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CHAPTER 1


Tessa blew in like a technicolor tornado closing the door behind her.  She spun, wet 

drops of snow glistening on her eyelashes. 


“Amy!" she cried, "boy, I'm glad to be out of that!" She waved at the door and the 

sleeting snow she'd left outside.  I grinned, moving a little farther down the hall to 

watch as she began shedding her winter gear, every piece made by her clever hands.  

First, her ‘tea cozy,' a large red tam with purple, yellow and smaller green pom-poms 

cascading down the side.  "Catch!", she laughed lobbing it like a frisbee in my 

direction. I missed and it landed on the mat with a wet plop looking like a stranded sea 

creature.  Smiling I picked it up.  Next, she slid off her gloves, each finger a different 

color.  They dangled from the wrists of her sweater coat, connected by a braided yarn 

rope through the sleeves. Then she slipped off the coat.  I took it with care.  While the 

color was not my favorite, a neon mustard, like splats left behind at hot dog stands, the 

coat itself was beautifully designed, it was a work of art. Last were her leggings.  They 

too were a marvel of ingenuity and craftsmanship, a knitted combination of red leather 

strips and deep purple feather wool.  Boots for a fairy I thought as I carefully hung the 

kaleidoscope of colors to dry.


By the time I finished she had slipped on gold plastic slippers.  Whirling into my living 

room, she pulled out a little stool and sat with a thump. “Its foul out there! A perfect 
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night for knitting up a storm," she grinned scanning the group.  "I'm last again!  How 

does that always happen," she asked, genuinely perplexed?


I smiled and slipped into my chair.  It is no secret, Tessa is always late and she loves to 

make an entrance.  


"This time I have a reason.  A really good one," she said triumphantly.


"Okay, I'll bite," Jen said, "what's your excuse?"  Jen tucked a strand of golden blonde 

hair behind her ear and sat forward expectantly. 


"I saw the most gorgeous man on the street," Tessa announced with a gleam in her 

eye. "He's going from door to door and headed this way.  I plan to answer the door, bat 

my eyes at him and find out what he wants." She giggled, "I'm hoping it's me."


Amidst laughter, our neighborhood knit night began. Including Tessa, there were six 

women gathered in my tiny living room.  It was rare for all of the eight members to be 

present and tonight both Claire and Meg were out of town. 


Minnie, our oldest member and Mariko, the Japanese exchange student who is living 

with her, sat side by side on the love seat under the window.  Best friends, George and 

Jen were in each of the wing chairs, Tessa perched on the padded stool and I had my 

grandfather's rocker in the corner.  In the centre of the room, an oversize ottoman 
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serves as extra seating, storage, and my coffee table.  It was warm and cozy and as 

Tessa said a perfect night for knitting. 


George brought us back on topic as she always does.  "Seeing a man on the street 

does not explain why you were late but I'll let that go for the moment," she paused, 

holding up her hand to stop Tessa's sputtering response.  George is a litigator and has 

a flair for courtroom dramatics. "Gorgeous or not, why is this Adonis going from door 

to door? Is he selling something? Real Estate? Scout goodies? Insurance?"


Tessa was grinning, "I think not!  And anyway he is a hunk.  But, Counselor, I submit 

that he may be an officer of the law as there is a patrol car parked on the street."  


There was a pause as the news sunk in then Minnie sagged in her seat as her knitting 

slid from her fingers and lay limply on her lap, the ball of yarn rolling to the floor. She 

gasped softly and murmured something.  I thought I heard her say, "how?" but that 

didn't make sense.  Jen recovered first, "Minnie, what's the matter? You're so pale."  

Mariko reached down to retrieve the wool and held it out,  Minnie didn't notice, she 

hadn't moved.  I sat forward and urged, "Minnie, please, you're scaring me! Are you 

ill?" 


Slowly she raised her eyes, "What? No. sorry," she said confusedly.   She shook her 

head slightly as though to clear it, "I'm fine. I was thinking of something else but I'm 

fine."   She sounded better, her voice stronger though she was still pale.
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Jen opened her mouth to speak and closed it abruptly as we listened to heavy 

footsteps crunching up my icy stairs.  Minnie took a deep breath and let it out slowly.  

