UID PRO CROW
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The two women st motionkess on the front Po:ch. wa.u:l:jn.g the black
crow as he Eopp-ed up the manicured sidewalk eowards them. He paus\:d
to look arcund, the stick-like n:hl:_iec tin his beak gjimmcl:ed. as it ca.u.gl:n: the
SUn’s rays. The crow lmpped o a poine several feet shore of che po:ch steps
and dropp-ed the odd-lm}:ing ol:jecl: onto the 5roum:|.. Co-cll:ing his J'l.eacIPl:o
the left, then rigl:n:. he curned and hopped g back dewn the p.'l.l:l:u and
into the grass.

The ald, wooden porcl: boards creaked as Sara stood up and made her
way o the top step to sit down. She tossed a Fewr peanuts out inko a grassy
area near the aow and said, “Thank you Care fer the gift, now here's your
reat.

As if on cue the crow Eopped. over ta :EePunu:s. snapp-ed them up in
his beak, and Aew away.

Sama’s mother got up from her seat and asked, *Whae did he I:n:jng Fou
this time?™

Both women locked down at the stick with the shi ny ol:jec: around
it, but couldn’t quine make it out. T.Iw:.r s:epp-ed. closer w inspect it Sara
::.:.g\e:ed backwards and ga.sped “Ch my g\od Mom! It someones Enge:!
With a ring still arrached!™

“Oh my ward,” said Dionna as she leaned in for a closer inspection.
“What hideous nail polish. Blue is never anmctive.”

Sama’s eyes widened as she stared at her meom, '"Hnnesr]:r Mother?
That's what Fou ses here®"

Donna crouched down closer to view the En.g\er From a different ;ln.gJe
and continned with her speculations, “T wander if ics that Jackie lady’s from
Hillsdale! The one that went missing a few days ago. It's been all over the
news and my ladies Eroup at cJ'I.I.I.I:c]ijI.I.SI:CJ.I’III: stop :a.l.l:ing about ic™

Ugh, Sara thoughe. “You need another hobby besides gossiping.” she said as
SLE FCI.: ILE' bl.ﬂﬂd. n:Irirl. E:Dm J'l.El Fﬂce‘. S.:I.I:.:I. I.Oﬂked dm\rn ar IE .Eﬂgel Qe mores

asa |:-u.|:n.ir.|g sensation I:-r:gan. o bubhle up in her throat, “Ch ne, oh no...”

SI & ran Towe I'd! IILE' PDECJ’L- JEJ.P\.II.'Lg OVeET & S.ITI.JI.I. Eo‘wel:l:ed. Iﬂd glibb!d ar
the :a.iJing inan atempt w snﬂ.d‘:.r herself, but she couldn’s sop the contents of
bEI SI:DI.'DICJ'I. .FTID\.ITI. comjng I.I.Pl. A.FDEI I:IJ'F.iJ'I. =l .FC"W' dEEF l:\l:ﬁl:h! LLx] caJm J'I.EI:!‘E‘J.F-

she sjanced back towards the sidewalk and noticed her mother _FJacjnga. bucket

upside down on tap of the I."lnger. as i.Fg.'n-'ing it the proper respect it was due.

Seill t-seling a ki queasy she said, “Mom, how are you met n:lisgu.sned I:h]' thae??™

Dronna shook her head, a licde disappointed in Sara. “A southern lady is
on]':,r soft en the cutside. Mow Fou :ea.”:r need to get a grip Eomy." Cronna
stepped over the Howerbed making her way towards Sar. “And heney, [
don't know how p:-u.'l:e ever going to make it :Erougl:- nursing school wich
aweak stomach like that. I l:oPe I'm not :Ji:m'ing oy hard-earned money
down the drain.”

Sara had the urge to roll her eyes, bur inscead, her stomach churned
ORCE More.

e

Dre tecrive Carlson smppcd typing on his ]apmp and looked up at the
two warmen sitting across from him. He made a q_u.ick mental note of the
Li'-'ing room - neat and l:jd:r. afew antiques, Ferninine and H.n:rwe::r- then he
continued his questicning.

“Moer ket me get this staight. You say chat the crow frequently brings
Fou small n:hl:_iec ts, and you rJ'mu.gl:n: this was jus: anotcher sl:jn:r crinket ta
add o wour collection there?™ he said, noddin.g towards o Mason jar an the
caffee table.

