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  About the Book


Knowing where the bodies are buried takes a golden touch… and a bit of dumb luck.  
Becky Robinson and the gang are off to gold country to film the pilot for an old west TV show. But her arrival in the ghost town spells trouble when her dog, Lorelai unearths a skeleton and a treasure map.
The unexpected discovery sparks a century-old legend and afflicts residents with a severe case of gold fever. Too bad the victim turns out to be the missing doctor. With a fortune up for grabs, anyone can be pushed to murder.
To solve the cold case, Becky must infiltrate the local cliques while also juggling her day job. Can she arrest the killer before she’s fired? Or will the multitasking turn into a fool’s errand?
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  1
The Train Robbers


The floor vibrated under my feet, shaking me from an afternoon catnap. I blinked one eye open and scanned my surroundings. Trees whizzed by the window, blurry and out of focus. Or perhaps the issue came from my inability to wink. 
“Excellent, you’re awake.” Lois Vo flopped in the aisle seat and her neck pillow smacked me square in the face. “I’m bored and my phone died.”
The wheels chugged along, crunching gravel. “Not much use in trying to sleep with this racket.”
“What happened to the romance of railroad travel?” My best friend attempted to flick an eyebrow.
“The movies greatly exaggerate the fun.” I shoved a finger through the kennel door and my pup kissed me. “I can’t believe they made Lorelai ride in a cage. She is a Gilmore after all.”
“Somehow they didn’t buy her as a service dog.”
“I don’t imagine the barking helped her case.”
“Or the chewing of the conductor’s pants.”
I rolled my eyes. “Must you call everyone who works for the railroad a conductor?”
“What would you call him?”
I pursed my lips but failed to think of an answer. “I don’t blame her. The conductor is a genuine meanie and Lorelai is an excellent judge of character.”
Lois checked the time. “Sherry is going to order your head on a platter if we’re late.”
“Aren’t trains famous for their ability to keep a schedule?” I huffed at the prospect.
While waiting for word on the fate of Prime Suspect, the studio hired most of the crew to work on the new pilot they produced. This time, Sherry Newton took the reins as executive producer. A truly terrifying thought.
But neither Lois nor I turned up our noses to a steady paycheck or the lovely scenery of the California mountain country. Not to mention the legend haunting the gold rush town.
Lois flicked a pamphlet. “Check out all these activities: canoeing, biking, horseback riding, hiking, camping.”
“Since when did outdoor hobbies excite you?”
“Gold panning, mine exploration…”
“Ah, seduced by the dollar signs.”
“People are always striking it rich and finding gold. Why not us?” She lifted a shoulder. “You’re constantly stumbling upon something scary. Why not switch up our luck.”
“I’ll be far too busy to stumble on anything over the next few weeks.” I hoped.
My local commercial spot with Cali Smooth opened the door to a few auditions but various casting directors slammed them shut. The adage one step forward, two steps back came to mind.
The problem? In Hollywood, a move backward resembled a tumble down a flight of stairs. But I refused to allow a few misses to spoil my success. After a bit of fancy footwork, I landed a spot with Herman Stanley’s team. The famous prop man worked on some of my favorite programs. A genuine genius in the industry. Though not an acting role, I stood to learn a lot about the behind-the-scenes operations.
“Are you listening, Becky?”
“No, sorry.”
Lois released a dramatic sigh. “You missed my eloquent speech but I refuse to repeat myself. The Cliff Notes – we shouldn’t be bummed about our roles. We won’t work in props and hair/wardrobe forever. These are steppingstones to acting and directing.”
“I’m not bummed.” I smiled to prove the point. “We’re working on a western and we’re traveling to a new place on the studio’s dime.”
“Justin’s starring in the pilot, which doesn’t hurt your mood.”
My head spun to the window and I shielded a smile. “He finally gets his cowboy role after all.”
“And this time you can work together without all the obstacles.”
“I don’t know what you mean.”
“Spinning around doesn’t hide your reflection in the glass.” Lois glared. “I’m referring to your jealousy, followed by his. Maybe now one of you can admit it.”
