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    Chapter I


  




  

    

      Planning the Trip


    




    

      The six of them had been planning, re-planning, checking flights and hotels for so long I became convinced that this was not a dream trip, but a wishful fantasy that would never happen. However, I should have known that when Vicki sets her mind on something, it will happen. She came into my office one afternoon literally singing “We’re going to New York. We’re going to New York.”




      “Really,” I exclaimed. “So the six musketeers have finally made a decision. This calls for a toast, I’ll open a ‘Gevertz’ and we’ll sit out on the deck. I’m glad we can’t count on the weatherman, he called for rain all day today.”




      “I’m really excited about going, and Heloise is coming too, even if she comes in late and leaves early.” Vicki was just bubbling with enthusiasm. After several months on a new contract she still wasn’t sure she wanted, I was happy to see her in such a good mood. “Happy wife, happy life.” my father always said, and I don’t think there’s a married man who’d disagree.




      “It’s great your mom could make it too.” I added. “Even if she’s a day late and a dollar short.”




      “I’ll tell her you said so.” threatened Vicki. “But I will admit, her life seems awfully complicated.”


    




    

      “I’m just glad you finally found a way to make it work.” I said. “Now, you’re not going to be running over Lucy again are you? I’m surprised she’d want to be anywhere near you.”




      “That was just a misunderstanding. How was I to know you can’t run over a catcher in slow pitch?” Vicki answered defensively. “In any baseball game I’ve ever watched that was legal.”




      “Yes, but that was pro ball, not Saturday ladies league. I think I may just come along and watch the fireworks.”


    




    

      “Not a chance!” came Vicki’s quick retort. “The other girls would throw me out of the club if you showed up.”




      We passed the rest of the afternoon enjoying the sunshine and the wine, and talking of the many things they could do in New York. I even suggested they could go on a Gargoyle tour. Vicki didn’t believe there was such a thing until I showed her some on the web.




      “I’m not sure the ladies would share your interest in those disgusting looking little beasts.” said Vicki. “In fact, I’m not sure I would be interested.”




      “Just a thought,” I replied, “in case you find yourself bored one afternoon.”




      “I doubt that that will happen in New York.” she laughed. “I think my wine is gone.”




      “We have an app for that,” I joked as I refilled the glasses.


    




    

      On the day of departure, I had an odd twinge of worry. You need to understand that worry and guilt are two emotions that I have spent most of my life trying to eradicate from my personality. But I couldn’t shake this particular felling of unease. Vicki has flown many times, both for business and pleasure, without me so I was having trouble coming to terms with my concerns. Finally, I gave up, and put the pendant that grandmother Chen gave me for protection on her neck. “Don’t ask questions,” I said. “Just wear it.”




      “This is grandmother’s necklace.” she said with a questioning voice.




      “As I said, don’t ask, just wear it and make me happy.”




      “You know I just live to make you happy, sweetheart.” she answered with just the right hint of sarcasm as she fondled the pendant. “It’s really light for how heavy it looks.”




      “Grandmother’s magic,” I answered. “When you live five or six thousand years as a dragon you have a chance to pick up some interesting trinkets. New York can be a dangerous place and that pendant will keep you safe.”




      “Thanks for caring sweetheart, but we’ll stay together and everything will be great.”




      “I know, I’ll just feel better seeing it around your neck. Now we need to get you to the airport.”


    


  




  




  

    




    
Chapter II



  




  

    

      Missing


    




    

      When they finally landed in New York excitement was the name of the game. They took a couple of cabs to their boutique hotel, picking up some wine on the way, and settled in to their rooms. Fairly quickly they met in the lobby and moved the gathering into the courtyard. Since they were the only guests in the hotel, they convinced the concierge to pipe some music into their private party. They didn’t realize how late it was until the bleary eyed desk clerk came out and said, “Ladies, it’s three in the morning, will you be needing anything else?”




      “It can’t be that late,” said Martha, “I’m still awake.”


