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        Introducing… The Mysterious Travels Mail Club!

      

        

      
        Monthly membership includes:

      

      

      
        
          	
        One letter: Immerse yourself in an unsolved mystery from a fascinating place around the world.
      

      	
        One intro card: Discover intriguing facts about each month’s locale.
      

      	
        One postcard: Enjoy a usable, watercolor or colored-pencil artwork postcard. These limited-edition prints are not available anywhere else.
      

      	
        At least one bonus insert: Surprise extras that will pull you deeper into that month’s featured location and its mystery.
      

      	
        Premium stationery: Savor the tactile experience of reading each month’s letter, printed on premium paper.
      

      

      

      
        
        "An exciting way to learn about real mysteries through these fictional letters. They certainly led me to a deep dive to find out more and try my own hand at being an amateur sleuth! Better yet, it’s strangely exciting to receive snail mail that isn’t junk or a bill, so I always look forward to checking the mail now!" - Katharen M. - Beta Reader

      

        

      
        Ready to begin this unique mystery experience?

      

        

      
        Get 50% off your first month with the discount code PIZZA50

      

        

      
        Sign up today at www.TheMoonlitLetters.com

      

        

      
        (Note: The contents of the issue shown in the picture above are from the inaugural issue, which will only be available during the May 2026 mailing. You will receive the latest issue when you sign up.)
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      Wheeling myself out of my room, I headed down the hallway of the single-story nursing home and toward the lounge. It was my favorite place here, as it generally wasn’t too busy and I could be alone with my thoughts.

      “Hey, Mister Sleuth,” a fellow resident said to me as I passed by the open door to his room.

      “Hey, Tony,” I said, raising an arthritic hand and waving hello. He was one of a few people who called me “Mister Sleuth.” Though it wasn’t much of a surprise. This place was like a miniature version of Willow Creek, in general, and the rumor mill here churned just as wildly as the one in town. Two residents might have a spat in public and word would spread about the incident. Or someone’s family wouldn’t visit for weeks on end, and folks would commiserate about the state of the youth these days.

      As for me, word was spreading about my weekly chats with Miss Klein, a young nurse with auburn hair who worked here. We had gotten together in the lounge, where I told her about the murder and mayhem that Willow Creek had seen all those years ago. During these discussions, I’d often close my eyes and just talk and talk. And Miss Klein would just write and write—though her cell phone’s recording app captured everything she missed.

      All the while, a lone resident might sit nearby and listen. Which neither Miss Klein or myself had minded. Though it helped to explain why I was now known around the facility as “Mister Sleuth.”

      If only the folks around here knew the half of it.

      Maybe soon they’d be able to buy my book, if I ever finished it.

      I let my wheelchair roll to a stop and turned to Tony. “How goes it?”

      “Same crap, different day,” he grumbled.

      “Well, chin up, my friend. You still have plenty of days ahead of you.”

      “Just taking it one day at a time.”

      I nodded. I’d been taking it one day at a time for as long as I could remember. Some days, I didn’t think I’d survive. Many tales from the past still swirled around in my mind, haunting me. I’d start relaying those stories to Miss Klein soon enough. One story at a time…

      I wheeled my chair into the lounge and rolled up to my regular spot by the window. It was starting to get cold outside, so I wasn’t surprised that no one was sitting out there in the tree-filled park area outside the building. Movement caught my attention, and I leaned closer to the window, squinting to see a middle-aged woman stepping into view. Ensconced in a winter coat, scarf, and a white pom-pom hat, the woman pushed an elderly man in a wheelchair. I could see the wisdom in getting some fresh air from time to time. Though in this weather, I was quite content viewing the world from behind this glass. The outside world was filled with chaos enough as it was. Then the winter weather that would soon descend upon Willow Creek would bring even more calamity.

      No thank you—I had seen enough chaos and calamity for a lifetime.

      But this lounge, in this building? This was my safe space now. After so much danger I had inadvertently put myself in, now I was focused on staying out of the elements. Staying away from calamity.

      “Hey, Denny.”

      I startled, glancing over my shoulder to see a familiar face. “Good afternoon, Miss Klein,” I said. “How was work today?”

      “Good,” she said, her voice soft and soothing. “Everyone here is so nice.”

      “Mostly everyone,” I said. “There are some grumpy folks who just bring me down.” I grumbled after I said it, quickly realizing that the gesture could peg me as a curmudgeon. But instead of correcting myself, I remained quiet, wondering if Miss Klein would point out my contradiction.

      If she had recognized my slip-up, she certainly didn’t acknowledge it. Which was just like her, not wanting to stray from her professional demeanor.

      “Do you have another story for me?” she asked, rifling through her oversized handbag.

