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About "Evildoing at Easter in Edgemont" 

The insidious reach of organized crime penetrates Edgemont when a stripper is found dead on the steps at Edgemont School for Girls. But the case, an apparent drug overdose, isn’t as cut-and-dried as it first appears and when the evildoing is revealed it opens up a long list of suspects. 

With George Grant busy following leads Judith Taylor is left to fight her first battle of Principal versus the School Board on her own with support from Pat Johnson.  

Lila Morelli is pregnant and struggling with her emotions, Brian Penner is confused, and Judith is overwhelmed by wedding arrangements. Everyone is trying to cope with the big changes they’re facing.  

This novel in the series sees the return of familiar characters, their relationships continuing to develop, while a crime is solved.

About the "Village of Edgemont" series: 

Judith Taylor, bursar at Edgemont School for Girls, is reluctantly dragged into murder investigations but with the help of the school nurse, also her best friend, Lila Morelli; and the handsome policeman, a different kind of close friend, Detective George Grant; Judith strives hard to find justice. 

Old friends and new characters appear throughout the series, and romance is always in the air. 

The fictional small town of Edgemont is located in the foothills of the scenic Rocky Mountains in Alberta, Canada 

“Really, really enjoyed the story and found it difficult to put down, the tension built up so well.” 

“Fabulous twist in this one.” 

"Twists & turns, action and drama fill the pages of these books. Fun reads! 

"This Christmas story moves the characters through 2020 and into the new year. I really enjoy how their romances evolve, and especially like the choice Reg makes."

The Main Characters of the Series: 

Judith Taylor was a reserved woman in her early thirties living a solitary life with no family or friends until she unwillingly became involved in a police investigation led by Detective George Grant. Judith worked as the Bursar at the Edgemont School for Girls for several years but when Principal Patricia Johnson retires she recommends Judith as her replacement. 

George Grant, known as “Grant”, fought his attraction towards Judith until a threat against her life pushed the two of them closer together. Although commitment-shy he is forced to recognize the depth of his feeling for Judith when another man takes an interest. He has finally proposed and they need to set a wedding date. 

Lila Morelli, the Nurse at the Edgemont School for Girls, has steamrollered Judith into forming a friendship using her vibrant personality. Lila’s marriage has ended and she’s now pregnant and engaged to Brian Penner. 

Brian Penner, a widower, is a General Contractor with his own construction company. He met Lila when his daughter Beth went missing and her kindness drew him in. He quickly commit to a serious relationship and their baby is due at the end of July. 

Beth Penner, Brian’s daughter, a student at Edgemont School for Girls, who has boyfriends.
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The Crime
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Good Friday 2021

Gayle Boudreau overdosed on a deadly drug in the early hours of April 3rd, long after the government-mandated 11:00 pm closing at the club where she worked. Spring had arrived less than two weeks prior and the damp air made for a chilly pre-dawn.

Although take-home kits of Naloxone, the short-term solution for opioid poisoning, are available for free province-wide, the medicine can’t be self-administered and Gayle was alone. At least that’s what the police first thought, back when they believed hers was a death by misadventure.

Her day was a mix of chaos and conflict, the kind of haywire atmosphere Gayle actively generates, feeding off the static-electric vibes.

She woke, far too early in her opinion, in a foul temper. She’d just spent her third uncomfortable night on the living-room couch at her mother’s place in the Edgemont Trailer Park. 

Having absconded with the rent money from her boyfriend, ex-boyfriend now, Gayle had no where else to go.

Cherysh Boudreau wasn’t welcoming. The rough-and-tough woman has a full-time day job plus works part-time a couple of nights a week so she has no sympathy for spongers. She made it clear Gayle will have to contribute her share.

The household consists of Cherysh’s 17-year-old son Harry, her 13-year-old daughter Didi, and current boyfriend Norm who only moved in recently. Norm works shifts so the couple can’t spend a lot of time together but given Cherysh’s volatile temper that’s probably good for their relationship. 