“I’m not jealous of anyone. Justin Woods is one of our closest friends.”
“Clearly.” Despite the glint in her eye, Lois let the matter drop.
The former stuntman turned movie star enjoyed the rush of playing detective with us. But his tagging along didn’t mean a thing. Did it?
My stomach flopped as the train raced downhill. Justin acted annoyed by my ex-boyfriend’s presence during the last case. I shook away the thought. He seemed annoyed because Boone bothered him with pranks and silly tricks. Not because of jealousy.
Lois gasped. “Why didn’t you tell me about the ghost story?”
“Which one?” My brow crinkled. “In Red Water Creek?”
She shoved the pamphlet into my face. “The place is famous for its legend of outlaw Billy Boatman. His partners buried a fortune nearby, and he spent a half-century looking for it. Now he haunts the town.”
I scanned the story. “Not much credibility when the tidbit is posted by the local psychic. She’s drawing tourists to her business is all.”
“Say what you want, but I’m not taking any chances.”
“I thought your focus would center on the lost treasure rather than the ghost aspect.”
“Right you are.” Lois snatched the paper. “I guess it won’t hurt to dig around in our free time.”
The train puttered as it rolled to a stop at the station. The brakes squealed and the whistle howled. Though I enjoyed some aspects of the trip, I wouldn’t repeat the process once the mechanic fixed our car’s broken something or other.
I gripped Lorelai’s kennel and rubbed her paw through the gate. “Almost over, Baby Girl. You’ll be out of prison soon.”
Lois clutched my arm. “Let the others go first. I don’t want to shove through a mob to the platform.”
Her weird rules infuriated me sometimes. Then again, with my lack of size and her lack of assertion, we stood little chance in a crowd. “Fine, but we owe Lorelai a gigantic treat.”
“Do you think we can take the time to drop off our luggage at the bed and breakfast?”
I craned my neck to the time posted at the front of the car. “Not unless you want to witness Sherry’s head explode.”
The last group of people exited the car when a masked bandit hopped aboard, pointing a six-shot revolver. I sunk into my assigned seat and muffled my yelp. I wanted a wild west adventure so I should have guessed the request came equipped with a train robbery.
“Hand over your cash.” The crackled voice barked. “Jewelry too.”
A bandana covered his nose and mouth while a hat shaded his face. The western regalia hinted at a staged reenactment but what if the thief took advantage of the town’s history?
Intense green eyes challenged me and I concealed the flicker of recognition. A welcome wagon from none other than Justin Woods. I snagged my umbrella from underneath the seat and swatted the gun from his grasp.
Shock clouded his features as I poked him in the doughy stomach. Did he put on weight for the role? I stabbed him again. “This town ain’t big enough for the two of us. Git before I send for the law after you.”
He raced down the steps and his boots pounded across the platform.
Lois covered her agape mouth. “Where did that come from? You’re like Sydney Bristow or something.”
I wanted to bask in the glory of my defeat but I couldn’t bear the dishonesty. “I recognized Justin beneath the makeup and outlaw dirt. He tried to prank us. Why else would he wait until everyone else exited?” I snagged the prop gun and toted Lorelai down the steps.
The conductor offered a hand as I disembarked. “Why did the cowboy run out of here as if the devil chased him?”
“He attempted to rob the train but no worries, we stopped him.” Lois’ smirk faded. “He’s an actor in town working on a TV show.”
“Ah, gotcha.” He tipped his cap.
I released Lorelai from prison and clipped on her leash. “Much better, huh, girl?”
Clopping on the wooden platform diverted my attention. A cowboy charged forward on a beautiful white horse. A gray mane fluttered as the pair halted.
The cowboy swung his leg over the saddle horn and removed a black Stetson. “Howdy, partner.”
I narrowed my gaze at the completely different outfit. “Justin, how did you change so fast?”
“Not quite the greeting I imagined when I galloped in on horseback.”
“The thwarted robbery bit is more impressive,” Lois whispered.
“The what now?” He removed his hat and combed through dirty blonde hair. “Somebody robbed your train?”
