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			This book is dedicated to all grandmothers — 

			those who are avengers and those who wish they were.
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			About the Author

		

	
		
			Author's Note

			I wrote this manuscript in 2016 and had decided I would never publish it. However, with the upswing in terrorism, I changed my mind and decided it was timely.

			This book is a work of fiction. It is not an attack on the many honest and hard-working Muslims who live in the United States, respect our laws and our culture, and live in accordance with the U.S. Constitution.

			This book is an attack on those who choose misogynistic sharia law.
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			About The Granny Avengers

			The Granny Avengers is a series written by Carolina Danford Wright. Sharia Rising is the third book in the series. Each of the protagonists in this series is old enough to be a grandmother. Each is brave and on the side of truth and justice. Some of these heroes act on the spur of the moment because it is the right thing to do. Some, because of circumstances, seem to stumble into being avengers. Other Granny Avengers take over when the criminal justice system has failed to do its job. You will enjoy getting to know these feisty women as they struggle to right the wrongs of the world.
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			Chapter 1

			Looking for a Place to Hide

			Iwas moving to Oregon to get away from it all — away from the past and the present and the future that stretched out in front of me with boredom written all over it. Maybe I was just trying to get away from life or from myself. If the latter were the case, it wasn’t going to work out, but I was going to give it a shot. I don’t know what I was running from, but I knew I had to get away from it, whatever it was.

			I wanted to go someplace where no one knew me. I intended to maintain an almost invisibly low profile. I didn’t want anybody to welcome me or even know I had moved to Depoe Bay. I didn’t want the neighbors to send over casseroles or brownies. I wasn’t going to join a single club or any organization. I wasn’t even going to register to vote. It’s a waste of time for a Republican to register to vote in Oregon anyway. When I moved to Oregon, I was going to disappear from the human race. I was going to become a recluse, a hermit, an eccentric old woman who never came out of her house. I’d been to Depoe Bay once for a long weekend many years before, but I didn’t know a single person who lived in the town. That was the way I wanted it to stay. I’d had many years filled with people, and now I wanted some years with not so many. Or that’s what I was telling myself.

			I had bought the oceanfront cottage on the Oregon coast sight unseen. Actually, I’d seen the house on the internet and looked at more than seventy-five photographs of the outside and the inside as well as views from the various windows. My real estate agent had measured rooms for me, and lawyers in two states had finalized the paperwork. I’d sold my big house in Connecticut and put a lot of furniture and household goods in storage. I decided to take to Oregon only the furniture and rugs I loved. I was careful to select exactly what would fit into my one-story, one-bedroom cottage. I packed up the clothes and books I wanted to have with me and sent my belongings ahead to Oregon.

			All that remained was for me to organize myself, my West Highland Terrier, and my various electronic devices with their chargers. I put my medications, some clothes to wear on the trip, and the fragile personal items I didn’t want to send with a mover into my Chevy Suburban. I started out on my journey to cross the country from the Atlantic Ocean to the Pacific Ocean — from sea to shining sea.

			I had sent a plan of where I wanted each piece of furniture to go and told the “relocation specialist,” hired by my real estate agent, what I wanted in the various drawers in the kitchen. Wi-Fi had been set up and all the utility bills were going to be paid automatically out of a checking account. A housekeeper and a gardener had been hired to help me out with the cottage and the yard. Not many people are interested in buying a one-bedroom house. No one else had been willing to pay the exorbitant price I had paid for my cottage. But this property had prime views of the Pacific Ocean. I’d fallen in love with the place and decided I had to have it at any cost. The house had already been completely redone and was in excellent condition. I wanted the house to be move-in ready when I arrived. I had a bench added to the already large shower and changed the paint colors on the walls of all the rooms.

			One thing I wasn’t expecting were the absolutely gorgeous gardens that awaited me. There was an English perennial garden in the truest sense of the word, and an herb garden was planted by the back door. The real estate agent had mentioned the herb garden, and I had asked her to have the gardener plant lots of basil, flat leaf Italian parsley, and several varieties of thyme. The mint and chives were already there. Although I had pretty much given up cooking, I loved having fresh herbs in case I was inspired.

			I knew there was at least one excellent diner in town, a pretty good Mexican restaurant, and an Italian place with terrible atmosphere but really good food. They would all deliver, for a fee. There was a hotel with a good dining room and a country inn that specialized in comfort food like fried chicken and mashed potatoes and gravy. There was a well-known and reliable seafood place that also made good cheeseburgers. I had cooked and entertained my entire life and had something of a reputation in those areas. I was so terribly tired of all of that, and I wanted other people to cook for me from now on. I wanted to eat well, but my cooking days were over.

