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        Introducing… The Mysterious Travels Mail Club!

      

        

      
        Monthly membership includes:

      

      

      
        
          	
        One letter: Immerse yourself in an unsolved mystery from a fascinating place around the world.
      

      	
        One intro card: Discover intriguing facts about each month’s locale.
      

      	
        One postcard: Enjoy a usable, watercolor or colored-pencil artwork postcard. These limited-edition prints are not available anywhere else.
      

      	
        At least one bonus insert: Surprise extras that will pull you deeper into that month’s featured location and its mystery.
      

      	
        Premium stationery: Savor the tactile experience of reading each month’s letter, printed on premium paper.
      

      

      

      
        
        "An exciting way to learn about real mysteries through these fictional letters. They certainly led me to a deep dive to find out more and try my own hand at being an amateur sleuth! Better yet, it’s strangely exciting to receive snail mail that isn’t junk or a bill, so I always look forward to checking the mail now!" - Katharen M. - Beta Reader

      

        

      
        Ready to begin this unique mystery experience?

      

        

      
        Get 50% off your first month with the discount code PIZZA50

      

        

      
        Sign up today at www.TheMoonlitLetters.com

      

        

      
        (Note: The contents of the issue shown in the picture above are from the inaugural issue, which will only be available during the May 2026 mailing. You will receive the latest issue when you sign up.)
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      “Hi, Denny, how are you doing today?” Miss Klein eased into a high-back leather chair by the window. Her auburn hair gleamed in the late afternoon sunlight, yet she looked a bit disheveled. It was near the end of her shift, and she had started to make a habit out of coming to hear my stories. This time she had a notebook and pencil in hand. She was prepared to hear about the second murder that had occurred all those years ago in Willow Creek. And I was ready to spill all the secrets.

      They had been bottled up far too long.

      “No use complaining,” I said, looking at her a moment, then shifting my gaze to the large window. In the facility’s lounge, I had already rolled my wheelchair over to my regular spot by the window and had spent the past thirty minutes just staring out at the beautiful summer weather. There were folks out in the gardens who were visiting their loved ones. I spotted a couple who had brought an infant, sitting next to an old woman—she was probably the little one’s great-grandmother. There was another couple with a poodle, visiting an old man. Everyone seemed so happy to have visitors on such a lovely day.

      The only visitor I had today was Miss Klein, who was employed here. But she was good company, and I was glad to see her.

      “I brought you a ginger ale,” she said with a wink.

      A smile crept onto my face. “I see you paid close attention to my last tale.”

      She handed me a plastic cup, and the ice cubes rattled against the inside as I held the cup in my shaky hand. I brought the straw to my mouth and took a long sip of the cold beverage. Once finished, I smacked my lips together and let out a sigh, turning to face her.

      “I see it hit the spot,” she said, twirling the pencil in her hand.

      “Going to take notes?” I asked, motioning to her notebook.

      She crossed one leg over the other and nodded. “I figured I would need to jot down as much as possible, in order to help you with your book.”

      We had previously discussed turning my past experiences in catching killers into a book. I had been hesitant at first to agree to it but decided that I needed to get it all out before my time was up…

      “Or I could use the audio recorder on my phone,” she said.

      “Either or,” I said, adjusting my glasses and returning my gaze to the outside world. The wind was picking up slightly, and I noticed dark clouds on the horizon. A few of the people who were gathered outside seemed to take notice; they started heading back toward the building, disappointed looks on their faces. The impending thunderstorm conjured up a memory, and I felt a bit uneasy. “Just make sure you get all the details down,” I continued, keeping my composure. “This one’s a doozy.”

      “Another murder, right?”

      A chill went down my spine, and I set my eyes on Miss Klein, trying to keep my expression neutral. “Yeah, and it happened only a few months after the cheese shop murder. The town was certainly in an uproar that year.”

      “I can’t even imagine,” she said, jotting something down in her notebook.

      “Are you really gonna write down everything I say?” I asked, taking a deep breath, my belly swelling slightly.

      “I’m certainly going to try.” She gave me a wry smile and bent down to grab her purse, rummaging for something. She pulled out a cell phone. “On second thought, maybe I’ll use my phone’s recorder too. So I don’t miss anything.”

      She made a few swiping motions on her phone and looked up at me expectantly.

