
The Auctionhouse Murders – After 75 Years—Solved! – Or Are They?

A Sally the Loner MysAdventure Book 2

Recipes Included

By Alexie Linn

Published by MA Deeter Co

This is a work of fiction. Any similarity to people, places, or events is accidental.

© 2022 MA Deeter

All Rights Reserved

Author photo by Fred Eschbach

Cover photo is from the family archives, photographer unknown
This book is dedicated to all the Grannys and Gramps who love living alone in Chapter Two of their lives. 

Onward!

Contents

Prologue

Chapter 1 – In the Beginning

Chapter 2 – The Plan

Chapter 3 – The Action

Chapter 4 – How to Pull Hen’s Teeth from Cyberspace

Chapter 5 – But Wait! There’s More!

Chapter 6 – Where We Are Now

Chapter 7 – Who’s Alive with a Memory to Prod?

Chapter 8 – And Then...

Chapter 9 – Is Bobby in? Or out?

Chapter 10 – And the Winner Is...

Chapter 11 – Paybacks are Hell!

Chapter 12 – The End of An Era?

Chapter 13 – A Family in Turmoil

Chapter 14 – Is That a Light at the End of a Tunnel?

Chapter 15 – How Many Tunnels Are There?

Chapter 16 – And Then Along Came Duggy

Chapter 17 – Lydia’s Burden

Chapter 18 – Ghosts and Goblins

Chapter 19 – Sally’s Meltdown

Chapter 20 – Opportunity Knocks

Chapter 21 – Who Will Answer?

Chapter 22 – Cool Duggy Beans

Chapter 23 – Grandma Whinger

Chapter 24 – A Confession?

Chapter 25 – How to Poke the Bear and Live to Talk About It

Chapter 26 – Who Are You Really?

Chapter 27 – Fish or Cut Bait

Chapter 28 – The Verdict

Chapter 29 – The Covert Interrogation

Epilogue

The Recipes

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue
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“It’s true, Joany. She sat right there and ordered me to stop everything else and solve those 75-year-old murders!” Sally leaned on the broom she’d been torturing with vigorous sweeping. 

“It makes no sense! But, my mama, the drama director, will have her way.” She choked the broom handle and attacked the dust-free tile again, muttering.

“But Aunty! You’re 87-years-old! The scene of the crimes is 1,800 miles away! The witnesses – if there were any – are long since dead.” She shook her head, her mouth gaping at her spunky aunt. “How do you plan to fulfill her wishes? And... What will happen if you just let it go?”

Sally leaned on the abused broom again, “Hmmph! Oh, Joany girl.” She spoke succinctly, “She’s. My. Mother. She. Will. Have. Her. Way.”

Joan threw her hands up into the air, “Alright then! What’s the plan? I’m not letting you plunge into this foolhardy challenge alone.”

Sally leaned the broom into the corner, plonked on the chair next to Joan, smiling. “Good girl.” Yanking a notepad and pencil out of her apron pocket, “Here’s what I was thinking...”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 – In the Beginning
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Before Sally got past the first page of her plans, Joan stopped her. “Wait, Aunty! Bring me up to speed on the story from the beginning. The story was never told in my presence... all the grown-ups would clam up when I came into the room.”

Sally shook her head, “So sorry. I forgot Aunt June Bug was the quiet one who only allowed good things to be said in front of young children.” She nodded with a slight grin, “She did a fine job with you, Joany. Perhaps she had a better way than her sisters thought...

But never mind that now. Here’s the nutshell story as I remember it...

The peculiar murders started and ended in the late 1950’s. After an especially brutal winter with killing northeasters incessantly bombarding the county. Spring brought a hive of relieved and busy buyers and sellers to the auction house. Including beehives. There was no limit to what our King Edward cigar chewing, whiskey drinking grandad would auction off.”

Sally sipped at her fresh hot coffee, “But I digress.

Grandpa was a philanderer. Or did he appear to be because his name was Phylander? This was something only Aunt July Storm would talk about. My mother, May Blossom, was tightlipped on the subject.  Your grandmother, June Bug, preferred denial. And our Aunt Spring Daffodil would never blab about Grandad’s womanizing ways. 