			
			Some people would say I was too old to drive across the country by myself, but I took it easy and didn’t drive too many miles in one day. It took me almost two weeks, and it had been a delightful trip. I was ready to meet my new home, my cottage by the sea. I was tired from the long days of driving. We arrived in the middle of the afternoon, Gaela and I, and she was glad to be someplace, too. I don’t think my West Highland Terrier cared much where that someplace was as long as I was there with her and there was plenty of food.

			I’d had my real estate agent stock the pantry and the refrigerator with our specific food requests. I was going to have to purchase some things online, but what I’d already ordered would keep me going for several days. I was hoping I didn’t have to leave the house for at least a week.

			The fence I’d had installed looked better than I’d hoped. How often does that happen? The fence and a whole-house back-up generator had been the two things the house did not come with that I absolutely had to have. I wanted to be able to let Gaela out the back door and not have to worry that she would run away. Gaela means “a source of happiness,” and she was indeed a source of happiness for me.

			I’d had a garage door opener sent to me so I could drive right in, and no one would know I had arrived. I pulled into the garage and put the door down behind me. I was too tired to unload the car, so I grabbed my medications, electronics, chargers, and Gaela’s bowls and went inside the house. It looked exactly right. It had been smart to trust the real estate agent and the “relocation specialist.” They had done a good job getting the house in turnkey order.

			Hundreds of hydrangea bushes surrounded the house, and the pinks and blues that filled my yard, even this late in the summer, were breathtaking. Oregon’s coast promised lots of water, and my favorite flowers were called hydrangeas for a reason. There were rose bushes and camellia bushes and other beautiful things I wasn’t expecting. I knew I would want to look it all over and admire it carefully at some point. My cottage was even more wonderful than I had imagined it would be. I had chosen well.

			Right this minute, I didn’t want to do a thing except collapse on the bed and look out the windows at the Pacific Ocean. I’d come a long way to enjoy this view, and I wanted to glory in it. I had paid a boatload of money to be able to lie on my bed and watch the Pacific Ocean waves. I knew that sooner or later hunger would motivate Gaela even if it didn’t motivate me. I didn’t want to think about that. I didn’t have to. Gaela and I both fell asleep, and it was dark when we woke up.

			I was trying to keep myself away from the news so I didn’t turn on the TV set. I’d become too much of a news junky in my old life, and I was trying to learn to keep my blood pressure down without the use of medication. I let Gaela out the back door and decided I would make myself a cup of green tea and skip dinner. Gaela wasn’t a fan of green tea or a fan of skipping dinner, so I knew the least I would have to do would be to fix something for her to eat. Gaela ate, and I drank two cups of tea with local honey. I took a long, hot shower and climbed into bed with my electronic books. Neither the housekeeper nor the gardener was coming until next week, so I had an entire week to pretend I wasn’t here yet, an entire week to practice being a recluse.

			After my drive west, my time zones were confused. I woke up once at seven o’clock the next morning and went back to sleep until eleven. There was no reason for me to make myself get out of bed except that Gaela insisted. I let her into the yard and decided to check out the kitchen. The coffee maker I’d ordered was there. The Dunkin’ Donuts coffee was in the freezer and the fat-free vanilla-flavored creamer was in the refrigerator. I filled my cup half with coffee and half with creamer and walked out onto the front porch. It was chilly so I went back inside to find a sweater. There was a blue sweater in a drawer, and it was mine, folded and put there by the ever-efficient “relocation specialist.” Gaela and I enjoyed our view of the Pacific on this sunny morning, and I drank a second cup of coffee on the porch. Gaela was always ready for a nap, and eventually we both decided to go back to bed. We slept until three in the afternoon.

			I thought maybe I should unpack the car, so I brought in one suitcase and one box. I put the box in the kitchen and the suitcase in the bedroom, and that was as far as I got with the unpacking. It would wait. I could wear the blue sweater I’d found for the rest of the week. Who would know? I began to understand how old people got into their bad habits of not eating, not changing their clothes, losing track of time, and forgetting to pay their bills. I didn’t want to fall into that trap quite yet, but it was nice not to have to fit into any structure for the day, even a structure of my own making.

			I was hungry and decided to see what was in the refrigerator. I found a nice thick Porterhouse steak and some Bob Evans sour cream and chive mashed potatoes. There were frozen French green beans that I could put in the microwave. Gaela was always happy to share a steak with me even if it was just the chance to chew on the bone. I opened a bottle of Pinot Noir and poured myself a glass. It was too chilly to eat on the porch tonight, so I turned on the gas fireplace in the living room and ate at my dark wood antique card table. I’d sent the table ahead to Oregon for this specific purpose. It would serve as a dining table for one. It could seat two in a pinch. It was an attractive and substantial inlaid wooden table and had beautifully carved legs that didn’t fold. The food tasted great to me, and so far I loved being alone in my new home and hiding from the world that I knew would, sadly, find me sooner or later.
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			When I was in my fifties, I’d decided I would try my hand at writing. I found that I loved it and had quite a few good stories to tell. I’d always been a voracious reader and knew what kinds of books I loved. I wanted to write books that I would like to read. I had no idea that anybody else would want to read what I’d written. I put an old photograph of myself on the dust cover of my first novel and adopted a pen name. I didn’t think it would amount to much, and I self-published my first book, not ever imagining that a publishing company might be interested in it. Much to my surprise, in fact it was downright shocking, my book was a huge best seller.

