest room, where Beanie sat at her computer and began typing.

“What are you doing?” Nene asked.

“I’m typing in the address for next door. For ten bucks on-line, you can find out nearly everything about a person. Okay, so, it’s a pick-up truck, right?”

Nene squinted. “Yes—a new one, or relatively new. Powder blue.”

Beanie pointed at the screen. “With the neighbor’s address, there is a pick-up truck registered to an Eric and Bonnie Smith. There’s a picture?”

Nene bent and looked over Beanie’s shoulder at the computer screen. “That’s the truck,” she said.

Beanie began to type, “Now,” she said, “I’ll plug their names into the national police directory and see what we get.”

“Is that legal?”

“Life is full of gray areas, Nene.”

Nene threw her arms in the air, “Oh great,” she said, “they kill someone, and it’ll be us who ends up going to jail.”

Beanie made a “tsk” sound and said, “You’re not going to jail. If anyone would go to jail it’s me, and do I look worried? No, cause I’m not. Here we go.”

Nene watched in fear and wonder as Beanie tapped and typed some more. Suddenly Beanie stopped, pushing away from the computer as she said, “Whoa.”

Nene peered at the screen, “Whoa, what?”

Beanie shut the computer down and stood. She backed away, as if being near it was dangerous.

“Whoa what?” Nene asked again.

“I guess I’m better at hacking than I realized,” Beanie said. “I wasn’t in the national police crime database. I was in a federal government law enforcement database. Oops.”

“Oops?!”

“It was an accident,” Beanie said, “one wrong click and I went somewhere I shouldn’t have gone.”

Nene sat on the bed, “Is that’s why you said, ‘whoa’?”

Beanie sat next to Nene. “Um, nope.”

“Oh, dang,” Nene said. “If that’s not why, then why?”

“Those two, they’re federal agents.”

Beanie and Nene both looked toward the bedroom window. They’d both heard the sound.

“Truck door?” Beanie asked.

“Maybe,” Nene said, as she left the room. Beanie followed. Nene was already at the living room window.

“They’ve both left,” Nene said.

“Do you see why it was a bad idea for you to go look at their truck?” Beanie said. “They were awake. Seriously, last thing we need or want is for them to know we’re snooping on them.”

Nene walked from the window and over to the front door. “I agree,” she said, grabbing her coat and gloves.

“You do? So, why are you putting your coat and gloves back on?”

“I’m going over there.”

“Excuse me? Are you crazy?”

“We watched them leave. Nobody is home. I want to see inside.” Nene opened the front door.

“Maybe the Feds will let us share a cell,” Beanie said.

Nene laughed. “Maybe. Once I get inside, I’ll go to the room where I saw the body.”

“Okay,” Beanie said, “I’ll be watching.”

With one last look out the front window to ensure the truck hadn’t returned, Nene left. Beanie was able to see her walking between the two townhouses, but strained to see her once she was at the back. After what seemed a much longer time than it should have been, she saw Nene in the room across the way. Nene pulled open the window and Beanie did the same. “The back-patio doors were unlocked,” Nene said.

“This is a bad idea,” Beanie said. “You shouldn’t have gone inside.”

Nene shushed her and began looking around the room. When she stopped, standing very still, Beanie asked, “What? Did you find something?”

Nene put her finger up to her lips and disappeared from sight. To Beanie’s horror, her neighbors entered the room. 

“You’re worried for nothing,” Beanie heard the man say. “Only Harry Potter could find it.”

“Ha ha,” The woman responded, without mirth. The woman walked to the window. “Why don’t we tell everyone our business,” she said, slamming it shut. The two left the room. Beanie watched as Nene looked out the bedroom door and then rushed to the window, opening it a few inches.

“How am I going to get out of here?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” Beanie answered. “I told you this was a bad idea.”

Nene held up a wallet. “Look what I found,” she said. “I bet it belongs to the guy they killed.”

“Great,” Beanie said, “a lot of good it will do you if they find you there.”

