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  What readers are saying...


“Author  Joslyn Chase has now confirmed my first impressions of her being a formidable suspense writer bound to make readers sit up and take  notice.”   
~ Manie Kilian (reader, Amazon.com)

“Joslyn Chase’s storytelling prowess transcends mere excitement; it ventures into the realm of inspiration, reminding us of the power of narrative artistry.”
~ Conrad Bux, author of Killer Witness

“Author Joslyn Chase expertly weaves high-stakes action with complex character development to please readers who want a fully-rounded novel.”
~ Reader’s Favorite

“As  always in her writing, the settings and action scenes are vividly  portrayed and the relationships between the characters are seamless and  authentic. Ms Chase has a talent for bringing characters to life.” 
~ ReadnGrow (Amazon.com)  

“There is a reason Chase is an award-winning author. Highly recommended.”
~ Justin Boote, author of Badass 

“The author is a great storyteller.”
~ AstraDaemon

“Joslyn Chase skillfully connects subplots,  then injects a few surprises, then connects things again in an  interesting cycle; weave, disassemble, weave, repeat.” 
~ Ron Keeler, Read 4 Fun  

“In the movie Field of Dreams,  there is a now famous line, “If you build it, they will come.” Apply  this sentiment to Joslyn Chase—if she writes it, we will come and read  it.”
~  William DeProspo, author of Unlikely Outcome  

“Joslyn Chase paints intriguing pictures  with vivid, colorful descriptions…you feel like you have a  front row seat from which to watch as everything unfolds.” 
~ Gabi Rosetti (reader, Amazon.com)  

“The flow of her writing is a delight to me, elegant and soothing, woven like fine linen.” 
~  Margherita Crystal Lotus, author of The Color Game  
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  The Sodden Spectators