Grandma Lydia,” Sally inhaled and shook her head wildly as she exhaled, “would never ever speak a bad word about Grandpa. At least not in front of us kids. 

At any rate, at the end of the day of the first record-breaking auction of spring, the first body was found. 

According to Mama’s journal, she was a pretty young thing... her name was Gladys... Gladys Pshaw. She was stuffed into the 4-holer outhouse with a piano wire twisted around her neck.”

Joan threw up her hand, “Hold that thought, Aunty. I’m hungry... has Bobby been here and restocked your sourdough English muffin drawer?” She stepped into the kitchenette and raided the pantry for English Muffins and fixin’s. Back in her chair at the table, she buttered a muffin and said, “Proceed please.”

Sally licked her lips. “Butter me one of those, too while I continue...” She pulled a paper towel front and center to use as a plate.

“The second murder happened about a month later. Another pretty young thing. Let me think... her name was Elaine. Elaine Clampton. She met her maker by a tripwire. The wire was stretched across the landing to the upstairs apartment. Where grandma Whinger lived. It was another sale day when it happened.

I doubt if you ever met grandma Whinger. She was grandpa Phylander’s mother and lived upstairs at the auction house. I didn’t know her well, either. But hearing mama and her sister’s stories, she was a jealous, possessive, unhappy soul. She despised grandma Lydia and the girls for hogging Grandpa’s attention.

The third, and final murder happened about another month later. She was yet another pretty thing named Anna. Anna Farlander. Anna’s demise was first classified as an accident, until they got her out and found her hands and feet tied. 

She was discovered in the pig holding pen. She’d been ravaged by her own wicked boar. But Anna raised pigs and would never have been in that pen in the first place. Somebody bashed her on the head and put her there. It was murder.”

Joan swallowed and chugged coffee before she spoke. “So, where does gram Lydia fit into all these murders?”

“Well, according to family stories, grandma Whinger pointed the finger at her daughter-in-law. She said she was jealous and afraid of losing grandpa Phylander. She also said that tripwire on the landing was meant for her. And that grandma Lydia put it there.”

Joan cleared the table in silence. Pondering what Aunt Sally had recounted, then blurted, “So, why wasn’t gram Lydia arrested?”

“Oh, she was. Arrested, charged, and gone to trial. But she was acquitted because she had solid alibis for the time of each murder. 

The jury believed her coworkers at the lunch counter. They said she was frying up burgers for the multitudes during the first murder. 

The grandkids insisted she was making noodles with them at the time of the second murder. 

And her girls swore she was building gem-stone mountains with them at the time of the third murder. 

The prosecutors couldn’t break the alibis. The jury set her free.”

“So why the issue?”

“Because the murders were never solved and people wondered. They still do. They continue to speculate that our grandma Lydia got away with murder. Not one, but three murders! And, given grandpa Phylander’s philandering ways, they wonder out loud how many more she got away with.”
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Chapter 2 – The Plan
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Joan nodded understanding, corralling muffin crumbs she’d missed, “It’s been 75 years! Who is still alive that would care?”

Sally shrugged, “Us, I guess. The girls never believed the stories of their mother.” She grinned, “Of course they also never quite believed that they had another sister. The half-sister named Evelyn – born before grandma Lydia and grandpa Phylander were married. 

None of them ever met her and didn’t believe she was their sister until DNA proved it beyond a shadow of doubt. 

They were devastated. Glad both grandpa Phylander and grandma Lydia were dead and buried before the story broke. This story they managed to sweep under the rug. But not the assumption that their mother was a jealous, conniving murderess.”

“Okay, Aunty.” Joan let her hair down and retwisted the long, brown locks into a messy knot before clamping the clip back in place. “I guess I’m ready to hear your outrageous plan to unravel a 75-year-old mystery.”

Nodding, Sally pulled her notepad to her, “Good. Let’s get started. Feel free to interrupt with better plans when they pop into your head.