      “Okay, let’s get started,” I said, letting out a long breath. “Let me tell you all about that fateful weekend…”
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      After four days of rain, the sun was finally shining down on Willow Creek, our cozy hamlet in Eastern Pennsylvania. It was Friday, the opening day of the tenth annual JamFest, a music festival held at the local fairgrounds near the end of September. I was fortunate enough to get an invite from one of the organizers, an acquaintance of one of my close friends. And so I had my pizza truck, Rolling Dough, set up at the event.

      After my wife, Charlotte, had passed five years prior, and my kids, Amber and Jack, had gone off to college, I had decided to start my pizza truck business earlier that year, with much success. As a former copyeditor, I had decided I’d wanted to check off something that had been on my bucket list for many years. So I had traded my long days behind a computer screen for the exceedingly long hours that were required for running my fledgling business.

      Fortunately, things were going well. In fact, business was better than I had expected.

      And it wasn’t by accident.

      The past few months had been spent partnering with bars, wineries, and breweries. Setting up outside their establishments, I gave their patrons something to nibble on while enjoying the various drinks that the brick and mortar businesses had to offer. In return, I exposed my business to thousands of new patrons who were quickly becoming fans of my artisan pizzas.

      For the first couple of months, I had been a one-man show, running the entire operation myself. This proved to be a hectic experience. Every day was both physically and mentally draining, though it was richly rewarding—I wouldn’t trade those early days for anything.

      There were also perks of being a one-man show that I had found invaluable. Being able to interact with each and every customer, their direct feedback proved to be illuminating. It helped to shape the business in ways I wouldn’t have anticipated. One customer, an avid fan of organic vegetables, had planted an idea in my mind, and I was already starting to develop a new autumn harvest pizza I was planning to launch next month. I had even partnered with a local grower, Roxbury Farm, who would be providing the seasonal organic vegetables for my new pizza.

      Other feedback had helped me figure out where I could streamline operations, and I had been able to improve at a speed I wouldn’t have if I hadn’t been on the front lines, listening to each and every customer.

      But after record sales over the summer and more business than I could handle, I had decided to hire my first employee, Graham. His primary job was to take orders, handle payments, and man the icy machine.

      Graham was going to be with me at the three-day music festival, and we had set up a few hours before the event opened to the public. We had anticipated a great turnout, since the long stretch of rain had finally ended, and the residents of Willow Creek—folks who loved the great outdoors—had been cooped up indoors far too long.

      “I’ll be right back,” I told Graham, after we were all set up.

      In his early twenties, Graham was wiry and his curly, blond hair was tucked under a Phillies cap. Freckles populated his face, and his blue eyes betrayed a sense of boyish wonder. He wore a shirt that seemed one size too large and pants that seemed one size too small. Skinny jeans on a skinny young man. So far he had proven himself to be punctual, dependable, and a hard worker who was always eager to learn more about the ins and outs of the pizza truck business. All in all, he was a great addition to my team.

      “All right, boss,” he said. “I’ll go over the checklist again while you’re gone. I want to make sure I know that thing inside and out.”

      “Good idea,” I said. “So, is there anything you want me to pick up for you while I’m out?”

      “Nah, I’m good.”

      “Are you sure? I believe that Sweet Treats will have a stand this weekend.” The Sweet Treats Café was my favorite coffee shop in town, with their award-winning confections and amazing cappuccinos. It would be difficult for me to stay away from their stand during my breaks.

      Graham shifted his gaze toward me. “Is that the café you’ve been telling me about that’s pretty good?”

      “Pretty good? They’re not just pretty good, they are amazing. Their blueberry muffins are incredible. And don’t get me started on their cappuccinos. If I get some of their goodies, I know you’ll be eyeing them up.”

      Graham chuckled. “Okay, sold. Grab a blueberry muffin for me, if you don’t mind.”

      “Coming right up,” I said, then I took off my apron and exited the van.

      Leaving the congregation of food trucks near the smallest of the band stages, I strolled around the sprawling fairgrounds to see what other vendors were there.

      I took a long drag of the brisk autumn air and headed past the main stage. There were several stages scattered around, but the main stage was in the middle of the fairgrounds and would be where the more popular bands would play. Perhaps next year I would obtain a vending spot near the main stage, since that was where most of the event attendees congregated. I could only imagine how well the vendors that were near the main stage did, especially the select food trucks that were fortunate enough to get a coveted spot there.