Sara e:,ned. the Detective. She gu.cssed that he was a few vears older
than her. He had a strong ja.w]ine. his hair was DE;II:J':,I' pa rl:eJ and slicked
back. He locked like o mode:n—d.:.}'w detective she :Eougl:l:. His r\ep-eal:ed.
questicning, however, was smrting to get on her nerves. Wich a liccle oo
much agitation in her valce she said, “T'm not J:ring you know. Carle l:hring;
me g'l:-l:s. like marbles and buttons and sl:uin:r :hings. Then I toss him some
peanus or crackers and he Hies away. That’s cur routine™

“You named the crow Carlol™ the Dietective ques:inm:-d.

Sara smpp-ed back, "What's wrmgwi:l: that®™

“Juse trying to get the whole picture. How long has this been going
ant™

“Tve a.l.read.}' weld you, a coupl.e Fears or sa.”

“And this is the Arst time he's ever brought you anything like chist™

Dianna _iump-ed. into the corversation, “Look Detective Carlson,
wee've told you all we know. T don't mvfh‘ty\ou keep asking us the same=
questions over and cver. There's r\ea]l}- nothing more that we can add. We'd
like eo hclp. butwe have no idea where Carle got that Enger. in Fact....”

T afficers interr IJPI:ECI the conversation as :he:,r sne-FF-ed into che
EOECTY Way of the ]ivin.g room, their shadeows -:I.inm'l.ing the natumal ]ighr. The
senifor officer addressed the detective, “Ever:r:]'l.ing locks hne Sic”

Dietective Carlson nodded and asked them to wait outside. Turning te
Dronna he said, “411 right matam. If you think of amvthing else, please call
me” He handed his business card to her and gralalaed the Mason jar. Tl
need to take this for evidence. 'l bring it back when we're done with ic”

Dionna and Sara escorted the Dietective to the front door. The door ba r\el}-
closed behind him and Tronna bhureed cut, °T think he likes you. He'’s quiee

handsome, don' you think®"

“Pom, you're impossible. There's some poor, dead woman cur there -
or at least o woman missing a Hng\er -and }'\ou'r\e pJa:ring match-maker?”

“Well, vou need to keep an open mind "

“Bom, he thinks we're making chis whele thing up. We're his number
o suspects”

“Honey, thats ridiculous. Besides, how elss are you going o And a
husband If]nu. don’t take adwunug_\e of every opportunicy! Why when 1
met your father....”

Sam put up her hand, CI.I.I:I:jI.'I.gD.E:l:lEI: mom in mid-sentence, “T've heard
that story a thousand times. I don't need you o play march-maker.”

e

Dronna and Sara sat on the front pm:ch en_io}'in the qujcl: afternoon.
Beads of sweat dotted their fareheads while o g\e-m:l.egl:r
attzmpt to chase the humidicy away. A grey sedan rolled up to the curk,
l:-l:ea.king the silence of the afternoon.

Dronna’s face licwith excitement, “Oh, ok l:one:r! It that cute

rees ma.d.c an

Dretective Cadson!™

Sara frowned and shushed her mom. For the tenth tme that da:r she
:I:uoughl: to herself that she r\e\:".] must move out on her cwen,

The detective walked wich au rJ1.ori|::r aJonE the cement Fh.‘l.l:l! Je.n:ling
to the poach. His laprop in one hand and a Mason jar full of the crow's
treasares in the other. Se::ing the .i:r deremn on the table he said, °No|:]'|.ing
there. Mo evidence of blood or tissue. You can have your jar back™

“Um, thanks"™ said Sara, not sure if there was disappninm'l.-em: ar
P-l.ea.su vz in his vaice.

Donna steed up to greet the detective. “Oh that's wonderful news
Dhecective. Buc we :e.:.u:r didn’t chink :m-u.'d fAind an:,rl:l:jn.g.' she said wich a
big welcoming smile. “May I ger you some sweet tzal”

The detective looked over ar Sara who was m-il:l.ing the Mason jar in
her hands, examining the baubles inside. He glanced back ar Cronna and
:-eF-Jied.. “Yes ma'am, that'd be real nice. And T have o Few more questions for
your danghrer.”