			Several publishing companies wanted to publish my book. I got an agent, and she negotiated a favorable contract for me. Since the book was already a best seller, I suddenly was making more money than I’d ever thought possible. I signed a lucrative contract for a second book which I had already written. Even though I was comfortably fixed financially, after publishing three books, I was downright rich. It was fun to be rich.

			I went on some book signing tours, and at first, that was fun, too. People didn’t recognize me from the picture on my books. That was also kind of fun. I put on a blonde wig (my hair used to be blonde) in the hairstyle of my former self who appeared on the dust cover of my books. I had a little plastic surgery done to my neck and eyes. I realized I loved the writing part of writing, and I liked the money part. But after a while, I really didn’t like the being famous part.

			Fortunately, I had used a pen name for all my books, and I’d refused to allow anyone to find out my real name. That was the only thing that saved me when I decided I’d had enough of public life and wanted to become a recluse. I wanted to keep on writing, but I didn’t want to do any more book signings or any of the publicity tours. Of course, publishers always want you to do the promotions and all of that; so I quit. I continued to write but didn’t publish anything anymore. I eventually realized that the only thing to do was to get completely away from my East Coast life. I made plans to move to Oregon.

			Because I suffer from osteoarthritis, the choice of the Oregon Coast was probably not a great one, but I wanted someplace with beautiful views and wild weather. I wanted a place I had been before but a place where I didn’t know anybody. I wanted a place that would lose population after the summer season ended and become a kind of ghost town. So here I was beginning my life as a recluse and wondering how many days I could stay indoors without going out. At some point I might have to accept the fact that my real problem was that I was depressed.

			The sun had been shining on my first day in Depoe Bay, and I’d ventured outside twice. I’d sat on my front porch for short periods. Gaela had loved sniffing around and investigating her back yard. I knew I would want to turn on the television set one of these days, but for right now, I was happy to just be hanging out, getting to know my new home.

			The weather accommodated me on my second day in Depoe Bay when the tail end of a September typhoon from the Pacific Ocean or Japan … or someplace … hit the Oregon Coast. The rain pounded down and pounded down some more. My weather radio told me that the Coast Guard was staying in port unless an emergency arose. Fishermen were told not to go out because of the rough seas. The wind gusted to seventy-five plus miles per hour. I was thrilled to finally experience the wild weather I’d been seeking. I loved to watch it and see the way it tore up the surf in the Pacific Ocean. If the Coast Guard and the fishermen were not allowed to go out in the weather, how could I be expected to go outside in the rain?

			I felt warm and safe inside my house. I slept late, drank coffee for breakfast and lunch, ate a big dinner, and went to bed early. I was not observing healthy eating habits. I had already beaten the odds at seventy-four and wasn’t about to take up granola bars and vegan cheese at this late date. Vegan cheese was an abomination and an oxymoron, but I liked granola bars. But not in place of real food.

			Finally, the four-day storm subsided, and I decided I was going to have to go for a walk sooner or later. Gaela was ready, and although I was not, we set out on a route that I’d been told would take me on a gently winding path down to my rocky coastal beach. I put on my waterproof windbreaker and set off with Gaela who was delighted to see her leash come out of the closet. After walking for about fifteen minutes, my knees were aching so we turned around and went back to the house. The Oregon Coast was even more beautiful than I had remembered. The scenery was spectacular, and I felt somewhat invigorated after the walk. Gaela was pumped, and I resolved to do this daily. I knew I would have to go farther down the path next time.

			Feeling so good about my morning out, I put Gaela in the car, and we drove to the town diner. I was tired of my own cooking and decided I wanted to try the diner I’d heard was one of the best in Oregon. I loved diners anyway and was glad they had not completely disappeared during the years of trendy nouvelle cuisine and burrito bowls. The diner, even in the early off-season, was crowded, so I took a seat at the counter. I ordered a large bowl of homemade chicken noodle soup and a turkey club on whole wheat toast with mayonnaise, plus Russian dressing on the side. The diner roasted its own turkey breasts and didn’t use the processed plastic turkey most places put in their turkey club sandwiches. The sandwich was delicious, and I promised myself that I would be back soon to try some of the other diner foods I loved. Gaela enjoyed the leftovers I brought to the car.