      “Another day, another murder,” I said. “You know, that might as well have been the slogan for Willow Creek back in the day.” I shook my head somberly, my forehead crinkling as I reflected on my statement. It had been said mostly in jest, though I wondered if anyone would believe everything that had happened back then in our cozy hamlet. Or maybe if they did know, no one would care? But I had at least one person willing to listen to all the stories that were crammed into this dusty, old brain of mine.

      “Nothing like that ever happens now,” she pointed out, still digging in her purse.

      “I’m telling you,” I said, “as soon as I came to town, things started blowing up. It went on like that for some time. I kept on solving those cases, much to Detective Davenport’s chagrin.” I cleared my throat. “Did you lose something in there?”

      “It’s a new bag, and I think it’s too big. I can never find anything in here now—oh, wait. Here it is.” She pulled out a notebook and opened it, scribbling something at the top of a fresh page. Then she fished her cell phone out of her bag and loaded her recording app. “So, when did this next murder occur?” she asked.

      “Around the same time of year we’re in now. November. I was forty-two at the time. But this crime hit close to home for both me and my friend, Jerry, as you’ll see.”

      I looked out the window and felt a chill run up my spine.

      “Is everything okay?” Miss Klein asked.

      I snuffled and turned slightly. “Sorry about that. Anyway, I’ll start from the beginning, if you’re ready.”

      “Go right ahead.”
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      “Denny, another autumn harvest pizza!” my employee Graham yelled back to me as he rang out yet another customer.

      “Coming right up!” I called back, and then got busy crafting the pie for the couple who waited patiently near the counter of our pizza truck, aptly named Rolling Dough.

      We were stationed at the Willow Creek Wine Celebration, an annual festival at the local fairgrounds that took place in early November every year. This was, of course, the end of our season operating the truck, after which I spent most of my time either catching up on reading or working out of a few local restaurants that needed help during the holidays. Since we were in Eastern Pennsylvania, winters were sometimes harsh in January and February, with weather that wasn’t ideal for operating a pizza truck, whether at an event or on a busy street.

      After crafting the pizza and stretching out the dough on a wooden peel, I flicked out a few air bubbles in the dough then slid the pie into the Pizza Master oven. A gush of heat wafted out of the oven, offset by the cool breeze that swept through the cramped kitchen.

      I closed the oven door and returned to my pizza-making station, prepping for whenever the next order would be called out. If I were a betting man, I’d wager a hundred bucks that I’d be making yet another autumn harvest pizza, which was a pie we had debuted last fall that had been a hit ever since. Using in-season organic butternut squash, rainbow carrots, garlic, and kale from local farms, we only offered the pizza once the leaves started turning stunning shades of reds, yellows, oranges, and browns. Fall Foliage tours attracted many out-of-towners, who came in full force starting in mid-October to view the most vibrant array of autumn colors our area had to offer. And many of the tourists were fans of pizza and lined up at my food truck to order the crowd-favorite pie that was only available during this short window of time.

      It didn’t take long for the autumn harvest pizza to bake, and then I pulled it out of the oven and slid it into a box, handing it over to the customer with a smile.

      Cracking the box open, the woman took a whiff of the freshly baked pizza, and an easy smile formed on her face, giving me great satisfaction. The pleasure that my artisan pizzas brought my customers was what kept me driven every single day.

      The woman and her husband walked away, and I frowned. No one else was waiting in line. We had hit a lull.

      Motion off in the distance caught my attention, and I spotted a man in his late fifties struggling to rein in a hulking Great Dane. A tiny Yorkie trailed them without a care in the world.

      “Hey, Jerry,” I called out. “You okay?”

      My friend waved back to me, his mop of reddish-brown hair flapping in the cool breeze. Jerry was about twenty years my senior, and I had met him through a mutual appreciation of all things music. He shared a two-story colonial with his wife, Pam. They were empty-nesters, like me, though they had two lovable pets—a Great Dane and a Siamese cat—who brought a sense of excitement to the house. Jerry had been born into a family of bakers, working in the family-owned bakery since childhood. After teaching guitar lessons on the side, he had eventually decided to pursue his passion full-time, and so had opened the only full-line music store in town—the Willow Creek Music Center. On top of that, he played in a hard rock cover band called The Turnpike Boys, though from what he had recently told me, they had just released their first album of original tunes.

      “I’m okay,” Jerry said, doing his best to control his large dog, Hendrix, as they made their way toward me.

      “How’s Romeo been for you?” I asked, eyeing the Yorkie. Normally, I spent most of my time with my little canine sidekick; however, I couldn’t bring him to work since local laws forbade it. Instead, he stayed at Jerry’s place while I operated the pizza truck, since Jerry’s wife Pam worked from home and enjoyed an extra pup to keep her company while Jerry ran his music store in town. Pam did her work while enjoying the presence of Hendrix, Romeo, and a sleek Siamese cat named Lexie. It was better than Romeo spending his whole day alone in the apartment.