Sa raﬁoolned up at the detective, a.l.m:d:r a.nm]\ed with his tone. She'd
heen fo”mvjng the news, al:hough not much had chang\ed.. Tackic was sdll
a n:u'ssing ersan. The news ralked about che Hng\er but rJ'uz'r didn'’t disclose
whe I:-ounjjl:. or how, or if itwas even Jackies. OF course, her mother’s
church group knew all abeout the .En.g-e:. You can't stop the Baptist gossip
circle she :h.oughl:. And who knows, the detective could give her
more information. She decided ie wouldn't hure to turn on the charm a bit.

Sara smiled at the detective, tossed back her hair, and motioned For
him to sit down. “You knew Detective, I've been thinking. ... There’s a small
farm stand a few blocks from bere. 1 .1|.wa:|rs see a bunch of crows out there
on the nelepdmurl.e pole-:. ;'\l!la.}l‘l:-e'.\ne could ry and Follow chem to see where
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Raising an eyebrow with amusement the Detective sid, “We? When

d.ld. ':POIIJ IZ\ECDIDE a CGP."

“T'm just erying o h.el.p.' said Sara, w:jnJ:Un.g her brcrar and ]ooking away.

The detective jgnor\ed. her pouting and ope.n.-ed. his lapl:op. “So, [ find it
pretty amazing that a crowr l:hrings Fou these gi.l'-l:s don'e Fou think*

“And yer he does.” said Sara, looking him straight in the eye.

The Dietective continued a.sl'i.ing questions about Carko and the En.ge:. 1f
she knew Jackie and do rJl-e:r have friends in commen.

Emspeuned and not Esehng the charm anymore Sara inte rrupned him
and blurted our, “Trerective Carlson, is che hnger Jackie’s or not?™

“T den’t know yee. Ies seill going :Juougl: Forensics and DNA testing,”

“i2h come on, you should kneer by now. I's been two weeks!™ Sama
relled her Eyes and Ag P-en:l back in her chair.

The decective smiid at her agitation, “These things take time”

Yeah. Whatever,” Sara sald with a wave of her hand.

Dionna s:-epp-ed anto che po:ch I:uh.n-:jn.g awooden ay with iced-tea
and a ph:e of cookizs. Sara shook her bhead at her mother’s proper southern
manners and then lock=d away as som-e:hing ca t her eye. In an urgenr,
but sofrened tone, she smid, "Hush, don’t move. There's Carla

Thcy all froze, not wanting to scare the crow as he I:opp-ed. up the licde
sidewalk ca rrying some:h.ing in his beak. Dietective Carlson shifred his gaze
from the crow, to Sara, then back again, not l:e]iﬂin.g what he saw. He
leaned towards Sara and very fainty whispered “He's reali™

Sara smiled but didn'e :-ep]:r. As the cow neared the P-on:l: steps, he
-:lr-:vppe-:l the obj-ef: ante the grou.n.d and ]u:rpp-cd away into the grass. Sara
broke off a plece of ceckie and ca:-Jull}- walked over to the top step and sat
-:I.own n.r]'r tossing the cookie towards che bird, The crow, _p]easc-:l wich

exmchange, sru.n:Eed up the cookie and tock Ejgl:n:.

Everyone man to the sidewalk. Sara said, “I chink its a piece of leather,
with a rhinestone attached”

The detective kneeled down, tocka pen out of his shirt Poclne: and
.H.lpp-ed. the c\l:t_isc: cver. Afrer a brief :Fl:ud.}' he said in a monotone vaoice,

I: a rs to be an ear, with an e.1r-:m.g attached. Looks like its been
red and dried cut |:-'r the mun.

Dmm b:ougl:: her hand to her mouth and sl:a]-:ing her head she
started ro mmble, “Poor Jackie, that poor ching, It's the ex-husband. Ir's
a.l.wa:rs the ex-husband.” She cau.ghl: the questicning expression an the
detective’s face and added, “Well chat's the way it gees on those TV murder
shows Fou know™

Sara felta l:-ul:ning ]ump in her throat and tried o distrace her :l:uougl:l:s
o she wouldr'e throw up again, esp-ecia.”:r not in front of the detsctive. She

locked over at her mother whose face was l:hrigl:n: with a smile and eyes Lt
upwil:l:u an idea. Oh no, she l:h.u.l.ghl:. her mom can be so ernl:-a.rl:a.s::ing.
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