			I was still feeling energetic, so I decided to run a few errands to buy some things I’d either run out of or had forgotten to bring with me to my new house. I was out of milk and didn’t have any Band-Aids. I couldn’t find the white thread for my sewing machine, and I needed an additional wastebasket and some thumb drives to back up stuff on my computer.

			Although I had already made a large pot of my own homemade spaghetti sauce and frozen most of it, I wanted to try the Italian place for dinner, the place with great food and no atmosphere. It was my kind of place. I’d had an acquaintance once who loved places with lots of atmosphere and didn’t care much about how the food tasted. We could never really be friends, with such opposite goals when it came to going out for dinner.

			I drove to the local mall and turned my errands into an entire afternoon’s worth of activity. The Italian food was even better than advertised, and the décor was even worse. So I had a great time eating minestrone and veal parmesan with a side of pasta. I was pretty tired when I drove myself home, and Gaela, who had spent most of the afternoon in the car, was also glad to be back at the cottage.

			My housekeeper was arriving for the first time the next morning, and I decided I wanted to at least be awake, if not dressed, when she arrived at ten. She preferred to come late because she took her grandkids to school and had other things to do before she came to my house. This was fine with me as I didn’t want someone running the vacuum cleaner while I was trying to sleep.
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			Chapter 2

			Not Really Looking

			That morning I started the coffee pot and made myself a cup which I was drinking in the kitchen when Anne Marie Peterson, my new housekeeper, arrived for her first day of work. She was younger than I was, but not by much. She had curly gray hair and was a tiny little thing. She would work for me four hours a day. We shook hands and she asked me what I wanted her to do first. There was no socializing, no sharing of family or personal information. Anne Marie was all business. I told her I’d love to have some freshly squeezed orange juice. She immediately went to the refrigerator and began to take out oranges. I told her I’d also like some toast and bacon. She got to work on that, too. I asked her how old her grandkids were. She answered my questions as if she were a well-prepared witness on the stand who had been instructed not to give the defense attorney any more information than he asked for — just the facts, ma’am, just the facts. We were going to get along fine.

			She knew I had been here a week. She stripped the bed, put on clean sheets, and started on the laundry. She unloaded the dishwasher and put away the dishes. She knew exactly what to do. I decided to take Gaela for a short walk down the winding pathway to the rocky coastline. It was overcast but not raining. We walked farther than we had the day before, but when my knees started to hurt, we turned back. Gaela didn’t want to turn around, but she knew the pain in my knees was the boss.

			When we got back from our walk, Anne Marie decided Gaela needed a bath. She took her from me and plopped her in the sink. Anne Marie was right. My West Highland Terrier’s hair had begun to resemble the wall paint color builders call Swiss coffee which is a cross between off-white and light beige. After the bath, Gaela’s hair was bright white, and she looked great. Gaela loved the bath and was drying herself in front of the gas fireplace in no time.

			Anne Marie said she would put the roast beef in the oven before she left for the day. She set a timer which would let me know when to turn off the oven. She had cooked the broccoli and said she would make gravy the next day if I didn’t want to make it for myself tonight. I gave her a grocery list for the next morning, and she said the store would put the charges on my account. They would send me a bill at the end of each month. How easy was that?

			I was now more than somewhat bored with being a recluse and was thinking about starting to write again. But who would I be writing for if I didn’t want to publish anything? Maybe I needed a new pen name and a new publisher. Would my fans not recognize my writing style if I didn’t try to change it? I could see now that the boredom I had tried so hard to outrun had followed me to Oregon. It was living right here with me in my secluded and remote cottage with its herb garden, hydrangea bushes, and fenced-in back yard. Maybe I would take up painting? Basket weaving and macramé were definitely out. I opted for taking a nap as soon as Anne Marie had left for the day. The house looked great, and all the laundry was done and put away. What would she ever do tomorrow? What would I ever do tomorrow?

			My life as a recluse as well as my boredom would come abruptly to an end when Gaela and I took our morning walk the next day. Anne Marie arrived and put away the groceries. She made my orange juice and bacon and toasted two English muffins for my breakfast. I could tell she loved Gaela and was softening her professional and impersonal exterior a little bit. After our breakfast, Gaela and I set out for a walk. It was still overcast and misting. Oregon weather is like that a lot, at least along the coast in the early fall. I wore my rain jacket with two sweaters underneath.

			We’d found our way almost all the way down to my beach when I saw something which I had, up until this moment, only written about. I spotted what I thought looked like a dead body lying in a lump on the shore just out of reach of the incoming waves. Gaela was straining at the leash, anxious to get to this intriguing and probably smelly pile of clothing. I held her back, and I kept my distance. I knew from my research as a writer and from watching TV shows that it was essential not to disturb a crime scene.