I hung the prop gun from my finger. “Yeppers. You.”
“This is one of those good-news-bad-news situations.” He snagged the weapon and emptied the chamber. “I didn’t prank you, these bullets are real, and sounds like y’all stopped a real-life outlaw.”
My umbrella popped open into Lois. “And you said packing this thing was a waste of space.”






  
  2
Fist Full of Dollars


Executive producer Sherry Newton pinched the bridge of her nose. “Your constant tardiness is going to send me to an early grave and if it does, I’ll haunt you for all eternity. My promise to you.” 
I swallowed. “I’m sorry ma’am, but the train ran late and this outlaw tried to rob us and I stopped him with my umbrella. After which we went to the sheriff’s station to make a statement. But I couldn’t report much except green eyes.”
“Remind me if I’m ever foolish enough to hire you on another project to write a stipulation in your contract. No crime-solving. No disrupting filming by playing detective.”
“I thought Justin played a prank, otherwise I wouldn’t find myself in this ridiculous pickle.” My throat constricted. “I apologize, again.”
“Why can’t you be like your friend? The Vietnamese girl. She’s always on time, ready, and willing to work without ridiculous excuses.” Sherry squirted Bath and Body lotion on her palm. “This is my first crack at producing. If you mess this up for me…”
“Haunted. I understand.”
I backed out of her trailer and released a calming breath. “She’s like visiting the principal at a Catholic school for the Marines.”
“What did she say about me?” Lois asked. “Am I toast?”
“She thinks you arrived hours ago with the others.”
Lois straightened her shoulders. “Sometimes it pays to be invisible.”
Yet I never enjoyed the perks. “I can’t believe our dumb luck. Why us of all the people on the train to rob? We’re broke. If I didn’t best the guy with an umbrella, he runs off with a couple of iPhones and a snack.”
“Lorelai and I ate the peanut butter crackers while you napped.”
“Which is worth more than our outdated phones combined.” AT&T offered three dollars for mine on an upgrade. Not much of a trade when the newest version cost over eight hundred. After the insulting bid, I kept the dinosaur.
Justin moseyed over, spurs clicking on his cowboy boots. “Sorry about everything. You guys alright?”
“Not your fault Becky couldn’t tell the difference between you and Jesse James.”
“Still, I rode up to the station to surprise you. A staged holdup isn’t out of the question.” He clutched his hat. “By the way, I stashed your luggage in my trailer.”
“How thoughtful. We won’t be able to check in for a while.”
I peered at the white stallion trotting to the corral. “When did you learn to ride?”
“I’m a born desperado and a stuntman at heart. I learned to ride before walking.”
“I remember you said you never saw a horse up close.”
“Your insulting words, not mine, Tumbler.” He replaced the hat. “I better return to wardrobe. I left mid-fitting.”
Lois jerked her head. “Speaking of costuming… I should report to Ms. Fairly for duty.”
Justin grimaced. “I don’t think I trust you to stick pins in me.”
“Now you really shouldn’t.”
Lois passed me the leash and I scooped Lorelai into my arms. With an hour until I met with the props department, I explored my surroundings.
Our crew set up shop on the outskirts of Red Water Creek. Various trailers parked in the field and we pitched tents to accommodate the stations.
According to the call sheet, most of the filming took place outdoors over the coming weeks. The scout team reconned everything from Main Street to the state park river crossing. An ambitious undertaking with few days to prepare and rehearse.
But the town wasn’t new to the film industry. It served as a backdrop for many westerns, including Back to the Future Part III. Lorelai scratched at the earth, disturbing a roly-poly. Her ear perked and she rolled over mimicking the bug. “You’re getting all dirty you silly goose.” I swatted dirt from her coarse fur.
“Well, well, well. If it isn’t my favorite amateur sleuth. What’s your name again?”
I cringed at the earsplitting voice. The nails on a chalkboard tone mixed with condescending overtures. My gaze rose to the leggy blonde towering over me. “Ashton Ashley.”
“No dear, I think that’s my name.” She bopped my nose. “Yours is on the tip of my tongue. Da-da da-da-da or something, right?”
