	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PIE IN THE SKY

[image: ]


Kappy King and the Pie Kaper

BY

Amy Lillard

Contents

PIE IN THE SKY

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Authors love reviews!

DEDICATION

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

OTHER BOOKS BY AMY LILLARD

Copyright 2018 by Amy Lillard

THIS LITTLE PIGGY

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


“Did you hear?” Edie Peachey shut her car door, then opened it again to shut off the engine. She pushed the door closed and started toward the porch where Kappy waited.

Kathryn King, known to most in her small Amish community in Blue Sky, Pennsylvania, as Kappy, propped her hands onto her hips and eyed her friend. “Hi, Edie. So good to see you, too. Yes, the weather has been nice lately, but September always is, don’t you think?”

Edie ignored her sarcasm and plowed ahead. “Alma Miller fell out of her cherry tree and is in a coma.”

It could have been the last thing Kappy expected her to say, but something seemed off. Edie was about the best friend Kappy had ever had. The murder of Edie’s mother had pulled them together and bonded them in a strong way. The pair had left no stone unturned as they tried to clear Edie’s brother of the charges. Yet despite Edie’s conservative upbringing—she had been raised Amish, then left to live among the English—she had the tendency to be a bit dramatic in both action and appearance. Like today’s outfit of black-and-white-checkered pants and a bright red shirt made out of stretchy material that clung to her in a way that made Kappy a bit uncomfortable. She supposed Edie didn’t dress any more risqué than the other English women Kappy encountered. At least her clothes matched today, though the top clashed with Edie’s swirly cotton-candy-colored hair.

“Did you put blue in your hair?”

“Just a bit.”

She had dyed it pink a couple of months back and it had taken this long for Kappy to get used to it. Now this!

“Did you hear what I said?”

“I did.” But still the words seemed impossible. “Where did you hear such a thing?”

Edie hooked one finger back over her shoulder toward the main road. “I was at the Super Saver, and I heard Mary Ann Peachey and Bertha Troyer talking about it.”

“You haven’t been back a year and already you are falling victim to idle gossip.”

Edie cocked her head to one side. “I never said Mary Raber was involved.”

“Like it matters.”

Everyone knew that Mary Raber was the biggest gossip in the village of Blue Sky, but that didn’t mean there weren’t amateurs out there jockeying for her title.

Jockeying. That was her word for the day in her word-a-day calendar. And she thought she would never have the opportunity to use that one. Just goes to show. Kappy loved her calendar. The Amish might only attend school until the eighth grade, but one should never stop learning. At least that’s what she thought.

“Coma,” Edie said again slowly. “I think you missed that important detail the first go around.”

“I heard it.” Kappy took a step back to let Edie into the house, then she whistled for Elmer. The pup stopped sniffing at a particularly interesting blade of grass at the edge of the drive. He raised his snout into the air, back leg raised and tail out in the perfect beagle point. “Come on,” she called.

Elmer raced toward her, ears floating on the breeze as he ran. He was getting big, losing his puppy coat and changing colors the way beagles were prone to do. White paws had gained freckles of brown. His ears, once dark silky black, were now a rusty velvet brown. Even the white strip down the center of his face seemed to have shifted. But inside he was all mischievous puppy.

“And you’re not concerned for our friend?” Edie continued after Kappy had shut the door behind them.

Elmer raced to the kitchen to get a drink of water, then collapsed in front of the hearth to chew on a rawhide bone. He held it between his front paws as he gnawed on it from the side. Kappy had learned the hard way, it was get him something to chew on or keep buying new shoes.

“I’m considering the source.” There was no proof anywhere that any of this was true, but as usual, Edie had fallen into her typical drama-filled response. “And the Millers don’t have a cherry tree.”

Edie waved a hand around as if erasing Kappy’s logic. “Details, details.”

But if that information was incorrect, then what else was?

“Besides, I think the preacher’s wife and the deacon’s wife would know.”

Kappy stopped. Neither woman was inclined to gossip, but it had been a slow fall. Well, things had slowed down after Sally June Esh was run off the road, but this was another matter altogether. “They don’t have a cherry tree.”