			The last thing I wanted to do was touch this poor soul, this mass of protoplasm that had once been alive. I didn’t need to be a medical examiner to be able to tell that it would be a waste of time to try to find a pulse or to try to do anything to save a life which had been lost days before. The body looked like it was male, but who could tell these days? He wore a windbreaker with a hood and black pants. He was small and slim, but maybe all bodies that wash up on the beach seem diminished by their solitude. Keeping Gaela and myself away from the body, I reasoned, was essential to the preservation of the scene. Whether it would turn out to be a crime scene or not would be for someone else to determine. Maybe it would be just an ordinary drowning, if any death can be said to be ordinary.

			It looked to me as if the real crime scene, if indeed there was one, was not anywhere within many miles of this dead body. There wasn’t any blood and there were no bullet holes or injuries caused by blunt instruments, at least that I could see. I held Gaela tightly in my arms and took my cell phone out of my pocket. Because I am a responsible person, I always carry my phone with me in case I fall and need assistance. I called 911 and gave them all the information they would need to find me and their newest investigation. I kept Gaela in my lap, and I sat down purposefully and carefully among the cold rocks to wait for the police. I called Anne Marie at the house and told her what was going on. She said she would bring my lunch if I wasn’t back at the house by 1:00 pm. The woman could read my mind.

			Two uniformed patrolmen from the Oregon State Police finally arrived at the scene. They were polite, introduced themselves, and showed me their identification. They asked me to tell them, several times, how I had happened to discover the body. I explained it all to them, and then I explained it all again. I even told them my real name. I was sure this was going to get me into trouble eventually, but what else could I do? I had no reason to lie to the police, especially now that my cover as a reclusive hermit was blown.

			The body looked to me as if it had been in the water for several days, but what did I know? It had long, dark hair, but in these times, having long hair meant nothing. It could have been a man or a woman. It was not anyone I knew. How could it be? I didn’t know anybody in the state except for my real estate agent and my housekeeper Anne Marie. And now I kind of knew two policemen. The policemen told me I could go back to my house, but of course they wanted my phone number and all of the information they would need to hassle me in the future.

			Sitting and waiting for the authorities to arrive had rested my knees even as it had frozen my behind. I struggled to stand up. Once I had resolved the stiffness in my joints, it was not too hard to walk back up to the house. I had a spectacular view, and the ocean was always changing, never the same from one day to the next or even one hour to the next. I loved the ocean. I knew the wind had made my face ruddy, and my hair was damp. I’d had enough of the outdoor life for one day.

			When I got to the house, it was such a pleasure to be greeted with a fire in the fireplace and lunch set out on my beautiful wooden dining table. Anne Marie served me a bowl from the pot of homemade tomato soup she had on the stove. Where had that come from? It was buttery and delicious, and Anne Marie had added little ribbons of fresh basil from my herb garden on top. She had made me a hearty sandwich of thinly sliced rare roast beef with cheddar cheese on rye and Anne Marie’s homemade potato salad. Where had that come from? The woman was a magician as well as a mind reader.

			
			I was hungry after my walk, the discovery of a dead body, and my interrogation by the police. I ate every bite of food except for what I shared with Gaela. Anne Marie had prepared spiced hot cider to go with my lunch. Amazing! As I ate, I told her all about everything that had happened. She could see I was enjoying all of her food immensely and seemed pleased that I liked the soup and the potato salad so much. She told me she had left a saucepan of roast beef gravy on the stove for my dinner. She’d frozen some of the delicious tomato soup and showed me where she’d put it in the freezer. She had also made some chocolate chip cookies which were still warm. I am not crazy about sweets, but she had managed to hit my one soft spot in that department. Warm bitter-sweet chocolate got to me every time. Anne Marie washed the lunch dishes, and after she left for the day, Gaela and I took a nap.

			It was four o’clock when we were awakened by loud knocking at the front door. Who could that possibly be? Nobody came to the front door. Nobody had ever knocked on any door at my new house, but if they had, they would have come to the back door because it was closer to the road. So much for my withdrawal from the world. Sure enough, someone was indeed at my front door. I roused myself and reluctantly opened it to find a tall young man in a raincoat standing there. Was he going to flash me or did he have a camera hidden behind his back? It turns out he was neither a flasher nor a reporter but a detective, an investigator with the Oregon State Police. I should have guessed that he would be here at my house sooner or later. I just hadn’t expected him so much sooner.

			His name was Detective Nathanial Broderick. He showed me his identification, and he wanted to come inside. He was quite good looking and had nice gray eyes, bushy eyebrows, and light brown hair. I asked him to sit down in my living room and offered him some coffee or some hot cider. He opted for the cider, and we both had a cup. I brought a plate of cookies and some cloth napkins. Here he was, my first guest. And I’d never intended to have any guests at all, ever, in this, my hideaway. So much for that. He didn’t want to take off his raincoat, although I’d asked him if I could hang it up. He seemed nice enough and repeated all the same questions I had already answered for the cops on the beach.

