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slipped on my black dress, clipped my hair up on top of my

head, and walked out of my lonely bedroom. Marmal ade |eaped

onto the railing and walked with dainty grace beside me until |

reached the top of the stairs. How does she do that without falling?
| am a cat. | know where my center is.

She hopped onto my shoulder, still with exquisite grace, and
hitched a ride downstairs. “ Guard the house while I'm gone,” | told
her. “And don’'t wake up your Aunt Glaze.”

Of course | didn’'t bother to lock the door behind me. We don’t
do that in Martinsville.

A gray day. Appropriate, | supposed. | hoped it wouldn't rain.
My granddaughter, Verity, old beyond her four years, had asked if
there would be a limousine for the funeral. | told her | had decided
against it. My green Buick was good enough for this.

When | reached Braetonburg, | pulled up in front of the old
house | used to live in. There were several cars there already. | prob-
ably should have gotten here early, | thought, but this was the best |
could do. It didn't seem fair to have driven home alone yesterday
from my honeymoon and today be facing afuneral at nine o’ clock in
the morning.

As| walked up to the front door, | noticed that theivy seemed to
be getting ahead of Sally. Someday I'd volunteer to come back and
help her dig some more of it out. Why did | ever plant that stuff to
begin with?
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“Mom, I’'m so glad you’'re here.” Sandra, the older of my daugh-
ters, was wearing black, too. It didn’t suit her. Of course, my black
didn’t suit me, either. | looked like the undertaker instead of—of what?
| wondered. Was there atitle for this?

| could hear Sally, my younger daughter, the pregnant one, di-
recting traffic in the kitchen. There would be food spread out on the
big oak table. And the children would be milling around underfoot.

“Would you like to look at the body?’ Sandra asked me.

There had been too much death recently, but this body | had to
look at. “I suppose now is as good a time as any.”

She led me into the living room, and there was the coffin in the
center of the room. | nodded to the other women who were ranged
about, some sitting, some standing. | noticed that Sally had moved
the furniture around. | suppose that was her right now that she lived
thereand | didn’t. But it wasabit disconcerting. My eyeswere drawn
back to the casket. The light wood was attractive, and the children
had drawn designs on the sides and top. It was a true work of love.
And Bob looked quite fetching like that, lying on top of the yellow
silk lining.

Before | had time to think much about it, the pall bearers came
into the room, closed the coffin, and gathered it up. Sally and Sandra
stepped to either side of me, and we walked behind the casket, out of
the living room, down the hallway, out the front door, and into the
small field across the street.

The grave had already been dug, beneath the enormous oak that
shadowed the ground that early May morning. We gathered around
and waited for amoment in silence. Then Verity Marie, the oldest of
my grandchildren, walked forward and threw some rose petals into
the grave.

The pall bearers lowered the coffin.

As one of them began to scoop dirt onto the lid, Verity cried out.
“Oh Mommy, can | look at him one more time?”

| reached forward and rested my hand on Verity’s little shoulder
as Sandra said, “Of course you can, dear.” It is so moving, the an-
guish of children.

Sandra reached down into the grave and flipped open the lid of
the cigar box. Verity picked up Bob, her goldfish who had died sev-
eral days ago and who had been kept intact until | could return from
my disastrous honeymoon. It was an honor to have the date of a
funeral held up just for me.
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“He's cold, Mommy,” she said.

“Yes, dear. That's because he's been in the freezer. Let’s tuck
him in the nice warm earth, shall we?”

So, on a gray Sunday, eight days after my wedding to Bob
Sheffield, we buried his namesake, Bob the Goldfish. Then we re-
turned to the old house and had vanilla ice cream and chocolate
cake. Was it only yesterday that | had come home from my honey-
moon in Savannah without Bob my husband?

The return home yesterday, Saturday May 4", one week after my
wedding, had been a simple affair. Get in the Buick and drive, and
drive, and drive, from Savannah in southeastern Georgia to
Martinsville, my little town in northeast Georgia. As | drove the
green Buick up Beechnut Lane, | took a moment to look at the com-
fortable old gray house that Marmalade and | had moved into just
five weeks ago, a month before my wedding to Bob. Its wide porch
wraps around three sides, shading the rooms from the summer heat
and glare. The dormer windows on the second floor give the house a
welcoming look, asif happy family members are watching from them
and waiting for our return.

| am waiting for you. | know you will be here soon.