Edie shrugged. “So she fell out of some other kind of tree. Coma,” she repeated, even slower this time.

The last thing Kappy wanted to do was jump to conclusions, but her heart sank despite her resolve. Alma Miller . . . is in the hospital? In a coma? “Maybe we should go check it out. When did this happen?”

“Yesterday,” Edie said with a nod. “Maybe the day before.”

Two days? Where had she been that she was just now hearing about this? Kappy didn’t have an answer for that. She had been right where she was now, but she had always been a little on the outside of her community. Sometimes she heard news right after it happened and sometimes she would only find out about it at their every-other-week church services.

“So . . .?” Edie asked.

Kappy jerked herself out of her thoughts and eyed her friend. She and Edie were a mismatched pair to be certain, but ever since she had returned to Blue Sky, Edie had become more than just a friend. She was Kappy’s best friend. Something Kappy hadn’t had in a long time. Kappy swallowed hard and nodded. “Jah. Let’s go to the hospital and see what we can find out.”

“I’ll drive,” Edie said.

Once again Kappy nodded, and a worried frown puckered Edie’s brow. “You aren’t even going to argue about it?”

“Not today.” It was a standing disagreement between the two of them. Since Edie had left the church, she drove around in a fancy English car. Well, Kappy supposed it wasn’t all that fancy as far as cars went, but it was fancy to her, nonetheless.

“Are you sure you’re feeling all right?” Edie took a step toward her and pressed the back of one hand to Kappy’s forehead, as if to check for fever. “You don’t feel warm.”

Kappy smacked her hand away. “I’m fine. I would just like to . . .” She would just like to what? Know as soon as possible. There had been too many tragedies in Blue Sky lately and if this one happened not to be true, she wanted to know as soon as humanly possible. “Go,” she finally said.

Edie tossed her hair out of her face and nodded. “I have to take Jimmy to work in a bit. I’ll get him, then swing back by and we’ll go over to the hospital, ’kay?”

“Sure.”

Edie shot her one last concerned look and headed out the front door.

Kappy stood where she was for a moment, a silent prayer for Alma running through her mind. How she hoped that Alma had no need, but two days with the same rumor floating around meant one thing: There was some truth in it after all. But how much?

She supposed she would find out soon enough. Or she would find out when they got to the hospital that someone was making things up. As much as she hated a wasted trip, she kind of hoped that would happen. She hated the thought of something bad happening to Alma. She was as sweet as they came. Though if Kappy was being perfectly honest, Alma was a bit prideful over her pies.

She sighed. Once again human nature won out over the church.

Elmer abandoned his chew toy and ran toward the door, stopping short and sniffing the air before plopping his rear down and howling. She didn’t think Edie would be back yet, but she never really knew with her friend. And though Kappy was constantly reminding people that she didn’t do business from her front porch, inevitably someone came around and knocked.

“Around back,” she called. “Down the basement.”

“I don’t need a prayer kapp. I just want to talk to you,” the male voice returned. And it wasn’t Edie’s brother Jimmy Peachey.

“Jack Jones,” she said.

“The one and only,” he replied. At least that’s what she thought he said. It was hard to hear with all the noise her dog was making.

“Hush,” she told Elmer and stepped over him to the door. Except Elmer picked that time to move, and Kappy ended up thumping hard against the wall. “Crazy dog,” she muttered, then wrenched open the door.

As expected, Jack Jones stood on the porch. Jack was tall and swarthy (last month’s word), the image of a pirate, if they still existed like in the old days. His eyes were so dark she could barely see their pupils. The hair on his head was the color of a raven’s wing and that on his face was black as well. Not that he had a beard. It just seemed that no matter when she saw him he always had stubble, like his facial hair resented being shaved off and grew back almost immediately. “Everything okay?” he asked.

“Jah. Sure.” Kappy ran her hands down her front, smoothing out her apron.

“I thought I heard something.”

