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  Dedication




This book is dedicated to everyone who has lived at least five decades. May future decades bring you laughter, fun, and good health.










  
  Foreword



In 2016, I released a book called Blessings From the Wrong Side of Town. It never did very well even though it received good reviews. Even after ads and pushing the book on various platforms, it fizzled. The book settled to the bottom of every list.
I loved the characters too much to let them fade into memory, so I performed CPR (copy, paste, rewrite) and revived them. This book, Walkers on the Run, is a reimagined and rewritten version of that book. The characters are a little younger and a new character in the form of Prissy the cat joins the cast. Their story will not stop after the initial mystery, but Leona, Betty, and Clarence will continue to find more trouble in additional books. Yes, my friends, Walkers on the Run is Book One of the Oldsters Love Adventures series. You are never too old to enjoy life.
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  Chapter 1

Leona Walker didn’t think the day could get worse, but she was wrong. Attending the funeral of Al Watson, a high school classmate, was bad enough. Listening to her older sister Betty Drummond bicker with their neighbor Clarence Brown about what it felt like to die made her insides feel like they were collapsing like a star about to go supernova. 
Leona pulled her minivan into the garage beside her late husband Joe’s treasured 1967 Cadillac Eldorado, a giant car that took up most of the room. She wanted to get rid of it, but Joe would turn in his grave if she did. To preserve his resting in peace, she left the car as it was.
The three of them made their way to the back of the minivan where the back hatch was open. Betty helped Clarence get his walker out, then reached for her cane. Ten years earlier, the drunk driver that hit Clarence’s car had left him lame and his wife dead. He wasn’t ambulatory without the extra support provided by the wheeled aid. 
Leona put a small package of ham and a tub of potato salad on the seat of his walker. “There’s your supper.”
He thanked her for the ride and started down the driveway toward his house across the street. The walker’s wheel let out a squeal with each turn. With all the mileage Clarence had put on it, the contraption was due for a lube job.
“Clarence! Oil that wheel!” She handed Betty large bowls of cole slaw and jello salad. “It sounds like a back-up alarm.”
He waved his hand in the air as if he heard, but Leona knew the sound was likely too high pitched to get picked up by his hearing aids. If he couldn’t hear it, it did not exist and consequently, the wheel was never oiled and never would be. All the neighbors along the older, tree-lined street in Red Creek, South Dakota knew who was outside when the squeal sounded. Everyone in the state probably heard it.
After the funeral for Al Watson, she and the rest of the Christian church group served lunch to the family and cleaned up, and as usual, made too much. Afterward, they’d all divided the leftovers to take home. With stacked food containers in one arm and her keys in the other hand, she was anxious to rest for a while after an emotional morning. Her feet, back, and head hurt. She’d send Betty off to her room and relax in her recliner with Hallmark channel lulling her to sleep.
She unlocked the garage door that led into her kitchen and pushed the door open with her foot. Betty’s cat Prissy shot out the door like a yellow-and-white cannonball, almost knocking Leona off balance. Prissy ricocheted off the minivan and flew past Betty who had an armful of leftovers. The cat’s trajectory startled Betty, and plastic food storage containers went flying in every direction.
Betty followed her cat, hustling after her as fast as her 74-year-old legs and her cane would carry her. “Prissy! What’s wrong? Prissy, come back!” 
Leona stared at the mess on her garage floor. Several of the containers had busted open, their contents splattered in a starburst pattern across the side of the van, the walls, and the floor. A glob of jello salad crawled down the wall like a creature searching for its habitat.
A screech tumbled from Leona’s mouth. “Betty, your dumb cat made this mess. You’re cleaning it up!” 
Ready to go sit in her recliner, she turned back to the opened door. Her mouth went dry, and her arms lost their strength. She stepped slowly into her kitchen. A glance around sent an Arctic wind through her veins. She blinked her eyes several times trying to refocus, hoping that she wasn’t really seeing what she was seeing. The view didn’t change. 
Broken china, shattered coffee cups, and silverware were strewn all over the floor. The contents of their cabinets and pantry had been opened and emptied across the debris. The vandals had hurled the tin and glass containers against the wall where they left their mark on impact. Flour, sugar, and spices covered everything in the kitchen. The refrigerator door stood open. Everything had been emptied except for the vegetable drawer. Ketchup and mustard slowly oozed down the kitchen walls and stained both the floor and countertops. Broken eggs were everywhere. Food-covered footprints tracked into the living room. 