With four residents and a temporary guest the mobile home, even though it’s a three-bedroom double-wide, is feeling cramped. They all share the one full-size bathroom and Cherysh has an en suite toilet and shower that she doesn’t share.

Until now Gayle has managed to dodge her mother’s demands with promises of a payment coming soon but it’s the long weekend. Holidays both today, Good Friday, and on Easter Monday, mean her siblings will be off school and her mother isn’t working either. She’s currently out with Norm, but Gayle won’t be able to avoid her much longer.

Gayle figures her take-home from tonight and tomorrow night stripping at the club will be enough to pay what her mother wants. She just has to get through the next couple of days. Unfortunately, as Gayle half-jokingly admits herself, money doesn’t burn a hole in her pocket, it only warms the lining. She spends it as fast as she gets it.

She’s a light-fingered girl who steals anything anyone leaves lying around. At work that’s usually just make-up, disposable lighters, and costume jewelry not the cold, hard cash she needs. Since moving into the trailer she’s already discovered and stolen the bit of money her little sister had stashed away.

Right now her dilemma is what to do with the brick of cocaine she found hidden away at the club. Gayle took it with only the vaguest idea of how to sell it. 

Snorting a laugh to herself Gayle knows her mother sure won’t accept it in lieu of rent money. In fact, Gayle thinks, if Cherysh finds out she’ll freak just over having drugs in her home. Over the years Gayle has watched her mother become a hard, intolerant woman.

Continuing her havoc-wreaking Gayle borrows her brother’s car without asking. I don’t know how long he’s gonna be gone, she rationalizes, not willing to wait. Gayle literally twists her sister’s arm to make Didi reveal where Harry hides his keys. You can’t take Harry’s car, they took away your driving licence, cries Didi, but Gayle ignores the girl.

Gayle is a poor driver, though. En route to her other boyfriend’s workplace she clips a garbage can and runs over a curb, complaining the whole way about having to drive such a crappy car.

Waltzing into the parts shop she drops the bombshell that she’s pregnant and what will he pay to keep that quiet from his wife? Clay calls her a lying bitch and slaps her face but Gayle just grins at him knowing she has the upper hand. 

She’s enjoying herself, thrilled at besting him, needling and provoking him. It’s not the way a man looks that attracts her, but the way he looks at her. A sardonic smirk that says I know all I need to know about you, darlin’. It doesn’t matter if his eyes are a cool blue or a warm brown so long as they size her up and look right through her. It’s the challenge to be seen that drives her.

Clay is seeing her now as they argue back and forth, but this time he isn’t going to roughly grab and kiss her. Instead, he caves in and promises to get some money together. She should be elated but her confidence is faked when she sashays out with a warning that you better!  

He continues cursing Gayle in her absence until he looks up and catches the sidelong glances of a couple of employees. Snarling that the show’s over he stomps to the front door and stands with his arms folded tightly across his chest.

Adding a little extra wiggle to her walk in case Clay is watching, but half-hoping he isn’t so he won’t see the old beater she’s driving, Gayle smirks to herself before sliding behind the wheel. Clay is already on a final warning from his wife so he’ll be damn sure to co-operate. 

Gayle really is pregnant and figures the odds are pretty good that the baby is Clay’s but she’s not worried about proving it. Obviously if she was going to keep it he’d insist on a paternity test before shelling out eighteen year’s worth of child support, but abortions are free and he’ll pay her off to ensure she gets it done right away. 

She’ll tell him she needs a few weeks off work to recover so he’ll have to cover her earnings, too.

Driving away she laughs out loud, revelling in the power she holds over the man. It’s a good thing she didn’t look back or the murderous look on his face would frighten her. 

Blissfully unaware she heads back to the Edgemont Trailer Park and is nearly home when the damn car suddenly slows right down. She manages to steer it onto the shoulder of the road before it dies. Fuming over this piece of shit car Gayle gets out and finishes her trip on foot.