    




    

      “I learned to tell time a long time ago,” he snorted. “I’m turning off the lights so I suggest you head for your rooms.”




      Vicki expressed the sentiment of the group. “Pleasant chap, but I guess he’s right. We’ll be ruined tomorrow if we don’t get some sleep.”




      So their adventure began. The next few days were filled with tours, shopping, sightseeing, and more shopping. They found a wine shop close to the hotel that also made some of the most delicious cup cakes they ever tasted. A pattern quickly developed; daytime activities, cup cakes and wine in the courtyard, then evening activities. Lucy and Vicki still weren’t on speaking terms, but they behaved politely, if somewhat frostily, towards one another. It was clear that Lucy had definitely not forgotten, or forgiven, the slow pitch incident.




      On the fourth day the cup cakes were arrayed with several bottles of wine on the table as the ladies discussed the day’s sights and bargains. Lucy set aside her favourite cake and returned to the table to select a wine. When she got back to her seat, the cup cake was gone. Lucy was livid. “Who took my cake?” she demanded. “Vicki, you were right here, what did you do with it?”




      In the moment it took for Vicki to respond, she heard a cackling laugh in the bushes and the sound of an animal running along the wall. “I don’t have your cake, I don’t even like those lemon filled things.” she answered somewhat angrily.




      An uneasy quiet ensued. Eventually Martha said, “Lucy, I don’t think anyone here took your cup cake, maybe a squirrel got it. There’s another one here anyway.” She picked the cake up and took it over to Lucy and tried to comfort her. Lucy remained silently petulant for the rest of the evening, even through a great production of Mama Mia!




      The cake and wine get together the following evening got off to a slow start. Only Vicki, Heloise and Belinda showed up at the usual time.


    




    

      “You don’t think Lucy still believes I took her cup cake, do you?” Vicki asked no one in particular.




      “Well, she was still pretty grumpy this morning when we got on the tour bus,” replied Belinda.




      “How was the Staten Island tour?” Heloise asked, hoping to change the subject to something more positive.




      “Most of it was great,” answered Belinda. The weather was just perfect for the boat ride around the harbour, but there were so many tourists we decided not to get off on the island itself. We just took lots of pictures from the ferry. The city somehow looks much less complicated from the water.”




      Belinda was just finishing up her description when the rest of the group strolled in giggling, obviously sharing a private joke. Wanda finally managed to stop laughing long enough to explain that the doorman had been flirting with Martha, and actually asked her up to his room in the hotel. Martha wasn’t sure whether to slap him or kiss him for the compliment. Fortunately Lucy and Wanda arrived and further conversation with the doorman was avoided.




      As Heloise filled cups for the new comers, Vicki and Belinda got into the spirit of the moment by imagining a fictional romantic encounter for Martha up in the doorman’s loft. They we’re all laughing uncontrollably when the fog rolled into the courtyard. It appeared so quickly and so thickly that those that weren’t sitting down couldn’t find their chairs.




      “I’ve never seen a fog like this,” exclaimed Vicki. “I can’t see my hand in front of my face.”




      “I hope this blows through quickly,” said Heloise, “or we won’t be able to find our way back into the hotel. I have no idea which way the entrance is from here.”




      For several minutes the ladies groped for their friends in the fog, looking for all the world like group of blind mimes searching for something they’d lost.




      Suddenly, a chilly breeze blew through the courtyard, taking the fog with it. Once the fog dissipated, the warm evening air returned and the ladies regained their composure, briefly.




      “Martha,” called Lucy, “where’s Martha?”




      The women looked at each other and then moved around the small courtyard looking in any conceivable hiding spot. However, it became clear very quickly that Martha was no longer with them.




      “And the cakes!” cried Lucy noticing the empty spot on the table where the plate that held the cup cakes had been just a few minutes ago. “Vicki, this isn’t funny anymore,” she said threateningly. “What have you done with them?”
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