			Nathanial said I looked familiar to him. I said I had “one of those faces” and that people were always telling me I looked familiar. I didn’t feel I had any obligation to tell him that I had once written best-selling novels under a pen name and that he probably recognized me from the picture on the dust covers of my books. That had nothing to do with what I’d discovered on the beach. I asked him some questions, too, figuring he wouldn’t tell me anything about anything. That was the way cops in novels treated the person who discovered the body. My fictional detectives won’t give out any information right up until the moment when they start suspecting the person who had discovered the body as their number one person of interest. Nathanial was different. He answered my questions, or at least he pretended to answer my questions.

			I asked if there was any ID on the body. I wanted to know how long he thought the body had been in the water and if it was possible to identify somebody who had been in the water that long. I asked if foul play had been involved in any way. Could an autopsy show the cause of death if the person had been in the water for a long time? I asked if the person I’d discovered was male or female. I asked if his or her clothing gave any clues about his nationality. I am an unusually inquisitive person.

			Detective Broderick squinted his eyes, wrinkled his forehead, and looked at me with curiosity. I guess I’d asked questions a person in law enforcement might ask. Or they might be questions a person who wrote books about murders and solving them might ask. I’d never seen a crime victim except on TV and in my own mind, of course, as I imagined them and wrote my stories about them. I’d never seen one in the flesh until this morning. And maybe that hapless soul I’d discovered on the beach was not even a victim of a crime. Maybe he or she was a victim of a drowning, a fall from a boat, or some other kind of natural or accidental death. I assumed the person I’d discovered had been washed up from the sea, but I didn’t even know that for sure.

			“Are you a retired law enforcement person, Ms. Linder? You seem to have quite an interest in the person on the beach and a lot of questions regarding what we have found out about him.”

			“Of course, I am interested in that person. A ‘him,’ you say? Wouldn’t you be interested if a body had washed up out of the ocean onto your beach, and you had found it? Wouldn’t you want to know who that person was, how they got to your beach, and how they’d died? Anybody would want to know these things. Maybe I just watch too much CSI and NCIS and all of those shows on TV. I want to know everything you can tell me about the person I found. I want to know that whoever that person is that he or she will be returned to his or her family and will receive a proper burial and will rest in peace. Being washed up dead on the Oregon Coast is certainly not an everyday occurrence for whoever it was that I discovered this morning. Finding a dead body on my property is not an everyday occurrence for me either. I want to know everything there is to know.”

			“We don’t know anything much ourselves, at least not yet. The victim appears to be a male in his early to mid-twenties. He didn’t have any identification on his body, but we believe he is of African or Middle Eastern origin. We believe that because of his facial structure and the color of his skin and his hair. We will run some DNA tests to determine his precise genetic origins. There aren’t any identifying marks or labels in the clothing that might help us determine where any of it was purchased. The labels on the victim’s clothes have been cut out, which is unusual and suspicious. We don’t know anything about the cause of death, and I won’t have any answers about that until after the autopsy has been performed. We may not have answers even after the autopsy.”

			“Well, detective, thank you for sharing all of that information with me. I’m surprised you’ve been so forthcoming, and I am very appreciative.”

			“I know this was a shock for you, and my philosophy is that if the person who discovers a body wants to know as much information as possible to help them deal with the trauma of making the discovery, I want to give them that information. Now you know almost everything I know. I appreciate your time and cooperation. I also thank you for the delicious hot cider and the cookies. They more than hit the spot with me after the past two hours walking with the forensics team and the medical examiner on the beach. You have been very hospitable. I am going to leave my card with you, and if you think of anything else you forgot to tell me or if you have any more questions, please feel free to call me on my cell phone.”

			
			“You are welcome. I am happy to do whatever I can to help bring this young man home to his family, wherever that home might be. I hope you will let me know if and when you find out anything more about him. You are correct that the more I know the better I can recover from the trauma of the discovery. The unknown is always the most difficult thing to deal with — for me anyway. Again, I appreciate your telling me as much as you have. I look forward to hearing from you when you have more information.”

			Detective Broderick left the house, and I have to admit I enjoyed having him here. Maybe I was not as reclusive as I’d thought I was. He was my first guest, and I’d never planned on having any guests here at all. It had not been that painful, and I’d almost been sorry to see him leave. Gaela wanted my attention, a short trip to the back yard, and her dinner. In spite of the enormous lunch I had eaten, I was hungry again. Finding bodies on the beach works up an appetite. I’d never realized that until today, and I would have to remember to put that in my next book. Except, I reminded myself, I wasn’t going to write any more books.