Arriving home later than she’d planned her mood is poisonous when Harry confronts her in a fury. Gayle pushes her brother aside with a hard shove to his chest and heads straight to the bathroom. The noise of the shower makes it easy to ignore his yelling. 

Finished, she wraps herself in a towel before coming out to holler right back at him that his stupid car broke down and is stuck on the side of the road.

“What? Where? Where’s the hell is my car? Jeez Gayle, you are... you’re just... you’re such a–” the teenager chokes on his words, struggling to hold back angry tears.

Didi grabs her brother by the arm to drag him out of the trailer saying: “C’mon, Harry let’s go find your car before anybody does anything to it. It’s a holiday and lots of guys are just hanging around and, well... you never know.”

The two young people leave and Gayle starts putting together her outfit for work. Normally she’d get ready at the club but she’s on the outs with the other dancers and knows she might get slapped around in the dressing-room. No point putting herself at risk of a hair-pulling, kicking and screaming cat-fight. 

Since she’s alone Gayle isn’t bothered when the towel drops off. She searches through her suitcase on the hide-a-bed trying to pair up a matching set of lingerie when the trailer door opens with the arrival of her mother and Norm.

“Gayle! What’s the matter with you? you’re standing with no clothes on in the living-room!” Cherysh shrieks.

Glancing over her shoulder Gayle simply shrugs saying: “It’s not like you guys haven’t seen me naked before.”

Her mother’s voice drops to an angry whisper of what? just as Norm says Gayle... in a warning tone. Grinning, Gayle turns to face the two of them her voice faking surprise as she says: “Oh dear! you mean you didn’t know about us, Mom?”

“It was once, just once!” Norm exclaims just as Cherysh winds him with a strong punch. 

Turning to her daughter she hisses: “And you can get out and take all your trashy crap with you because you won’t be coming back.”

“Why are you blaming me? He’s the one you should throw out not me, I’m your daughter.”

“And you’ve been a trial since you were born – no even before then when I found out I was pregnant at fifteen. You’ve been a penance and a burden your whole life, Gayle. 

You’re almost thirty years old and you have nothing, you’re worth nothing, and you’re nothing to me. I’m done with you.” Cherysh is dry-eyed as she stands with her arms folded across her chest carefully watching and waiting for her oldest to get dressed, get packed, and get out.

“Fine, that’s just fine you bi–” begins Gayle but before she can finish her mother manhandles her out the door. A moment later the hastily packed suitcase is tossed out after her.

Shaking in frustration Gayle angrily phones the club. “Put Solly on,” she demands when her call is answered. It’s already evening and moments later, when her boss is on the line, he warns you better not be cancelling. 

Gayle answers: “If you want me to show up you’re gonna have to pick me up or send an Uber.” Cursing, Sol gets her address and says a car will arrive shortly.

Gayle squats down to fix the clothes jammed in her case and find something warmer to put on. Her lips twist in a sneer listening to the argument going on inside the trailer. She can’t believe her mother is taking Norm’s side over her own daughter. When the ride-share arrives she gets in without a backward glance.

The strip club is always busy on weekends but since tonight is a holiday the place will be crazier than usual. Last weekend’s full moon, a Super Moon the guy on the TV called it, really brought the nuts out. Gayle hopes some of those sketchy guys come back so she can offload the stolen cocaine.

The gang of outlaws who own the Heavenly Bodies peeler bar sell booze and adult entertainment as a cover to funnel prostitutes, guns, and drugs through the venue. 

The manager, Sol Stein, likes to say his workers are artistes but the reality is most of the exotic dancers, Gayle included, supplement their income with paid-for sex. The Covid distancing and no circulating restrictions make that difficult, but not impossible.

Having liquor service end at a much earlier hour actually stimulates an increase in the illicit activities. No one wants to go home just yet so private parties break out in the back rooms and even the parking lot. 