“The old woman’s body was upstairs in the bedroom. She’d been dead for twelve hours.” 
Margot Cummings stirred sugar into her tea, tapping the spoon against the rim of the cup with more force than was necessary.
“But Aunt Cathryn, you said she’d just been scrubbing the front steps. Two of the neighbors saw her an hour before the body was discovered.”
“You needn’t take out your frustration on my fine china, dear.” Cathryn Harcourt took a cautious sip of tea and blotted her lips with a rose-colored napkin, a prim smile showing in her tawny eyes. “It’s simple, really. The neighbors never saw her that day.”
“Aunt Cathryn,” Margot’s tone held a faint reproach. “I just finished reading your latest chapter this morning, and you made it quite clear that both Mr. Bunter and Mrs. Cunningham saw the old lady.”
“Oh, they testified they’d seen her and, really, they thought they had. They saw what they expected to see, because they’d seen it every morning—rain, shine, in the blast of heat, or flying snow—the old woman scrubbing obsessively at the front steps. The murderer had only to await the moment, put on the apron, pull the cap down over his own hair, and scrub at the steps, making sure to be seen. Then he went into the house, put the cap and apron back on the body, bundled into a bulky coat with a scarf wrapped round his head, and left.”
“But surely the medical examiner would pinpoint the time of death, making the charade pointless.”
“And that,” said Cathryn, one eyebrow raised for drama, “is why he left the bedroom window open, letting in the snow and the cold, successfully confusing the issue. Never underestimate the powers of expectation and misdirection.”
Margot groaned. “Very well, Aunt Cathryn, you always manage to stump me with your stories, but now I’m turning the tables on you. I’ll tell the mystery and you’ll dance to my tune.”
Cathryn leaned back in the papasan chair with the well-worn cushion and crossed her legs. “Oh ho! Let the piping begin.”
A wash of pink spread over Margot’s face and her eyes, a remarkable shade of blue, lost their flame and became sober.
“Actually, I would hate to stump you with this. The happiness of two people I care for deeply depends on your being able to solve it.”
Cathryn uncrossed her legs and leaned forward in a posture of rapt attention. “Let’s have it, then.”
Margot closed her eyes and took a deep breath, letting it out on a shaky sigh. Her eyelids opened and the azure beneath had regained some of their fire. “I’ll try to present the facts of the case as clearly as you do in your books.” She cleared her throat. “A man committed suicide. His jacket, wallet, and car keys were found, neatly arranged, at the top of a seaside cliff, along with a bottle of prescription medicine and his cell phone, which contained a recorded message. His suicide note.”
Cathryn nodded her comprehension. “Go on.”
“He’d suffered a string of misfortunes—some problems with his business, a decline in health, and then his wife and only child were killed in a plane crash. He was clearly depressed, and though his body was never recovered, it is believed he took his life by jumping off the cliff into the sea below. A pair of spectator wingtips, the sort he always wore, washed up on a nearby beach.”
Margot stopped speaking. Cathryn was gazing out the window, a far-away look spreading across her face. Margot picked up a teaspoon, and dropped it with a clatter onto a china saucer.
Cathryn blinked and focused her topaz eyes on Margot’s pleading face. “I’m sorry, child. I was just thinking about Reverend Townsend, a character I created for my Westover Glade mystery. Such a sad thing.” She sighed and stirred her tea. “You’ve done an admirable job presenting the facts, but what is it you expect me to do with them?”
“I want to know—was it suicide, or murder?”
A bubble of laughter escaped Cathryn’s lips, and she shook her head. “And you accuse me of being unfair in doling out information. You’ll have to give me more than that. What is your interest in the case?”
“It’s Belinda. She’s my dearest friend, and so desperately unhappy just now. You see, she’s fallen in love with Abel Grandy.”
Cathryn stared. “Who?”
“I see I’ll have to start plugging in names and particulars. The dead man’s name was Jordan Phillips, though everyone called him Jordy. Have you heard of him?”
Cathryn shook her head.
“He was quite well-known in the world of horse-racing. He used to train, and ran a large stable in Kentucky. But he ended up more on the business side of racing, analyzing pedigrees, buying and selling as a bloodstock agent. His firm grew very successful, and he took on a partner, Abel Grandy.”
“Ah, I begin to see.”
“Yes. Abel is a bachelor, in his early forties, and my friend Belinda—if you recall, her husband died about three years ago—loves the man and wants to marry him, but he refuses to bring her into the shadow he lives under. You see, even though Jordy’s death was ruled a suicide, there are rumors that Abel actually killed the man. He came into quite a lot of money by it and that, alone, will keep the tongues wagging. He’s miserable, and refuses to let Belinda share his burden. As if she doesn’t, already, just by loving him.”
“Indeed.” Cathryn’s head dipped down into her thinking pose, a posture that looked deceptively like snoozing, but Margot knew better. She imagined the inside of her aunt’s head humming and snapping as neurons snaked around, making connections. At last, the honey-blond head, just starting a fade into silvery gray, rose and the golden eyes opened.
“Where is Mr. Grandy? I must speak with him.”
“He’s got a spread near Lexington, Kentucky. It’s a six-hour road trip, and Belinda told me he’d be in all week.”
Cathryn cast a fond smile on her niece. “You’re offering me a cookie.”
“I’ll bake you six dozen cookies if you’ll only come along and solve this thing.”
“Six dozen cookies would wreak havoc with my digestive system.”
Margot laughed. “Shall we leave first thing tomorrow?”
Cathryn rose and stretched her calves. They tended to bunch painfully if she set off without warning them. “I’ll go pack a bag.”
“And I’ll clear the tea things. Oh!” She stopped, and the delicate china cups were once again threatened by cascading cutlery. “I forgot to tell you one curious detail.”
“I shall be very displeased if you crack my teacups. What is it, girl?”
“The shoes that washed up on shore—they were size ten and a half.”
“So?”
“Jordy wore a twelve.”

      [image: image-placeholder]A patchwork quilt of green and white stretched over the gentle hills. Emerald squares of pasture were sectioned off with white fences, sprinkled with stables and moving dots of horseflesh. The air smelled of clipped grass and leather, and Cathryn breathed it in, felt it tickle in her nose. She leaned against the fence post and watched the string of horses run through their paces, their hooves producing a pleasant rhythm that she could hear, and faintly feel, vibrating against the rich earth. 
Abel Grandy passed over a pair of binoculars. “That mare in the lead,” he said, indicating a bay with white socks, “is where you’ll lay your money, if you’re the betting type. Impeccable breeding and a fine set of legs.”
Cathryn focused on the head of the string, following with the binoculars, before handing them on to Margot. Abel allowed Margot a moment or two to observe the predicted champion before climbing off the rung of fence where he’d been perched.
“Lunch is waiting in the dining room. We can talk there.”
Cathryn had expected moneyed elegance in the house, to impress the paying clients, but both fare and furnishings were of the plain, nourishing type, and she formed a sensible opinion of Abel Grandy.
“I’m glad you ladies will be staying overnight. Belinda arrives this evening.”
“Yes,” said Margot, “I’m so happy she’s coming.”
He smiled, and turned to Cathryn. “I understand you have some questions for me?”
She heard the humoring tone in his voice. She was used to it. No one really expected a quiet, conservative old gal to be a crack investigator. Not unless they’d read her books or written a mystery novel themselves. Margot gave him a meaningful stare.
“Tell her everything,” she said. “You’re in good hands with my aunt Cathryn.”
Cathryn fixed her topaz-colored eyes on him
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