The houseisunusual, even for Martinsville, where no two houses
are the same. There is a row of tiny windows set high under the
eaves, like freckles along the hairline of the steeply pitched roof.
They let agreat deal of light into the attic, whichisfull of boxes and
trunks, lamps and hobby horses, hatboxes and rocking chairs, the
assorted detritus of generations of inhabitants. Elizabeth Hoskins,
who sold us the house, said that nobody had ever gotten around to
clearing it out. | took one look up there and decided that it would
have to wait till well after the honeymoon.

Already | loved the place and thought of it as home. | had missed
its comforting presence for the past week. Well, that's not exactly
true. There were quite a few moments when the house was the last
thing on my mind. It was, after all, our honeymoon. Even marred by
the murder and all my anguish, | had to admit that Savannah had
been alovely city, but the memories were still raw, still painful.

The wide front door, with its beveled glass and its lace curtains,
opened before | even stopped at the curb, and Marmalade came rac-
ing down the walkway, past the dilapidated but freshly painted mail-
box, and launched herself at me as | was trying to step from the car.
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She is the most unusual cat I've ever known. Right from the start
she was demonstrative of her affection. She started by bringing me
dead mice, but soon she graduated to hugs and purr sessions.

For amoment it was a hopel ess tangl e of orange and white tabby
cat, me, my purse, and the yellow scarf that had been draped around
my shoulders a minute before. Oh well. | gave myself up to adora-
tion and buried my face in the incredibly soft fur. “I missed you,
Marmy. . . .” | felt the purr before | heard it.

I missed you, too, Widelap, but my thoughts were with you all
the time.

| no longer think it's silly to talk to my cat. She always purrs
back at me, so it feels like areal conversation. | pulled away a bit
and looked into her golden eyes. “ Did Glaze take good care of you?”

Yes, we had long conversations, and she read me bedtime sto-
ries. Her books are not interesting, but | like her voice. Fishgiver
was here a lot, too, and he brought me good food, like salmon and
chicken.

Marmalade, who was now purring her little heart out, seemed to
have put on some weight. | could feel the beginning of a pouch un-
derneath her. | knew she wasn’t pregnant, since I'd had her spayed
shortly after she wandered into the library last year and adopted me.
| wondered if Glaze had been overfeeding her. More likely Tom had
been bringing salmon from his restaurant for the “furball,” which is
what he called Marmy.

Asif summoned by my thoughts—or more likely by Marmalade's
antics—my gorgeous, silver-haired younger sister Glaze, who had
come to Martinsville from Philadelphia three weeks ago to help me
get the house ready for the wedding, sauntered down the walkway,
hardly limping at all. The ankle she had sprained just before the
wedding seemed to be much better. “No need for me to hurry,” she
said with a smile. “The welcoming committee seems to have you
tied up.” Once | managed to untangle my scarf and set Marmalade
down, she enveloped me in a big sisterly embrace. Her favorite va-
nilla perfume wafted around both of us, bringing cookiesto my mind.

She always smells sweet.

“Let me grab my suitcase, and then | could use some iced tea.”

Smellsweet did not make any.

Glaze grimaced. “| forgot to make some.”

“No iced tea?” | said. “After all I’ve been through, you don’t
have any iced tea for me?”
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“Quit wrinkling your eyebrows at me. I’ ve lived away from Geor-
giatoo long to remember iced tea.”

There's some nice chicken in the fridge.

| stepped around Marmalade, placed my hands on my hips, and
fixed my middle-aged sister with a stare. “ Just because you’ ve been
living out of state all this time, that’s no excuse. Didn’'t our mama
teach you right, young lady?”

To be honest, though, our mother had been the last person on
earth ever to think about glasses of iced tea, that southern staple of
gracious living. Mom was—and still is-a potter. Her hands are usu-
ally in clay at the pottery shop that fills a big corner of the backyard
at the old house in Braetonburg, afew miles up the valley from here.
She won't stand for having easily-broken glasses around. And she
can't abide plastic. Mugs were her stock in trade, so we had hot tea
year-round as we were growing up.

Now, however, iced tea sounded wonderful, mostly because it
wasn't available. Why do | so often long for something | don’t have?

You have me. And there is some chicken in the fridge.

Guess | should be grateful for what | do have. I'm glad | write a
gratitude list each night. It helps me remember how lucky | am.