She shook her head. “Just graceful me tripping over this terrible dog.” The smile on her face and the affection in her voice took all the sting from her words. “What brings you out this way, Detective?”

He hesitated and for the first time since Kappy had met him, Jack looked . . . uncertain. “Is Edie here?” he asked.

She shook her head.

He looked almost relieved. “Can I talk to you about something? Inside?”

She stepped back so Jack could enter. “Of course.” But she couldn’t stop the small frown of concern that wrinkled her brow. Jack uncertain was one thing but needing to talk to her privately was another matter altogether.

Jack moved past her and into her living room. He shifted from one foot to the other, that cop confidence momentarily put on hold.

“What do you want to talk about?” Kappy asked. All this shifting was making her nervous.

“I suppose you heard about Alma Miller.”

She nodded and motioned for him to take a seat on the couch while she settled down in her favorite rocking chair. “Edie said something about it earlier. That she fell out of her cherry tree and was in a coma.”

“She had some head trauma and is in a coma, yes,” Jack said.

Which was not exactly falling from a possibly nonexistent cherry tree. “So she didn’t fall out of a tree? I told Edie the Millers didn’t have a cherry tree. Now a crab apple tree . . .”

That was one thing she knew was on their property. Alma Miller was famous in the valley for her crab apple pie recipe. Well, all her pies really. Every year she took first place at the fall festival with her mouthwatering efforts. She claimed fresh ingredients were the secret, but Kappy had a feeling there was more to it than that.

“I can’t discuss the particulars of her case with you, but I do need to ask you a question.”

“Okay,” Kappy stammered. She’d had her doubts about the seriousness or even the validity of Alma’s accident, but this just proved it.

Validity. That was another one from her calendar. Kappy loved her word-a-day calendar, but validity was one she never thought she would get to put into practice.

Jack pulled an envelope from inside his jacket and shook something out. After a moment Kappy realized they were photographs.

She shook her head. “I don’t want—” She didn’t finish that thought. She had no desire to look at the images if they were of what she thought they were. She didn’t need to see Alma bent and broken on the ground outside her house. It was simply too much.

Jack ignored her protests and started to lay the pictures out on the coffee table where she could clearly see them. She didn’t want to look, but she didn’t seem to be able to help herself. But they weren’t of poor Alma laying under a cherry-possibly-crab apple tree. They were of the inside of the house.

Kappy relaxed a bit and let her eyes take in the images before her. The pictures all showed the same thing. It took her a minute to determine exactly what she was looking at. It was the floor of Alma’s kitchen. The worn yellow linoleum was covered with flour, as if it had been spilled by a child who then ran through the mess, scattering it about. The pictures may have been of the same subject, but they had been taken from every angle imaginable. In one she could see the old-fashioned tin cannister that Alma kept her flour in. She brought it to every pie competition every year and Kappy recognized it from that. In another she could just make out the legs of the kitchen table along with a couple of the chairs. But each seemed to focus on the spread of flour.

“She fell in her house?” Kappy asked. All the rumors had indicated she had been outside. But if this was an accident, then why was the police involved?

“Can you make out these words?”

Kappy squinted at one of the pictures on the top of the pile. “Did someone draw in the flour?” she hesitantly asked. The thought was ridiculous, but she asked regardless.

Jack cleared his throat. “Something like that.” He shifted in his seat and Kappy realized that his lack of confidence could be contributed to concern over how much he should say to her.

She turned her gaze from the photographs to Jack. “Why are you telling me all this?”

“There were words, symbols maybe, drawn in the spilled flour.”

Kappy gasped. “You think she was attacked, and her attacker left a message in the flour?” The thought almost had her jumping to her feet. Somehow she contained her surprise.

“I might have expected this from Edie,” Jack grumbled.

“Is that a no?”

“It’s a no.” Jack pinched the bridge of his nose as if he was starting to get a headache. “We believe that Alma wrote a message in the flour before she lost consciousness.”