She snagged her favorite Eversharp and stabbed the list at the first item.

“The wonders of cyberspace should make this a piece of cake. Step one is to gather every newspaper reference to the events that we can find. We already know the previous winter was horrendous. So, we have the stage set of how the multitudes were behaving – like new calves first let out on pasture.” She checked it off and stabbed her pencil onto item 2 of her list.

“Next, we gather as much data as possible on each victim. Were they single or married? Did they have children? Where did they live and what were their occupations? Were they party girls? What kind of men did they fraternize with? I joined Ancestry.com to gather clues and documentation from as well.” The paper ripped when she checked off item 2.

“Drat! That was not the picture in my head. But such is life. Moving on to step 3. I might need stronger paper...”

Joan waved her down, “Hang on aunt Sally. I’ll get my own notebook to make notes and direct my energies.”

“Okay. I’ll wait. Look in the top drawer, right, of mama’s secretary. Pencils are in the center drawer. Also nab me a good eraser while you’re there.”

Joan plunked into the ancient oak office chair on wheels and ran her hands over the aged wood of the desk. “I love this old desk. Where did aunt May Blossom get it?”

Sally chuckled, “It was a grandpa Phylander find. It came into the junk sale room one week. The next thing we knew, it was in our house. Grandpa did things like that. His generosity was limitless. Whatever any of us drooled over became ours in a flash.” She chuckled. “I have no idea if the seller was ever paid for our treasure because the items never made it to the auction block.”

Opening the drawers to grab paper and pencil, Joan smiled, “This treasure is mine when you want it gone.”

“Well, girlie, that won’t be til I’m gone, so put your name on it now.”

Joan closed the drawers. She patted the antique secretary lovingly and returned to the table. “Okay, Aunty. That’s the first item on my list. It’ll get done today.”

“Step 3. The people who worked at and/or were regular buyers and sellers at the Auctionhouse. Are any still alive that would remember – or could shed light on who might be the real culprit. I made a list that a simple internet search should slash fast.”

Joan wrote fast, then flipped the page to a clean sheet. “Okay. Give me the names and their positions at the auction.”

“Here they come... I didn’t list the ones I know are long dead. Unless their youngsters were among us cousins who caroused, worked, and played together every sale day.

Old Pete Kozinski – Worked in the junk room. Accepted items for sale, tagging them and giving sellers receipts. I worked alongside him a bunch.

Pearl Delmore – Lunch counter cook and bottle washer.

Earl Delmore – Mary’s husband. Worked the stock dock. Tagging and corralling cattle, chickens, rabbits, and pigs for sale.

Dr. LeBray – The Vet who tested all the cattle for Bangs every sale day. I ‘helped’ him, too, but I can’t remember how. Probably toted his bag and talked to the critters while he drew blood. Or yammered kid stuff at him. Is that helping or hindering?

The girls – Mama, June Bug, and Spring Daffodil in the office. July Storm at the auction stage recording sales and prices. I’m thinking of all the cousins and Auctionhouse chums that are still alive. I’ll take on that one. Or I’ll make a list for us to split.”

Sally stared at the notepad, “I’m getting brain-fogged already. I guess that’s enough for now. Unless you have thoughts you haven’t’ shared...” She ogled Joan with wide eyes and a creased forehead.

Joan returned a blank gaze.

“Oh! There’s Anthony Verduzen. He was the champion stock prodder. He carried a big stick and poked the critters to keep them moving into, out of, and around in the ring.

Joan came to life, “I agree, Aunty. That’s enough for now. One thing... Are you thinking a road trip?”

Sally shook her head, “Only if we have to. It’s a long way up there. If we have to make the journey, I’m saying early September is the time. Kids will be back in school; the weather will be cool, but clear. Very little clouds and rain as I recall. I’ve been gone a long time. But that’s my memory. After Labor Day, but before blizzards start rearing their ugly heads in the Cascades.

Joan gazed out the window, “What about a family reunion just before Labor Day? Before school starts... In the Teanaway... The older cousins would be our interest. Your age... you know...