			I reheated the roast beef from the night before and warmed up the gravy Anne Marie had made and left on the stove. I had the rest of the Bob Evans mashed potatoes, and there was plenty of leftover broccoli. Some microwaved frozen cheese sauce on top of the broccoli completed the hearty meal, and I ate a lot of the rare roast beef. Maybe finding bodies on the beach depletes the body’s protein. I might have convinced myself of that fact except that I had also helped myself to large amounts of Anne Marie’s delicious gravy. What excuse could I find for that?

			After a hot bath, I snuggled down with Gaela and read from my Kindle. I was already imagining a story about the body on the beach. It was one thing to make up a story about an imaginary body, but I did not have poetic license to make up stories about this real victim. I fell asleep wondering about my adventures of the morning and my interactions with Broderick. He was much nicer than the detectives in my own fictional stories. Maybe I had made my detectives too harsh and taciturn. Maybe I could learn something from Broderick’s friendly, open-handed style of dealing with the public.

			I was a member of the public now and certainly not in control of this story. It felt strange not to be able to push the action forward using my own imagination. Waiting for real facts, especially for facts which might never be known, was frustrating. I needed to find something to do. Being a recluse with nothing to do had become old in just a little over a week.
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			Chapter 3

			Looking For Something

			The next morning after breakfast, Gaela and I went down to the beach again. I was determined to search for clues, clues that, of course, a professional forensics team had failed to find. Maybe that only happened in my novels, but you never knew what could happen until you looked. And wouldn’t you know it; the morning tide had washed up a backpack! There it was lying on the beach just begging to be noticed. It might belong to the body of the previous morning, or it might be entirely unrelated.

			I didn’t have any plastic gloves to put on (like a professional investigator would have) so I used some seaweed from the beach to keep my fingerprints off the fasteners of the backpack. When I opened the largest compartment and looked inside, I shut it immediately and backed away. There was something in the backpack that looked to me like explosives with wires and things coming out of it in all directions. It looked disturbingly like a bomb. It was now completely soaked with sea water, and hopefully in its current state, it was not in danger of exploding.

			I wished I’d done the right thing at first and called Detective Broderick before opening the backpack, but I hadn’t. How could I have known it was trouble until I’d opened it, looked inside, and seen what appeared to be a bomb? I had tried to investigate on my own, but I didn’t think I’d compromised any evidence by opening the one compartment of the backpack. I realized now that this was way out of my league and that professional attention was required. I called the detective, and he picked up his phone right away.

			“This is Abigail Linder, Detective Broderick, and I have just found a backpack that washed up on my beach this morning. The backpack has what I think are explosives inside it, and you probably need to see it right away. I don’t know if it has anything to do with the body that washed up yesterday, but it washed up in exactly the same spot on the beach as yesterday’s body. I opened the backpack to look inside, but other than that I didn’t move it or disturb anything. I won’t touch it again. I will stay here with it until you or someone else arrives to take it away. The backpack is soaked. I don’t think the bomb is in danger of going off.”

			“Stay right where you are and don’t touch anything. I will be right there myself. It will take me about fifteen minutes. Thanks.” Detective Nathanial Broderick was so polite. I liked that.

			I was almost afraid to call my housekeeper Anne Marie to tell her that I’d found something else on the beach that might cause trouble. She’d arrived at my house earlier that morning. I’d already become irrevocably attached to her cooking and her way of taking care of the house for me. I didn’t want to lose her because of the weird things that were happening on my property or because there were always policemen wandering around. I did call her, and she asked if I needed anything. I told her I just wanted her to make me the same exact lunch she’d made for me yesterday. That would make me feel much better. Gaela and I sat on the beach and waited for Detective Broderick.

			When he arrived, he had two technicians in tow. They took lots of photographs of the backpack and asked if I had moved it. I hadn’t. Nathanial insisted that I call him by his first name since it looked like we were going to have a long-term relationship. I explained that when I’d found the backpack and opened the large compartment, I’d tried not to leave any fingerprints. I told him about the seaweed. He didn’t laugh at me or scold me about that; he just said he was glad I hadn’t moved the backpack.

			Finally, after asking me to repeat several times how I had happened to find the backpack, he told me I could return to my house. In fact, I hadn’t “found” the backpack. It was just sitting right there in front of me on the beach. I looked at it, and then I opened it. Then I’d called Nathanial. As Gaela and I walked back to the cottage, I thought seriously about whether or not I wanted to take any more walks on the beach, the next day or on any other day in the future. Maybe I could just admire the Pacific Ocean from my porch from now on.