“I’ll stay in the room. Hopefully, they’ll leave again.”

Beanie gave Nene a thumbs up, with no small amount of sarcasm. Nene closed the window and disappeared. 

***
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Beanie looked up as Nene entered her bedroom. “How’d you get out of the house?” she asked.

Nene dropped down upon the bed. “They finally left,” she answered. “I don’t know how they came back without us hearing, but I thought I was going to have a heart attack when I heard them coming toward the room.” She held up the wallet she’d found. “I looked inside, and I can’t be one hundred percent positive sure, but I bet it belongs to the dead guy I saw last night.”

“Did you hear them say anything?” Beanie asked.

“Not really, the guy kept making Harry Potter jokes. For some reason, he really cracked himself up. The woman was not as amused. She was really worried about something. They definitely killed that guy and dumped his body somewhere.”

“If Gaga had come to help me move,” Beanie said, sounding annoyed, “I wouldn’t be playing Hercule Poirot to your Miss Marple.”

“I’d like to think I’m Hercule Poirot,” Nene said.

“I’m glad you can make jokes at a time like this,” Beanie said. 

“What are we going to do?” Nene asked. “Should we call the police again?” 

“And how will we explain how we got the wallet?”

“Rats.”

***
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The sisters, not knowing what else to do, went out to breakfast. Nene was unusually quiet; she was thinking a lot about the man in the wallet. 

“Beanie,” Nene said. “Somehow we need the police to know those two killed someone.”

Beanie put her fork down. “How? There’s no body.”

“What if we find the body?”

“Even if we could, how would that prove those two killed him?”

Nene didn’t answer. Beanie resumed eating. The next two hours seemed normal; after lunch they stopped at Target and then Starbucks. Beanie could tell Nene was distracted, but not in a good way. She was obviously thinking about recent events. Beanie had scarcely thought of anything else either. As they drove, Beanie said, “Let’s go home, I have an idea.”

***
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Once home, Beanie quickly took her coat off, tossing it on the couch. “Come on,” she said.

The sisters went into the guest room, where Beanie sat at the desk and turned the computer back on.

“Do you know anything about leaves?” Beanie asked.

“Sure,” Nene answered. “How many times did dad take us to the three domes at Mitchell Park Horticultural Conservatory?”

“At least twice a year,” Beanie said. “I remember thinking just once we would go to Disneyland, but it was always Wisconsin.”

Nene smiled. “Well,” she said, “what ten-year old wouldn’t rather walk through the Domes than meet Mickey Mouse.”

Beanie nodded, chuckling. 

“Maybe we can figure out which park they went to based upon what leaves and branches are stuck in their truck’s wheels,” Beanie said.

“That’s a good idea,” Nene said.

With Nene looking over her shoulder, Beanie spent the next few minutes Googling the different kinds of trees common in Washington State. While the Seattle and Redmond area had many types. the Pacific Silver, Noble, and Alpine were the most common. 

Nene took Beanie’s place at the computer and began looking at pictures of trees and their leaves, hoping to discover one that matched what she’d seen in the tires. 

“Whatever is in their tires,” Nene told Beanie, “I don’t see it here.” She began scrolling some more. “Wait!” she said, pointing at the screen. “This might be the one I saw.” 

Beanie began scribbling on a nearby notepad. “Those,” she said, “are unique to three different parks within thirty minutes of here.”

“Let’s go,” Nene said, excited.

Beanie glanced out the window, “We might have time for one park, but we’ll have to do the other two tomorrow.”

“Okay,” Nene said.

***
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Ten minutes later, the sisters turned into the parking lot adjacent to Marymoor Park. They got out of the car and stood at the beginning of a path leading into the park.

“Now what?” Nene said. “It’s not like they’ll be a sign— dead body this way.”

“I hadn’t thought that far ahead,” Beanie said. “Let’s walk around for a few minutes.”

The park seemed to go on for miles, with covered areas to their right for events and bar-b-ques and a children’s playground to their left.