The former child star joined Prime Suspect in season two and caused quite the stir. For a while, I suspected her of the murder in my first mystery.
“What are you doing here?” I asked.
She snapped. “Becky Robinson.”
“How decent of you to remember the person who saved your life.”
“You are a feisty one. I’m not surprised you caught Justin’s eye. For now, anyway. You never know what kind of sparks might fly while I’m playing his love interest.” She flashed a bleached smile. “The press would eat the story up and it wouldn’t hurt our chances of being picked up.”
“Love interest?” My brows twitched. “Since when? The only female in the cast is Vivica and she’s the middle-aged schoolteacher.”
“Oh, studios are so fickle sometimes. They made a last-minute change after pitching to a test audience. No one’s keen on Justin’s role as a savage outlaw without morals.”
“His character robs a train and suffers gold fever until he dies a broke old man. How does the studio plan to redeem him?”
“He’s now a misunderstood miscreant,” Ashton said. “And I’m joining the show as the charming, mouthy sheriff hunting him. This is only the pilot, so we sprinkle in teasers of a romance.”
“But why you?”
She flicked her painted nails. Not old west sheriff-y of her. “If you didn’t notice, most of the crew works on our program. What’s one more alum, right?”
“More the merrier.” I bit my tongue.
“I’m sure you won’t mind the competition.” She elbowed my ribs. “A glamorous actress versus a cute, um, helper.”
“I’m working in the props department now.” I crossed my arms and raised my chin.
“Quite the promotion from the coffee girl.” She turned to leave and froze. “By the way, I caught your little commercial spot the other day at my dentist’s office. I don’t care what people say, you should be proud of your first project. Not everyone can land a classic sitcom on their first audition like me.”
“Wait, what are people saying?”
As Ashton waltzed to her trailer, I marveled at her skills. A saccharine sweet delivery with words cutting to the heart like a dagger. She served backhanded compliments with the skill of a tennis pro.
Lorelai tugged on her leash. “Okay, you’re antsy from the train ride. I’ll take you for a walk.”
“You’re Robinson?”
“Mr. Stanley, how nice to meet you… again.” I curtseyed before I managed to stop myself. But I couldn’t help it, the man snuck up and startled me while I spoke to my dog in a silly voice. Not the best first impression on one’s boss.
His busy brows raised into a receding hairline. “You are shorter than I remember.”
“You too.” I bit my lip, drawing blood.
The stocky man squared his shoulders and drew a breath. “I sense trouble with you. Don’t make me regret the hire.”
“Where are we going, Mr. Stanley? Our meeting starts at two, correct?”
“Yes, but I wanted to call you in for additional homework. Is that okay with you, My Lady?”
“Oh sure, but you don’t need to ask. I’m making conversation while we walk.”
“Well, stop.” He cuffed the sleeves of his dress shirt. Despite the chilly mountain temperatures, he neglected to wear a jacket. “The town historian is holding court and I want my department present and listening.”
“What for, specifically?”
His chest puffed out as if he wanted to scold me for questioning orders. “Our job is to bring the writer’s words to life. We don’t receive the budget or timetable necessary of a motion picture but we make up for the deficiencies in the details. Learn everything you can from this guy and soak it in. Capeesh?”
“Yes, sir.”
He patted Lorelai’s head and directed me to the gathering.
A Native American man stood in the center of the crowd and cracked open a can of soda. He lounged in a fold-up chair and the others settled in. “I want to thank you for welcoming me to the set. I realize I am a consultant so I promise not to overstep.”
“Wouldn’t be much of a consultant if you don’t.”
The historian laughed at the heckling. “Very well. Some of you met me at the welcome dinner last night. For those of you who did not, I am Dan Elkfoot. Some people like to add in the Dr. title and I do not correct them since I spent six years chasing the elusive Ph.D.” He sipped the Coca-Cola. “My presence on set is to assist in the historical flavor. The legend on which they based your show is rather famous and important to our people. If you do not do us justice, the folks will throw their blame on me.”