			I went back to the house and enjoyed my wonderful lunch again in front of a warm fire. Anne Marie asked if there was anything new in “the case.” I guess she also watched CSI or some of the other crime shows on TV. I was old enough to remember Perry Mason, Della Street, and Paul Drake and how they’d solved crimes mostly by just figuring them out. They didn’t have DNA or sophisticated fingerprint databases or voice recognition or facial recognition software. But every week, they got their man, or their woman. And then there were Nancy Drew and Hercule Poirot. They were so brilliant and so low tech. I knew I was an anachronism longing for the good old days. That afternoon Gaela and I watched an old World War II spy movie on TV. We woke up late after taking a nap, and I decided I needed a change of scenery. We opted for the famous fish restaurant in Depoe Bay, The Sea Dog.

			We were late enough that getting a good parking place was not a problem. I ordered a large shrimp cocktail and the large fried seafood platter. It was called the Neptune Platter or something like that. I rationalized ordering the large because I would take some of the leftovers home for lunch the next day. The platter was huge with a mountain of fried everything on it, fish, shrimp, scallops, clams, oysters, and a crab cake. There was also a big pile of fries and a side of delicious coleslaw, so there were plenty of leftovers to take home. Stuffed and happy to have discovered a new place to eat, Gaela and I were anxious to be back at the cottage and went immediately to bed.

			The next morning after breakfast, Gaela and I started to get ready for our walk. Anne Marie, who hardly ever initiated a conversation, asked me if I really wanted to take a walk on the beach this morning. I told her I thought it was probably safe to go today. What were the chances I would find something else the third day in a row? It looked like it was going to rain at any minute, so we needed to hurry if we wanted to finish the walk before we got wet.

			We didn’t even make it all the way to the beach when I saw it. As we went around the last bend in the path, I looked down and to my left, and there were what looked like the remnants of a rubber raft. The battered rubber boat was on the beach in my cove, a cove that half belonged to me. The other half of the cove belonged to the empty property next to mine. I didn’t know exactly where the lot line was that divided the cove, but it looked like the raft was on my half. It was difficult to get down to the cove. There was no gently winding path to take me there. It was a steep climb down to the cove’s beach, an impossible hike for somebody who uses a cane … like I do.

			I called Detective Broderick right away. He needed to know there was something suspicious in the cove even if the raft wasn’t completely on my property. He was surprised to hear from me again today. I told him I’d seen what looked like the remains of a rubber raft in my cove. I told him I hadn’t approached it and had only seen it from a distance. I took a photo of it with my phone and sent it to him. Of course, neither of us knew whether or not the raft had anything to do with the discoveries of the two previous mornings. Detective Broderick said he would meet me in fifteen minutes. I told him where he could find the raft in the cove. I told him he could find me inside my house.

			By now, the rain was coming down in earnest, and both Gaela and I were drenched. I don’t run anywhere these days, but I did try to hobble as fast as I could back to my dry house. As soon as we dripped in through the door, Anne Marie gathered up Gaela and toweled her off and put her in front of the gas fireplace to get warm. I peeled off my soaking clothes in the bathroom and decided I would take a shower – not because I needed to be cleaner but because I needed to be warmer. I decided that if I was going to continue to take walks on the beach, I would have to invest in more protective foul weather gear. My thigh-length “waterproof” anorak was not able to handle the Oregon rain. I needed serious fisherman’s oilskins to make my daily journeys of discovery. I dressed in dry jeans, a turtleneck, and a heavy cable knit sweater. My bedroom slippers felt great on my feet. I decided I was staying in the house for the rest of the day.

			Anne Marie had made beef barley soup with mushrooms for lunch. The woman is a soup-making genius; how lucky was I? She warmed up my leftover fish from the night before and made me a wonderful fried fish sandwich with lettuce, tomato, and tartar sauce on a buttered, toasted potato roll. She even cut up some lemon wedges. I asked her where she had learned to cook, and she said her grandmother and her mother had both been excellent cooks and had taught her. I could tell she was pleased that I liked her soups so much.

			She’d made chicken breasts in a creamy lemon-garlic sauce with rice for my dinner. The chicken had artichoke hearts and sun dried tomatoes added to the sauce. It was already in the oven and all I had to do was turn it on. Anne Marie realized how much I loved her food, and I think she was showing off a little bit each time she made a new dish for me. She had already steamed what looked like a pound of asparagus. I was going to have to make more of an effort to find something to do since Anne Marie had all the home chores and all the cooking covered. She was doing an ever so much better job at all of it than I could have hoped to do.

			My cell phone rang as Anne Marie was leaving. It was Detective Broderick calling to see if he could stop by later that evening. He said he wouldn’t be able to come by until after dinner, and he would have the autopsy report in hand by that time. He wanted to ask me some more questions. I asked him if he had any information about the raft in my cove, and he said he would tell me about it when he saw me that night.

			I turned on the oven to make my dinner, and Gaela and I watched another old movie. We fell asleep halfway through it and woke up after six o’clock
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