She let out a cry. “Oh. My. STARS!” She hesitated before taking another step, looking for clues and listening for sounds. Anything that would tell her why the hair on the back of her neck was standing up. 
Betty’s footsteps and panting came from the garage. “What’s wrong, Prissy? Settle down.” Betty crooned to her meowing pet in her arms. “Were you that lonely?” Prissy hissed. “Oh, you silly cat. What’s gotten into you?”
Betty came up behind Leona and gasped. “I did NOT make this mess. I’m not cleaning it.”
Leona set her food containers on the syrup-covered countertop. She held her purse close to make sure it wouldn’t touch the sticky mess. “I know you didn’t, but who did?”
The two women crept into the living room. The room was in total disarray, with everything upended or on its side. The furniture upholstery was shredded like someone with a chainsaw came through. In the middle of the floor, their gallon of milk and a bottle of bleach were overturned and surrounded by wet carpet. The stench of bleach filled the air.
Leona put her hand over her nose and mouth and pushed Betty back into the most undisturbed corner of the kitchen. She held her hand over her heart to keep it steady and tried to regain her composure. “I’ll go check the other rooms,” she whispered. She scanned the floor for a safe place to step.
“No!” Betty held onto her clothes with one hand and held Prissy with the other. “Someone might still be in here! Let’s go to Clarence’s house and call the police from there.” She tugged on Leona’s arm until she followed her out of the garage. They hurried across the street.
Clarence had just unlocked his front door when the two women yelled out to him in unison. “Our house has been robbed!” 
Leona cried out. “Everything is in ruins!”
Clarence’s mouth fell open. “What? Are you sure?”
Leona stopped at the edge of the ramp that led to his front porch and leaned on the railing to catch her breath. “Am I sure? Trust me! I didn’t leave my house that way! Oh, my word! It’s awful!” She wiped the tears from her face before she put her arm around Betty and Prissy and led them to his front door. “We have to call the police.”
Clarence stood wide-eyed in his doorway, glancing first at the two distraught women, then to the house across the street, and back again. “Come in and sit down.” He motioned them inside, then shuffled over to the sofa, and moved a pile of newspapers onto the coffee table.
“Clarence, call the police for me.” Leona dried her eyes a little. “I’m too upset to do it.” She sat on one end of the sofa and let Betty and Prissy have the other.
Clarence fumbled with his pocket and found his phone. He flipped his tiny device open. “Now, let’s see. That’s nine…” He pushed a button. “Oops. That’s nine…” He pushed again. “One.” He pushed another button. “Oops. Why do they make buttons so small when I have such big fingers?”
“Never mind!” Leona got her phone out of her purse and dialed 911. “Send the police. I’ve been robbed! Come quick!”
“From where are you calling?”
“I’m calling from 6315 South Harwood Circle. Someone has gone through my house and destroyed it.” 
“Are you in danger?”
“No, but I catch who did this, they are for sure.”
“Is anything missing?”
She paused for a moment. “I don’t know if they took anything. I couldn’t see past the mess they made to know what’s there and what’s missing. I was afraid to go look because the thieves might still be in there, and so I’m at the neighbor’s house and—and—they might have guns and knives. Come quickly!”






  
  Chapter 2

“Wipe your feet before you go in,” Leona cried out. She stood in her garage behind Police Officer Don Janus and his young partner, Olivia Torrez, as they started to enter the kitchen. Her habitual words spilled out without her permission. She knew they made no sense. Her brain was so overloaded she couldn’t think straight. 
Olivia turned to look at her and put her hand on Leona’s shoulder. “I don’t think it’ll make much difference.”
Leona covered her face with her hands. “Of course, it won’t. I’m sorry.” 
She felt Olivia give her a soft pat. “Why don’t you go sit on the front porch while we have a look around. We’ll come out there and let you know what we find.”
“Lord, give me strength,” Leona whispered as she heard crunching footsteps in her ruined kitchen. As she turned to go, she heard them talking.
“Wow, they really did a number on this place, didn’t they? None of the others was this bad.” Don turned to Olivia. “Did you put in a call for Detective Smythe?”
“Yes, before we got out of the car.” 
With a final glance at the spilled food on her garage floor and wall and the side of her minivan, she made her way to the large, covered porch that ran the length of the house’s front. At least they hadn’t ruined anything outside her house. Her flower beds and neatly mowed lawn
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