Sol officially closes the club at the earlier hour, as mandated, but money is earned and payoffs are made while drinks and drugs flow freely. Little pill packets of oxy-on-steroids – aka fentanyl, a drug 100 times more potent than oxycodone – are freely distributed.

Last night Gayle was tipped a few pills and figures she’ll sell those along with the cocaine once she finds a buyer for it. She’s got to unload the coke before the owners discover their loss which means she doesn’t have a lot of time. 

She knows she’s taken a real risk by stealing from the gang but she couldn’t resist when the opportunity fell right into her lap. Well... not exactly, she admits to herself, I was snooping at the time but it sure paid off. Or at least, it will.

The bouncers on the door act like they know something about her. Atlas smirks and Jerome curls his lip in disgust. Gayle sashays up to them and tilting her head into a thinking pose says: “Jerome that’s the exact same look you get on your face when you’re– oops! sorry,” and dropping her voice stage-whispers: “I forgot that was supposed to be our little secret.” 

She fake-laughs her way through the entrance hearing Atlas saying Oh man, tell me you didn’t! and she wonders how long it will take before Jerome’s girlfriend, one of the bartenders, hears the gossip. The thought puts the chip right back on Gayle’s shoulder.

She almost makes it to the dressing-room door when her arm is roughly seized and she’s dragged further down the hall to the manager’s office. It’s Sol himself who has grabbed hold of her. Gayle has never seen him look like this with a bulging vein throbbing in his forehead on his very red face. His eyes are squinted and he exhales through his nose as loudly as an angry bull.

Frightened by the air of violence radiating from him she stutters: “Solly, what? I’m not that late and–”

“Put. It. Back!” In a hoarse voice, barely above a whisper he bites off each word.

Before Gayle can even begin to tell her lie his strong fingers are wrapped around her throat, squeezing and pressing to shut her up. In the same venomous tone he repeats the three words then brutally shoves her out his office door. 

Coughing and holding her hand to cover her throat Gayle hurries down the hall away from this suddenly dangerous man. Somehow he knows she’s stolen from him, and she has to return the cocaine to its original hiding spot. Is he giving her a reprieve? or will he tell the club owners regardless? Gayle starts to shake at the thought of what those men will do to her. Death isn’t the worst thing that can happen.

Stumbling into the dressing-room she bumps into Kitty Kat who curses and snarls: “Watch where you’re going, slut!” Pushing past, the dancer turns back to warn: “And keep your sticky fingers off my stuff or I’ll break them. I’m sick of putting up with you.” 

Other voices chime in that’s right! and same goes for me! but Gayle ignores them. She has far more serious concerns than accusations about a missing bracelet or a pack of smokes.

Gayle is deeply distracted by her worries. As she works through her first set her movements are no more than mechanical. The patrons don’t notice because she still gets her usual amount of tips. She doesn’t care what they think anyhow, it’s not like she’s going to be sticking around this place much longer. 

In between their stage performances the women work the crowd offering lap dances and more. Gayle manages to rile up one of the dancers and her client but Sol smooths things over. 

Customers buy Gayle drinks, pass her a joint, and give her pills. The effects soothe Gayle’s earlier fear which now morphs into angry resentment.

Vowing to herself I’ll fix that Solly. Who does he think he is? I’ll show ’em all she decides to skip her final set. 

Gayle slips out of the building where she’s spotted by a couple of smokers who make lewd comments and snigger. She marches straight up to them and demands a cigarette. Her belligerence earns her a smoke, a light, and the offer to snort a line. Without a thank you she turns away and heads to the cab stand, the heels of her boots click-clacking in the quiet of the night.

One of the drivers breaks away from their gossipy huddle and opening the back door of his car tells her: “You can’t smoke in the taxi.” 