Glaze appeased me with a welcome suggestion. “| have some
fresh orange juice, if you're interested.”

| did a quick mental computation. “It's been four hours since
lunch, so juice sounds great.” | always wait four hours after eating
carbohydrates or proteins before | eat fruit in any form. Or | eat the
fruit half-an-hour before carbs and proteins. It’s one of those strange
ideas that I’m convinced works wonders.

| stick to cat food, treats, and mice. And chicken.

| even had Bob eating that way before . .. No. No, | didn’t want
to think about that. Not now.

You will find joy again, Widelap.

| had to step over Marmalade again as | linked arms with Glaze
and started up the stairs onto the wide porch. “Did you have a good
stay here?’ | asked her.

“Yes. | did have a good time, except for worrying about you.
House-sitting is a breeze. Marmalade and | got along really well.”

“You didn’'t have any trouble getting around?’ | had been some-
what concerned because of her sprained ankle, but it must have healed
quickly.

“Not a bit of a problem. Of course, Tom helped out some the
first few days.”
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He has been here every day, bringing me good food from his
restaurant.

Tom Parkman, Bob’s closest friend, owned CT’s, the best res-
taurant in Keagan County, Georgia. He was fascinated with Glaze
right from the moment they met, almost two weeks ago. | could eas-
ily imagine how willing he’d been to help. | wondered how much . .
. Don't go there, Biscuit, | thought. None of your business.

| could tell you everything that went on, if only you would listen
to me.

Marmal ade was certainly underfoot alot. Probably just happy to
see me home. It occurred to me that she’d make a good snitch, if
only she could talk.

Mouse-droppings! Some day you will learn to listen to me.

| stepped over Marmal ade again and crossed over the wide planks
of oak flooring to set my purse down on the lovely old oak drop-leaf
table that graces the big entranceway. My first mother-in-law gave it
to me as a wedding gift, twenty-some-odd years ago.

Glaze walked up beside me. “By the way,” she said, “I’'m not
heading home tomorrow. I'll stay as long as you need me to be here
for you.”

Bless her heart, | thought. | ran my hand over the table’s beau-
tifully-grained wood. | had been so looking forward to coming home
with my husband. “Oh, Glaze,” | said, “how am | ever going to deal
with this?”’

By the time we got out the big red-striped glasses and poured
the freshly-squeezed orange juice, my despair had subsided some-
what. | gave Marmalade a little nibble of some chicken | saw on the
top shelf of the fridge. Tom must have been coming by rather often
with treats. Oh well, | could start her on a diet tomorrow.

No thank you.

Glaze suggested that we sit out on the verandah. That was what
Elizabeth Hoskins, the widow who sold us the house, insisted we
should call the huge covered porch. We gravitated around to the left,
where the swing is, on the shady east side of the house. We could
hear the birds chirping as they flew in and out of the Lady Banks
Rose that clambers all over the back corner of the porch—verandah.
Its big yellow blooms should be popping out within a month. | can’t
wait. Marmalade hopped up on the swing between Glaze and me,
and we rocked gently for several minutes in silence.
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Glaze took a deep breath and set her orange juice glass down on
the floor next to the swing. | was going to have to get some little
tables. “Biscuit,” she said, “you’ re going to be better off if you talk
this through. So, | want you to tell me. Other than the murder, how
was your visit to Savannah?”

| finally managed arelatively coherent story. She knew some of
it already, of course, but the sun went down and the mosquitoes came
out before | got it all told. Glaze was right. It felt healing somehow
to talk about it.

That night, Glaze was planning to sleep on the couch in the
living room, since there wasn’'t a guest room. | couldn’t face sharing
my bed with my sister, when | had so looked forward to having my
husband there with me. As| walked up the stairs to my lonely bed .

| will be there with you and will keep you safe.
... | wondered idly what Glaze had thought of the wedding.
There hadn’t been time to ask.

My Gratitude List for Saturday May 4"

Five things for which | am grateful:
1. Orange juice
2. A safe trip home
3. Home itself
4. Glaze
5. Marmalade

my gratitude list:
Widelap and Smellsweet
naps
bird-watching from the window
the swing
being patted gently (and hugged)



Yellow as
Legal Pads

Fran Stewart

http://franstewart.com

This brief introduction to the second Biscuit
McKee Mystery has been provided for your
enjoyment and review.

All rights reserved. No part of this material may be used
or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written
permission from the author, except by a reviewer who
may quote brief passagesin areview.

Yellow as Legal Pads is published by
Doggie in the Window Publications
P. O. Box
Duluth, GA 30096
770-680-1779

http://www.doggieinthewindow.biz