The doorbell rang and Minnie looked at the group with a pained smile, "It's okay, 

honestly.  I'm just tired."  


Puzzled but relieved, I relaxed slightly. Answers to whatever had just happened would 

have to wait.  


Tessa made her way to the door giving Minnie's knee a squeeze as she left the room. 

Minnie slowly picked up her knitting. She knits toques, scarves, and mittens for charity.  

She makes a hundred sets each year; the patterns never vary so she can knit them 

with her eyes closed, which she often does. It was odd now to see her concentrating 

on her knitting and nothing else.


"Oh," Tessa said in a strangely flat voice, "come in."   She opened the door wider and 

without another word went back to her place on the stool.  I stared at the policeman 

who came through the door and stood dripping on my doormat.  Wrapped up in 

concern for Minnie, I'd forgotten that this was supposed to be Tessa's Greek god.


Not even his adoring mother would have called him gorgeous. His forehead came to a 

point over a too large nose.  Small eyes lay hidden under heavy brows, like a young 

Neanderthal.  He looked over the half wall into the living room and blinked at the 

women staring at him.  
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I frowned at Tessa.  Had the snow blinded her or maybe a pom-pom had lodged in her 

eye?  Nevertheless I was baffled by Tessa's rudeness, I jumped up blurting,  "Uh, hello 

Constable.  Is there anything wrong? Please come in.  Can I take your coat?" I was 

stumbling over the words.


He blinked again mumbling, "No Ma'am. Um. Take a seat." 


Surprised by his abrupt command, I obeyed.  He took a step closer to the living room 

entry, reached inside his jacket and took out a small notebook.  A pencil was tucked 

into the spiral binding. He pulled it out and licking the end said in a bored monotone, "I 

need all of your contact information. But first,"  he read from his notebook, "were you in 

the neighborhood between 3 and 7 today? And if so…" 


I heard a faint gasp and guessed it was Minnie.  His eyes shot up from the page 

looking around trying to see who'd been caught unaware by his question.  Minnie was 

staring intensely at her lap her knitting forgotten.  Everyone else looked like I felt, 

confused and mildly curious.  


When he caught my eye, he blushed, looked at the ceiling; salvation, perhaps, then at 

the front door; or escape.  He clutched his notebook and asked,  "Did you? Have you? 

Uh, just answer the question!" he finished in a confused rush flipping to a new page. 
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Minnie plucked at her wool, Tessa continued to ignore him, knitting like a fury while I 

struggled to find something to say. I was relieved when George stood, taking charge,  

"May I see some ID, Constable whateveryournameis?" She asked with polite firmness.  

When George stands she commands attention. At just over 6 foot she met the 

Constable at eye level.


"Pardon?" he said, blushing crimson. 


She raised her eyebrows and held out her hand, "Identification? Do you have any?"


"Oh yeah, sorry Bradley, I'm Constable Bradley." He repeated as he patted his pockets 

and, finding his warrant card, thrust it at George.  He looked miserable as he squirmed 

under her gaze. 


George eyed him as she studied the information carefully and after a long pause held it 

out to the group, "Anyone else care to examine it?"


There were murmurs and shakings of heads.  This was George, the lawyer, in action. 

She was formidable. We were all as subdued as the poor Constable and more than 

happy she was taking the lead.


"Fine," she said handing back the card, "how may we be of assistance?"  
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Bradley looked like he would prefer to jump out of the nearest window.  Finally, he 

muttered, "3 to 7, what were you doing, um, seeing?"  


George paused for a moment, then asked, "You want to know what I was doing 

between 3 and 7 pm today?" Bradley nodded relieved.  He didn't notice the mischief in 

her voice.


With a smirk she began, "My office is on Hastings Street about 4 blocks away. At 3 pm 

I was at work. I went for a coffee at 4:13 pm and was back at my desk at 4:37.  My 

husband is out of town and my kids are at the sitters. I finished work early, drove to 

Pedro's, picked up my order of…" 


Jen and I took our cue from George and said in unison,  "Ceviche and a beef burrito."  