Ahead, the view was nothing short of breathtaking and miraculous; some areas seemed flat, while others seemed to rise into the clouds. They almost forget to look for evidence that a truck had come through. 

“It’s gorgeous,” Nene said, “and I’m glad that we don’t see any tracks; I’d hate to think someone would tarnish this beautiful park.”

“All the parks will be beautiful,” Beanie said, “this is Washington state, but like it or not, there’s a dead body in one of them.”

As it got nearer to sunset, the temperatures began to fall; Nene pulled her gloves from her coat pockets and put them on. She reluctantly followed Beanie back to the car. 

“Coffee?” Beanie asked.

“Sure,” Nene answered.

They drove toward Fred Meyers, because Beanie needed creamer and there happened to be a Starbucks on the second floor to the department store. Both sisters ordered Peppermint Mochas. They took their coffees to a small, round table near a railing and looked down upon the first floor.

“Just a reminder, the movers will be here on Friday, so we really need to start packing up my things soon.”

Nene nodded. 

Beanie stood. “Why don’t we go? I don’t really need to buy creamer.”

After having stopped at Dairy Queen again, the sisters headed home. As Beanie sat on the couch, eating her Blizzard, Nene retrieved from the kitchen counter the wallet she’d found in the house next door.

“What are you doing?” Beanie asked.

“I thought I’d take a closer look at whatever is inside.” Nene pulled out a driver license, “Grover Staat,” she said. “That was his name.” She then withdrew a picture of a woman, a younger woman, and a young man. “Do you think these people are his family?” She handed the picture to Beanie, who shrugged.

“Maybe.”

“Do you think they’re wondering where he is, or why he hasn’t come home?”

“Nene,” Beanie said, “you’re torturing yourself. Eat your Blizzard,” she turned the television on. “Tomorrow, we’ll go to the other two parks. All we can do is all we can do.”

Nene knew Beanie was right. She went to the guest room, quickly changed into her jammies, and returned. She sat next to Beanie. 

“What’s on T.V.?” she asked.

“Psych,” Beanie answered, “it’s kind of a comedy detective show.”

“Hmmp,” Nene said, “sounds like my life.”

***
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Wednesday morning, the sisters dressed and were out of the house by ten. Naturally, they stopped for breakfast. 

“We have a big day ahead of us,” Beanie said, “we’re either going to find a dead body and all that involves, or we’re packing my collection of antique Pez dispensers. I have two hundred.”

“Either way, sounds like we’ll need carbs,” Nene said, struck by how casual they were both being about what they might find in one of the two parks they still needed to visit; she wondered if it was a form of denial?

“And lots of them,” Beanie said, as she ordered a stack of banana pancakes.

As Nene ate her blueberry pancakes, she wondered if Beanie moving to Reno was such a good idea. Despite working in a bakery, Nene’s weight, while higher than she’d like, was pretty consistent; Gaga’s thrifty nature and small appetite had always kept Nene from overindulging too often. 

When the sisters were younger, Beanie could eat from sun-up to sundown and never gain an ounce. Her motto had been—seconds are for sissies, let’s have thirds. 

Nene had resolved, that after the holidays, she would definitely try to eat healthier and exercise. Once Beanie was in Reno, she’d encourage her to do the same. Of course, there was the cruise to think of, and who diets on a cruise? After that would be first Nene, then Gaga and then Beanie’s birthdays. 

Well, she told herself, as she flagged down the waitress for more coffee, now is not the time to worry about ten extra pounds.

***
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Once in Beanie’s car, Nene said, “Where to now?”

Beanie looked at her list, “Idlwood park,” she answered, typing the address into her phone. “This one is a little farther away, but if they were driving fast, or didn’t bury the body too deep, I think they could have gotten there and back quickly.”

“Beanie,” Nene said, “what if we really do find a dead body.”

Beanie exited the restaurant parking lot, “Well, I for one would rather not have to stick around here and testify, would you?”

“No,” Nene agreed. “I’d be afraid to, and it’s not like we actually saw the murder.”
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