Sherry squeezed into the circle. “Dr. Elkfoot, we are thrilled to employ your expertise on set. Not only for the town history but history in general. If anyone is botching the period, speak up. Better you than the trolls in the IMDb goofs later.”
Elkfoot combed a hand through shoulder-length black hair. Twinges of gray speckled the temples. “While I have your attention, perhaps you would allow me to share the legend?”
“Please do.” Sherry spread her arms. “We’re all ears.”
“In 1883 a Union Pacific Railway train rolled through California transporting a fortune in gold. A gaggle of lawman accompanied the loot on the cross-country journey and on many occasions, fought off thieves.” Elkfoot dug his boot into the dirt as he spoke. “It was not until they reached Red Water Creek that an attempt at the treasure bore fruit. Three notorious criminals boarded the train and snuck into the car. They killed two marshals and wounded another in their quest. They got off with more than half of the gold before anyone realized they did it. The wounded marshal provided a description and lawmen from far and wide joined forces to track down the gang.
“They shot and killed two of the outlaws when they fled custody but neither man possessed the stolen fortune. As one died, he claimed he buried the loot by the river where no one would ever find it. So, when the lawman found the third man, Billy Boatman, they approached with care. He represented the last link to the hidden treasure. But Boatman stayed silent. He endured questioning and beatings but he never surrendered the gold. In 1908, he completed his prison sentence and reentered the world.
“Any guesses where Mr. Boatman settled?” He paused for effect. “Red Water Creek. But years passed since the train robbery. The land changed, trees grew, and the railroad expanded. He did not remember where his partners hid the gold. Cursed by what he did, he spent the rest of his days penniless and obsessed with finding what he stole. Forty years went by and the search intensified. The story swelled into a town legend. Tourists come from all over to dig for buried treasure. But still, no one found the missing loot.” Elkfoot dipped his head to the applause. “You are too kind. Thank you for indulging the rambling words of a man dreaming of the past.”
“What wonderful insight. I hope our writers are taking notes,” Sherry said.
“Perhaps not close enough. In your adaption, the sheriff is a woman and Boatman comes off as something of a hero.”
“Welcome to Hollywood, Dr. Elkfoot.” Sherry winked and bustled to her trailer.
Lorelai circled, begging for her walk. “Okay sweet girl. I understand but I’m working. Maybe Justin can take you when he’s done with his fitting.”
Mr. Stanley scrubbed the gray stubble on his chin. “Fine, I’m an old softy for animals. Take your dog on a stroll but don’t be late for the staff meeting.”
“Yes, sir.”
Lorelai led the charge through the park. She sniffed every leaf and dug under every rock. We wandered over a mile from headquarters. “Guess the treasure story struck a chord with you too. But after 150ish years, I doubt you and I will fall face-first into a fortune.”
My pep talk didn’t deter her hunt. Her nose dusted the ground, running her in circles. Finally, she froze at a patch of wildflowers. With excitement, she dove into the dirt and dug at a rapid pace.
“Stop, you’re ruining the flowers.” She smiled with a daisy stuck to her forehead. I contorted for my phone and snapped a blurry but adorable picture.
A tug of my arm and we took off again. “At least stay on the hiking trail.” I kicked at the ground and curled my toes. My cute boots promised to leave behind a blister by morning.
I gripped the leash tighter as a muddy jogger weaved to the side of the path. Dancing on her back legs, Lorelai attempted to charge. She thought it her birthright to chase anyone who ran.
In an attempt to scour every inch of the state park, the curious pup froze near the edge of a construction site. The cardboard sign detailed the plans for the area – a natural saltwater swimming pool built into the land. A marvelous idea I only wished they planned to open sooner. I scanned the mounds of dirt and wondered how they expected to finish by summer.
My arm jerked as Lorelai dragged me downhill. “Hey, we can’t go inside here. The area is marked with orange cones and everything.” I pointed to the gigantic yellow CAT implement. “This isn’t safe.”
The determined Jack Russell pawed at the earth and started into another fit. I tugged the leash but she refused to quit. “Are you on the trail of a gopher or something? What would you do if you found one?” My pup reminded me of Buddy the Elf. She was more likely to hug a wild creature than cause harm.