      With the stage behind me, I continued along. A few minutes later, I found myself on the other side of the fairgrounds where most of the vendor booths were set up.

      As I was walking near the corner of the fairgrounds, I heard a gruff voice from behind me. “Ugh, your pizzas are the worst!”

      My mouth dropped in shock. In the few months since starting the pizza truck, no one had ever said anything negative about my pies. Not directly to me, anyway.

      I spun around, curious to see who would dish out such a childish insult.
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      After hearing the man’s insult, I spun around to face him, unsure of how to respond.

      “Who do you—” I stopped abruptly and smiled once my brain registered the familiar face. “Jerry?”

      “Didn’t you see my set-up?” He motioned toward his music store’s booth that was tucked in the corner of the fairgrounds.

      Jerry owned the Willow Creek Music Center and was using this opportunity to advertise their lesson program. They also serviced the local school district, providing instrument rentals to students in the band and orchestra. He rented out a lot of flutes, clarinets, saxophones, trumpets, and even snare drums and bell kits. For the orchestra, violins were the most popular instrument he rented out, followed by violas and cellos. From time to time, string bass rentals would be needed, since purchasing one of those was exceedingly expensive.

      He had told me he was planning to do more outreach over the weekend in order to gain rental customers from other schools in the region. In addition to providing folks with information about lessons and rentals, he had a small display set up with various gear and accessories that people could browse through. There were guitar picks, strings, sheet music, and various novelty items. A little bit of everything to help promote his store.

      As we stood there and chatted, I noticed that Jerry’s face was glowing red from getting way too much sun over the past few months. Normally, his pale skin contrasted his mop of reddish-brown hair. Today, it was hard to tell where his hair ended and his face started. He was in his late fifties and wore a white muscle shirt featuring his store’s logo, a pair of blue jeans, and his signature leather boots.

      “Pam’s having fun with the dogs,” Jerry said. “She just texted; told me that Romeo and Hendrix are chasing each other again.”

      Normally, I had my five-pound Yorkshire Terrier, Romeo, with me wherever I went. But since I was running a food business, I couldn’t exactly have my dog on the truck with me during our shifts. Local laws forbade it, and I doubted my customers would appreciate a dog running around while I prepared their food. Instead, I had decided to have Romeo stay at my friend Jerry’s house with his massive Great Dane, Hendrix, and his Siamese cat named Lexie. It was always a sight to see such a tiny dog chasing after one of the largest dogs I had ever seen. And Jerry’s wife, Pam, always loved having an extra fur baby to keep her company while she worked from home.

      Behind Jerry’s booth, I spotted a tall, muscular man with a bald head and a goatee strutting away from an old Volkswagen Beetle that I had seen puttering around town from time to time. To the left of the Volkswagen was Jerry’s black Jeep Grand Cherokee.

      The man was around Jerry’s age, and I had heard he was the newest member of Jerry’s cover band, The Turnpike Boys, who were set to headline the event on Sunday, the festival’s final day. The bald man made his way around the fold-out table, his faded and torn blue jeans complementing his tie-dye T-shirt. His get-up made him look more like a washed-up musician than an accomplished bass guitarist.

      “I gotta go,” Jerry said. “I’ll be over for some pepperoni pizza, buddy. Save a pie for me!”

      “Sure thing,” I said. Of course, my pizzas were always made on demand. And I had plenty of dough in my proofing boxes in the van’s on-board fridge. Though the fridge was well stocked for the day ahead, I could send Graham to the next town over to the commissary kitchen to grab more prepared dough, if needed. Though if I had done my planning correctly, we would have plenty for the day ahead.

      Leaving Jerry’s stand, I continued down the line of booths, taking note of the other vendors that were set up.

      Next to the music shop, Will’s Rare Books had a display that was filled to the brim with old hardcovers and paperbacks. I could spend hours in his store, and oftentimes did. He competed against two other bookshops in the area, though it was doubtful that they were truly competition. There were enough readers in town to keep the owners of all three bookshops well fed.

      Wilkes’ Cheese Shop was next

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png





OEBPS/images/food-cozy-cover-2-v2---2000x3200.jpg





OEBPS/images/ap0015_l.jpg
IF You LOVE UNSOLVED MYSTERIES

THIS NEW MAIL CLUB IS FOR YOU