Kappy nodded. “That makes more sense. Jah.” She blamed Edie. She was always running around coming up with crazy ideas about this, that, and the other, but Kappy could forgive her. Edie was merely bored in their quiet village after so many years living among the English.

“Is Alma going to be okay?” she asked.

Jack gave a small shrug. “We don’t know. And this may be the only clue we have to finding out who did this.”

“So she was attacked.” The thought sent shivers all through her. It was hard enough to think of the bishop’s poor wife falling from her favorite fruit tree, but taken down in her own house . . .

“I didn’t say that.”

He didn’t have to. If this were nothing more than a simple accident, like tripping over the cat, then Jack Jones would be off talking to someone else about another crime in the village. Instead, he was here . . .

“What are the clues?” Kappy finally asked.

“You know I can’t—”

“Discuss the particulars of the case. Jah, I know. But was it a B&E?” She wasn’t sure where she had picked up the term, but she was self-satisfied that she had found an opportunity to use it in conversation.

He seemed reluctant, then went ahead and answered. “Nothing seems to be missing. There were no signs of forced entry.”

“Of course not,” Kappy said. “Bishop Sam never locked his doors.”

“Never?”

“He said it was a sign of lack of faith.”

Jack’s forehead puckered into a small frown. “What does lack of faith have to do with it?”

“It’s all part of trusting God and accepting His will.”

Jack seemed to think this over for a moment. “I guess.” He didn’t sound convinced.

“Preacher Sam used to always tell him, ‘Do not put thy Lord God to the test.’” A small smile pulled at her lips. The two had been at odds over the matter as long as she could remember.

“Who else knows that they don’t lock their doors?”

Kappy raised one shoulder in a half shrug. “Everyone I guess. I mean, it’s never been a secret or anything.”

“Well that doesn’t help much.”

Kappy glanced back down at the photographs still spread across her coffee table. “Why are you showing these to me?” she finally asked. It was the one question about the entire exchange that had her confused.

“We’re having trouble figuring out what the words mean. I thought perhaps they could be Pennsylvania Dutch.”

She picked up one of the images and studied it. She hadn’t noticed it before, but there, in the mounds of powdery white flour, she could just make out a word. She carefully placed it back and picked up the next photograph.

“Is it?”

“Is it what?” Kappy asked. She was so intent on studying the picture that she lost the thread of the conversation.

“Pennsylvania Dutch.” A small note of irritation colored his voice.

“You know Edie speaks Dutch as well.”

He nodded. “I know.”

But he didn’t want to ask her. That much was obvious.

Kappy waited, hoping that if she stalled long enough Jack would crack and tell her exactly why he didn’t want to tell Edie.

“Well?” he asked.

“Why didn’t you take these to Edie to interpret?” she finally asked outright.

“Really?”

As far as answers went, it wasn’t exactly what she had hoped.

They sat in silence for a full moment before Jack finally spoke.

“Can you read it or not? I mean, we thought it was Pennsylvania Dutch, but it could be another language.”

“It is,” Kappy said. “It’s English.”

Jack blinked at her as if the movement of his lids would bring all the wayward pieces back into focus. “What?”

“It’s English.” She tapped the photograph with her index finger. “Alma has always had the worst penmanship.” She stopped, shook her head. “Do you still call it penmanship if she wrote it with her finger? She did write it with her finger, right?”

Jack didn’t answer, just tugged the photo from her grasp and studied it. “This is English?” he asked. Apparently he needed her to clarify one more time.

“Without a doubt.”

“Is that a nine?” he asked.

Kappy peered to where he pointed to a spot on one of the pictures. “Looks like it to me.”

“And this says . . .” He hesitated as he tried to make out the letters. “Babies?”

“That’s what I see.”

Jack frowned. “Nine babies? What does that mean?”

Kappy opened her mouth to respond, but he waved her words away before she could even say them. “Rhetorical.”

Because of her word-a-day calendar she knew exactly what that meant.

“I think the other words are ME and blue.”

He shook his head and mumbled something that sounded a lot like “that doesn’t make any sense at all.”

And it didn’t. “What do you suppose it means?” Kappy asked.