The digging stopped and she froze. Something shiny protruded from the earth. I gasped. A gold coin. “Lorelai, I permit you to dig. Good girl.”
Her front paws tore into the ground and my mind wandered. I traced the coin in my hand. The gold alone held value but the legend made the artifacts priceless.
Lorelai spun from her hole and dropped a stick at my feet. “No time for playing fetch. We’re looking for buried treasure, remember?”
She barked and pushed the stick at me again. I hollered and yanked the item from her mouth. A stick didn’t have phalanges or tattered clothing. It also didn’t clutch a gold coin. I dropped the skeleton arm into the shallow grave and considered my options.
If Sherry realized what happened, she might fire me. What if Lorelai dug up the town founder who died of natural causes in 1905? Phoning the police wouldn’t help anyone.
I gazed into the pit for answers. Metal protruded. With a tissue, I yanked on the piece. The small shard unearthed to a fancy camera. “Okay, so you aren’t from 1905. Probably not even 2005.”
I tugged on the strap and with it came the victim’s skull. I shut my eyes tight and breathed through my nose. Something about a skeleton was so much worse than a fresh, dead body.
The bony face and hollow eyes stared back at me. Along with a round cavity in the forehead. “Blunt force trauma to the frontal bone or something more accurate from an M.E. who didn’t receive a degree in television police procedurals. But either way, mister, a hole in the head points to murder. Lucky me. Not so much for you.”






  
  3
Big Valley


Like a perfect movie cliché, my cellphone searched and searched for a signal but never managed to place a call.  I tapped my foot and considered my options.
The picturesque mountains didn’t give me a choice. I found myself smack dab in the middle of a dead zone. I stared at my new friend. In more ways than one. Putting the paperweight to use, I snapped pictures of the scene and hoped the skeleton wouldn’t disappear during my absence.
I took a deep breath and tapped a hand against my thigh. “You’ll enjoy this Lorelai. Are you ready to run?”
A howl knocked her to her back feet.
When we finally made it back to HQ, I realized how ridiculously out of running shape I was. But acting and catching bad guys left little time for cardio.
I stopped by craft services and downed a bottle of water. Lorelai matched my place, drowning her entire face in the bowl.
“What a sight you two make.”
I choked on the last sip and erupted into a fit of coughs. “Sherry, I didn’t see you.”
“Did Dr. Elkfoot’s story inspire you to dig for treasure?” She tossed wavy black hair over her shoulder.
I extended my hand. “I’m afraid there might be something to the legend after all.”
Her lips puckered as she reached for the gold coin. “This is real?”
“I found something else but you won’t like it.”

      [image: image-placeholder]I whacked a bush and weaved to the unmarked hiking trail. A pebble rattled in my boot, irritating me to no end.
Lois linked her arm through mine. “Are you sure you remember where you unearthed the poor fellow?”
“Of course. You keep an eye on Lorelai. I don’t want her getting too tired after the long walks.”
The pup bebopped on the path, chasing a grasshopper. “You’re right, the little booger is tuckered out.”
“Where did you say you found the skeleton?” The local sheriff swatted at a fly with his peaked cap, revealed a thinning patch of white hair.
“Near the construction site for the new pool.”
“I’m afraid I don’t pay much attention to comings and goings of the state park. This is ranger’s territory.” He picked at the collar of his shirt. “But two reports in one day? Something tells me you are trouble, young lady.”
“An understatement, I assure you.” Sherry navigated the path in pumps and a pencil skirt. The feat puzzled and impressed me.
“Thank you for coming, Mrs. Newton.” I wished she didn’t, but I couldn’t think of anything else to fill the silence.
“I wouldn’t dream of missing this. The discovery of the stolen treasure and perhaps the train robber himself.”
“Who?” I quickly realized she didn’t mean the man who held up our railroad car this morning. “From the legend, right?”
“You’re acting quite jumpy, Tumbler.” Justin’s words brushed the back of my neck.
