
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


A Concrete Garter Belt

A Maggie Sullivan Short story

M. Ruth Myers

All Rights Reserved

Copyright © 2015 Mary Ruth Myers

No part of this story may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.  For information contact M.Ruth Myers, www.MRuthMyers.com

This story is a work of fiction.  All names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.  Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, real events or locales is entirely coincidental.

This story originally appeared in Fifty Shades of Grey Fedora, an anthology from Private Eye Writers of America.


I’D SPENT an unexpected bonus from a client on a tire for my DeSoto, slugs for my Smith & Wesson and a blue silk garter belt.  I’d never owned fancy undies before, and I was at my desk feeling like a Vanderbilt.  Then a woman with fading brown hair walked in and guilt elbowed me over my extravagance.

She was in her mid-thirties but too much hard work and too little kindness had made her look older.  Her dress had been washed so often you could read the headlines through it.

“Maggie Sullivan?”  Her eyes held the uncomprehending misery of an animal hit by a car.  “Izzy at the five and dime, says you’re a real good detective.  If you don’t help me, I don’t know what I’ll do!”

I pushed aside the afternoon paper, which told me Dayton had finished installing two-way radios in all its police cars in preparation for a visit by FDR.  The woman didn’t seem to notice.  She didn’t notice as she came to sit in the chair in front of my desk, either.  She just kept talking, scared I’d stop her before she’d said her piece.

“It’s my sis.  My kid sis.  The police — they say since she’s eighteen, they can’t help unless I show there was — that she didn’t leave on her own.  But she wouldn’t!  She wouldn’t go off without telling me!”

Tears started to spill down her face.  I took out the bottle of gin that lent my office a homey touch and poured us both some.

“Your sister’s disappeared?”  I splashed in tonic and nudged one glass toward her.

She’d fished out a handkerchief as tired as her dress and was dabbing futilely at her eyes.  She nodded.

“Why don’t you tell me your name?  We’ll start there.”

“Walsh.  Norma Walsh.  My sister’s Annie.  See?  This is her.  You’ve got to give this back, though.”  Tenderly she unwrapped a ragged towel to reveal a framed photograph.  It showed an exquisitely pretty girl, her face sweet and fresh.  “I raised her since she was a baby, three years old.  We’re all we’ve got, the two of us.  That’s why I know she’d never—”

Threatened by tears again, she took a small sip of gin.

My fancy garter belt started to pinch.  Or maybe it was my conscience.  I’d probably spent more on my bit of blue silk than the woman in front of me earned in a week.  She’d earned it hard, too, scrubbing floors or clothes from the looks of her roughened hands.  I knew she couldn’t pay, but I had a little pad in my bank account just now.  Regular clients that just about paid my bills.  Maybe talking to her would turn up some possibility she’d overlooked.

“How long’s Annie been missing?”

“A week yesterday.  When she went off to work.  Annie’s got a good job.”  Norma frowned.  “She was happy and humming and saying where should we go for my birthday, ‘cause we save so we can take the trolley to one of the parks to walk on our birthdays.  But she missed — she’d never miss my birthday!  That’s how I know—”

Pressing her sodden hanky to lips that threatened to crumple, she struggled to hold herself together.  I swiveled my chair and looked out my open window to give her some privacy.  A freight train clattered by on the nearby tracks.  The scent of tomatoes that had lain in the sun all day drifted up from carts in the produce market.
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