Jack gathered up the pictures and rose. “Thanks for your help, Kappy.”

“Uh,” she sputtered and pushed to her feet as well. Like a puppy, she followed behind Jack to the door. Ironically, Elmer trotted behind her, tail wagging. “You’re welcome.”

Jack flashed her that smile of his, then loped down the porch steps.

“Is Alma going to be all right?”

“Hard to say.” Jack had reached his car. He opened the door and slid behind the wheel. Before she could ask even one more question, he backed out of her drive and with a small wave, he disappeared down the road.

****
[image: ]


Kappy was sitting on her porch, purse in hand when Edie arrived ten minutes later.

“Are you ready to go?” Edie called from the driver’s seat.

“Hi, Kappy!” Jimmy called from the back.

“Jah,” she said. “Hi, Jimmy.” Then she made her way to the car.

She’d had ten long minutes to think about Jack and Alma and all his questions, even though he answered none of hers. Concern for Alma was number one in her thoughts, but if Jack was involved . . .

That couldn’t be right. Jack worked more in homicides. This wasn’t one. This was an accident. Except Alma hadn’t fallen out of a tree of any type. She had written her message in the house. A message not about who had possibly attacked her but babies and colors. It was beyond strange.

“You’re awfully quiet,” Edie said.

“Hmmm?” Kappy turned her attention to her friend, only then realizing that they were halfway to Mose Peachey’s Bait Shop where Jimmy worked part-time.

Edie had encouraged him to take the job to help him socialize more. He had plenty of work to do on their farm. Besides the garden and housework, they had the beagles to take care of along with the plethora of animals that Jimmy had taken in. Ducks, gerbils, rabbits, and goats. Though he had yet to convince his sister that he needed to raise miniature pigs. According to Edie, his assortment was big enough.

Plethora. She smiled a little and gave herself a mental pat on the back for remembering it. Plethora was one of her calendar words from last week.

“Why?” Edie asked.

Kappy thought for a moment about playing dumb but shrugged instead. “Just thinking.” Plus, Jimmy had chattered away almost nonstop since they had started on down the road. With him rambling on about this and that, she didn’t feel the need to add anything else. Instead she had begun to wonder about all the things Jack Jones had told her that afternoon. Or maybe it was what he hadn’t said.

Alma had been attacked in her own home. With what? She didn’t know, but now the bishop’s wife was in the hospital, condition unknown.

“What is it?” Edie asked.

“Huh?” Kappy swung her attention back to Edie.

“Something’s wrong. What is it?”

Kappy scoffed and waved a hand as if flicking away her suspicions. “Nothing’s wrong. Why would anything be wrong?”

“You tell me. We’ve been in this car for fifteen minutes and you haven’t criticized my driving once, nor have you clutched the dash like your life depended on it. So spill it.”

“It’s nothing really. Just a . . . new covering pattern I’m working on in my head.”

“Uh-huh,” Edie said slowly, then turned her attention back to the road. Kappy didn’t even have to ask her to do so. Because Edie’s driving was improving? Hardly. Because Kappy had entirely too much running around in her head. Anything she might want to tell Edie . . . well, she didn’t want to discuss such matters in front of Jimmy. He reminded them daily that he was grown up and not a kid anymore, but there was no sense scaring him if she didn’t have to. Surely finding out that one of the sweetest ladies in their district had been attacked in her own home would frighten the pants off anyone.

“We can talk about it later,” Kappy finally said. She cut her eyes toward the back seat, but she wasn’t sure Edie had seen the movement.

No matter. Edie turned the car into the packed gravel parking area of the bait shop.

“I get off at three,” Jimmy reminded her as he let himself out of the car. “Don’t be late.”

“I won’t,” Edie promised.

A few months before, Edie had been late to pick up Jimmy from work and he’d been really distressed, threatening to press the call button on his emergency alert necklace the next time Edie was late. Of course it didn’t help that it was also the day Sally June Esh had been run off the road while she was delivering church pickles for her family’s business. Jimmy hadn’t let Edie forget it despite all the times she had taken him and picked him up on time since then.