“Who’s acting?” I hopped to a slick bolder and navigated across a small creek. Cold mountain water swept across the stones, creating a pleasant soundtrack. I leaped to the creek bed and my arms windmilled.
Justin placed a hand on my back, preventing a spill. “Still shook up from earlier?”
“The train? No, I’m torn between excitement and dread. I’m looking forward to working with Mr. Stanley, but I also realize this treasure hunt and murder won’t be soon forgotten.”
“You excel at multitasking.”
“I wish you saw Sherry’s face when I told her. She might fire me if she catches me investigating.”
He offered a hand as we climbed a steep hill. “This case is probably open and shut, so don’t worry. I’m sure Skeletor died of natural causes.”
“Yeah right. What natural phenomena creates a hole in the head?”
His silence spoke volumes.
“How much further?” the sheriff asked. “My dogs are barking.”
Justin pointed. “Construction crane up ahead. About a hundred yards.”
“Keen eye, Mr. Woods.” The sheriff hiked his belt over his round belly. “Hope this is worth the fuss.”
“You seem friendly with the sheriff.” I narrowed my gaze. “Did you court trouble before we arrived?”
“What century is this?”
“I’m practicing for the 1880s.”
The comment drew a smirk from Justin. “Sheriff Taylor showed me his six-shooter collection. He’s a quick-draw champ, so I bugged him for pointers.”
“Is his first name Andy, by any chance?”
“Nope, but his deputy is a goober.”
Sunlight flickered off the beautiful forest, creating a yellowish glow. Sheriff Taylor followed my gaze. “Quite the contrast to this eyesore tearing through the land.”
“The victim is over here.”
Lorelai dragged Lois closer. “I think she remembers. Convenient of her to relax the entire journey and perk up when we arrive.”
“Well?” Sherry spread her arms. “Did he hop to his feet and wander off?”
“Can’t say he did.” Sheriff Taylor removed his hat and reached for his radio. “Ruby, we got ourselves a real mess down in the park near the construction site.”
“What do you need from me, doll?” the woman asked.
“If I knew, I wouldn’t call you talking about the muddle I’m in. Find out who claims jurisdiction and phone the morgue I guess.” He clipped the radio to his belt. “As you can imagine, we don’t deal with this kind of thing every day.”
“Why isn’t this your jurisdiction?” I asked. “Did we leave the county?”
“This is government land.” Taylor dug a heal into the red dirt. “State boys like to be notified before we move forward.”
An idea struck me. A way to stay involved with the case.
“What does this mean for our shooting schedule?” Sherry asked. “Will this cause a delay?”
The sheriff curled a lip. “Can’t understand why, ma’am. Unless you plan to shoot here, the show shouldn’t suffer any consequences.”
“What a relief.” Sherry whipped out her cellphone.
“Don’t bother, no signal.”
She smirked. “My call went through fine.”
I sighed. Another mark against the cheapo provider I afforded.
“What’s going on?” Lois pinched my upper arm. “I can tell when you’re cooking up a scheme.”
“When Sheriff Taylor mentioned jurisdiction, an idea hit me. Who do we know in a state agency who loves clearing cases with us?”
“Agent Cornwallis. Are you sure you want to involve him? He can be a bit of a curmudgeon.”
“But he’s our curmudgeon and he’s already worked in. If the California Bureau of Investigation assigns someone else, they might shut us down and refuse our help.”
“Are you sure he’ll agree to come?” Lois asked.
“I’ll make it worth his while.”

      [image: image-placeholder]I twirled the slippery phone case as I planned out the conversation in my head. Once satisfied, I rang the number.
“J-Man how goes the movie shoot? Are you telephoning me for critiques on the script?”
I extended the Samsung Galaxy from my ear, confirming I dialed the correct digits. “Agent Cornwallis, this is Becky Robinson. I’m calling from Justin’s phone because my reception is so poor.”
“Oh.”
“How’s life in the capital? Catching lots of bad guys?”
“I do alright solving cases without you sticking your nose in if that’s what you’re getting at.”
“No, I’m making conversation.” One which did not follow the plan in my head.
“Did
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