If she wasn't taking this police visit seriously, neither would we.   A free evening for 

George always meant the same take out from her favorite Mexican restaurant.


We watched with amusement as poor Constable Bradley struggled to write down every 

unnecessary detail of George's Wednesday afternoon.


She continued in the same rapid fire delivery, "I drove home, parked, went to the 

kitchen, opened a Corona added the lime wedge from the ceviche, turned on the news, 

ate my dinner…"


Jen interjected, "Had an antacid."


c RL Beck 2017



Needled to Death	 by RL Beck

"Yup!" George laughed, "Then left my house at 6:52 pm and arrived here at 6:56 pm."


Bradley was still writing when Jen winked at George conspiratorially and said, "No."


"No, what? Who said that?" he looked up.


"Me. I'm sorry. I'm just answering your question," Jen repeated sweetly, as though 

speaking to one of her children.


Bradley appeared to have forgotten his own question.  I felt sorry for him, he seemed 

very young and totally out of his depth.  I was trying to work out if George really 

remembered all the specific times she mentioned or if it was just to wind up the poor 

Constable.  Knowing George and that she billed by the minute she probably could be 

that precise.  Meanwhile I was having difficulty remembering what if anything I had 

done that day, it seemed a long time ago.


  


Bradley looked around the room.  Tessa shook her head.  With a sigh, he turned to 

Mariko.  "No," she breathed in a voice as delicate as a leaf and bent her head, her cap 

of shining black hair hiding her face completely.  


Minnie was picking at a fingernail.  She too shook her head.
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Poor Bradley looked pathetic. I took pity on him; he was only trying to do his job. I 

smiled brightly, "I work from home and have been here all day.  In the afternoon I made 

scones for the group."


"Amy's scones, Yum!" Tessa cried, clapping her hands like a small child. 


Bradley was momentarily distracted, looked at his notes and sighed, giving up, "Uh, I'll 

just need your contacts."  One by one we gave him the information.  When he got to 

me I asked, "Can you tell us what this is about?"   


He stood a little straighter, suddenly pompous and self-important,  "No ma'am.  I'm not 

at liberty to say, ma'am."  


Stop calling me ma'am, I thought peevishly.  Managing to sound only slightly put out, I 

asked,  "Do you need anything else?" 


He shook his head.  I got up, "Then good night, Officer," I said and motioned to the 

front door.  Closing it behind him I headed to the kitchen for the scones and a big pot 

of tea.


It was quiet when I returned to the living room with the tray.  


"What do you think that was about?" Jen finally asked.
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"I have no idea," George replied, "but I don't think that's the last we'll see of the 

police."  


I agreed,  "It's hard to believe that anyone can be that inept.  I wonder what criminals 

make of him." 


“Well, he didn’t give anything away," Jen added kindly.


"That's true," George said picking up her knitting and smiling, "but the real question is 

one that only Tessa can answer.  I get that your concept of gorgeous may be different 

from mine but I think we can all agree that Constable Bradley is by no one's definition, 

handsome." 


 "Obviously not him,"  Tessa replied, continuing to knit. "There was another man, 

maybe we just got the Bad Cop, not the Good Cop, you know like in TV shows," she 

sighed.


George ignored her, reassuring the group, "I don't suppose that whatever happened 

can be too bad if they are sending out the infant police force. I mean he didn't even 

find out if any of us really saw or heard anything.  All I told him was what I was doing."  

She paused grinning, "Do you supposed he got it all down in his notebook?" 
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I tried to recall the details of my day as I handed round the tea and conversation 

became general and relaxed.  Even Minnie looked better after a few sips. I smiled, 

loving the fact that these women, now my close friends were brought into my life by 

knitting.  There's no question that we would never have met without that link. I looked 

at them with affection.  Normally our knit nights were full of laughter and fun.  Tonight 

was different, first, there was Minnie's strange behavior and now a visit from the police.
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