“Bye, Kappy.”

She waved in return and watched as Jimmy let himself into the small shed that served as a store.

Once he was out of sight, Edie turned toward her. “Okay. He’s gone. Spill it.”

Kappy thought about it a moment, just trying to figure out the best place to start.

She must have taken too long for Edie goosed her in the side.

“Argh!” Kappy jumped and yelped, hugging the door to get out of her reach. “Okay, okay. Give me a second.”

Edie retreated and Kappy used the small reprieve to smooth her prayer kapp back into its proper place. “Jack Jones came by today.”

“Jack?” Edie’s eyes turned smoky with just the mention of his name. “When? After I left?”

Kappy nodded, and left out that he had made sure Edie was nowhere around before coming in.

“What did he say?”

She shrugged, wondering perhaps if she was making too big a deal out of this. “He showed me some pictures and wanted to know if I knew what the words meant.”

Edie shook her head. “You lost me.”

“He had pictures of the crime scene where Alma was attacked. Someone had written in the flour. They assume it was Alma, and they wanted to know if it was Dutch.”

Edie simply stared at her for a moment. “Alma was attacked?”

Kappy nodded. “Apparently someone broke into her house and conked her on the head.”
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“What?” Edie’s eyes widened. “Why am I just now hearing about this?”

“I don’t know. I just heard about it myself.”

Edie frowned at her. “You heard about it almost an hour ago!”

“Only because Jack needed my help.”

Edie snorted.

“Someone wrote some words in the flour. See, I suppose Alma was baking when whoever hurt her came in. She had her flour tin in her hands or she knocked it off the counter when she fell. I don’t really know. But there was flour spilled all over the floor.”

“And someone wrote in it.”

“Jah.”

“Who?”

“Alma? The attacker? How am I supposed to know?”

She seemed to think about that a moment. “And Jack couldn’t read whatever it was on his own?”

“He thought it might be Dutch.”

Edie fell unusually quiet. “I can read Dutch.”

Thankfully, Kappy didn’t have to answer. Jimmy came to the door of the bait shop and waved them away. It seemed like having his sister and her best friend hang out in the parking lot in front of where he worked was cramping his independent lifestyle.

Edie waved at him as if to say nothing was amiss, then put the car into gear.

“Are we still going to see Alma?” Kappy asked as Edie stopped at the edge of the lot. She didn’t have on her blinker, and Kappy had no idea which way she might turn. The original plan might have been to check on the bishop’s wife at the hospital, but with everything that Edie just discovered . . .

“Of course.” She set the car in motion and headed for the hospital.
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They were almost to the hospital before Edie spoke. “So Alma didn’t fall out of the cherry tree.”

“I told you,” Kappy said. “The Millers don’t have a cherry tree.”

“Whatever.” Edie blew her bangs out of her face, a sure sign she was frustrated and doing her best to pretend that everything was fine. “Whatever kind of tree it was, she didn’t fall out of it.”

It took a full fifteen seconds for Kappy to decipher that sentence. She nodded. “It sounds to me like she was in her house, minding her own business, and bam. Someone hit her with something.”

“Did Jack say why? I mean, it’s not like she has a television or a computer. She doesn’t even have one of those ridiculous five-hundred-dollar mixer machines.”

“There wasn’t anything else taken.” When she thought about it like that, it made her wonder: Why would someone break into the Millers’ house, beat on Alma, then leave? If that were truly the case, it would be like someone did it for the sole purpose of harming the sweet lady.

“People do a lot of crazy things,” Edie said as if she could read her mind.

“You don’t think . . .” Kappy trailed off, unable to finish the question.

“That someone only wanted to hurt her?” Edie shrugged. “It’s weird, though, huh?” She pulled into the hospital parking lot and slipped her car into the closest slot she could find.

“I mean, this is Alma Miller we’re talking about.”

Edie shut off the car and got out, leaving Kappy to follow. “So it was just a robbery gone bad.” She said the words as if that was all there was to it. But doubts still plagued Kappy. Like why.