Gayle drags deeply on her cigarette before flicking it away. She doesn’t exhale the smoke until she’s already climbed into her seat, and is now sitting in a nicotine-smelling fog. The driver shakes his head and slams the door shut behind her.

Gayle has managed to offend and anger a dozen people and her night is only half over.
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An Unwelcome Phone Call
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Panda sees Judith’s foot escaping from the duvet as an invitation to pounce.  Game on! The kitten has her own fleecy cat-bed on the night-stand but once she wakens she believes everyone needs to get up.

“It’s too early!” hisses Judith, but nevertheless she slips out of her warm bed so Grant isn’t disturbed. Stepping into her slippers she heads into the kitchen to feed her cat. 

“Stop trying to trip me!” she warns the hungry Panda who weaves between Judith’s feet, excited by the prospect of food.

Judith has already showered and is dressed for the day when her phone rings. It’s early for a call on a Saturday morning, especially with bad news, but as Principal, she’s the contact to call in case of an emergency involving Edgemont School for Girls. 

This unwelcome phone call is from the police, reporting that a body has been found on the school’s back steps.

“A body? One of our girls?” she exclaims in a high-pitched squeal. 

Grant hears the shock in her voice, not her words, and hurries into the room asking What? what’s going on?

“Hang on a sec,” Judith says into the receiver. “I’m putting you on speaker.”

The caller, who Grant recognizes as the daytime dispatcher from the police station, imparts the news again.

“Acting on information received–” he begins in a monotone until Grant interrupts saying: “Munez? It’s George Grant, tell me what happened.”

“Oh Detective, hi. Sorry to ring up so early. We had a phone call at 06:48 claiming there was a female body lying on the steps at the back of the Edgemont School for Girls. The caller, a woman, said she was walking her dogs on the trail that runs behind the school when her and her dogs spotted the body. She saw that it was a young woman who was dead and then, it was so odd, the caller said this is starting to look like carelessness.”

Judith is startled into a barked laugh then gasps: “It’s a quote! from that movie... umm, oh, oh, we just watched it on TV!”

Grant’s eyes widen as he recalls the old costume-drama Judith wanted to see. He wasn’t keen, but humoured her and ended up laughing his head off. 

“The Importance of Being Earnest, and you’re right the Judi Dench character says something about losing one um... parent, right? is a misfortune, but losing two is careless, or something like that. But what can this witness possibly... oh no! Munez, by any chance is the caller a Mrs. Kellogg?”

Judith turns to him in surprise recognizing the name. Mrs Kellogg was the dog-walker who discovered the body of Holly Lezinsky at the edge of School Woods in December of 2019.

“Yes Sir, that’s her alright! How did you–”

“Lucky guess. Okay, so you dispatched a car to check it out and there is a body?”

“That’s right. A Caucasian female—”

Insistent and anxious Judith interrupts demanding to know: “How old is she?”

“Oh, um, they said thirtyish.  Maybe a year or two younger, it's hard to tell with a corpse. She was found deceased at that location and the patrolmen called for an ambulance–”

Grant cuts him off saying: “Thanks, Munez. We’re going to head over there right now.” Disconnecting the call he sees Judith’s shoulders slump with relief to learn it isn’t one of her students. 

Looks at her white face he announces they’ll take his car adding: “Get your warm coat on love, it’ll be chilly standing around.”

Absentmindedly she reaches into the closet to get her down-lined parka. She knew it was wishful thinking when she took it off the coat rack and hung it away. No doubt cold weather and snow will still be in the forecast until they are well into May.

On the short drive to the school Grant detours through a McDonald’s drive-thru and orders six black coffees with creamer and sugar packets on the side. 

The server hands over a cardboard tray with a bag for the fixings. Grant passes everything to Judith who carefully places it on the floor between her feet. She starts fumbling with a lid but Grant tells her to leave it until they get parked so she doesn’t spill. 

“Your hands are shaking sweetheart, and I don’t want you getting burned.”

“Oh that’s right. There was a case
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