Sally perked up, “Ahem! Are you suggesting I’m old, Joany girl?”
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Chapter 3 – The Action
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Joan’s face flashed red, “Not on my life, Aunt Sally! Let me rephrase that... Cousins who don’t have youngsters that go to school. 

How about an Auctionhouse reunion to include the buddies you all played with on sale days? Then we don’t have to worry about school starting. Early September would be fine. And somewhere on the North Cascades Highway. That would eliminate the need for your cronies to manage the hubbub of the Seattle Metro chaos.

What do you think?”

“Hmm. That might be a thought we can use. I’ll work with that in mind...

But right now, I have peanut butter oatmeal bars to make in pouches – just in case we decide to make the journey. 

What’s on your agenda?”

Joan returned the pencil and eraser to the desk, but kept the notebook. “I’m going to check in with Jenny and get started on this.  Unless something else more pressing has transpired while I’ve been here with you.” She stepped to the door, “I’ll talk to you later.”

Sally’s alone again with her insurmountable project. She started by trotting out to toss corn, seeds, and peanuts to the desert critters. She refilled her coffee mug, grabbed a pencil and another notebook. Without thinking, she plunked on the cushioned office chair under the ironwood tree. Then shifted, relieved it had dried after yesterday’s monsoon deluge. 

Before she could start writing, a squirrel popped out of the ground. It dodged in to raid the buffet Sally served up. 

A quail family squawked in to fill their bellies as well. But the squirrel didn’t want to share and proceeded to chase, turn somersaults, and race up and down the tree. 

The quail ignored the crazed squirrel. They scratched out their fill of tidbits and squawked away, unfettered and satisfied. 

The mourning doves were the next to arrive – in full force. The squirrel charged, danced, and turned back-flips. One set of doves flew off – but the next set landed. 

When the comedy was over, Sally gave a final chuckle, inhaled, and set her pen to paper. Step one—outline how to climb Mount Kilimanjaro... and live to talk about it.

The Real Plan?

Step 1 – Internet search for newspaper stories of each murder. 

Step 2 – Search Facebook and Ancestry for links to the victims.

Step 3 – Message and email any people that might hold clues to the victims.

Step 4 – Contact cousins and cohorts of the Auctionhouse days 75 years ago.

Step 5—Hurry up and wait for responses.

In the meantime, pouch up ready-to-eat meals, just in case a road trip is in order. 
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Chapter 4 – How to Pull Hen’s Teeth from Cyberspace
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2 AM the following day found Sally bootin’ her laptop and preparing for an onslaught of data to gather. 

It seemed like a no-brainer. Ask Google for newspaper articles from the time and place. But it turned into an around the world journey to first find the hen’s teeth to pull. She found articles of:

	1952 – Hydrogen Bomb joins the US Arsenal

	1952 – First Landing Made at the North Pole

	1951 – First Dialed Long Distance Call...


Along with news of King George’s demise, Stalin’s passing, and Nazi activity...

Plus:

	1957 – Ape to Ride Next Sputnik

	1953 – Hank Williams Dies on Way to Show

	1957 – Farmer Hints He Killed Woman; Police Find 10 Skulls


And more headlines from the UPI. But no access to tiny town news of murders. All small-town stories are on microfilm and housed at various libraries. Not online to the general public!

“Pfft!” came out of Sally’s mouth. 

She tried another angle... and another angle through familysearch.org. 

But FamilySearch sidetracked her to peer at new family connections. Next, she downloaded a great new photo of Uncle John (that resembled grandma Lydia).  Then helped make 10 place names standardized at familysearch.org.

Finally, she found instructions to access the microfilms online. It was through the library website. But she needs a library card.  She applies for the free library card that requires her address be in the same state as the library. Bleh!

Burnt out on newspaper archive brick walls, she turned her attention to Facebook. 

“Yeehaw!” she yelled when she found one – count it, one – person on Facebook that was an auctionhouse playmate. 

She friend requested him and messaged him. He responded almost immediately. So giddy she could have vaulted a skyscraper, the two old chums went down memory
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