“What did it say?” Edie asked as they entered the large glass doors.

“What?”

“The message in the flour. Didn’t you say Alma left a message?”

“I didn’t know for certain . . .” Kappy hedged.

“So someone breaks into their house. He or she hits Alma over the head with something, then stops to write a message? And leaves the vic breathing on the floor?”

“The vic?” Kappy asked as they stepped into the elevator.

“You know, victim.” Edie shrugged. “What room?”

Kappy dug into her purse for the note she had written about Alma’s room number and what floor she was on, then rattled it off to Edie.

The doors closed behind them.

“So?” Edie asked again.

It took Kappy a moment to regain the thread of their conversation. “It was weird. Something about nine blue babies.”

“That doesn’t make any sense at all.”

“I know,” Kappy said. “I may be remembering wrong. Either way, Jack is a professional. I’m sure he’ll figure out what it means soon.”

“Yeah,” Edie said. “Soon.” She shook her head. “Nine blue babies?”

“Your guess is as good as mine on that one.”
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Alma had been put into a medical coma in order to allow her brain and body time to heal. Kappy and Edie weren’t allowed into visit. That, plus the way the doctors delivered the news, seemed to indicate that this was an unlikely scenario.

“Poor Alma,” Edie whispered as they sat in the waiting room with the others. There were several people she didn’t know, plus Preacher Sam and a few prominent members of their church. Plus Alma’s sister, Rose Menno. Their sister Nancy lived in Lancaster and would probably come in soon. For the first time in a great while, Kappy thought about Alma’s other sister, Amelia. But Amelia had left Blue Sky long ago. Kappy wondered if anyone had told her about Alma. Or if she was even still alive.

Kappy let her gaze wander around the room once more. She supposed not everyone was there waiting for news about Alma Miller. Not that there was any news coming. But the pair had decided to stay for a minute rather than zipping in and back out again without stopping for just a few minutes.

Now they waited for the time when they could leave without raising any consternation from the other church members. Edie couldn’t have cared less, but Kappy was thankful that she stuck around for her.

Edie leaned a bit closer and whispered out of the corner of her mouth. “Can we go now?”

Kappy lifted her chin a tad and looked from side to side. She had bowed her head as if in prayer. She had prayed, but this time was more about solemn respect than an actual plea to the Lord. “Let someone else get here and we’ll go.”

Edie made an unladylike noise, that drew the attention of two of their fellow wait-ers. She smiled and gave them an apologetic wave. “That could be hours,” she protested.

It was true. They didn’t have to pick Jimmy up for a while, but Kappy wanted to be out of the sad hospital long before Jimmy got off from work. “Just let something happen,” she finally said. “We’ll slip out during the commotion.”

“I’ll give you commotion.” Before Kappy could protest, Edie stood, stretched big, and yawned even bigger. “Whew. I think I need a breath of fresh air. What about you, Kappy?”

What choice did she have but to answer? By the end of her first sentence, all eyes were on Edie. Kappy rose to her feet. “I suppose that would be good.”

She shook hands with Preacher Sam but didn’t approach the bishop. He was standing alone looking out the window. He had been standing there for quite some time, but Kappy didn’t know if he was contemplative or praying. Either way, she felt it best to allow him some measure of privacy.

And in no time at all, she and Edie were back out in the early fall sunshine.

“It just doesn’t make any sense,” Edie said as they drove home.

“Does anything like this ever make sense?” Kappy asked.

“Well, no, but I mean this really doesn’t make sense.”

Kappy swung her full attention to her friend. “You’re going to have to explain that one.”

“I’m not talking about the sad fact that a sweet woman was attacked in her home. Unfortunately, things like that happen every day.”

“That’s comforting,” Kappy snorted.

“I’m talking about the why.”

Kappy frowned. “Still not seeing the difference here.”

“What did the person who attacked her stand to gain?”

“Is there always a gain?”

Edie shot her a look, then quickly turned her attention back to the road ahead. Kappy breathed a small sigh of relief. “Always.”