      Jerry approached the counter with a huff, and Romeo let out a cheerful yip. “He’s been great,” Jerry said, glancing down at the Yorkie.

      “That’s good,” I said. “Let me know if he causes any trouble for you.”

      “Will do.” Jerry looked at Hendrix. “And this one is having a blast today. He’s always good at these festivals.”

      Hendrix wagged his tail and panted happily, as if he understood what his human was saying about him.

      Romeo twirled in circles and then rested on his haunches, staring up at me.

      “Looks like Romeo misses you, boss,” Graham said with a smile.

      Graham was half my age—in his early twenties—and was lean and full of energy. His tanned face hid the freckles sprinkled on his cheeks, forehead, and nose. Curly, blond hair poked out from under a Phillies cap that complemented his green polo shirt. His blue eyes held a boyish wonder that I envied at my more advanced age. Since hiring him last year, he had proven to be a hard worker and was always punctual—a quality that was harder to come by in this age of immersive social media and short attention spans. Always eager to learn more about the ins and outs of the pizza truck business, he was by far my business’s greatest asset—a wonderful addition to my team. If only I could figure out a way to clone him…

      “It’s only been a few hours, Rome,” I said to my Yorkie, then turned to Graham. “Though I wouldn’t mind checking out the rest of the festival. It would be a good opportunity to do some networking.”

      “I’ll clean up here and run the truck while you’re gone,” Graham said, motioning around the interior of the converted Ford Transit commercial cargo van. “I think I can handle it for a half hour or so, unless we get slammed. But if that happens, I’ll just text you.”

      “Did I ever tell you you’re awesome?” I asked Graham. “You’re my best employee, by far.”

      “Uh, I thought I was still your only employee,” he pointed out.

      It was true. I had been a one-man show for the first few months operating the food truck at the beginning of the previous year. But soon, business had boomed, prompting me to hire my first employee. I dreamed of expanding with multiple trucks one day, and perhaps even starting my own brick-and-mortar pizza shop. When the time came to expand, I would definitely need more than one employee.

      “You are,” I said to Graham, then removed my food-prep gloves and shucked my apron. “All right, I’ll be back in a bit. Hold down the fort.”

      “You got it,” Graham said with an askew salute.

      I left the pizza truck and took Romeo’s leash. “How’s my favorite pup?”

      Romeo glanced up at me, his tail wagging vigorously.

      “So did you hear about the movie premiere?” Jerry asked as we started walking.

      “Of course, I have,” I said, turning to my friend. “That’s this Friday, right?”

      “Yep. Two days from now. They are promoting it heavily, even on the radio. In fact, I saw that WABE has a booth set up. It’s right up there, actually.” Jerry pointed and steered Hendrix toward the booth.

      A large tent had been erected, and a sign with the WABE logo swayed slightly in the breeze. Holding a microphone, a tall man with a lean frame spoke to an even taller, broad-shouldered man wearing a patch over his left eye. Around them, a crowd had gathered, listening to what I assumed was a live radio broadcast. A pair of speakers on stands ensured that everyone in the audience could hear what the two men were saying.

      “Humphrey Zickel is the lead in the movie that’s debuting at the Moxie Theatre,” Jerry said.

      “I heard. He’s a big deal, and it’s crazy that they shot the movie in the Lehigh Valley, of all places.” I gave Romeo’s leash some slack as he walked by my side, glancing up at all the folks we passed on our way to the radio-station booth.

      “He was born and raised in the area.” Jerry tugged Hendrix’s leash lightly in an attempt to get the hulking dog to calm down. “I think that him starring in a movie that was filmed here is his way of giving back.”

      “That’s nice of him,” I said, studying the famed actor. In his late forties, he had a rugged, weathered face. His short-cut, salt-and-pepper hair matched his neatly-trimmed beard. He lifted a meaty hand as he spoke and adjusted a black eye patch. “So, what happened to his eye?” I asked Jerry.

      “There was an accident on the set of one of his films. It happened fifteen years ago, when he was in his mid-thirties. But after that ordeal, I heard that he finished the film. And wouldn’t you know it, he won an Oscar for that role. They gave him a standing ovation at the awards ceremony.”

      “Wow,” I breathed, remembering hearing about his win shortly after it had happened. Now it was something of a legend, which somehow entranced people—including the folks in this crowd, who seemed to be hanging on the famed actor’s every word as he spoke.

      Off to the right, a man in a white dress shirt tucked into wrinkled slacks stumbled toward the radio-station booth. I noticed his chiseled jawline and dimpled chin and suddenly realized who the man was.

      “Is that…” I started.

      “Marlon Hepburn,” Jerry finished for me.

      “No way, I thought he retreated from public life altogether.” My mouth dropped open as I studied the man who had starred in some of
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