Kappy thought it over for a minute. She considered herself pretty smart. She read a lot and had a lot more time than most to learn even though she had finished school long ago, but she had to assume that Edie simply had more experience in such matters. After all, she had spent the past fifteen years among the English. She had learned things, seen things, and heard things that Kappy couldn’t imagine. If Edie believed there was always a gain, then Kappy had to accept that it was true. On some level it had to be.

“So what’s the gain?” Kappy finally asked.

Edie shrugged one shoulder, her hands loose on the steering wheel. “I have no idea.”

“Seriously? Then why did you ask?”

Her friend shot her a ready grin. “I was hoping you could tell me.”

“Could we be looking for a why so it’s easier for us to accept?”

“I have to admit that the thought of a random crime for no reason, or a criminal out there who doesn’t know the difference between the Amish and the English and the treasures they hold dear scares me half to death. But there still should be a reason.”

And since Alma was Amish and a conservative yellow-topper at that, there were no televisions, computers, or jewelry. The most valuable thing she owned was most likely her china cabinet and the grandfather clock that was a traditional wedding gift from groom to bride. And perhaps her china itself. All those items would be hard to take out of a home, but not impossible. “What about her china hutch and her grandfather clock?” she finally asked.

“As far as I know, both are still in the house.”

So if there was a why, then what was it?

“It just doesn’t make sense,” Kappy said.

Edie pounded the heel of one hand against her steering wheel. “That’s what I’ve been saying.”

Kappy stared out the window, watching the landscape zoom by in a blur of green-slowly-turning-to-brown. Soon fall would have them firmly in hand. The festival would start, and everyone would prepare to enjoy the celebrations. And Alma could possibly still be in the hospital.

Unless they figured out what item of value the person was after. And had they gotten it? Once again Kappy shook her head.

“What?” Edie asked.

“We’re doing it again. You’re doing it again.”

“Doing what again?”

“We don’t know for certain that a crime has been committed,” Kappy reminded her.

“If there’s no crime, then why is Jack involved.”

****
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Kappy folded the morning paper back to rights and sighed as a knock sounded on the front door. Elmer immediately started barking as he trotted over, his tail wagging in proof of how vicious he really was. It was too early for a customer to have violated her “go around back” policy and that could only mean one of three people—Edie, Jimmy, or Jack Jones. Her guess was Jimmy.

She nudged the pup out of her way with one foot and opened the door to find the young man standing there. “And bingo.”

Jimmy frowned. “What?”

“Nothing.” She smiled at him and stood to one side so he could enter. “What brings you out today?”

Jimmy looked back over one shoulder in the direction where his house lay, but he didn’t come inside. “Edie sent me over. She wants to talk to you and says you need to get a phone.”

Of course she did. “I’m not getting a phone.” Like she could even have one. “Why didn’t Edie come down?”

“I wanted to walk anyway.” Jimmy shrugged. “Are you coming?”

Did she have a choice? “Let me get Elmer’s leash.”

Kappy retrieved the leash and the puppy, then locked the door and headed up the road with Jimmy. The morning held the hint of a chill, and the smell of hay seemed to surround them. Fall was definitely in the air.

“The festival will be here soon,” Jimmy said. Kappy had been thinking the very same thing.

Every year, Blue Sky held a fall festival complete with a pumpkin growing contest, a baking competition, and blue ribbons for the best animals entered. Like everyone else in the valley, she looked forward to the festival every year. She had never entered any of the competitions, but she enjoyed walking through the booths vendors set up to sell everything from pickles to kitchen gadgets. It was also great fun to check out all the quilts made especially for the quilt competition and the art work and photographs entered by the Englishers. It was a time for English and Amish to come together and celebrate another harvest before the holiday and wedding seasons rolled around.

“I was thinking about entering Judith Junior in the competition this year.” Judith was his prize rabbit with big floppy ears and the softest fur Kappy had ever felt. She was black and white like a panda with a twitchy nose. Judith Junior was one of her last litter and
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